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Chapter 1: A Farewell Kiss



The tyres crunched softly on gravel as Raj slowed the SUV near the low wooden gate. Beyond it, the path narrowed into a winding trail flanked by unruly hedges and fog-draped trees. The sky was a soft English grey — the kind that never fully lets the sun through — and the silence around them was deep, almost sacred.

Antara exhaled, her fingers tightening slightly around the handle of her leather purse.

Raj turned to her with a quiet smile. “So… he’s expecting you?”

“Yes,” she said simply, adjusting her scarf. “He knows I’m coming.”

There was a pause. Neither of them said what they were really thinking. But everything had already been discussed — in quiet hotel-room conversations, on long walks when the kids weren’t around, and in that strange, trembling language of eye contact between spouses who understand more than they say.

Raj had come to terms with it. He wasn’t happy. But he understood. And she — she had tried to suppress the ache for years.

“I’ll keep the boys busy,” he said. “We’ll do paddleboarding, fish and chips, maybe the fossil walk.”

Antara leaned in and kissed his cheek — soft, lingering. “Thank you.”

He brushed her hand gently, and for a moment, it looked like he might say something more. But instead, he nodded and shifted the car into gear. “Call me if you need anything. Otherwise, I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

“I’ll be fine.”

The SUV rolled away slowly, headlights flashing once as he curved back down the narrow country road. She stood still for a moment, her body humming with something between nervousness and heat.

That’s when she heard it — the faint creak of a heavy barn door swinging open.

She turned.

And there he was.

Edward Hale.



He stood in the doorway of the shed, hands on his hips, wearing a thick charcoal jumper rolled up at the sleeves, and a pair of faded corduroy trousers tucked into mud-smeared boots. Tall. Weathered. The kind of man who looked like he belonged here — like he’d been carved by this land. His white hair was swept back, a silvering beard outlining a strong jaw. His eyes — pale grey — studied her like she was a new piece of machinery he wasn’t quite sure how to operate yet.

“You made it,” he said.

Antara walked toward him slowly, each step soft and deliberate.

“I did.”

“You’re early.”

She smiled, tugging the scarf from her neck, letting the wind tease the edges of her hair. “I didn’t want to waste daylight.”

Edward stepped aside, gesturing to the open barn with a tilt of his head. “Come in, if you’re not afraid of a little dust and rust.”

She passed him, and as she did, her shoulder brushed against his chest — just enough to register. He smelled of woodsmoke, oil, and something clean underneath. The kind of scent that didn’t come from cologne, but from soap and honest sweat.

Inside, the air was cool and dry. The high ceilings of the barn were crisscrossed with old wooden beams, the floor strewn with straw and sawdust. Tools hung in neat rows. A heavy grading table took up the center — scratched, solid, and beautiful in its utility.

“You live alone?” she asked, glancing around.

“My wife is in London,” he replied. “Her daughter’s unwell.”

Antara turned to him, pausing. “She’s not yours?”

“No. Mine are grown. Two boys from my first marriage. They live in Australia.”

“And your second?”

He shrugged. “It’s fine. We don’t speak of passion anymore.”

That word — passion — hung between them like a match just waiting for the strike.

She took a slow breath. “You built all this?”

“Mostly. Bought it half-rotted. Took years to bring it back.”

Her fingers traced the edge of a workbench, feeling the grooves in the grain. “You like fixing things.”

“I like things that don’t pretend to be perfect.”

That made her smile — wide and slow.

“Good,” she said. “Neither do I.”

Edward watched her then — not hungrily, but curiously. She wore a dark green sweater dress that hugged her softly around the hips, stockings beneath, and ankle boots dusted from the walk. Her hair was loose, tucked behind one ear. Her eyes — dark, alert — scanned the room without fear.

“You’ve come a long way,” he said finally.

“I know,” she whispered.

And when his gaze lingered, she didn’t look away.

She stepped closer.

Not to touch him. Not yet.

Just enough for the air between them to tighten, to thrum.

Edward cleared his throat and looked toward the barn doors again. “You hungry?”

Antara smiled faintly. “Not for food.”

He held her gaze for a second longer.

And said nothing.


Chapter 2: The Man Behind the Farm 



They walked side by side down a narrow stone path behind the barn. The silence between them was taut — not awkward, not cold. Just charged. The farm sprawled outward in soft waves of brown and green — rough fields, curling hedgerows, and the distant skeletons of hazelnut trees waiting for next season’s bloom.

Edward walked with the ease of someone who’d learned not to fill silences too quickly. Hands in his coat pockets. Shoulders steady. Every movement of his tall frame was slow but precise, like a man who had nothing left to prove — and therefore nothing to hurry toward.

“This was just grass when we bought it,” he said, gesturing at the grove. “No fencing. No drainage. Just wild land and rotted beams.”

Antara’s eyes traced the lines of the wooden posts, the simple irrigation system, the even rows of saplings with their soft brown bark and thin leaves. “You did all this?”

Edward nodded. “My wife and I. But mostly me. She’s a city woman at heart.”

“And yet you stayed.”

“I like the quiet.”

They passed an old water tank, then a weather-worn stone wall. Edward opened a small gate, revealing a grassy slope behind the house. A wool blanket was folded neatly over a wooden bench. A kettle sat on a low portable stove beside it. Everything was simple. Real. Worn and clean at once — like him.

“You weren’t born here, were you?” she asked.

“Yorkshire,” he said. “Farm boy. Grew up with cows and cold mornings.”

She turned to him. “So how did you end up on this hazelnut farm in Kent?”

He gave a wry smile. “Royal Navy in my twenties. Plumbing and heating business in London after. Married a woman who owned the company. Ended up managing it. Made good money. Sold it. Retired.”

“And now?”

“Now I plant trees. Read the paper. Fix things. Drink beer. Watch the sky.”

Antara laughed. “That sounds... deliberate.”

Edward tilted his head. “At my age, everything should be. I’m not here to impress. Just to do things that feel right.”

That made her pause.

“You don’t sound like a man who spends time online,” she said carefully.

“I don’t. Not really. Just a few forums. Some odd threads on wine and woodworking. Then somehow I ended up replying to a woman talking about Riesling and... salted caramel lingerie.”

