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Chapter 1: Home Fires

Raj got home late.

The train from Bristol had been delayed. By the time he walked in, it was past 9. Antara was on the sofa, in one of his old hoodies, legs curled under her, a half-empty glass of red wine in her hand. The kids were already asleep.

“Hey,” he said, voice tired, keys clinking in the bowl.

She didn’t look up right away. “You could’ve called.”

Raj blinked. “I texted.”

“No, you didn’t.”

“I did. Check your WhatsApp.”

She checked. He was right. The message had been sent. Just not seen.

“Well,” she muttered, setting the glass down. “I didn’t see it.”

He could already feel the mood shift. “You okay?”

Antara stood, arms crossed. “Five days, Raj. And not one actual phone call. Just a few lazy ‘how’s your day?’ texts and a thumbs-up emoji.”

“I was working. I was tired.”

“You weren’t too tired to scroll through Twitter every night, were you?”

He dropped his bag, his voice hardening. “What do you want me to say? Sorry I didn’t sext you from a conference room?”

She turned on him, eyes flashing. “You didn’t even ask if I was okay. I’ve been alone with two kids, no work, mood swings, and no sex drive. And then suddenly every part of me was dripping wet this week and the one person who should’ve been there was too busy pretending it was all normal.”

He stared at her. Something sharp between them, finally exposed.

“You think it’s easy for me? Being the guy who has to guess when you’re in the mood and when you’ll bite my head off for even touching your shoulder? You want me present, but only on your terms.”

The room was dead silent.

Then she laughed. Bitter. “Fuck you.”

Raj’s jaw tightened. “Yeah, well. Maybe I should’ve.”

He stormed into the bedroom. She stayed in the living room, standing by the table, breathing hard. Her wine untouched.

Neither of them said anything for hours.



It was after midnight when she came in.

The room was dark except for the glow of the streetlamp outside the window. Raj was lying on the bed in boxers, scrolling his phone, face expressionless. Antara stood in the doorway for a second.

Then she walked over, climbed onto the bed, and straddled him.

No words.

Her hoodie was gone — she was wearing only a tank top and panties. She pressed her weight onto his hips, grinding once, slow, deliberate. Her pussy was hot and damp against his cock through the fabric.

“Antara,” he said, low.

She didn’t answer. She leaned down and kissed him — hard, angry, tongue pushing past his lips. Her hands grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the mattress.

Raj growled under her mouth. He tried to move, but she held him there. Their bodies pressed tight, her hair falling around his face.

“You want me to beg now?” he asked, voice tight.

“No,” she hissed. “I want you to shut up and fuck me.”

She slid down his body, pulled his boxers down just enough to free his cock — already hard from the friction — and then moved her panties aside. No taking them off. Just tugged to the side like a woman who didn’t have time for romance.

She guided him to her entrance, and without ceremony, sank down.

He filled her in one brutal stroke.

Her mouth fell open. “Fuck.”

Raj sat up and grabbed her hips, slamming her down again. “You’re soaked,” he gritted. “You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

She didn’t deny it. Just rolled her hips, grinding his cock deep into her like she was trying to break him.

“Missed your cock,” she gasped. “Missed it being inside me.”

He flipped her onto her back, didn’t say a word, and lined himself up again — driving in hard. Her legs spread wide, feet flat on the bed, her back arching as he fucked her missionary, deep and fast.

His hands were on either side of her head, his mouth inches from hers.

“This what you wanted?” he growled. “A fuck to shut you up?”

She slapped him, light across the cheek. “Don’t flatter yourself.”

He fucked her harder.

The bed creaked, the headboard hit the wall, and their skin slapped wetly with every thrust. Her tits bounced, sweat forming under her neck and in the crease of her thighs. Raj reached down, shoved two fingers into her mouth.

“Suck.”

She did. Moaning around his fingers while he drove into her, faster, deeper.

“Your cunt’s eating me,” he panted. “God, you’re tight—”

“Because you left me for five days. I don’t know why I’ve been so horny.”

“Say it.”

“I need it,” she choked. “Need you to come inside me.”

Raj’s thrusts got ragged.

He stared into her eyes, fucking her harder, deeper, both of them on the edge.

“You come first,” he growled. “Now.”

She did.

With a cry, with her nails digging into his shoulders, with her pussy clenching so hard around him it triggered his own orgasm seconds later — a raw, deep explosion, his cock pulsing, pumping cum into her until she whimpered from the pressure.

When it was over, they were sweaty, breathless, bodies stuck together.  Raj looked at his wife. Her smile widened, lazy and satisfied.

Antara shifted, letting her body melt into his, then rested her head on Raj’s chest — skin still damp, his heartbeat steady under her cheek.

She dragged her foot slowly along his calf and muttered, “You’ve got no idea how much regular bonking keeps a woman sane.”

Raj huffed a laugh. “So that was therapy?”

She smirked without lifting her head. “Better. Cheaper too.”

He kissed her shoulder, hand drifting down to rest on her hip. “Glad to be of service.”

Antara let out a soft chuckle, eyes already fluttering shut. “Try not to skip my sessions next time.”


Chapter 2: The Edge

Antara had married Raj in her late twenties. It wasn’t a whirlwind kind of love — more like something slow-cooked. Deep, warm, well-spiced, with a heat that built over time. Their life together had always been comfortable, compatible. No tantrums. No ultimatums. They spoke the same emotional language. Fought rarely. Fucked well. Trusted each other even in silence.

By her early thirties, they had moved to London. The grey light, the drizzle, the cold windows — it all changed something in her. Not in a dramatic way. She didn’t wake up one day and want a new life. It was slower, more honest. A quiet shift, like a fruit softening just before it splits.

Her body had changed too. It didn’t bounce anymore — it settled. Her belly had softened after the births; her hips spread into curves that didn’t ask for permission. Her ass filled out bold and ripe. Her breasts — heavier now, more sensitive — refused to be ignored under fabric. There were days when a tight T-shirt made her feel so obscenely visible, she’d wear a jacket in 14°C just to tone herself down.

But that glow… it didn’t fade. In fact, it deepened.

Motherhood made her raw in ways she hadn’t expected. She was touched all day by little hands, needed constantly. But the only touches she craved were the ones that hadn’t come in months.

After the second delivery, things had grown worse.

There was no time to recover. No sleep. No softness. Just a rotating door of feeding bottles, dirty laundry, sore nipples, and the kind of exhaustion that pressed down on her shoulders like a second spine. Then came the diagnosis: ovarian cysts. Minor surgery. Hormone pills. Warnings to avoid sex during recovery. She nodded obediently, but inside, she was already unravelling.

The pills fucked her up in every way. One day she’d cry over a spilt cup. The next, she’d be flushed, soaking through underwear after watching a YouTube ad with a shirtless man holding a power tool.

Her libido yo-yoed, violently. Her patience thinned. She hated the sound of her own voice when she snapped at Raj — sharp, cold, cruel. And yet, the man just bore it. Cooked dinner. Cleaned up. Bathed the kids. Took her insults with a calmness that only made her guilt worse later.

But guilt didn’t stop the heat. That simmering, frustrating heat between her legs that refused to be reasoned with. She was stuck at home, unable to move much post-surgery. So she scrolled. And swiped. And yes — watched porn. Far too often. Sometimes between episodes of a parenting podcast, with the volume low and her thighs pressed together.

Raj, for his part, was careful. Too careful. No kisses. No touching. Not even spooning at night. “Let your body heal,” he’d said. “We’ll wait.”

And she’d nodded. Said she understood.

But the understanding version of Antara wasn’t the one he had to deal with at 2 a.m., when she’d climb into bed, pull his hand to her breast, and then pick a fight when he gently moved it away.

“I’m fat,” she’d cry. “I’ve got a fucking scar. You don’t want me anymore.”

He would say nothing. Or worse, something calm and logical.

And she would storm out. Or cry until she fell asleep.

One night, after one of those silent, aching arguments, Raj turned over and fell asleep.

But Antara couldn’t.

She was still wired. Still angry. Still wet, unbelievably wet, under the covers. Her brain was fogged with shame and need, and something inside her — reckless and aching — snapped.

She grabbed her phone, turned the screen brightness down, and opened the browser.

She didn’t even know how she landed there.

But within fifteen minutes, she was creating a profile on a porn-sharing site. No face. No names. Just a username, a password, and a decision she hadn’t made consciously.

She opened her gallery. Scrolled way back. Found an old photo Raj had once taken — just her ass in lace, her back arched, the curve of her waist visible under dim yellow light.

She uploaded it.

Posted it.

Closed the app.

And fell asleep.



Two days later, while deleting old screenshots on her phone, she remembered.

She opened the site again, suddenly mortified. The login screen appeared. She entered her details, hands shaking slightly. Ready to delete it. But the moment she got in, she froze.

Her photo had comments. A lot of comments.

There were messages from users around the world.

Things like:

“That curve made me lose it. Came so hard.”

“Who is this? I need more.”

“That ass should be in a museum.”

At first, she panicked. Checked the settings. Made sure there were no links to her real name, no location tags, nothing identifiable. Nothing. Good.

Then she re-read the comments.

Slower this time.

And then — shamefully, quietly — slid her hand under the blanket.

She didn’t delete the photo.

That night, when Raj came home from work, she showed him.

He read the messages. Raised an eyebrow. Didn’t say anything at first.

“You’re not angry?” she asked, cautious.

He shook his head. “Honestly? They’re right.”

“What?”

Raj looked at her then, really looked. “That ass should be in a museum.”

He continued with a grin, “Then it would be whitewashed every day.”

For the first time in six months, they had sex.

Not careful. Not planned.

Just needy.

And afterward, when she lay beside him, skin damp, breath shallow, her head on his chest, he reached down and said quietly:

“If someone excites you… I hope you let him.”

Antara didn’t answer that night.

But she didn’t delete her profile either.


Chapter 3: The Spark

Antara hadn’t expected that first time to feel as good as it did.

Six months of tension, silence, and raw unmet need had simmered beneath her skin like something ready to boil over. And when it finally happened—when Raj slid into her that night after scrolling through those filthy comments—they didn’t explode. They melted. Slowly. Completely.

It wasn’t fireworks.
It was release.
Warm. Deep. Grounding.

She had loved every second.

Raj had, too—though she could tell he was holding back. He was careful with her body. Cautious. Even when he kissed her, his hands skimmed lightly over her waist, never straying near the scar. When she tried to raise her legs around his hips, a sharp pull in her thigh made her wince.

Raj froze.

“You okay?” he whispered.

“Yeah. Just… not as bendy as I used to be,” she muttered, a little embarrassed.

He smiled. Kissed her forehead. And kept going—slower this time, each stroke shallow but steady. He never looked away. He made sure she was comfortable the entire time.

She hadn’t felt that seen in ages.

It wasn’t just sex. It was connection.

And then—he went down on her.

Something he hadn’t done since the surgery. He’d said it wasn’t safe. That they’d lose control. That they should wait.

He didn’t say a word this time.

He just moved, slid his tongue along her slit—slow, sure, deliberate—and tasted her like he’d missed it for years. The contact sent a jolt through her. Her legs trembled. Her breath hitched.

She came fast, gasping his name, one hand clenched in the sheets.

Later, she gave it back.

Her mouth on him was eager. Messy. Unapologetic. She hadn’t gone down on him in so long, she’d almost forgotten how much she loved it—the taste, the control, the way he groaned when she sucked just right and took him deeper. He tried to stop her. She didn’t let him.

“Let me,” she whispered. “I’ve missed this.”

He let her.

And when he came, his whole body jerked beneath her—raw and unfiltered—and she swallowed every drop.

—

After that night, something shifted.

They started having sex again. Not every night. But often. Spontaneous. Sloppy. Sometimes in bed, sometimes bent over the kitchen counter after dinner. Sometimes half-undressed before the kids even fell fully asleep.

The years of polite, “scheduled” sex gave way to something looser. Hungrier.

And the strangest part?

It was the comments that did it.

Late at night, they’d lie in bed and scroll through the messages left by strangers on Antara’s anonymous profile. Men from all over the world—leaving praise, filth, and everything in between.

“I’d do anything to lick her thighs.”
“Woke up hard just thinking about her curves.”
“Who’s that lucky bastard husband?”

Some were crude. Some surprisingly poetic. Some just one-line worship.

Raj would rest his chin on her shoulder as she read them aloud.

She’d watch his face. The little flicker in his eyes. The way his breathing would change—shallow, focused. He didn’t just tolerate the attention.