Antara flushed. “I didn’t think anyone would actually write back.”

Edward looked at her directly then. “I didn’t think I’d care.”

The silence came again — thicker this time. Not heavy, but intimate.

“You’re not what I imagined,” she said.

“Neither are you.”

Antara stepped toward him — just slightly — until their shadows merged on the grass. She studied his hands. Big. Strong. Scarred. His nails were clean. The back of his hand brushed against hers as he shifted slightly. It wasn’t deliberate. But it made her stomach dip.

“You haven’t touched me yet,” she whispered, without smiling.

Edward met her gaze. “Because you haven’t touched me.”

Antara held that stare for a long, loaded moment.

Then turned, letting her fingers trail along the rough wood of the fence, resisting the temptation to answer the invitation that pulsed quietly between them.

Not yet.


Chapter 3: The Shed and the Nuts




The shed was darker now, lit only by the streak of pale light breaking through the rafters and a soft halo from the open doorway. Dust floated like snowflakes in the still air. The smell was earth, wood, iron, and something older — the kind of smell that clung to real places, not polished rentals.

Antara stepped forward first.

She walked slowly, the heels of her boots making muted clicks against the concrete. Her silhouette glided past old sacks, wooden crates, and a workbench cluttered with tools. Her figure, even under the cling of her ribbed sweater-dress, was impossible to miss — curvaceous, womanly, the kind of shape that didn’t belong on billboards but in a man’s bed and memory.

Full hips. A soft, sensual belly. Heavy breasts that moved subtly with each step. Her thighs, strong and thick, rubbed faintly under her dress. She didn’t walk like someone uncertain. She walked like a woman who knew how many eyes had paused when she passed — and what she could do if she wanted them to linger longer.

Edward stood at the threshold, still as a wall, watching.

She didn’t look back as she walked to the long grading table. It stood in the middle of the shed like an altar — wood aged with oil stains and notches, sturdy and low. She paused there, her fingers trailing over the surface, before she turned her head, eyes finding him.

“I imagine this table’s seen a lot of work.”

Edward’s voice came steady. “Nothing quite like what’s about to happen.”

She smiled — not coyly. Slowly. Like someone lighting a fuse.

Then, without a word, she hiked her dress up to her waist.

Her ass was plush and round, hugged by sheer black panties that dug lightly into the curve. The fabric was damp at the center — clinging, almost translucent. She bent forward over the table, placing both palms flat against the oak, her elbows locking. Her legs parted just slightly, knees straight, back arched — a practiced motion, casual but utterly provocative.

She tilted her head, speaking calmly, “What about these nuts?”

Edward didn’t speak. He moved.

The sound of his belt unbuckling echoed softly across the shed. Then the zip. Then the slight crinkle of foil. She smiled to herself — the quiet professionalism of it turned her on more than any dirty line could have. He was a man who had done this before. Who knew his body. Knew his limits. And clearly knew how to use them.

She felt his hand on her lower back — large, warm, and firm. His other hand pushed her panties aside with purpose, exposing the glistening lips of her sex. The air made her gasp. She was already swollen. Needy.

His fingers slid through her — knuckle-deep in wetness. He paused. Pressed again. Then circled her clit slowly, just once, and she trembled.

“You’re ready,” he said, not asking.

“I’ve been ready since the minute I stepped out of the car.”

She felt the thick head of his cock push against her — slow, teasing — and then with one long, steady thrust, he buried himself inside her. He felt hard, very hard and smooth at the same time.

Her breath caught.

Antara’s eyes fluttered closed as her hands gripped the edge of the table. He filled her. Really filled her — not just with length but with weight. Depth. His cock was thick, hard, unhurried — stretching her slowly, bottoming out until her hips pushed back against his with a shiver.

Then he began to move.



Edward’s thrusts were measured, powerful. Not showy. Not frantic. He held her hips and rocked into her with slow, grounded strokes — every motion solid, deep, and driven with quiet authority. The table groaned beneath them, echoing softly through the walls. Dust trickled down from the beams above.

She moaned — low and raw. Her hips instinctively began to meet his, her ass bouncing back to take him deeper. His grip tightened on her flesh, fingers sinking into the softness of her hips as her dress stayed bunched around her waist.

“You feel…” he rasped, “better than I imagined.”

Antara glanced back, her eyes heavy-lidded. “You imagined this?”

“Since you sent the second photo.”

She smiled, breathless. “Just wait.”

He reached down, hand sliding between her thighs, two fingers circling her clit with delicious pressure. Her knees buckled.

“Oh god… Edward…”

Her voice cracked on his name — not from pain, but from sheer, overwhelming sensation. He never sped up. He just stayed there — fucking her with force and rhythm, while his fingers worked her to the edge.

Her orgasm built like a tidal pull — slow, dark, uncontrollable. Her moans grew faster. Her body began to shake.

“I’m going to come,” she gasped. “Oh fuck — I’m going to—”

He drove into her hard and deep, holding her there.

“Come on me,” he murmured.

And she did.

It hit her in a crashing wave — thighs clenching, cunt spasming tight around him, her head thrown forward, mouth open in a silent cry. She came like her body had been holding back for years — wet, hot, shuddering. He kept fucking her through it, groaning deep in his throat.

Then he came too — with a grunt and a sudden grip on her waist, his cock twitching inside her, pulsing again and again.

For a long moment, they didn’t move.

Antara was draped over the table, her chest heaving, hair tangled around her face, panties still askew. Her thighs trembled faintly.

Edward eased out of her slowly, holding her steady as she stood upright.

She turned and looked at him. Her lips were pink and swollen. Her eyes soft and dazed.

“I won’t be able to walk straight.”

He stepped closer and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Then I’ll carry you.”


Chapter 4: Afterglow on the Blanket



The grass behind the barn was damp but not wet, and smelled faintly of moss and crushed clover. A patch of autumn sun had finally broken through the clouds, casting warm light on the slope that rolled gently toward the distant grove. The only sounds were the rustle of wind in the hedges and the occasional bleat of a sheep far off down the valley.

Edward had laid the wool blanket out beneath a spindly apple tree — a rough, clean tartan that smelled of the house and the soap he used. He lowered himself onto it first, long legs stretched out, boots still muddy. Antara followed a moment later, careful as she moved, her thighs still trembling faintly from the orgasm that had rocked through her just minutes earlier in the shed.

She lay back slowly, her dress pulled down again but wrinkled and warm against her skin. One of her legs lay draped across his. Her hair was messy now — gloriously so. Her lips still parted. Her nipples pressed subtly against the thin fabric of her bra beneath the sweater, and she made no effort to smooth anything.

Edward handed her a bottle of cider — local, cloudy, cold. She took a sip without sitting up, then passed it back to him.

“I’ve never been fucked in a shed before,” she said flatly.

Edward smirked, taking a drink. “That was a barn.”

She rolled her eyes, smiling. “Fine. A barn, then.”

“Did it meet expectations?”

She looked at him, then down at her dress, her body still thrumming softly.

“It was… better.”

He didn’t ask why. He didn’t need to. Men who chase compliments don’t know how to earn them. Edward was not that man.

Antara propped herself up on one elbow and looked out over the grove. The hazelnut trees stretched in neat rows, their slender trunks swaying in the wind. Behind them, the hills rolled into blue.

“This place feels like it doesn’t belong to the world,” she murmured.

“It doesn’t,” Edward said. “Not really. That’s why I bought it.”

He paused, then added, “You’re the first woman I’ve brought here.”

She blinked. “You don’t—?”

“No.”

“Not even… from the pub?”

Edward shook his head. “I’ve had the occasional fling. My wife isn’t interested in sex anymore. She knows. I’m discreet. But I never brought anyone here.”

Antara was quiet for a moment.

Then: “Why me?”

He looked at her. “Because you didn’t beg for attention. You weren’t performing. You didn’t pretend to be someone younger or hungrier than you are. You were just… you.”

She tilted her head. “And that’s enough for you?”

“It’s everything.”

The words hit her harder than she expected. A strange ache bloomed in her chest. This wasn’t flirtation anymore. This was something else.

She reached for the cider again and took a long sip. Then, still holding the bottle, she turned and lay against his chest — her cheek settling just beneath his collarbone, her thigh brushing the ridge of his zipper.

He didn’t try to touch her breast. Didn’t squeeze her ass. He just folded his arm around her back and let her lie there.

Antara closed her eyes.

“I haven’t been held like this in years,” she whispered.

Edward didn’t answer. He just let her breathe.



They lay like that for a long time.

No rush. No words.

The wind moved gently through the trees, shaking a few stubborn brown leaves loose. Somewhere down in the lower grove, a rabbit darted across the path and vanished into the brambles.

Antara finally looked up at him, chin resting on his chest.

“I’m going to remember this.”

Edward looked down at her.

“I’m going to miss this,” he replied.


Chapter 5: How They Met

Antara married Raj in her late twenties. Their life together was soft, fluid — the kind of compatibility that didn’t demand drama. By her early thirties, they had moved to London, and something in her opened.

It wasn’t sudden. It was a quiet unfolding — like a fruit ripening just right.

Her body began to change. Not in the rushed way it did in her youth, but in a deliberate, unrushed bloom. Motherhood, too, added a layer to her sensuality. The softness in her belly, the fullness in her breasts, the way her hips spread — she carried it all not with shame, but with a mature, magnetic ease. Her ass grew round and bold, the kind that strained leggings and invited stares in tight jeans. Her boobs sat full and natural, not needing cleavage to make men shift in their seats. Her skin held glow. Her face — still pretty — now carried a raunchy glint that years of restrained desire couldn’t hide anymore.

And by her mid-30s, Antara had become a woman of indecent allure.

She knew it. Raj knew it. And instead of resisting, he leaned into it.

Their marriage had always been warm and experimental — slowly growing more uninhibited. One night, while rubbing her feet in their dimly lit living room, Raj had simply said:

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

That night, she hadn’t replied. But a week later, she met Mason.



Mason was younger. Early thirties. Half-Guyanese, with soft brown skin, a calm, grounded energy, and a square jaw softened by kindness. They had met on a niche online forum — not explicitly erotic, but filled with slow-burning tension. They flirted through ideas, not bodies. And that built the anticipation.

They exchanged faceless pictures. She sent one of her bare hips framed in black lingerie. He didn’t send anything back. But in one conversation, he casually mentioned his Instagram handle. She looked it up. Calm selfies. Gym photos with no flexing. A man who didn’t need to try.

Raj knew. He always knew. He even drove her to meet Mason — a quiet café tucked beside a hotel. She wore tight jeans and a blouse she hadn’t worn in years. As they sat across from each other, she was unusually shy — stirring her tea, adjusting her sleeves.

Mason didn’t flirt. He just smiled, asked about London weather, and let her relax.

When they stood up and walked to the hotel, it was her hand that brushed against his first.

Inside, her hands trembled as she undid his shirt. But when her fingers slipped inside his briefs, and felt the heat of his cock — thick at the base, uncut, gently curved upward, pulsing beneath her touch — something in her awakened.

She unwrapped him slowly, stroked him through his briefs before peeling them down. He was bigger than Raj — not monstrously, but beautifully shaped and real.

She knelt, tasted him. But Mason lifted her chin and laid her on the bed.

He entered her slowly. Full, deep, steady strokes. No urgency. No noise. Just warmth, rhythm, pressure.

They fucked again later that afternoon. Then once more before she left.

She came home flushed, her skin smelling of his cologne and her own release. Raj kissed her deeply. He didn’t ask for details. He didn’t need to.

Something had shifted. She glowed differently now.



Ajay came a few months later.

It wasn’t planned. It wasn’t even discussed.

Ajay, Raj’s old friend, had come to stay over. They had all shared drinks that night. Laughed. Ate too much. And because their flat had only two beds, Antara offered that Ajay could join them in theirs — it was big enough.

They lay with space between them at first. Antara wore a pale pink cotton nightdress, thin enough to feel every brush. The fabric clung to her hips and settled gently around her thighs. She hadn’t worn underwear.

Ajay was beside her, close, but not touching. Raj lay on the other side.