He liked it.

And so did she.

Sometimes they ended up fucking hard right after. The comments were like fuel—words that turned her into something more than a tired wife and overstretched mother.

They made her feel watched. Wanted. Admired. And still so deeply tethered to her husband.

That strange, heady combination lit something up in her. A version of herself she’d almost forgotten.

The messages made her feel something she hadn’t in years—desired.
Not as a mother.
Not as a wife.
Just… wanted.
And that feeling was dangerous in all the right ways.

Chapter 4: Comments & Comebacks

Antara hadn’t expected the spark to last.

But it did. Longer than she thought.
One night turned into two. Then three. And soon, they were back in something that felt both familiar and dangerously new. They were fucking again—not like before, not polite, not gentle—but raw, breathless, soaked-in-lust fucking. The kind that made her sore the next morning. The kind that left handprints on her hips and teeth marks on his shoulder.

It wasn’t just sex.
It was rediscovery. Reclaiming.

He hadn’t gone down on her in months. Not since the surgery. He’d said it wasn’t safe. That they might get carried away.

And that’s exactly what happened.

That night, she was sprawled out under him, hair messy, skin flushed, still wet from their last round when he moved lower. No warning. Just intent. His fingers parted her lips, already slick and swollen, and he buried his mouth between her thighs.

His tongue was slow. Firm. Controlled. He licked her like he remembered exactly what she liked—circling her clit once, twice, then flattening his tongue and dragging it all the way down before sucking it softly into his mouth.

Her thighs clenched around his face.

“Oh fuck—Raj…”

She arched, hips grinding into him. She couldn’t help it. Her fingers threaded through his hair, pulling hard as she rocked against his face, breath coming in hot bursts.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered. “Please, don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

He moaned into her. The vibration made her cry out.

And when she came—she came hard. Her entire body seized, thighs trembling, mouth open in a silent gasp. She rode his face through it, her slick coating his lips, her voice hoarse with relief.

But she wasn’t done.

She shoved him onto his back and straddled him before he could recover. His cock was already hard again—thick, flushed, soaked with precum. She gripped it with both hands and lowered her mouth over the tip, her tongue swirling as she took him in inch by inch.

He groaned, hips bucking as she sucked him deep—sloppy, wet, throat-stretching deep.

Her spit dripped down his shaft. She didn’t care. She moaned around him, eyes half-lidded, loving the weight of him in her mouth, the way he twitched every time she sucked a little harder.

“Fuck, Antara…” he gasped. “Baby—”

He came with a sharp cry, thighs shaking beneath her, his cock pulsing in her mouth as she swallowed everything. Not a drop spilled.

She licked her lips, wiped her chin, and lay back next to him with a satisfied grin.

“Next time,” she said, breathless, “I’m going to ride you until your legs give out.”

Raj laughed, still catching his breath. “Please do.”

And she did.

Over and over again.

—

It wasn’t just the sex.
It was something deeper. Darker. Wilder.

Sometimes it happened in bed. Sometimes in the kitchen, with her bent over the counter, panties shoved to the side. Once, she dropped to her knees the moment he came in the door—unzipped his pants without a word and sucked him right there in the hallway, her mouth hungry, her eyes locked on his.

It wasn’t just lust. It was power.
And they both knew where it came from.

The comments.

Late at night, they’d lie in bed together, scrolling through the messages Antara received on her anonymous profile. Hundreds of strangers—some horny, some poetic, most downright filthy.

“Those boobs are like stress balls to squeeze .”
“That ass is worth licking for hours.”
“Your husband deserves award for the Best Cuckold of the Year.”

Antara would read them aloud, naked under the sheets, legs tangled with Raj’s. Her voice slow, teasing. Sometimes Raj stroked her back while she read. Sometimes he just listened. Hard again before she even finished a paragraph.

One night, she read something longer.

A fantasy.

“I picture you bent over a hotel desk, your husband sitting in the corner. I pull your panties aside and push into you slow, while you moan both our names. You’re dripping. Desperate. And he’s watching it all.”

She stopped reading halfway.

Raj’s hand was already between her legs, two fingers slipping inside her soaked heat.

“You liked that one?” he asked, voice low, thick with need.

She nodded, unable to speak.

He moved faster. Deeper. Her hips rolled against his palm.

“You wanna be watched, Antara?”

She turned her head, smirked. “Only if you’re the one watching.”

That was all it took.

He rolled her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, and drove into her from behind. Hard. Deep. Fast. One hand on her throat, the other gripping her ass, pounding into her with no softness, no words. Just skin, sweat, and sound.

They both came hard—him growling her name into her ear, her biting the pillow, her body shaking with release.

Afterward, she lay there on her side, body still twitching from the aftershocks, and reached lazily for her phone.

A new message waited in her inbox.

Not a crude line. Not a picture.

Just this:

“There’s something in the way you pose. Like you know how dangerous you are. I’d love to know what turns you on.”

No name. No face. Just… presence.

He was American. Mid-thirties. No pressure. Just words.

But those words stuck with her.

She didn’t reply. Not yet.

But she read it twice. Then again.

While Raj slept beside her, his hand still resting on her thigh, his cum drying between her legs.

And Antara…
She smiled.


Chapter 5: Show Me

Antara hadn’t planned on replying to the American.

She’d only posted the photos on impulse. A flash of frustration, a haze of hormones. But now — the flood of comments, the private messages, the filthy reactions — they stirred something in her. A switch she hadn’t known was still wired.

And one man in particular? He knew how to flip it.

He didn’t start with flattery or begging. His messages were blunt. Taut with hunger. But confident. Calm. Like he knew what he wanted — and assumed she wanted it too.

“That pic of you bent over the sink? Fuck. I came so hard it landed on the wall.”

Antara had laughed the first time. Then read it again later — legs folded under her on the bed, one hand inside her panties.

She didn’t reply right away.

But when Raj came home that night, she told him — offhand, casual — “That American guy? He says he jerked off to me so hard he painted the fucking wall.”

Raj raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

Later that week, it escalated.

The guy messaged again.

“Cam’s on. You want to see what you do to me?”

She hesitated.

But only for a moment.

She clicked.

The screen flickered. No face. Just chest, abs, strong forearms, and a cock — thick, flushed, already in motion. In the background, on his screen, was her photo. One from last month. A full-length mirror shot in sheer lace panties and nothing else. Her nipples faint shadows through the fabric, her hips cocked, the curve of her ass unmistakable.

He was stroking himself slowly. Not for her attention — for his own pleasure. This wasn’t performance. It was need.

She bit her lip.

The door opened behind her.

Raj stepped into the room, halfway through unbuttoning his shirt.

He saw her on the bed, hand inside her shorts, eyes locked on the screen.

“What’s going on?”

She tilted the phone slightly. “Your fanboy’s back.”

Raj glanced at the screen. His shirt was halfway off now, chest bare.

The guy on cam moaned, hips jerking up into his fist. Antara could hear the wet slide of lube. Her pussy throbbed.

Raj sat beside her. Silent. Watching.

She didn’t stop touching herself.

Raj’s hand went to his cock, already thickening.

On screen, the man was grunting now, breath ragged.

“You like it?”
The message popped up beneath the cam.

Antara smirked, typed with one hand:

“You’re filthy. Keep going.”

He did. Faster now. Gritting his teeth. And then, with a long, broken gasp, he came — hot white spurts spilling across his stomach and hand, messy and raw. Her image still glowing behind him.

Raj groaned, stroking harder. Antara turned to him, her eyes full of heat.

“Still think I’m just showing off?”

Raj didn’t answer.

He pushed her back on the bed and yanked her shorts down, mouth immediately between her legs. He licked like he was starving, devouring every soaked inch of her, tongue circling her clit, two fingers sliding inside.

“Fuck—Raj—”

He didn’t stop until her thighs shook.

Then he pulled her up, flipped her over, and pushed into her from behind with one smooth thrust.

“Think he could fuck you like this?” he growled.

She moaned. “Yes. Better.”

That turned her husband on and he thrust harder, making her grunt in satisfaction.

“Think he’d make you come like this?”

“Not a chance.”

Raj grunted and pulled out — only to slam back in harder. Skin on skin, loud, obscene. His hands gripping her ass tight enough to bruise.

Antara’s smile twisted into something darker. She looked back at him and said:

“You own this pussy, Raj…”

He grunted, eyes locked on hers.

“…but sounds like you’re interested in renting it out.”

Raj froze for a half-second.

Then groaned and slammed into her, harder than before.

“Fuck, Antara.”

She laughed, breathless. “You liked that, didn’t you?”

“I’ll like it more when I’m watching another man lose his mind in this cunt.”

“Hmm. So you are serious.”

“Maybe.”

Raj pulled out at the last second and came all over her lower back, thick streaks painting her skin. He collapsed beside her, chest heaving.

Silence.

Only the sound of her laughter, low and smug.

Antara reached for her phone again.

More messages had come in.

The American was typing:

“If you ever let me fly over… I’d make you forget your name.”

She stared at it. Didn’t reply.

But she didn’t delete it either.

And when Raj came back from the bathroom, toweling off his cock, he glanced at her screen.

“You thinking about it?” he asked, casual.

She smiled, wicked. “I’m not not thinking about it.”


Chapter 6: Just Pretend… For Now

The idea didn’t come all at once.
It slipped into their bedroom like steam.

It started during sex. That lazy, filthy moment after Raj came all over her chest and she was still catching her breath — when Antara turned her face toward him, lips still swollen from kissing, and said:

“Imagine if that had been someone else’s cum on me.”

Raj didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch.

Just said, “Whose?”

She smiled, wicked. “That American’s. Or Ajay. Or maybe one of those quiet creeps who leave comments like they’d suck my toes just for a chance to smell my panties.”

Raj groaned — already hard again.

From that night on, she didn’t stop.

She brought them up when she was on top, hips rolling in lazy circles.

“Ajay’s strong,” she whispered once. “Bet he’d fuck rough.”

Raj grabbed her ass harder.

“Think he’d split me open while you watched?” she asked, voice teasing, breath shallow.

Raj didn’t answer — but the way he flipped her over and rammed into her said enough.

They didn’t just fuck anymore. They played. Built scenes with words, with names, with the heat of imagined hands.

One night, she pulled out the dildo they hadn’t used in ages — thick, dark, slightly longer than Raj, with just enough weight to make it feel real.

Raj’s eyes darkened the moment he saw it.

Antara lay back, spreading her legs. “Just pretend it’s him,” she said. “Whichever one you hate the most.”

Raj held it at the base, slowly guiding it inside her. “Hate them all,” he muttered.

“Liar,” she moaned, head falling back. “You love the idea.”

He pushed deeper. “No,” he growled. “I love seeing how dirty you get when you think about someone else.”

Her breath hitched.

He moved the toy in and out while stroking himself, watching her twist beneath him.

“Who is it tonight?” he asked.

She grinned, flushed and wild. “Mmm… maybe Ajay. I’d tell him you like to watch.”

Raj leaned over, spit in his hand, and rubbed her clit as he pushed the toy deeper. “And what would he do when I watch?”

“Make me beg,” she gasped. “Just like this.”

Raj was panting now, his own cock slick in his grip.

“Tell me more.”

Antara’s eyes gleamed. “He’d fuck me first. Then when I’m dripping, he’d hold me open for you. Make you see.”

Raj came seconds later — across her belly, across the base of the dildo, the whole scene soaked in filth and fantasy.



They didn’t talk about it much in the daylight.

But the dildo stayed on the nightstand now.

And sometimes, when she picked up her phone, Raj would ask casually:

“Anyone new slide into your DMs?”

She’d smile and say, “Plenty.”

And leave it at that.

But in bed — she gave them names, gave them voices, gave them roles.

Fantasy had become their foreplay.

And it was only getting harder to stop.


Chapter 7: Wanting More

Antara had always been in tune with her body. But lately, that tune had shifted to something louder, messier — a full-throated hum of desire that seemed to run beneath everything she did. Folding clothes. Checking the baby monitor. Stirring dal in the kitchen.

It wasn’t just the hormones anymore. At first, yes — after the surgery, the pills, the mood swings — she’d blamed it all on that. The sudden need, the way her skin itched for touch, how her body would buzz with arousal at the most ordinary moments.

But over time, the pattern became too clear to ignore.

It was something deeper. Something seasonal in her own body.