At some point in the dark, Ajay shifted. His thigh grazed hers. Her breath paused. Then his fingers brushed against her hip — light, almost uncertain. She didn’t move.

Then — under the sheets — his knuckles brushed her inner thigh.

Still no sound.

She turned toward him, her knee grazing his. Her nipple pressed lightly against his chest. Her hand slipped down.

He was already hard. Similar to Raj in size — perhaps a little thicker at the base, like most Indian men — nothing striking, but full and ready.

Her fingers curled around it.

And Raj, on the other side, watched.

Ajay climbed on top of her, slowly, cautiously — and Antara welcomed him without a word. The sheets rustled. Her eyes stayed open. Her mouth parted in silence.

When she came, it was internal — her body arching once, her toes curling.

She cleaned herself quietly, and lay between the two men — naked, glowing, and calm.    For the next few years, Antara embraced her blissfully adventurous hotwife life — letting chosen men, handpicked by her and her husband, have their way with her. Some became regulars. Some were forgettable. Others… unexpectedly thrilling. But each one added its own flavor to the mix. And then there was Edward, the old horse.



Edward was different.

It began with a gardening forum. A thread about hazelnut farms. She made a cheeky comment. He replied.

They exchanged faceless pictures.

She sent a glimpse of her bare curves — just enough shadow and slope to intrigue.

He sent a photo of his cock — firm, pale, with veins and girth — and then his calm, bare face. Balding. Weathered. Direct.

She was stunned. But also turned on.

No game-playing.

They met for coffee by the sea. He wore a work shirt, smelled faintly of eucalyptus and woodsmoke. His voice was low, steady. His eyes never roamed. But he watched her mouth intently when she spoke.

After twenty quiet minutes, he offered to take her somewhere.

She agreed.

They drove to his farmhouse — an old, restored place nestled ten kilometers off the paved road, surrounded by hazelnut trees. Private. Beautiful. The air tasted different there.

She stepped out, heels sinking into the soft earth. There was no sound but birds and breeze. The house stood quietly behind them — stone, timber, and age.

He opened the door.

She stepped in.

And that was enough.


Chapter 6: Fun at Farmhouse

The inside of Edward’s farmhouse felt like another time — all dark oak beams, stone floors, and a faint scent of old books and fresh firewood. It was the kind of place untouched by the world outside. Private. Solid. A fire burned slow in the hearth, casting long shadows along the walls. Antara stepped in, her breath catching slightly. Her heels made no sound on the wood, but everything in her felt loud — her heart, her thoughts, the wet heat already blooming between her thighs.

Edward closed the door behind them. No words. Just that low creak and the soft click of the lock.

“I’ll make us some coffee,” she said, heading toward the rustic kitchen.

He didn’t answer. He just watched her, his posture easy, one shoulder leaning into the doorframe. The silence wasn’t awkward. It was weighted. She moved automatically, filling the kettle, setting it on the old hob, spooning grounds into a ceramic press. Her hands were steady. Too steady.

She felt him behind her. Not close enough to touch. But near enough that the air between them started to hum.

When she turned around, two mugs in hand, she didn’t hand one to him. She set them both down on the kitchen counter and stepped in.

“There’s a better way to get warm,” she said.

Edward didn’t move. He just raised a brow, slow and amused.

She reached for his belt. Her fingers moved without hesitation this time — unbuckling the leather, popping the button, easing down the zipper. The metal teeth whispered open. His jeans sagged and dropped to his thighs, revealing tight black briefs stretched over a very real bulge.

She cupped him. The fabric was warm, damp with anticipation.

“Let’s see if that photo was really you,” she murmured, eyes locked on his.

She knelt.

Her fingers curled under the waistband and peeled it down. His cock sprang free — thick, curving upward slightly, with a smooth pink head half-covered in foreskin. The shaft was veined and heavy, darker at the base, warm and alive in her hand.

Bigger than she’d expected. Bigger than Raj.

She licked her lips. Her breath came shallow.

Her tongue flicked the base, then the tip, tasting salt and skin. Then she opened her mouth and took him in, slow. Her lips wrapped around him. Her tongue curled under. She moaned softly — deep and satisfied — as she began to bob her head, cheeks hollowing with every pass.

He let out a long breath. His hand came to her head, resting there without pressure.

She sucked him with deliberate hunger — taking him deep, then pulling back to kiss and lick along his shaft. Her spit made everything wet and messy. Her hand stroked the base while her mouth worked the top, slurping, teasing, devouring.

“Mmmhh... fuck...”

Edward’s voice was rough, low.

She moaned around his cock. Her eyes fluttered. Her hand tightened on his thigh. And then he came.

Fast. Deep. Hot.

She swallowed it. Every drop. Her mouth never left him. She sucked gently even after, cleaning him, worshipping the softening length with little licks and kisses.

He leaned his head back and groaned. “Christ... you’re something else.”

She stood, wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb, her eyes gleaming.

“You’re not done,” she said softly.

She reached down and stroked him again. He twitched. Stirred. Thickened under her palm. His cock swelled back into shape — hard and pulsing.

“No pills?” she teased.

He gave a soft laugh. “Never needed the damn things.”

She stepped back and let her wrap dress fall to the floor.

No lingerie. No modesty. Just warm skin and firelight.

Her body was lush. A voluptuous woman in her forties — full breasts with dark, sensitive nipples, a soft belly curved from motherhood, hips that flared generously, and an ass that was downright erotic. Round. Heavy. Impossibly obscene.

He stared.

She turned and walked to the bed, hips swaying, and climbed up. She spread her legs, resting back against the pillows, and used her fingers to part her wet folds.

“Come here,” she whispered.

Edward came forward, stroking himself. His cock glistened, already slick again. He rubbed the head against her clit, teasing her entrance.

She whimpered.

Then he pushed in — slow and deep.

“Ohhh... fuuuck... yes...”

Her back arched.

His thrusts started slow. Deliberate. He didn’t bother with rhythm. Just power. Each movement was deep, reaching places her body hadn’t felt in years. His weight pressed into her. His pelvis grinding against hers. Her moans filled the farmhouse — raw, guttural sounds of release.