She was in her mid-thirties now — thirty-five to be exact — and it felt like her libido had finally stepped into its prime. Like the engine had just been properly broken in. She wanted sex. Not as a release, not as a connection — though those were nice side-effects — but as a craving. Like thirst.

Daily, if possible. Maybe even more.

The problem wasn’t Raj.

He was still loving. Still attentive. Still warm in all the ways that mattered. But he was also… quieter now. Slower. Not because he didn’t want her, but because life had piled on him without mercy. Work. Home. Fatherhood. House repairs. Groceries. Exhaustion.

To his credit, he never made excuses. He was honest about it.

“It’s not you,” he’d told her one night, rubbing her back while she lay restless beside him. “I still want you all the time. I’m just... tired. My body's not catching up the way it used to.”

She’d nodded. Kissed his shoulder. Listened to him fall asleep before her.

And then, with the covers pulled up to her chest and the screen dimmed low, she reached for her phone and opened that profile she’d once made in a fit of anger — that quiet, faceless little gallery on a site filled with strangers.

She’d forgotten about the account for weeks. But lately, she’d been checking again. More often than she meant to.

There were new comments. Always. Some crude. Some poetic. A few too graphic to admit turned her on.

And there, alone in the dark, while her husband slept beside her, Antara let her fingers drift between her thighs.

The orgasm wasn’t earth-shattering. But it was necessary. Like pressure release. And yet, afterward, she felt the ache of something unsatisfied. It wasn’t about climax. It was about contact. About skin. Breath. Heat.

She needed sex — not the mechanical kind. But the one that quieted the restlessness in her bones.

That week had been one of the hardest.

Raj was away in Bristol, gone five days for meetings and fieldwork. The house was chaos. The kids were sticky and loud. Her back ached. Her patience wore thin.

And her body? Constantly aware of its own edges.

Every message she got on that profile — every faceless man calling her goddess, slut, queen, MILF — every fantasy sent to her inbox, every line typed out late at night in lust — it lit something in her. Not shame. Not guilt.

Just need.

By the third night of his absence, she had masturbated twice in a single day, lying on the carpet in the guest bedroom, the vibrator pressed hard, teeth clenched to keep from crying out.

She missed Raj, yes. But more than that — she missed the way he could shut her mind off with just the weight of his body. That grounding sex. That reset.

When he finally returned, late evening, she didn’t even wait for the niceties. She was short with him. Irritable. Snapped about the mess in the kitchen.

They fought. Predictably.

And then, hours later — in a silence that followed a slammed bathroom door — they made love. Not tender. Not wordy. Just his hands on her hips, her knees pulled wide, breath sharp, movements rough.

It wasn’t romance. It was relief.

And when it was over, their sweat clinging, Antara’s chest still rising fast beneath him, she didn’t speak for a while. She just closed her eyes and thought: Finally.

She felt human again.



Later, curled beside him, his hand absently resting on her bare thigh, he said it — half teasing:

“So… any new admirers on your secret page?”

Antara turned her face to him, lips twitching. “Plenty. You jealous?”

Raj smirked, sleepy. “Only a little. But also... maybe I get it.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Get what?”

He kissed her temple. “That maybe someone else could help take the edge off.”

The words floated, soft, absurd — but not impossible.

She didn’t reply. Just rested her head on his chest.

And wondered if this was still just talk…

Or if he was slowly giving her permission.


Chapter 8: What We Both Wanted

A couple of months later, after the school term ended and work let up, Raj suggested they get away — just the two of them. No kids. No chores. No stress.

They flew to Madeira, an island off Portugal. It was green, quiet, with dramatic cliffs and wine-dark sea. Their resort was tucked high on a hill with a view of the Atlantic and a small infinity pool shaded by banana trees.

It wasn’t glamorous. It wasn’t packed. But it was theirs — for the first time in years.

On the second evening, after a lazy dinner and half a bottle of wine, they sat on the back porch of their room. She was wearing nothing but an oversized shirt, his shirt, the hem brushing her bare thighs. The balcony rail was low, the view wide open — and Antara knew full well that if someone in the hotel opposite leaned out far enough, they might see.

Raj leaned back in the deck chair, sipping his drink. She slid into his lap, kissed his neck, and ground herself gently against him. They made out there, under the soft evening breeze, his fingers between her legs, her hand slipping into his shorts.

The idea of being watched — of maybe being seen — added a thrill she hadn’t felt in years. They didn’t finish it out there. But later, inside, they did.

Long, slow, intimate sex — the kind that left both of them trembling, not from exertion, but from how deeply they felt it.

Later, as they lay tangled in warm sheets, Antara turned on her side and looked at him seriously.

“Can I ask you something?”

Raj blinked, still catching his breath. “Yeah?”

“What do you want?”

He looked puzzled. “You mean…?”

“I mean all of this.” Her hand swept vaguely toward the window, toward the memory of the past months. “Us. Sex. The… games. The page. The guys messaging.”

He took a moment. “I just want you to be happy.”

She narrowed her eyes. “That’s a cop-out.”

He laughed softly. “Okay. I want us both to feel good. Free. Not boxed in. And honestly?” He looked at her now, more directly. “I saw how turned on you got reading those comments. I think… maybe it’s time you tried something. If you want.”

Antara raised an eyebrow. “Forget me for a second. Do you want it?”

Raj looked away for just a second. Then back.

“I don’t know,” he said slowly. “But I think I’d like to watch. Or hear about it. Or just… know it happened.”

She felt a rush of warmth — in her belly, in her chest.

“You sure?”

He gave a nervous smile. “I’m not scared. Not of this. Not of you.”

She leaned over, kissed him slowly.

That night, they didn’t need to talk again. They let their bodies speak. Soft, warm, connected. No rush. No guilt. Just skin and breath and slow, deep movement.

Later, as he held her close, Antara realized something.

She didn’t feel guilty anymore.

She felt seen.

And whatever came next — it wouldn’t just be her idea.


Chapter 9: The One Who Felt Different

Antara wasn’t searching for anyone. Not exactly.

After all, this had started as a shared fantasy — a spark between her and Raj, lit by late-night talks, teasing comments, and the ripple effect of anonymous men fawning over her photos. It had always been arousing in the abstract: a third body, another presence, someone to watch or join. But it remained just that — abstract.

Until Mason.

They hadn’t met on a hookup site. Not even a porn forum. Just a niche online space for couples and open-minded conversations. Discussions about everything — from intimacy to books, identity to kink — and it was through comments on an unrelated post that she first noticed him.

He wasn’t flirty. Not overtly. But his words had tone. Confidence without performance. Curiosity without hunger. She messaged him one evening — half out of boredom, half out of instinct.

What followed wasn’t sexting. Not at first.

They flirted through ideas — strange, elegant, quiet ideas. Boundaries. Trust. Fantasy vs need. Mason had a calm, grounded energy in his replies. He didn’t rush. Didn’t push.

She liked that.

He was in his early thirties. Half-Guyanese, with soft brown skin and a square jaw that softened whenever he smiled — at least in the selfies she eventually found. Because no, he didn’t send a dick pic. In fact, when she asked him why he never offered a photo, he said: “I don’t want to show you anything until you’re curious enough to ask.”

She had asked. He hadn’t sent one. Instead, he’d casually dropped his Instagram handle mid-conversation, and Antara, ever curious, followed it.

No gym mirror shots. No thirst traps. Just clean, calm photos. A few of his face. One at a museum, smiling at something out of frame. A few from hikes. One of a dog — his sister’s, apparently.

He didn’t try. That’s what made it worse — or better.

They started role-playing one evening. Antara had messaged something simple:
“Do you ever think about what it would feel like to be in the same room as me and my husband?”

Mason waited an hour before replying:
“Yeah. But only if you wanted me there. Only if I could make you both moan.”

She read it aloud to Raj. He blinked, then grinned — and ten minutes later, they were having sex right there on the living room carpet, his hands pinning her wrists, his breath ragged in her ear.

Mason never got explicit without invitation. But once Antara started sending him more — a photo of her hips in black lingerie, a voice note where she whispered a few of her dirtiest thoughts — he responded in kind. Not with pics. But with descriptions. Slowly written. Carefully worded.

He told her when he was touching himself. Told her which photo he was looking at. And once — only once — they did it on cam. Mason didn’t show his face. But she saw enough. And heard more.

That night, Antara watched Raj reading the messages Mason had sent her.

She watched him grow hard.

Watched the way he looked at her differently.

Afterward, in bed, still sweaty from the sex they’d had, Raj turned to her and said:

“You know... if there was ever a guy I’d trust with this, it might be him.”

Antara smiled, but said nothing. She wasn’t ready. Not yet. But something had shifted.

Mason wasn’t a fantasy anymore.

He was a possibility.

And Raj — slowly, quietly — was ready to open that door with her.


Chapter 10: Closer Than Ever

It had always been fantasy.

For years, Raj and Antara had circled the idea like two moths orbiting a low flame. Another man. A third body. A shared experience. He’d bring it up during their most intense moments, whispering things that made her breath catch. And though she often responded with laughter or teasing, something inside her stirred every time.

It wasn’t the idea of the act that scared her. It was the after. The weight it might leave in their marriage. The way it might change the look in his eyes.

So she kept it where it belonged: behind glass, like a beautiful thing they weren’t meant to touch.

Until Mason.

Now the flame was closer.

Mason’s messages had become a fixture in her life — raw, vivid, sometimes crude, but always intimate. He didn’t just talk about sex. He described it. The build-up. The ache. How he'd tease her mouth until her eyes blurred. How he’d press into her slow, while Raj watched.

Sometimes he sent pictures — not of body parts, but of himself. Lean, bare-chested, or lying in bed with a half-smile that gave away what he’d just finished doing. She’d look at them in private, her hand sliding down between her thighs before she even realized what she was doing.

Other times, she read his messages aloud to Raj.

Once, mid-message, Raj had wordlessly pulled her onto him, fucking her hard and deep while her phone dropped to the carpet, still lit up with Mason’s words.

He never said it directly, but Antara could feel it: this fantasy wasn’t just hers anymore. Raj liked knowing another man wanted her. Maybe even needed to know it.

Still, she wasn’t ready.

The idea was electric — but real life was real life. She’d just started a new job. The kids needed her. The guilt was quieter now, but it lingered. Even arousal had a limit when it had to be squeezed between school drop-offs and deadlines.

Raj, to his credit, never pushed. But he nudged — gently, cheekily.

“If you’re going to leave Mason hanging this long, at least tell him it’s not personal,” he joked one night, lips against her shoulder.

She laughed. “You’re very concerned about his feelings.”

He grinned. “Well, it’s only fair. The man’s been edging for six months.”

That night, they had sex again. Slower this time. More deliberate. And afterward, as she lay on Raj’s chest, Antara felt that familiar hum — that sense of standing on a threshold.

A week later, she messaged Mason again.

They started talking more frequently. Nothing was confirmed. No date set. But when Raj casually brought up logistics — “We’d need a hotel. Somewhere not too close, just in case.” — she didn’t shut it down.

They picked a place an hour away. Boutique, discreet, no-frills. Just in case.

Then came the harder part: finding someone to watch the kids. Babysitters were always curious. Friends asked too many questions. She even asked advice from an Indian couple on an open-minded forum.

Their answer had made her laugh and wince at the same time:

"If you’ve got small kids, swinging is harder than sex itself. You need to plan harder than you fuck."

In the end, it was a neighbour’s daughter who saved the day — agreeing to babysit in exchange for some driving hours logged in Antara’s name.

It wasn’t perfect. It wasn’t even final.

But it was real.

They hadn’t crossed the line yet.

But it was there now.

Clear. Close.

And Antara wasn’t sure she wanted to walk away from it anymore.


Chapter 11 – The Drive

The rain had eased to a misty drizzle as we cruised past the edges of Southbank, the skyline of London slowly beginning to glow in the early evening light. The traffic was steady, and the occasional spray from the road shimmered under the headlights of passing cars. I was looking out the window, my heart beating faster than usual, the thrum of anticipation and anxiety building in my chest.

Raj cleared his throat. "We can still pull out, Antara. If you're not sure..."

Antara turned to him, eyebrows raised. "What do you think about it, Raj? It was your idea in the first place."

He kept his eyes on the road. "Yeah, but I don’t want you doing something just for me. I need to know—you want this, right? For you?"

Antara exhaled, annoyed at his hesitation. "It’s not fair to put it all on me, Raj. This was a joint decision. Don’t make it sound like I dreamt this up. Let’s not forget, I’m the one doing the heavy lifting tonight."