“Harder... please... don’t stop...”

He grabbed her thighs and drove in harder. Her body rocked beneath him, her breasts bouncing with every stroke.

Her hands clawed at his back. Her lips found his shoulder and bit softly, trying to stay grounded as the orgasm built.

Then it hit — hard.

She cried out, her legs shaking, her pussy clenching tight around him.

He flipped her over, pulled her onto all fours.

Her ass looked filthy in the firelight — big and jiggling with every thrust.

He fucked her deep from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other pressing to the small of her back. The bed creaked under them. She grunted into the pillow.

“Deeper... oh fuck, just like that...”

He came again. Buried deep.

They collapsed, tangled in heat and sweat.

Her face rested against the sheets, her legs still parted. He lay beside her, breath heavy.

Outside, the wind whispered through the trees.

Inside, only the fire crackled — and Antara’s body, still glowing.


Chapter 7: The Return and the Secret

Morning came slow, spilling light across the land like warm milk. The farmhouse still smelled of old wood and crushed grass, but beneath it all lingered a scent that hadn’t been there before — the ache of a woman’s sex, the earthy pulse of a night lived skin to skin.

Antara stood in the kitchen, barefoot on the cool stone floor. Her robe clung damply to her curves, thin and loose around her waist. She had just stepped out of the shower — the kind that wasn’t rushed, the kind where the steam mingled with thoughts she didn’t want to end. Her hair was wet, slicked back off her temples, the strands trailing dark over her shoulders. Her skin glowed — not from soap, but from release.

A coffee mug sat in her hand. Her lips, still tender and full from the way Edward had kissed and sucked them, sipped absently.

On the chair beside her, the clothes she had worn last night — the soft linen dress, her black bra, her lace-trimmed panties — all folded with quiet care. Even her scarf, the one she'd tied around her neck as a nod to modesty, lay smooth and undisturbed.

Nothing about the room spoke of sex. But everything in her body still hummed with it.

She heard the crunch of tires on gravel.

She didn’t move to the window. She didn’t fix her hair.

She simply placed the mug on the table and walked to the door.

Raj stepped out of the car with a smile that was neither rushed nor curious. He looked like a man who had dropped his wife off with a friend for the night and trusted her to be herself.

His eyes flicked to her — slow, warm, knowing.

She met his gaze, let the silence wrap around them like a shared blanket. There were no questions. There never were.

She kissed him lightly, her hand resting on his chest for a second longer than necessary.

He didn’t ask. She didn’t lie.

But he saw it. She had a story to tell him.

The slight puffiness of her lips. The absence in her shoulders. That floaty, fucked-out stillness that came only after being properly held — and properly taken.

Inside, she poured him coffee. The same kind she had made Edward hours earlier, though this time she didn’t bother with the teasing.

Raj took the cup, sat across from her, and sipped.

They didn’t talk about it. But the space between them was full.

Not with shame. Not with secrets.

With understanding.

Outside, across the field, Edward stood on the edge of the porch, a cigarette burning slow in his hand. The morning sun lit the haze around him. He was bare-chested, jeans slung low, the top button undone. His skin still bore the faint red traces of her nails — the proof of last night’s grip, of how she’d pulled him in and begged for more.

His eyes drifted over the land but didn’t see it. Not really. His mind replayed the sharp gasp she’d made when he first pushed in — that sound between surprise and surrender. The way her cunt had clenched around him, greedy, wet, tight. The way she’d gone silent when he finally bottomed out, just clinging to him, open and helpless.

He took another drag.

The farmhouse door creaked open behind him.

Raj stepped out, coffee mug in hand, still warm from the kitchen. He walked up beside Edward — not stiff, not timid. Just… there.

They stood in silence a few seconds.

Then Raj spoke, voice low. “You slept well, I assume.”

Edward’s lips curled. “Didn’t sleep much.”

Raj gave a half-smile. “I figured.”

Inside, through the open window, they could hear the faint splash of water from the bathroom sink. Antara was freshening up. The floor creaked under her bare feet. A cabinet opened. Closed.

“She’s glowing this morning,” Raj added, sipping.

“She earned it,” Edward said, flicking ash into the grass.

They didn’t say anything more. There was no need. The terms had been long established. What mattered was what Antara wanted — and last night, she had wanted.

Moments later, the screen door opened.

Antara stepped out, dressed now in jeans and a loose pale blouse. Her hair was pulled back casually, still a bit damp. Her skin, though, gave everything away — pink, soft, slightly puffy at the lips. She didn’t look at either man immediately. Just walked over with her usual grace and stood beside them.

Edward’s eyes traced the curve of her waist, the faint hint of a fresh hickey beneath her collarbone.

Raj set his cup down.

“You good?” he asked her gently.

Antara nodded. “Yes.”

Then she turned to Edward.

Her kiss wasn’t passionate. It didn’t need to be.

Just a slow, warm press of her lips to his. Intimate. Unhurried. Her hand cupped his cheek. His fingers ghosted along the small of her back.

When they broke apart, she whispered, “Thank you.”

He touched her chin with his thumb, then stepped back.

Raj picked up the car keys. Antara gave Edward one last glance — not with longing, but with that quiet ache that comes when you leave someone who makes your body feel like a secret only they know how to open.

Edward watched them walk toward the car, Raj’s hand on her lower back, her hips swaying slightly, jeans snug against the places he’d held all night.

She didn’t wave goodbye.

But she didn’t need to.

The echo of her moans still lived in the sheets. The scent of her skin still clung to his fingers. And the memory of how she looked — eyes wild, cunt stretched, whispering his name — would last longer than any morning kiss.

It hadn’t been just a fling.

And they all knew it.


Chapter 8: Return to the Farmhouse

It had been a week.

Seven days of domestic rhythm: soft alarms, school lunches packed, wet towels draped over banisters, and Raj’s quiet presence beside her in bed. A week that passed in folded laundry, slow dinners, and unspoken knowing.

And then came Edward’s message.

No emojis. No frills. Just six words:

“If you need silence again… the house is empty.”

That Friday evening, Antara kissed Raj on the cheek at the station. The kids had their overnight bags — Raj was taking them to his cousin’s place for the weekend. A playdate that spilled into a sleepover. Antara thought that she could also do with some change.  

“I’m going to Edward’s,” she said simply, not asking — just stating.

When she reached for her overnight bag, he noticed the lipstick she rarely wore.

His eyes didn’t question.

He just smiled.



The drive out to Edward’s farmhouse stretched across grey lanes and flickering hedgerows. She had music on, but she didn’t hear it. Her fingers tapped the steering wheel, tingling with heat she hadn’t felt all week. When the gravel under her tires began to crunch, her breath shortened.

The farmhouse stood still, framed in the orange blush of dusk. The wind had quieted. Trees seemed to lean in closer, like they too remembered.

She parked and walked slowly up the path. Before she could knock, the door opened.

Edward.

Same worn jeans. Same linen shirt, open halfway. Same calm, unreadable face. He stepped aside.

She walked in. Dropped her bag.

He closed the door.

No greetings. No rehearsed lines.

She took off her coat slowly. Underneath, a black cashmere sweater hugged her chest. No bra. The weight of her breasts moved with every breath — full, womanly, proud. Her nipples pressed through the fabric. Edward’s eyes flicked downward, once.

Still no words.

Antara stepped into the kitchen and reached for the kettle like it was her own. She measured the coffee carefully — not out of politeness, but to slow herself down. Her thighs felt warmer than they should.

He stood behind her now. Quiet.

Close enough that his breath skimmed her shoulder.

She turned, handed him a mug. Their fingers brushed.

“I think,” she murmured, “there’s a better way to get warm.”

He placed the mug down.

Her hands went to his belt.

Not rushed. Not coy.

Just hungry.

The buckle gave way with a metallic clink. She undid the button and pulled down his zipper, her fingers brushing the thick bulge in his briefs. Already growing. She dropped to her knees.

Edward’s eyes darkened.

She peeled down his jeans, then his briefs. His cock sprang free — thick at the base, uncut, curving gently upward, the head flushed and veined. She breathed in sharply, then wrapped her fingers around it.

She stroked him once, watching the skin glide.

Then again, slower.

Her lips parted. She leaned in and kissed the head, soft as breath. Then licked.

The underside of the shaft, her tongue warm and deliberate. Her other hand slid along his thigh. She heard him suck in a breath as she wrapped her lips around the tip.

“Christ…” he exhaled.

She took more of him, sinking lower. The weight of his cock filled her mouth. Her tongue curled along the bottom, her lips sealed tight around him. She pulled back with a pop, then dove again, deeper this time. Saliva trailed from her lips to the base.

Her fingers massaged his balls. He shuddered.

“Antara…” he breathed. She didn’t stop.

His hips twitched forward, but he didn’t force anything. She worked him at her own pace — long strokes of her mouth, teasing flicks of her tongue. He moaned low, guttural, his hands gripping the counter edge behind her.

When he came, it was sudden — a groan tearing from his chest as she held him deep in her throat.

She swallowed.

All of it.

Then stood up. Wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb.

“You taste the same,” she said, soft and filthy.

His cock, unbelievably, still throbbed.

“I didn’t take anything,” he murmured.

“I know.”

She took his hand and led him to the bedroom.



The farmhouse bedroom smelled faintly of lavender and wood polish. The bed was wide, silent, and made for surrender. The soft lamplight painted her skin in amber. She pulled her sweater over her head. Her breasts tumbled free — full, round, nipples already tightened.

She stood in just her underwear — lace black. Then peeled that down too, slow and deliberate, stepping out of it with grace that only years of confidence can teach.

Edward lay back, his cock stiffening again.

She straddled him. Her soft belly pressed against his ribs as she kissed him. Her breasts grazed his chest. His hands slid to her waist, then hips, then lower.

She guided him inside her.

Her gasp was broken, wet.

He was deep.

She started slow — grinding, undulating. Not bouncing. Not pornographic.

Just sinking, claiming.

Her lips parted. Her eyes closed. She moaned — a real one, rising from her stomach. He held her hips tighter. She bent forward and kissed him, her hair brushing his cheek.

Then he flipped her.

Spread her thighs wide. Entered her again.

This time, he didn’t care for rhythm.

Just depth.

Each thrust was purposeful — not violent, just rooted. She clutched the sheets. Moaned into the pillow. Her ass lifted to meet him, round and flushed.

He bent over her, whispering into her shoulder, fucking her like a man who didn’t need to prove anything.

Just claim what was his, for now.

She came again — loud, guttural, biting her knuckles.

He followed, pulsing deep inside her.

They collapsed together, skin to skin, sweat and breath mingled.

Outside, the wind moved the branches like they were watching.

Inside, Antara didn’t care.

She had found silence.

And tomorrow night, the field would be darker.

And wilder.


Chapter 9: Nightfall in the Fields

Antara had decided she would leave in the morning.

She’d told herself that all day — as she brushed her hair in the bathroom, as she zipped up her overnight bag. Edward had gone into town to run an errand, and she had a few quiet hours to think. But the house… the stillness… the smell of him on the sheets… none of it let her go.

By the time he returned with fresh herbs and a sly smile, her bag was still zipped. But untouched.

Instead, they ended up making coffee. Talking. Laughing.

By late afternoon, they had walked through the fields — Edward showing her the edge of the property, the stone shed he planned to restore, the wildflowers that bloomed even in the wrong seasons.

They didn’t kiss during that walk. They didn’t even touch.

But by the time they made it back to the house, she was flushed. Warm in places she hadn’t been in weeks.

Dinner was lamb again — tender, glistening, cooked slow with cumin and cinnamon. The meat slipped off the bone. Edward served it with buttered naan and onion chutney. He sat across from her, his shirt half open, his hands fragrant from herbs and oil.

Antara looked undone by the time the plates were cleared — her robe loosely belted, her belly slightly full and heavy, her lips shiny with lamb fat and wine. She leaned back in her chair, rubbing a slow circle into the softness of her stomach, letting out a quiet sigh.

“Nice dinner,” she murmured.

Edward lit a cigarette and stepped onto the porch.

She followed a moment later.