He laughed softly, holding up one hand in apology. "Okay, okay. You’re right. I just... I care about you. This is a big step."

Antara reached across, pressing her hand over his thigh, feeling the unmistakable hardness growing inside his pants. With a smirk, I whispered, "Yeah, I can see how much you care."

He grinned, slightly embarrassed, but said nothing.

Antara pulled her hand back slowly and stared ahead. The tension between us wasn’t bad—it was thick, real, and oddly intimate. We were navigating more than just the London streets.

"Raj," she said after a pause, "what about you? Are you really okay with this?"

He just nodded; eyes fixed on the road.

Antara hesitated. She wanted to ask more but didn’t know how to frame it without sounding like she was accusing him. Eventually, the words spilled out.

"So... you really want to see another man fuck your wife?"

The words hung in the air, raw and louder than she intended. Her voice had cracked slightly at the end, and I regretted the sharpness immediately. It wasn't the sex that scared her—it was the idea that Raj saw her as just another fantasy figure from our old role-plays, rather than his wife, his partner.

Raj didn’t get angry. He let the silence stretch a little before answering, voice calm and sure.

"Antara, we’ve always been honest with each other. And I don’t want to stop now. So... yeah. The idea turns me on. But it's not just about me. I’d never have brought this up if I didn't believe it turned you on too. I’m doing this with you."

That settled something inside me. She looked at him, his profile sharp in the dim dashboard light, and felt a wave of warmth—not just arousal, but something deeper. They were taking a leap.

As they turned onto the street where the beautiful boutique hotel appeared, elegant and understated, the lights of the cafe across the street glowed amber through the misted windows.

Mason was already there.


Chapter 12 – The First Meeting

Mason sat by the window in the café across from the boutique hotel—right where they’d agreed. The amber light inside glowed softly through misted glass, casting a warm haze over the room. Outside, the street still held a spring chill, but the café radiated calm and welcome—low voices, clinking cutlery, the scent of coffee and baked things lingering in the air.

Antara spotted him instantly.

He looked up as she and Raj entered, and his smile bloomed slowly, effortlessly. He didn’t wave. He didn’t need to.

They’d been chatting for weeks now, late-night conversations that had gone from polite to playful to something much more loaded. Meeting in person didn’t feel like meeting a stranger—it felt like stepping into the next scene of a story already in motion.

Mason stood as they approached. His presence was instantly disarming—soft brown skin, a square jaw that curved gently with his grin, and an unruly shock of sun-bleached hair. The golden fuzz on his forearms caught the light where his sleeves were rolled. His eyes—curious, amused, warm—twinkled with a kind of gentle knowing that Antara felt all the way in her chest.

He wore a pale chambray shirt, sleeves pushed casually to his elbows, dark fitted chinos, and clean white sneakers. It was simple, but it worked. Effortless and masculine. Nothing overdone. She felt his eyes on her even as Raj introduced them, and when he took her hand, his grip was warm and confident.

“Antara,” he said. “So good to finally meet.”

“You too,” she replied, managing a smile, though her pulse had started a quiet hum beneath her skin.

They all sat down—Raj and Antara across from Mason. Raj offered to get the coffees and stood with a casual “Flat white for you both?”

Mason nodded. “Perfect.”

As Raj stepped away, Mason turned to her again, his eyes steady. “So… how was the drive?”

“Smooth,” she said. “Quiet. We came along the river—bit cold, but beautiful.”

“You look great,” he said, tone casual, but not careless.

She laughed softly. “Thanks. You too.”

They were still settling into this—into being real people in a real space—but something about the way he looked at her made the transition easy. Not that her nerves had disappeared entirely. Her camisole clung just enough to remind her she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it. The shelf lining gave her support, but the thin straps did nothing to hide the gentle swell of her chest, or how her nipples had begun to react to the café’s cooler air.

She hadn’t dressed for Mason.

That’s what she’d told Raj, earlier, when he teased her for spending an indulgent amount of time at the salon. “It’s for myself,” she’d insisted.

And maybe part of her believed it.

But now, sitting across from Mason and watching the way his eyes drifted—slow, deliberate, never lewd—she knew exactly who she’d been thinking about.

Mason didn’t try to hide the way he looked at her. He wasn’t shy. He took her in openly, and she found herself warm all over in response.

Normally, a look like that would’ve earned someone a cold stare. A sharp word. But now?

She couldn’t even meet his gaze.

Instead, she glanced at Raj.

He was sitting back, watching it all unfold with quiet pleasure. There was no trace of tension in his posture. Just a knowing smile, as if watching his wife be admired by another man was exactly what he’d hoped for.

The barista called out their order, and Antara sprang to her feet, grateful for the break in intensity. She walked to the counter, feeling the heat in her chest, her skin. She knew Mason was watching her—she could feel it on the back of her neck, down her spine, between her thighs.

And she liked it.

As she picked up the tray and turned back toward the table, her steps slowed.

Something inside her shifted.

Without pausing, she placed the tray down—and instead of returning to the seat beside Raj, she smoothly sat down next to Mason.

Both men registered the shift.

Raj raised his brows with an amused smile. Mason didn’t say a word—but the flicker of surprise, followed by something deeper, more alert, moved behind his eyes.

Her own heart was thudding now. Not with fear. With thrill.

Antara picked up her coffee and brought it to her lips, suddenly aware of how close Mason’s leg was to hers under the table. How warm he felt beside her.

The sun had brightened outside, and the café was warmer now. Antara took a breath and slipped her wrap off her shoulders, folding it over her lap. Her camisole, light and thin, did nothing to hide the hardness of her nipples or the soft sway of her cleavage beneath.

She didn’t bother adjusting it.

She knew what she looked like.

Mason took another sip of his drink, his posture casual, but his eyes made a slow, appreciative return to her chest before flicking up to her eyes again.

She sipped her coffee and smiled.

The conversation picked up again—casual, but steady. They talked football—Cup Final weekend, Mason mentioned, was dividing his students into passionate camps. Raj asked about Mason’s school, and the topic turned naturally.

“I’ve been teaching English in East London for five years,” Mason said. “Rough school. Good kids, though. This year, a group of Year 11s entered a national poetry slam. Took second place.”

Antara looked at him, impressed. “That’s amazing.”

Mason shrugged. “They worked their asses off. Didn’t think we’d get through the first round. Seeing them perform on that stage? That alone was worth it.”

That warmth in his voice again—the kind that didn’t just come from desire, but from pride, from purpose. It caught her off guard. She liked it more than she’d expected.

Eventually, Raj glanced at his watch. “Shall we?”

They all stood.

Antara smoothed down her skirt as they left the café and stepped into the soft light outside. The breeze hadn’t gone away, but the sun had grown stronger. She didn’t bother pulling her wrap back on.

They walked slowly, not saying much. It was a quiet, charged walk—feet on pavement, a few passing cars, the sound of distant birdsong somewhere above the rooftops.

Raj and Antara usually avoided speaking Hindi in company—it felt impolite—but as they neared the entrance of the hotel, Raj turned slightly and asked, “Sab thik hai?”

Antara gave him a smile and a wordless thumbs-up.

Mason saw it. Understood it.

The moment hung between them like something suspended—just before it drops. The threshold between talk and action, between imagination and reality.

And now, they were stepping over it.


Chapter 13 – The First Touch

Once inside the room, Antara felt her heart thudding wildly. The door clicked shut behind them with a soft, final sound. She stood near the foot of the bed, clutching her wrap in one hand, her breath slightly uneven. It wasn’t nerves exactly. It was the weight of now. Everything until this point had been talk. Teasing. Plans.

Now it was happening.

Raj took the wrap from her arms with a quiet, familiar touch, as if he sensed she needed one less thing to think about. He walked toward the wardrobe to hang it up, leaving her and Mason alone for a moment in the soft, sun-washed quiet of the room.

That was all the time Mason needed.

Without a word, he stepped toward her and slipped his arms around her waist, pulling her to him with a sudden confidence that sent a ripple of shock through her body. Her first instinct—quick, automatic—was to push away. But it lasted only a second.

She had called him here.
She had wanted this.

And now that it had started, her body answered faster than her thoughts could catch up.

He pulled her in close until their hips were flush. She could feel his hardness through his chinos—thick, insistent, pressing against the thin fabric of her skirt. He moved his hips, grinding into her slowly, deliberately.

Antara gasped.

The contact was electric. She could feel it through every inch of her body—his growing arousal, the pressure, the heat. Shivers danced up her spine as he kept his arms tight around her waist and leaned in, voice low against her ear.

“See what you’ve done to me?”

Raj had returned just then, his voice smooth and amused behind them. “Oh? What has she done?”

Mason didn’t let her go. His arms were still around her, his erection pressing into her with quiet promise. He looked over her shoulder toward Raj and said, grinning, “Why don’t you ask her?”

Antara didn’t answer. Her body was still catching up to the flood of sensation, still dizzy from the way things were happening faster than she’d expected. She looked at Raj—waiting, watching, smiling.

Then he said, playfully, “Yeah, Antara. Tell me.”

The sound of her name in his voice—so casual, so complicit—sparked something. For a fleeting moment, she felt a flash of irritation. Why was he siding with Mason?

But then it hit her.

This was the game.
This was exactly the dynamic they had dreamed about, fantasized about late at night in whispers. Raj was playing his part. Mason was following the script she hadn’t realized they were already acting out.

And she was the one still trying to stand outside it.

That wouldn’t do.

She shifted in Mason’s embrace, sliding her arms around his waist now, drawing herself fully against him. Her voice came out lower, steadier.

“He’s so hard,” she said, her eyes still on Raj.

Raj laughed, eyes narrowing with delight. “Did she do that to you?” he asked Mason.

“You bet,” Mason said, squeezing her against him. “It’s your wife who did it.”

Antara could see the emphasis wasn’t accidental. Your wife. And sure enough, Raj grinned wider, visibly more aroused by the way Mason leaned into that word.

Raj looked at her and said, “Well, if you did that to him, then you’ll have to take care of it, won’t you?”

Antara smiled. “Of course… if Mason wants me to.”

Mason didn’t answer with words. He pushed his hips more firmly against hers in response, his breath shifting ever so slightly. She could feel how hard he was now. And how ready.

Still holding him, Antara stepped backward slowly, guiding him with her until the backs of her knees touched the bed. Then, gracefully, she lowered herself onto the edge of it, sitting down so she was at his waist level, her face inches from the front of his body.

Her eyes fell to the bulge in his trousers—obvious, straining. She reached out and slowly ran her fingers along the outline, tracing the ridge of him through the fabric.

Mason exhaled sharply.

He responded by placing his hands on her breasts—cupping them over the thin camisole, his thumbs brushing her already-stiff nipples through the fabric. The contact made her draw in a shaky breath.

Her chest rose into his hands as he massaged gently, no rush, no hurry.

Antara glanced sideways at Raj. He had taken a seat nearby, watching them, his expression composed but his eyes dark with arousal. When their eyes met, he gave her a small, encouraging smile.

She smiled back.

Everything felt like it had finally clicked into place.

From the beginning of this journey toward a threesome, Antara had found herself wondering—why now? She’d tried to talk to Raj about it more than once, gently poking at his motives. Each time, he waved it off with that familiar half-smile and told her it was about “evolution”—about being open-minded.

“You don’t need to overthink it,” he’d say. “It’s natural.”

Maybe. But something deeper had always stirred in her mind—particularly considering their Indian upbringing, and all the late-night role play they’d shared over the years. Something about it made her suspect that this wasn’t just about exploration. This was about realization—of a fantasy Raj had been quietly nurturing for a long time.

Maybe even something more.

She wasn’t using the word to judge, but she had to admit: Raj’s calm, amused arousal while she fondled another man in front of him made her suspect this wasn’t just curiosity for him. It was gratification. And not just of the physical kind.

Watching Raj seated nearby, relaxed and visibly hard beneath his trousers, Antara felt something shift inside her. The nerves that had built up in the weeks leading to this were gone now—dissolved in Mason’s firm hands, in the feel of his arousal pressed against her, in the way her own body had responded so naturally. She wasn’t thinking anymore. She was in it.

And Raj, to her surprise, seemed to be enjoying this even more than she was.

She turned her attention back to Mason, who was still standing before her, his erection prominent beneath the fabric of his chinos. She looked up at him, smiled as she caressed him again, slowly running her palm along the hard ridge beneath his clothes.