The air was cooler now, brushing her thighs beneath the robe. Her nipples had hardened again, poking against the worn cotton.

She took the cigarette from his lips, pulled once, held the smoke in, then said quietly:

“I’ve never done it in the open. In the fields. Like animals.”

Edward’s eyes dragged down her body — from the sharp line of her jaw to the curve of her ass, the faint roundness of her belly pushing against the thin robe.

He didn’t smile. Just exhaled, and said:

“Let’s change that.”



They crossed the yard first, then moved into the hazelnut grove — the low, silvery leaves rustling above, and the fallen husks crunching lightly beneath their feet. The ground was soft with mulch and scattered shells. Cool branches brushed her thighs, like nature itself was in on the secret. The scent of damp bark, raw soil, and something faintly nutty clung to the air as they walked deeper into the quiet.

It didn’t feel like crossing a field.
It felt like entering a ritual.

The moon was out. No lights. Just stars and shadow.

Her robe moved with the breeze, swaying, lifting just enough to flash the backs of her thighs. She looked over her shoulder once — lips parted, eyes dark.

And then she stopped.

Right at the edge of the field. Where the wooden fence stood crooked with age.

She turned.

Untied the robe in one slow motion.

Let it fall.

Completely bare underneath.

Edward froze for a second. Then moved toward her, unbuckling his belt as he walked.

She turned her back to him. Bent forward. Gripped the rail. Spread her legs wider, wide enough that her pussy glistened, open and throbbing — already dripping from nothing but anticipation.

“No teasing,” she said. “Just take me.”

Edward’s pants dropped.

His cock was hard — thick and long, curved slightly downward, veins bulging. The tip glistened under the moonlight. He gripped it, spit in his palm, stroked once.

Then stepped behind her.

He rubbed the head along her lips. Her pussy responded — fluttered, opened, clenched again. She was soaked.

He grabbed her hips.

And pushed in.

All the way.

One sharp, deep, claiming thrust.

She gasped — loud and raw.

“Oh fuck…”

He growled. Yes — growled. His body slammed into hers, balls slapping her thighs. His grip on her hips bruising now.

She arched back into him. Her ass bounced with every stroke, fat and obscene under the moonlight. Her tits swung freely, the cold air teasing her nipples harder.

Her belly — that sweet, fed curve — jiggled with every thrust.

Her body was open. Begging. Taking it all.

Edward was panting. His rhythm was feral. No finesse. Just need.

He grabbed her hair. Yanked her head back.

“You like being fucked like this?”

“Yes… yes… don’t stop…”

He slapped her ass. Once. Twice.

She moaned louder.

He bent lower, spat on her back, then slid two fingers around to her clit.

Rubbed fast. Dirty. Mean.

Her legs started to tremble.

“Oh my God… I’m cumming—”

She cried out, loud and long.

Her pussy tightened around him like a fist, milking his cock.

He didn’t stop.

He thrust harder, his body smacking against her, his balls slick from the wetness dripping down her thighs.

He fucked her like he’d lost language. Like the man in him had shut off — and something older, hungrier, had taken over.

Edward’s hands gripped her hips with bruising force, fingers digging into the meat of her ass as he slammed into her from behind. The wet slap of their bodies echoed sharp and obscene under the open sky.

Antara couldn’t hold herself up. Her knees trembled with every thrust. Her tits swung beneath her as she braced against the old wooden rail, trying to stay upright while her pussy got split open — over and over — by the sheer force of him.

“Fuck… fuck… fuuckk me… yes… oh God, yes, Edward—”

Her voice was ragged, breaking apart, every word torn from her throat like it hurt to say.

And him?

He wasn’t saying a thing.

He was grunting, breathing through his teeth, pounding her harder with each stroke, the base of his cock slapping wetly against her swollen, aching lips.

Their bodies had gone feral — wild and soaked, covered in sweat and cum and hunger. They weren’t a man and a woman anymore.

They were two animals.
Mating. Claiming. Colliding.

And her cunt…
Her cunt was taking it all.

Every inch.

He shoved into her with raw, jackhammering need — hips thrusting in deep, then deeper, until she felt him in her stomach, her guts, her spine.

Her belly jiggled with every impact, still faintly full from dinner, adding a rich, soft weight to the scene — a body well-fed, now getting fucked open in the night air.

She was grunting, whining, screaming husky — her voice no longer words, just raw, wet, erotic sound.
Half-moaned, half-bellowed, each cry rising and falling with every deep, filling thrust.

Her voice echoed through the hazelnut fields — a dirty chorus, tangled with the short, sexy grunts of her lover behind her.
His rhythm was relentless, breath thick, cock pounding her open with every thrust.
And her body answered in full, her noises wild and unfiltered — whimpers layered over growls layered over gasps.

She swore she’d never been this loud before.
Not in her life.
Not like this.

“Uhhh—ahhh—fuck—Edwaaard—don’t stop—don’t you fucking stop—I’m gonna—ahhh—fuuckk—

She didn’t finish.

Her orgasm hit mid-sentence — a raw, full-body jerk that made her legs nearly collapse. Her pussy clamped down on his cock like a vice, fluttering, squeezing, drinking him in.

She screamed. Loud. Shameless. Her voice echoed through the hazelnut trees.

But Edward didn’t stop.

If anything, he fucked her harder.

The sound of him driving into her — wet, fast, feral — was louder than her cries now.

She could feel it — something swelling inside her, stretching her in a different way.

“W-wait… what is that…?”

Edward’s breath was loud and jagged.

“I’m close. Don’t move.”

But she felt it — the base of his cock thickening, the root starting to swell deep inside her — stretching her pussy from the inside out.

“Oh fuck—Edward—you’re knotting—”

He grunted, slammed in once more, then held. Deep.

Locked.

And then came.

He came hard.

Hot, heavy spurts shot deep into her, flooding her.
Her cunt twitched, spasmed, clamped even tighter.
But his cock had swollen too thick to slide out.

He was stuck inside her, the base throbbing, locked just past her opening — sealing everything in.

Antara could feel it all — the heat, the pulses, the weight of it.
The stretch.
The way his cock plugged her full of cum.
The way every spurt filled her womb, then stayed there, no escape.