He smiled back—cheeky, playful, almost boyish. There was something endearing about it. Charming. Confident, but never arrogant.

He placed his hands over hers, pressing them more firmly against the bulge in his pants.

“Go on,” he murmured.

She took the cue. Her fingers moved to his waistband, unfastening the button on his trousers and sliding the zipper down with care. He stepped back just enough for her to grip the sides and tug them down. Underneath, he wore low-rise, cut-away briefs—and they were packed. Thick, swollen, the fabric stretched taut.

Seeing her take the lead, Mason responded in kind. His hands slid up to her breasts again, cupping them gently through the thin camisole, thumbs brushing her nipples—already stiff, already visible.

She moaned softly, her back arching into his touch.

Not wearing a bra only intensified the sensation. The thin camisole offered no buffer—only invitation. He squeezed gently, his thumbs rubbing slow circles over the soft peaks beneath the fabric. Then, with growing hunger, he let his fingers slide up and along the shoulder straps, easing them off one by one.

But the top stayed in place.

Mason paused, confused. He moved his hands around her band, searching for a zipper, a clasp—something to loosen it. She laughed softly, enjoying his confusion.

“What the hell is holding this thing up?” he muttered, half under his breath.

Antara grinned. “Trade secret.”

In truth, the camisole had a built-in shelf—Raj’s company made them, actually. A hidden elastic band ran under the bust and along the upper hem, giving it structure, hugging her chest firmly, and keeping it all in place. It was doing its job perfectly.

She turned her gaze to Raj, mischief sparkling in her eyes now.

He caught it immediately.

Rising from his seat, he approached, smiling both at her and at Mason. “Let me help,” he said smoothly.

Antara watched as Raj stepped behind her and slipped his hands under the hem of her camisole, one on each side. His fingers found the inner elastic band, and in one smooth motion, he stretched it outward—slowly, teasingly—before tugging it down over her breasts.

They came free with a soft bounce, the cool air instantly tightening her nipples further. Her full, bare breasts were now exposed between Mason and Raj, the camisole bunched just beneath them.

Raj stepped back, watching her with a quiet reverence.

Mason inhaled softly, his eyes locked on her chest. “Damn,” he whispered.

Antara felt herself flush under both sets of eyes, but not with embarrassment. With heat.

She looked up at Mason and murmured, “Better?”

He nodded, grinning. “Much.”

Antara sat on the edge of the bed, her camisole now bunched at her waist, her breasts fully exposed. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her nipples had already been stiff even before the cool air in the room touched them—but now, standing bare before both men, they stood out proudly, tight and flushed.

Mason let out a low exhale as her breasts came into view.

“Wow,” he said, grinning, eyes wide with honest appreciation.

Raj, having tugged the top down with practiced ease, stepped back to his seat, smiling faintly as he watched Mason’s reaction.

“Thanks, mate,” Mason said over his shoulder, without looking away.

He moved his hands to her chest, cupping her bare breasts reverently. His palms were warm, his touch full. He weighed them, stroked them, gently brushed thumbs over each peaked nipple. Antara inhaled sharply, hips twitching slightly as the sensation zinged straight through her.

All the while, her own hands were busy—stroking along the thick outline of Mason’s cock, still encased in his tight, low-cut briefs. The fabric clung to him, stretched taut around his swelling hardness, and as she pressed her palm against the bulge, she could feel the unmistakable heat and density beneath.

She grinned softly, surprised at just how hot and solid he felt. The arousal coursing through her was sharp now, humming with momentum. Mason’s briefs were the last barrier between them.

She reached for the waistband, mirroring exactly what Raj had done to her camisole just moments ago—slipping her fingers beneath the sides, pulling the elastic out gently, then down.

The moment the briefs cleared his shaft, his cock sprang free—thick, flushed, and aching with urgency. Mason exhaled in obvious relief.

His cock was smooth and clean-shaven like the rest of him, tanned like the skin of his thighs, curving just slightly upward, uncut, and perfectly alive in her hand. He was perhaps a little longer than Raj, but what struck her more was the impressive girth—the base of him thick, heavy, pulsing faintly as she wrapped her hand around him.

“Yeah baby, do that,” Mason murmured as she gave him a slow, deliberate stroke.

Antara brought both hands into play, wrapping them around his shaft, one after the other, moving in firm, steady rhythm. Her thumbs rubbed the underside, just above the base, where she could feel the subtle throb of blood pumping through him.

Mason didn’t just stand there. His hands were still on her breasts, rubbing, kneading, exploring. He flicked her nipples gently with his thumbs, then pinched one between two fingers, rolling it slowly as he watched her gasp, then moan.

It was like lighting sparklers beneath her skin. A slow fire, spreading.

The excitement wasn’t just from the physical. It was the image itself—her sitting topless, him standing bare before her, and Raj calmly seated nearby, watching the scene like a private film made just for him. No jealousy. No hesitation.

Just hunger. Shared.

Antara glanced toward Raj, their eyes meeting.

She was touching another man’s cock. He was watching his wife topless, fondled by someone else. And instead of stopping it, he had helped expose her, had offered her body forward without a second’s pause.

It should’ve felt surreal.

But instead, it felt like crossing a threshold. Like every fantasy they’d dared whisper was finally blooming into reality.

And it was just the beginning.


Chapter 14 – Pleasure 2. 0

Mason’s smooth hard cock throbbed in Antara’s hands, warm and full, heavier than she expected. Each movement of her fingers along his shaft drew a quiet breath from his lips—a sound that only pushed her deeper into the moment. She felt her own body tighten, hips shifting forward, seeking contact, friction, more.

He was beautiful. Hard in her grasp, flushed at the tip, uncut and glistening already. The curve of him made her fingers curl instinctively as she stroked, slow and deliberate.

Mason’s fingers were still playing over her bare breasts, teasing each nipple with a careful rhythm. He rubbed one thumb in a lazy circle over the left peak while his other hand cupped the right, pushing it slightly upward. Then he leaned down.

She felt the warmth of his breath first—hot against the cool of her exposed skin—then the wet, soft pull of his mouth.

He closed his lips over one nipple and sucked, gently at first, then deeper. Antara gasped, her back arching into him. His tongue flicked across her sensitive flesh, then circled her areola before tightening around the peak again. He moaned softly into her breast, as though tasting her awakened something in him.

Her grip on his cock tightened as he sucked. She could feel it twitch in her hand, alive and straining. Raj was watching them from the chair just a few feet away—his posture still relaxed, but the bulge at his crotch now fully visible, straining against his trousers. His eyes weren’t just passive—they burned.

Antara felt the air between all three of them change. This was no longer just foreplay. This was happening.

She let go of Mason’s shaft for a moment and leaned back on the bed, shifting so her knees parted slightly, the hem of her skirt riding just an inch higher. Her camisole still bunched at her waist, but now she looked like a half-wrapped gift—breasts bare, thighs teased into view, lips parted as she looked up at Mason.

He didn’t need instruction.

Mason knelt in front of her, his hands skimming up her calves, over her knees, and then under her skirt. He pushed it up with care, not in haste, as if unwrapping something rare. The flats slipped from her feet without her even noticing. When the skirt bunched at her hips, his hands paused at the tops of her thighs.

His fingers moved slowly up her inner leg, trailing warmth. Her breath hitched. She felt his thumb stroke the damp patch of her panties—a soft, silent acknowledgment of how ready she was.

She had soaked through the fabric.

Mason leaned in, kissing just above her mound, and then pulled the panties aside, revealing her to the room. The air hit her core like a whisper.

Then his tongue replaced it.

Antara moaned. Loudly.

His mouth was confident, slow. No rush. He licked up her slit once, then circled his tongue around her clit—not too hard, not too fast, just enough to drive her mad. Her thighs jerked, heels pressing into the bed, hands flying to her breasts as she instinctively began touching herself where Mason wasn’t.

She looked to Raj—still seated, still fully clothed, but his hand was now slowly stroking over the bulge in his trousers, watching as his wife was spread open and devoured by another man.

He met her gaze. Possessive. Proud.

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

Mason sucked harder now, flicking his tongue faster, and her hips lifted toward him. She was gasping, head thrown back, hands fisting in the sheets. He slid one finger inside her—just one—while his tongue circled and pressed.

That was all it took.

Antara cried out, her orgasm ripping through her like a quiet explosion—long, intense, shaking her to her toes. Her thighs clamped around his head. She dug her nails into the mattress and arched until there was nothing left but sensation.

Mason didn’t move until she relaxed.

He kissed her inner thigh, tender now. Almost reverent. Then looked up at her face, flushed and radiant.

She blinked slowly, finding Raj again—his hand now still. He hadn’t touched himself during her climax.

But he looked like a man who had just been fed.

Antara smiled at both of them.

And pulled Mason up by his shoulders until his cock pressed against her soaked folds.


Chapter 15 – Mouths and Motives

Mason rose from between Antara’s thighs slowly, his lips glistening, his breath warm and heavy. He looked at her, not just as a lover, but with that same quiet intensity she had seen in him from across the café. Now, here, she could feel it radiating from every inch of him.

He stood between her parted legs, cock hard and glistening, his briefs pooled at his ankles. His shirt still clung to his torso—creased, sleeves rolled, the top few buttons undone from earlier.

He looked almost feral and beautiful all at once.

Antara reached for him, one hand trailing up the inside of his thigh, fingers brushing against the base of his cock. He hissed softly at the contact, then leaned in, his fingers sliding back between her thighs—teasing, confident.

He didn’t enter her. Not yet.

Instead, Mason let his fingers stroke along her folds, slick and swollen from the orgasm he’d just given her. He explored slowly, deliberately, parting her lips with his fingers and watching her gasp as he ran his fingertips from the top of her slit to just barely circling her clit.

“So wet,” he murmured. “All this for me?”

Antara moaned, hips rising to meet his touch. “You tell me.”

He chuckled low, his finger finally slipping inside her again—deep, slow, then retreating. Then another joined it. His thumb circled her clit gently, building pressure but never too fast. She was already sensitive, her body twitching beneath him.

As he fingered her, he leaned forward. “Take this off me,” he whispered, glancing down at his shirt.

She didn’t hesitate.

Antara sat up and unbuttoned him slowly, her fingers fumbling slightly from the heat in her limbs. The chambray slid off his shoulders and hit the floor. Now Mason stood before her—completely nude—his body lean, toned, skin smooth and evenly tanned. Even his cock, thick and flushed and twitching in the air between them, had that golden hue.

Antara sat forward, eye-level with him. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft again, and she stroked him once, then looked up with a quiet, wicked smile.

Then she kissed him.

First, the base. Then a line of soft, open-mouthed kisses up the underside of his cock, until her lips hovered just above the tip. She flicked her tongue over the head—light, teasing—before slowly wrapping her lips around it and drawing him into her mouth.

Mason groaned, deep and low, his hand flying to the back of her head—but not to guide her. Just to anchor himself.

She took him slowly at first, inch by inch, one hand holding the base, the other bracing herself on his thigh. Her tongue moved in swirling motions around the head, then slid along the underside as she began to build rhythm—up and down, letting him feel every inch of her mouth, her heat, her intent.

Behind them, Raj watched.

His breathing was heavier now, and one hand had moved to his crotch. He’d unzipped his pants, and was slowly stroking himself—eyes fixed on his wife as she knelt before another man, naked, cock in her mouth, completely in the moment.

It should’ve looked wrong. But to Raj—it was perfect. He watched the slow bob of her head, the way Mason’s fingers curled into her hair, the wet sound of her lips moving over his shaft. She looked made for it.

Antara glanced at Raj mid-motion—and the moment their eyes met, something flared between them.

Not shame.
Not even surprise.

Just acknowledgment.

This was the moment. The point of no return. And none of them were turning back.

Mason’s hips started to shift slightly, just barely thrusting into her mouth as she took him deeper. She pulled off for a breath, licking the tip with deliberate slowness, and then whispered, “You taste so good…”

He looked down at her, jaw clenched, eyes heavy.

“Keep going,” he growled.

She did.

And Raj watched his wife suck another man’s cock—with need, with skill, with absolute surrender—and all he could do was stroke himself harder.


Chapter 16 – The Tipping Point

Antara’s lips glided over Mason’s shaft, her head moving in a steady rhythm, eyes flicking up every few strokes to watch the way his face tensed—lips parted, breath caught, every muscle in his abdomen flexing.

She could feel the slick weight of him in her mouth, each inch warm and pulsing, veins tight against her tongue. Her hands held his thighs, steadying herself, but her focus was split now.

She wanted more than Mason’s moans.

She wanted Raj to feel this.

With a glint of mischief in her eye, she let Mason slip out of her mouth just long enough to turn slightly, look back at her husband. Raj was seated just behind her, shirt untucked, trousers loose, his cock in his hand. He was already stroking himself slowly, but when their eyes met, Antara felt the electricity surge.

She let her tongue trace Mason’s shaft deliberately—flat, slow, from base to tip—and then opened wide and took him back in with a soft moan that was only partly for Mason.

Raj’s fingers stilled for a beat.

She knew exactly what she was doing now.

Antara shifted slightly on her knees, widening her thighs, her skirt riding high, practically bunched at her hips. One hand came up to cradle Mason’s balls, rolling them gently, fingers curling around the weight of him. With her mouth still wrapped around his cock, she tilted her head—just enough—and gestured toward Raj with her eyes.

Come here, she was saying, without words. Join me.

Raj didn’t move. He just stared. The tip of his cock glistened where he had been stroking it. His breathing was louder now, chest rising and falling. But he didn’t get up. He just watched.

And that… made it hotter.

She took Mason deeper, sucking harder now, letting the wet sounds fill the room as her hand massaged the base of his shaft and his balls, her tongue swirling in time with her hand. Mason’s hips twitched, his breath ragged.

Then, with a growl under his breath, he slid his hand into her hair, tugged gently, and pulled himself free from her mouth.

His cock left her lips shiny with spit, a thick thread trailing from her bottom lip to his swollen head. Antara looked up, panting slightly, saliva on her chin, eyes wide and shining.

Mason tilted her chin upward with two fingers, firm but not rough. He looked down at her with that same half-smile—the one that had started all of this, back in the café.

Then he leaned forward and kissed her.

Just once. Deep and soft.

And then he guided her backward, laying her gently down on the bed.

Her camisole still bunched under her breasts. Her skirt was up around her hips, panties already soaked and clinging. Mason stood over her—naked, flushed, cock wet and heavy—and Raj sat only feet away, watching as his wife surrendered her body completely to another man.

And she loved it.

Every. Single. Second.


Chapter 17 – The Rhythm of Three

Antara lay back against the sheets, her camisole still caught beneath her breasts, her skirt hiked up, panties pushed aside. Her chest rose and fell with anticipation, her body already trembling with the aftershocks of her earlier orgasm. But something about being laid down like that—claimed—made it all start again.

Mason hovered over her, naked, skin warm and golden in the soft afternoon light filtering through the window. His cock hung hard and wet between them, still slick from her mouth, but his eyes were on her face.

And then, her center.

Without a word, he bent down and pressed his mouth to her folds once more.

Antara moaned sharply—caught off guard by how sensitive she still was. But Mason didn’t hesitate. He knew now exactly how she liked it. His tongue moved with calm precision—long, slow strokes that made her thighs quiver, then faster flicks across her clit that made her gasp and dig her fingers into the sheets.

Her hands gripped the fabric beneath her as he licked and sucked, two fingers sliding back inside her with ease, curling upward. Her hips bucked. Her nipples ached. Her body was alive in a way it hadn’t been in years.

She turned her head to look at Raj.

He was still seated, shirt open now, stroking himself steadily, his eyes locked on the sight of his wife’s legs spread wide, her body offered, her moans filling the room. His face was unreadable, but his arousal was not. She saw it in the tension of his jaw, the clench of his fingers, the way he shifted slightly forward in the chair.

She held his gaze as her body began to climb again—higher, tighter. Mason’s mouth latched onto her clit with just the right pressure, his fingers thrusting rhythmically inside her.

Her moans broke into short, breathless cries.

“Mason… I’m… oh my god…”

She came hard. Again.

Her second orgasm crashed over her like a wave—faster, rougher. Her thighs tensed around Mason’s head, her body jerking. She could barely breathe. Mason didn’t stop until she was writhing, panting, spent.

Then he pulled back, licking his lips, his face slick with her wetness.

“You taste fucking amazing,” he whispered.

Antara couldn’t speak.

She could only lie there, dazed, glowing, her body loose and open and ready.

Mason climbed onto the bed, crawling over her. She felt the head of his cock press against her folds—hot, hard, throbbing—and she didn’t flinch. She only opened her legs wider.

He looked down at her, his voice low.

“Ready?”

She nodded, whispering, “Yes.”

And then he pushed inside her.

The thickness of him filled her slowly, stretching her, pushing into places she hadn't been touched in so long. She gasped at the pressure, the sensation of being truly entered. Her arms went around his back as he buried himself to the hilt.

Mason groaned above her. “Fuck…”

He began to move—long, deep strokes at first, setting a slow rhythm. Her hips tilted up to meet him, her body already starting to sync with his. Wet sounds filled the room as they began to move together, skin meeting skin, breath against breath.

Full, deep, steady strokes. No urgency. No noise. Just warmth, rhythm, pressure. Lovers’ rhythm.

Raj watched silently, his hand working over his cock, his eyes fixed on the spot where Mason’s body disappeared into his wife’s. Antara looked over at him, locking eyes as her body rocked beneath another man’s. Her mouth parted. Her back arched.

And Raj stroked harder.

Mason thrust deeper now, faster, his rhythm tightening. He gripped her thighs, pushed them open wider, and drove into her with growing urgency. She moaned louder with every stroke, the bed beginning to shift beneath them.

It was rough, but not frantic. Controlled. Built.
A perfect rhythm.

Their bodies moved together—Mason thrusting, Antara rising to meet him, and Raj watching, hand on his cock, chest heaving.

Three people.
One animalistic, yet steady rhythm.
No turning back.


Chapter 18– No Stopping Now

Mason was pounding into her now—relentless, deep, precise. His hips smacked against her soaked thighs, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the hotel room walls. Antara’s legs were wrapped tightly around him, ankles hooked behind his back, her calves flexing every time he bottomed out inside her.

Her camisole was still scrunched under her breasts, forgotten. Her skirt was bunched around her hips. Her panties dangled off one ankle. And Mason—completely naked—was driving into her like a man possessed.

She was writhing, clawing at his back, breathless, sweat dripping down her chest, nipples stiff and raw from the friction of their bodies. He was thick and long and hard, and she could feel every inch of him — the way his cock dragged along her inner walls, stretching her open, flooding her with heat.

Then—Raj’s voice.

A rough gasp: “Wait—”

Mason slowed, barely.

Antara turned her head toward her husband, face flushed and glowing. Raj’s cock was out, thick in his grip, glistening from his own arousal. His chest rose and fell with tension.

“We forgot the condom,” he said.

They had. She’d packed one. It was in her purse. Clean, rolled, ready. And completely forgotten.

Mason paused, his cock still buried inside her, thick and twitching.

Antara met his eyes—then Raj’s. Her body was drenched, trembling, right on the edge.

She shook her head, breathless. “Just… pull out.”

Mason nodded, jaw clenched. “Got it.”

Then he slammed back into her.

The sound she made wasn’t a moan—it was a broken, open cry of pleasure.

His cock plunged deep, thick and hard, her soaked walls clutching around him. His rhythm picked up again—harder, rougher, faster—as if her permission had removed all restraints.

Antara's mouth fell open. She was gripping him now—arms locked around his back, nails digging into the sweat-slicked muscles of his shoulders.

“Fuck,” she whispered, “fuck—don’t stop—don’t you dare stop—”

Her legs rose higher, thighs hugging around his hips, squeezing the flexing curve of his ass, pulling him deeper—as deep as he could go.

The bed rocked beneath them, headboard creaking, sheets tangled.

Raj sat just feet away, eyes fixed, hand pumping his cock in a tight, wet grip. His knuckles were white. His breathing ragged. He watched as his wife was pounded by another man—her body offered, owned, opened—her moans louder now, raw, uncontrolled.

“Fucking look at her,” Mason grunted between thrusts, his voice aimed at Raj. “She’s taking all of it…”

Antara snapped her head to the side, locking eyes with Raj as her mouth fell open in a shuddering gasp.

And Raj came.

His orgasm hit like a punch—his back arched, cum spilling hot across his belly, some of it streaking across his hand, chest heaving. His eyes never left hers.

But Mason didn’t slow. If anything—he fucked her harder.

Antara's voice rose in pitch. Her thighs were shaking now, wrapped tight around Mason’s waist, her heels locking over the curve of his ass as he drove into her—deeper, faster, sloppier.

The wet slap of their bodies was wild. Uncontrolled. The bed groaned beneath them. Her soaked pussy clenched around his cock, fluttering at the edge again.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered, breath breaking. “Don’t stop—please—don’t stop—”

Mason fucked her like he was claiming her.

And then it hit her.

Her orgasm slammed through her, shattered her. Her body arched off the bed, breasts bouncing, throat open in a long, cracked moan. She clung to him, trembling all over, her pussy spasming around his cock, milking him hard.

“Fuck, fuck—I’m gonna—” Mason groaned.

He pulled out at the last second, stroking himself once—twice—

And exploded.

Hot ropes of cum splattered across her belly, her hip, her inner thigh. Thick. Warm. Endless. His cock jerked in his hand, muscles clenched, eyes shut as he spilled himself onto her with a groan so deep it made her clench again just from hearing it.

And then—

Silence.

Breathless. Shaking.

Her legs slid down from around his waist. Mason lowered himself over her, breath ragged, his chest against hers.

Raj leaned back in the chair, spent, still stunned.

Three of them.

One scene.

No turning back.


Chapter 19 – Aftershock

The room smelled of sex and sweat and breathless release.

Antara lay sprawled on the bed, skin flushed, hair a tangle across the pillows, Mason’s cum cooling on her stomach. Her body trembled with tiny aftershocks, her thighs slick, her chest still heaving.

Mason hovered over her for a moment, one hand braced beside her shoulder, the other brushing her cheek. His expression had softened completely—no longer driven, no longer feral. Now, he just looked… stunned. Satisfied. Maybe even a little overwhelmed.

He leaned down and kissed her—not hungry, not claiming—just soft. Real.

Then he sat back, sliding off the bed gently, heading toward the bathroom.

The door clicked behind him, and for a moment it was just her and Raj again.

She turned her head toward her husband.

Raj hadn’t moved much. Still seated, shirt open, cock softening in his lap, the glow of his orgasm still visible in the tension in his jaw, the gleam of sweat on his forehead.

Their eyes met. No words.

Just breath.

Then a smile.

He stood, crossed to her quietly, and sat on the edge of the bed. His hand brushed along her thigh—the one still streaked with Mason’s cum—and then up, between her breasts, over her collarbone.

"You okay?" he asked, voice low, the way he always spoke to her after a particularly intense orgasm.

She nodded. “Better than okay.”

They both laughed—soft, breathy, stunned.

Raj leaned in, kissed her forehead. “You were… incredible.”

“I think we were,” she murmured, her fingers brushing his forearm. “All of us.”

The bathroom door creaked open. Mason returned, shirtless still, but with a warm, damp towel in one hand. He walked toward the bed like it wasn’t awkward, like this was just… life now. He gently wiped her stomach, her thighs, moving slowly, carefully.

“I made a bit of a mess,” he said, smirking.

She smiled up at him. “You’re allowed.”

Raj chuckled softly, shaking his head. “I never imagined watching you like that would feel so—” He paused, searching for the word. “Right.”

Antara looked at both of them—her husband, still open and proud, and Mason, still half-hard, flushed, wiping her gently like she was something precious.

Something in her chest swelled.

“You two going to leave me alone for a while?” she teased.

Mason grinned. “Only if you want us to.”

Antara stretched, her legs still weak but deliciously used. “Maybe I need a little break,” she said. Then she caught Raj’s eye again. “Or maybe… round two needs a few more conditions.”

Raj raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

She pulled the sheet up over her chest, only half-covering her breasts. “Well... maybe next time, you take something off too.”

Raj laughed. “Noted.”

Mason sat on the edge of the bed now, towel discarded, fingers lazily stroking her thigh again.

The air had shifted.

From heat and hunger—to affection. Complicity.

Something new had been born here, between the three of them.

And none of them were quite ready to close the door on it


Chapter 20 – Again and Again

The room was warm, hazy with fading light and the scent of sweat and sex. Antara lay across the bed, the camisole still bunched around her waist, the sheets tangled beneath her bare skin, one thigh thrown over Raj’s lap where he sat at the edge.

She was flushed, her hair wild, her skin glowing with the kind of post-orgasm confidence that came only after being thoroughly taken.

Raj’s hand idly rested on her shin, stroking gently.

She watched him for a while—shirt open, trousers loose, his own orgasm still marked on his skin—and then asked softly, “Why didn’t you join in love?”

He didn’t look surprised by the question. Instead, he smiled down at her, eyes calm.

“I wanted to watch,” he said simply. “I liked it more than I expected to.”

She raised an eyebrow, playful but curious. “You sure?”

He nodded. “Seeing you like that… the way you responded to him. That’s not something I ever imagined could turn me on like that. But it did.”

Antara studied him for a moment, then reached up and touched his chest. “I liked knowing you were there. Watching. Wanting.”

Raj leaned down and kissed her—slow, deep, appreciative.

Just then, the bathroom door creaked open.

Mason emerged nude, towel slung carelessly over his shoulder, not wrapped around his waist. His skin still glistened with the damp heat of the steam, and his cock—half-hard and heavy—hung between his thighs like it belonged there.

Antara’s eyes dropped to it instinctively. It wasn’t even fully erect, but still carried that thickness, that weight—a casual reminder of everything it had just done to her.

Not quite the poodle curl of a soft cock, like Raj’s after orgasm—Mason’s was still primed, alive, expectant.

He caught her staring and smirked. “Hope I’m not ruining the afterglow.”

Raj chuckled. “You walk around like that often?”

Mason shrugged, reaching for a bottle of water on the counter. “After a day like that? Might as well let the skin breathe.”

He drank deeply, then leaned against the wall, not making any attempt to cover himself.

Antara sat up slightly, sheet falling from her chest again. She felt warm all over—not just from her orgasm, but from the presence of both men. 

“You’re not tired?” she asked Mason.

He looked down at himself—his cock was slowly thickening, swelling in that unmistakable way that said the blood was heading back south.

He raised an eyebrow, grinning.

“I’ve been told I recover fast.”

Raj snorted. “Yeah, yeah. I’m lucky if I can go past round one these days.”

Antara looked at Mason again, and saw it—his cock was rising. Not rapidly. But steadily.

And it wasn’t from nothing.

It was her. Her body. Her voice. The way her breasts moved as she shifted slightly in the bed. The flush in her cheeks. The bruises from his grip still fresh on her hips.

He was watching her.

Getting hard again.

Antara bit her lip and looked between them—her husband relaxed, amused, and very visibly done, and this other man, standing nude, cock rising again because just the sight of her was enough.

And her body?

Her body was already responding.

Mason sat beside her now, relaxed, muscles loose, his cock beginning to respond again just from being near her. She noticed — the way it twitched and slowly started to rise, even without a word exchanged.

She didn’t say anything.

She just turned toward him.

With a slow, deliberate motion, Antara swung one leg over Mason’s lap and straddled him, her thighs spreading over his, her bare pussy pressing against the thickening bulge of his cock.

He was still wearing his jeans.

She started grinding against the rough fabric, soft wet skin rubbing along the outline of him.

It didn’t take long.

His cock twitched again, thickening fast beneath her. She leaned forward, kissing along his neck, her hands undoing the button and fly as she worked him free with practiced ease.

Behind her, Raj shifted closer, watching now from less than an arm’s length away. His hand moved along her spine, slow and reverent, trailing down toward her hips.

Mason’s cock sprang free — hard, flushed, eager. Antara guided it with one hand, lifting her hips, and then—

She sank down.

A long, deep moan poured from her lips.

Mason gasped.

So did Raj.

She started moving — slow, deep, rolling circles that made her breath catch in her throat. Her hands rested on Mason’s shoulders, her breasts swaying as she rode him, each grind a smooth, wet stroke of skin on skin.

Raj’s hand cupped her breast now, his thumb brushing her nipple. She didn’t stop him. She leaned into it.

Her head tilted back, mouth open, every part of her body alive again.

Mason gripped her hips, helping her move. She leaned forward, kissed him — then kissed Raj.

Not just a peck.

A full, open-mouthed kiss while she was filled by another man.

And it made her dizzy.

The bed creaked beneath them. Her moans turned deeper, wetter. Her movements faster. The wet slap of their bodies echoed around them.

“I’m gonna…” she gasped.

“Come,” Mason growled. “Come on my cock.”

And she did.

She broke apart on top of him, trembling, hips stuttering as her orgasm took over.

When she finally slid off, breathless and shaking, she dropped to her knees on the bed.

“You deserve your turn,” she whispered.

She sank to her knees in front of Mason, eyes dark with hunger, her lips parting as she took the thick, swollen head of his cock into her mouth. He was still slick, hard and throbbing, the taste of their earlier play still lingering on his skin. She moaned softly around him — a low, needy sound that vibrated through his shaft and made his hips jerk forward instinctively.

Raj stood close, close enough to feel the heat radiating off their bodies, close enough to see every twitch of Mason’s muscles and every flick of her tongue. His chest rose and fell, shallow and quick, as he watched her take Mason deeper. Her lips stretched wide around his girth, her throat working to swallow every inch. Her hand gripped the base firmly, holding him steady as her mouth moved in slow, rhythmic strokes — wet, greedy, and impossibly erotic.

She wasn’t just sucking him off. She was devouring him. Worshipping him with her mouth, tongue gliding and swirling, her cheeks hollowing with every pull. Saliva glistened on her chin, a mix of spit and arousal. Her eyes never left Mason’s — locked, daring, full of filthy promise. And every few seconds, they flicked to Raj, letting him know: she wanted to be watched.

Mason groaned deep in his throat, fingers curling into her hair as his body tightened. He tried to hold back, but her mouth was merciless — warm and wet and perfect. She picked up the pace, sucking harder, letting him slide deeper until her nose pressed against his skin, her throat fluttering as she swallowed around him.

“Fuck…” Mason gasped, voice strained.

He couldn’t stop it.

With a strangled cry, his head flew back, eyes squeezed shut as his orgasm crashed through him. His hips thrust forward once, twice — then he was spilling into her mouth, hot and thick and endless. She swallowed greedily, moaning as he filled her, her hand still wrapped around the base, milking every last drop from him.

Raj could see it all — the way her throat worked, the way Mason trembled, the way she didn’t stop even as his cock pulsed and twitched against her tongue. She held him there until he sagged, breathless and spent, then pulled back slowly, letting him slip from her lips with a soft, wet pop.

She licked her lips deliberately, catching every drop. Then she looked up at Raj — slow, smoldering — and gave him the kind of smile that promised she wasn’t even close to done.

No one said a word.


Chapter 21: Between Sips and Glances

The trio lay stretched across the bed, tangled in soft sheets and softer silence. The room was dim, shadows moving lazily across their bare arms and legs. The air felt full — not with words, but with everything they’d already said with bodies and breath.

Antara lay between them, relaxed, her skirt smoothed back over her thighs, camisole clinging to her like it was made for this moment. The thin fabric hugged the gentle curves of her breasts, nipples visible beneath — unbothered, unhidden. She didn’t try to cover herself. She didn’t need to. She was exactly as she wanted to be seen.

Mason looked over at her, eyes trailing down her chest. “You know,” he said with a slow grin, “you might be the most dangerously sexy woman I’ve ever been with.”

Antara raised a brow, lips curving. “Might be?”

He laughed. “Fine. You are. No contest.”

She turned to face him fully, her gaze unapologetically bold. “You weren’t so bad yourself, bull.”

That made Raj chuckle — quiet, approving. Antara leaned toward him first, kissed him gently, lips pressing soft and familiar to his. Then she turned to Mason and gave him the same — slower, deeper. Her fingers brushed his jaw as their mouths met in a warm, unhurried kiss that left him smiling as she pulled away.

“Gotta pee and freshen up,” she murmured, sliding off the bed.

Mason watched her stand, watched her walk — the way her skirt hugged her ass, barely covering it. “Damn,” he said under his breath, giving a low whistle. “That ass should be illegal.”

Antara smiled over her shoulder but didn’t break stride.

When the door to the bathroom clicked shut, Mason leaned back on his elbows, exhaling hard. “Man. That woman… Raj, you weren’t exaggerating. That’s one of the best women I’ve ever had. Wild, confident, fucking addictive.”

Raj just nodded slowly, smiling. “Yeah. She is.”

There was no jealousy — just pride. Mutual understanding.

“You want another drink?” Raj asked. “Maybe beer? Or something cold?”

“Sure.”

Raj reached for the phone. Pressed the button. Nothing.

He frowned, tried again. Dead.

“Phone’s out,” he muttered. “I’ll go down to the front desk and sort it.”

“Alright. I’ll hold down the fort,” Mason said with a smirk.

Raj grabbed his shirt and stepped out.

Moments later, the bathroom door opened.

Antara emerged, freshly washed, cheeks flushed, camisole clinging tighter now after a splash of water. She looked down and saw Mason sitting there, alone, shirt open, chest bare, grinning at her like he’d just won something.

She padded across the room and sat beside him again.

No words.

He leaned in and kissed her — deep this time, lips parting, hands sliding over her waist. She didn’t stop him when his hand slid up beneath her skirt, cupping her ass. She moaned softly against his mouth as he kissed her harder, his fingers tightening, groping her like he’d been aching to since she left the bed.

The door clicked.

Raj walked in and saw them — Antara straddling Mason’s thigh now, their mouths locked, his hand fully under her skirt, squeezing, owning.

He looked away, casually, respectfully — like it wasn’t new, like it wasn’t unexpected.

Antara didn’t stop right away. Just a soft breath, then she turned, her voice light. “Hey Raj… what’ve you got for us?”

Raj held up a bottle of wine and a tray. “Wine. Fruit. Chocolate. Couple of beers.”

“Perfect,” she said, smoothing her skirt, still a little breathless.

They returned to the bed — the three of them — reclining comfortably, drinks in hand. The tray sat between them. Cold fruit. Rich chocolate. Warm, unspoken heat.

The conversation was light now — little things. Laughter, teasing glances, fingers brushing occasionally. The intimacy remained, even clothed, even in calm. Just the three of them, sipping wine and enjoying the weight of the night.

Antara stretched, her camisole lifting slightly.

“Well,” she said with a warm, low voice. “We should take our leave.”

Mason looked over at her like he wasn’t ready to let go yet.


Chapter 22: Language Lessons in Bed

They were still sprawled comfortably across the hotel bed, wrapped in soft sheets, flushed skin, and the golden haze of wine and satisfaction.

The tray of fruit and wine had been mostly picked over, but none of them were in any rush to move. Antara lay in the middle, her legs lazily draped across Raj’s thigh, her head resting just near Mason’s shoulder. The camisole still clung to her — sheer, snug, and teasing — and her skirt was loosely settled around her hips, showing plenty of thigh with no shame at all.

Mason stretched his arms above his head, grinning as he turned toward her. “You know,” he said, “after a night like that… how the hell are we supposed to say goodbye in Hindi?”

Antara tilted her head, smiling. “Simple. Just say ‘bye.’ Or ‘tata.’ Or even ‘miltey hain’ — like, ‘see you again.’”

He raised an eyebrow. “Tata? Tata sounds like a grandma waving from a balcony. That’s not going to cut it after I’ve had your lips wrapped around my—”

Raj let out a quiet laugh.

Antara smirked and cut in, “Language, bull.”

Mason grinned. “Fine, then teach me some real language. Dirty stuff. The good kind. I need the vocabulary for all this.”

Antara gave him a mock-thoughtful look. “You sure you can handle it?”

“I handled you. I think I’m qualified.”

She rolled her eyes fondly, then leaned up on one elbow. “Alright. So for the small ones, the baby cocks, we say nunni.”

Mason blinked. “Nunni?”

She giggled. “Yeah. Like, ‘aww, look at your little nunni.’”

He groaned. “That’s brutal. That sounds like an insult and a nursery rhyme.”

Antara looked at her husband playfully. “It is. Ask Raj. I call his thing, a nunni”

Raj laughed and held up his hands. “Yeah.”

Mason smirked. “So, what do you call the big boys? Something tells me nunni doesn’t apply here.” He gave Antara a pointed glance.

She didn’t miss it. “The real word? Lund. Or lauda. Rough. Crude. Hot.”

Mason grinned wider. “So then… what I’ve got is a good lund?”

Antara leaned closer, brushing her lips just near his ear. “Mmm,” she purred, “you’ve got a very nice lund. Heavy. Thick. A proper bull's.”

He groaned playfully, fisting the sheet. “Fuck, I love the way you put it.”

Antara laughed, then Mason asked, “Alright — next lesson. What about these?” He casually cupped her breasts through the thin camisole, thumbs brushing over her nipples, still visible under the sheer fabric.

Antara arched into his touch. “Those are boobs, yes. But in Hindi? Chuchiyan.”

He repeated it slowly. “Choo-chi-yan?”

“Mm-hmm. Or stan if you wanna be proper. Even ‘mammay’. But honestly, just say boobs. Everyone understands.”

Mason’s hands slid lower, caressing down her hips. “Okay then, teach me the real word for this.” His palm curved over her ass, firm and slow.

Antara gasped softly, letting him touch, but kept her voice light. “That’s gaand. Or chuthad. Both mean ass.”

He gave it a playful squeeze. “So I can say… aapka gaand bahut sundar hai?”

Raj burst out laughing.

Antara clapped a hand over her mouth, trying not to laugh too loudly. “Oh my God.”

Mason grinned like he’d just aced a test. “That mean what I think it means?”

Raj nodded. “Yes. That exactly means what you think it means.”

Antara, still giggling, leaned over and kissed Mason’s cheek. “That was almost perfect pronunciation.”

Mason shrugged. “What can I say? I’m a quick study. Especially when I’m motivated.”

Raj took another sip of wine and shook his head, smiling. “This night keeps getting better.”

Antara sighed happily, curling back between them. “Mmm. You boys are dangerous together.”

They lay there for a long while after, bodies warm, the wine sweet on their tongues, laughter slowly fading into something quiet and glowing.

And for a moment, none of them said anything. They just let the warmth settle in.


Chapter 23: The Last Heat Before Goodbye

The room was warm with the soft hush of afterglow — bodies relaxed, skin kissed by wine and sweat, the sheets a tangle of their movements. The tray was nearly empty, the last grapes rolling at the edge of a plate, and the wine bottle sat tipped in its cooler, half-drained.

They lay across the bed, still touching, still close. Antara was on her side between them, her thigh over Raj’s, her head near Mason’s shoulder. Her laugh rose suddenly, sweet and low.

“The only reason why it is called a cock is it because it often rises in the morning” she giggled, wiping at the corner of her eye.

Mason grinned, “I guess a pussy is called so because it is soft, warm and loves the act of licking.”

Antara laughed again, “yeah right!”

Her chest rose and fell under the camisole, her nipples still visibly tight against the thin fabric. Her hair was wild around her shoulders, her mouth still swollen from earlier kisses. She looked flushed, loose, and completely at ease.

But after a few more lingering chuckles, she exhaled and pushed herself up from the bed.

“Alright,” she murmured, smoothing her skirt, trying to get her balance. “We should really go. Before it gets dark.”

“We had a good time, Mason,” Raj nodded in agreement.

Mason didn’t say anything yet.

Antara stood slowly, reaching for her wrap and bag, her fingers moving with practiced grace. But there was a slight hitch in her movement — the kind of soreness that came from being taken twice by the same man, hard, deep, and without mercy.

Her skirt settled around her thighs. Her camisole clung to her chest. Her whole body radiated used heat — the kind that made it impossible to look away.

Raj was already standing off to the side, fully dressed, watching her with a calm, intimate gaze.

Mason was still on the bed, shirtless, leaning forward now as his eyes followed the way her skirt molded to the curve of her ass.

She bent slightly to pick up her phone.

That’s when he moved.

He stood, crossed the space behind her in two silent steps, and wrapped his arms around her waist.

Antara gasped softly as he pressed into her from behind — slow, solid, warm — his cock already thickening against the swell of her ass.

She didn’t pull away.

“Seriously?” she whispered, not hiding the smile in her voice.

“You walked away too early,” Mason murmured into her neck. “I am not finished with you.”

Across the room, Raj had paused.

Antara tilted her head slightly, glancing back at Mason — then forward again, and saw Raj watching.

She didn’t break the tension. She didn’t move away. Instead, she let her palms settle against the small table in front of her, steadying herself.

Mason’s hands moved lower. He gathered her skirt up slowly, bunching it around her hips. Her ass was bare — exposed, flushed, waiting.

He let out a breath. “Aahh… What a sexy gaand, Antara.”

She whimpered softly, biting her lip as her hands clutched the edge of the table.

Then her eyes flicked again to Raj — and she caught it:

His gaze.
His stance.
His hand moving to his zipper, slow and certain.

Her body tightened, tensed in response, hips subtly shifting back into Mason, her thighs parting just a bit wider as her breath quickened.

And behind her, Mason pushed forward — thick and eager — sinking into her with one deep, claiming thrust.

Her mouth fell open in a raw moan, the sound ripped from somewhere deep in her chest as Mason sank into her in one fierce, unforgiving thrust. No build-up. No hesitation. Just thick, hard, need slamming into her body and unraveling her breath.

Her arms trembled as she gripped the table, knuckles white, her hips jerking forward from the force of impact. Her back arched instinctively, offering more, as Mason’s fingers dug into her waist with bruising intent.

And then—

Thaap. Thaap. Thaap.

Each thrust landed with obscene rhythm, skin meeting skin in echoing contact. The room filled with the sound — filthy, raw, real. Mason fucked her like he had minutes, not hours. Like he couldn’t wait to get every inch of himself back inside her.

Antara’s moans grew higher, needier, echoing off the walls. She couldn’t hold back — not with the way he was using her, not with how full she felt, stretched perfectly around him. Her thighs quivered with every thrust. Her body rocked forward with every push.

Behind her, Mason groaned, his voice thick. “Look at you. So wet. You’re still fucking dripping for me, Antara.”

She gasped, voice catching. “Yes—yes—don’t stop—please don’t stop.”

From the corner of her vision, she saw movement — and then her gaze locked on Raj.

He was standing near the wall, still, shirt open, eyes dark and fixed on her. His cock was fully out now, thick and hard in his hand, stroking in slow, controlled movements. Watching his wife come apart in front of him.

But there was no shame on his face. No jealousy. Just pure hunger.

He looked like he’d be frozen just to stay in that moment — witnessing, owning, sharing her like this.

“Raj—” she gasped, her voice thick. “Watch. Watch him fuck me.”

Mason growled low and grabbed her by the hips again, yanking her back into him hard. She cried out, thighs shaking, her moans messy and loud now, one hand slamming flat on the table as she lost the rhythm of her breath.

Mason leaned forward, his chest pressed to her back now, his mouth right at her ear. “You like him watching, don’t you?”

She couldn’t find words. She moaned — high, helpless — nodding, her breath ragged.

“Oh yes, yes. Mason—Mason—oh my god— yes—deeper—harder— I can feel it—feel you—everywhere.”

Mason growled in approval, and his pace turned feral. His hips slammed into her harder, faster, driving her forward with every thrust. Antara gripped the table like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

Her moans pitched upward — whimpering, crying out, begging without saying a word.

Her climax was building fast. Too fast.

Her legs shook violently. Her body was no longer her own — it was Mason’s to command, to fuck, to finish.

He thrust harder, fast, hard, a savage rhythm, no pause, no soft finish.

Each impact pushed her forward, made her voice break into breathless gasps.

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment — body shaking — then opened again.

Raj’s hand moved faster now, his chest rising with short, hard breaths. He was watching. She felt it. His attention like heat on her skin.

She turned her face toward him and moaned louder — not for Mason now, but for Raj.

He was closer now. Shirt hanging open. His cock out, hard and leaking. His hand gripped tight around it, stroking slow and deliberate, eyes dark and fixed on her

“Do it,” she whispered looking at the bead of cum forming in her husband’s peehole. “Let it come… Come while you watch me take him. Come with me.”

Mason grunted, fucking her harder — his rhythm brutal now, hips slamming into her, cock buried deep on every thrust.

Antara was moaning constantly, her body trembling, on edge.

“I’m gonna— oh—fuck, Mason—I’m gonna—” her voice cracked, hips twitching back into him as the pressure built fast.

Mason’s voice was tight. “Come. Right now. Show him.”

Her orgasm hit like fire — fast and consuming. It sounded like a chorus in the room with her husband joining his better-half, dribbling cum, in a crude duet of orgasmic release.

Her legs went weak. Her voice broke into a long, guttural moan. Her body clenched, pulsing around him, hips grinding into his, thighs shaking as waves rolled through her.

Mason pulled out just in time, stroking himself hard, jaw clenched.

He grunted hoarsely and came in thick, generous hot ropes across her ass and lower back, groaning, breath tearing from his lungs.

Antara’s body sagged, supported only by the table, her chest rising and falling. Her skin was glistening, flushed, marked — a mess of pleasure, sweat, and sex. Mason’s cock crept out, losing its rigidity, the tip covered with cum.

Raj didn’t move — couldn’t. His eyes were locked on her: legs still parted, thighs trembling, Mason’s release sliding in thick trails down the curves of her ass and inner thighs. She looked ravished — raw, ruined, perfect.

Antara’s head hung low for a moment, her hands still gripping the table.

Then she looked up slowly — from Mason, still panting behind her, to Raj, dripping in front of her — and smiled.

Antara lingered in the afterglow, her body heavy and sated. The room reeked of sweat and sex — rich, raw, and utterly satisfying. She let out a soft, breathless laugh, part exhaustion, part smug delight, then reached lazily for the crumpled roll of tissue paper on the nightstand.

"Classy," Mason muttered with a crooked grin, still panting behind her.

"Efficient," she quipped, dragging a tissue between her thighs with slow, almost theatrical care. She didn’t rush — she wiped herself clean, thick with their mingled fluids, then turned casually and tended to Mason, his cock still twitching, still glossy from her. He gave a sharp exhale as she ran the soft paper over him, gentle but unapologetic.

“Messy boys,” she murmured with a little smirk, tossing the used tissue into the bin. She leaned toward Raj next — his hand still sticky, his cock spent — and cleaned him too, precise, tender, not quite clinical. He didn't say a word, just let her do it, watching her every move like she was art in motion.

Her skirt lay crumpled on a nearby chair. She stepped into it without underwear, not bothering to do more than tug it over her hips. No bra, just the camisole — snug, thin, faintly sheer with sweat — her nipples still taut under the shelf line. She tied her wrap loosely at the waist, slipped into her flats, and checked herself in the mirror. Her hair was a touch wild, her lips still flushed. She didn’t fix it.

She liked the way she looked: like a woman freshly, thoroughly fucked.

Mason zipped up slowly, eyes roaming over her with open admiration. “You’re trouble, you know that?”

She leaned in, brushing her lips close to his ear. “And you’re welcome.”

Raj, now dressed again, offered her his hand. She took it without hesitation — fingers laced, easy, intimate — and together they turned to leave.

At the door, Mason ruffled his hair with a towel, grabbing a bottle of water. “I’ll freshen up and head out in a few. You two go ahead. I’ll slip out through the other room — name’s still on the booking.”

Antara smirked over her shoulder. “Smart boy.”

“Hot girl,” Mason fired back, lips curving. “Take care.”

She blew him a soft, wicked kiss. “You too.”

“Be in touch” he said, voice low and satisfied. She smiled at him and then held her husannd and walked away proud.

The hallway was quiet. Clean. Almost sterile after the heat of the room.

Raj pressed a kiss to her knuckles as they walked toward the elevator. “Happy?”

She smiled up at him — languid, glowing. “Very.”

They stepped into the car, and she nestled in beside him, one hand resting on his thigh, her skirt riding high over smooth legs. Her scent — musk and sweat and the faintest sweetness of sex — lingered in the air around her.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.

Raj glanced at her, eyes roaming the curve of her cheek, the flush still blooming along her chest, the slight part of her lips. She looked lit from within — cheeks glowing, skin dewy, eyes soft and wicked all at once. Fucked full and satisfied. Owned and still wild.

There was a hum beneath her skin, as though Mason’s hands still gripped her hips, as though Raj’s breath still ghosted against her ear. She crossed her legs slowly, feeling the subtle stick of skin, the trace of him — of them — drying between her thighs beneath the camisole and skirt.

She smiled to herself.

Outside, the world moved on, unaware.

Inside the car, Antara sat radiant — not just flushed, but alive, humming with pleasure, every nerve alight from being used just right. She was a woman who had been seen, wanted, taken — and she wore it like perfume, invisible and intoxicating.
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