“You’re… stuck,” she whispered.

Edward didn’t speak.

He pressed his chest to her back, one hand sliding to her belly, the other still gripping her hip.

Both of them were trembling. Shaking.

Their skin slick. Their breaths broken.

And still — he remained buried in her.

Throbbing.

Knotting.

Claiming.

She moaned softly, her voice different now — not begging, not crying out — just a long, slow, guttural sound of a woman completely fucked.

Her pussy clenched again, fluttered around his cock — and she felt another faint gush of heat inside her, his cock jerking with one last twitch.

And still… he didn’t move.

Because he couldn’t.

Their bodies had gone beyond fucking.

They were tied.

Locked together in the dark, like dogs after rutting — two bodies breathing heavy, skin flushed, muscles twitching, hearts racing in tandem.

The wind rustled the hazelnut leaves around them.

But nothing moved between their bodies.

He was knotted in her.

And she was still dripping, but nothing could leak.

Not with him plugged inside her like that.

They didn’t speak.

They didn’t need to.

It was the most perfect fit she’d ever felt.

And now, there was no space left between them at all.

Edward pulled out of her slowly.

His cock, wet and swollen, slid out of her with a sticky, audible plop — the kind of sound that made her pussy twitch involuntarily, still sensitive, still open.

A thick string of cum clung from his tip to her lips — viscous and warm, stretching long before finally snapping and dripping between her thighs, landing in a slick puddle at her feet.

The sound of it — that deep, obscene plop — made her glance over her shoulder and laugh softly, breathless, amused, still glowing.

“God… did you hear that?” she said, grinning, voice hoarse but rich with satisfaction.

Edward smirked, his chest rising and falling, cock still glistening, still semi-hard, slicked with the mix of both of them.

Antara stayed bent for a second — spine curved, ass lifted, her cunt still open, wet, leaking in slow pulses down the insides of her thighs.

Then, with a slow exhale, she reached for her robe, but didn’t bother putting it on.

She stood up fully — nude, shameless, spent and stunning.

Her skin glowed from sweat and moonlight. Her thighs were tacky with the mess they’d made — slick with sweat, smeared with cum, the backs of her legs glistening with the remnants of his release.

She didn’t wipe it away.

She just stood there, letting it trail, letting it drip, owning the mess.

He watched her start walking.

No talk.

Just the soft squelch of her steps on damp earth, the heavy sway of her hips, and the slow, unapologetic drip of his cum down her legs.

She didn’t glance back.

Edward zipped up and followed.

Halfway back across the field, the night around them utterly still — only crickets and the distant rustle of trees — she let out a lazy, loud fart that embarrassed her no end.

It slipped out of her ass with zero hesitation. Long. Warm. Loosened. It hung in the air behind her, earthy and thick, unmistakably post-sex. It sounded like a body relaxing after being taken hard — a slow release, not controlled, not held back. She kept a brave face and looked at her lover who seemed to appreciate her for everything she did with him.

Edward’s eyes stayed fixed on her ass.

“That was… beautiful,” he muttered.

She didn’t stop. Just laughed — short and wicked.

“Well-fed and well-fucked,” she said over her shoulder. “That’s what happens. Lamb stew and a tight screw does it”

Another one followed a few steps later — quieter, wetter, but almost melodic, like her body was still sighing.

“God,” he murmured behind her. “You’re leaking, farting, and walking like you own this land.”

“I kind of do tonight,” she replied, proud and breathless.

When they entered the farmhouse, she walked in without a word. Still nude. Her hair wild. Her back glossy with sweat. Her thighs still shining.

She went straight to the bathroom and sat down.

No hesitation. No performance.

Just a grown woman lowering herself onto the toilet seat, legs apart, cunt open, body fully used, posture relaxed like she belonged there.

And then she let go.

A long, thick, crackling log slid out of her — slow, solid, deliberate. It dropped with a heavy splash that echoed in the quiet room. The smell came fast — dense and intimate, mixing with the trace of Edward’s cum that was still sliding from her cunt.

Her face didn’t shift.

No embarrassment. No hiding.

Just a long breath through her nose and the satisfied release of a second wave — softer, wetter, a messier finish. Her body sagged slightly with it. Then came a hard stream of piss, splashing over the mound of her dump with a hiss that felt almost therapeutic.

She reached for tissue. Wiped her ass slow and firm, looking down between her spread thighs as she finished.

Then, without a word, she stood.

Her belly had softened. Her pussy still looked wrecked — red, parted, glistening with traces of sweat, cum, and the heat of what she’d just done.

She stepped to the mirror.

No vanity. Just realism.

Antara looked herself over.

Her hair was a tangled mess. A faint bite mark peeked from under her collarbone. Her breasts hung full and sensitive, nipples still stiff. Her stomach looked like a woman who had eaten and taken every inch. And between her thighs — the redness, the puffiness, the faint sheen of leftover fluids — it all said one thing clearly:

She’d been used.

Deeply. Repeatedly.

And she liked what she saw.

She didn’t fix anything.

She wiped once more between her thighs with a towel, tossed it into the hamper, and walked to the bed — bare, full, and raw.

Edward was by the window, quietly sipping water.

She lay down sideways, one leg bent.

Reached out and stroked his soft cock with lazy fingers.

“Wake me up early tomorrow,” she murmured. “I should leave before the house gets noisy.”

Her fingers still gently toyed with the shaft.

“Unless you’re planning on keeping me.”

“Not if you keep farting like that,” he smirked.

“Liar,” she said, smiling faintly. “You dig them, don’t you?.”

“You’re disgusting.”

“I am trying to catch up” I smiled

He moved to the bed.

She rolled to her back, spread lazily.

No invitation. Just comfort.

He lay beside her. Their legs tangled. Her fingers still lightly playing with him.

And slowly, under the faint scent of sweat, stew, and sex — they both drifted into sleep.


Chapter 10 – Home

Antara woke slowly. Her thighs ached. The bedsheet stuck to her in places — between her legs, under her breast, damp with dried sweat and semen.

Edward was still asleep, lying on his back. The early light traced over his chest, down to where his cock rested — soft now, but faintly swollen, like it remembered the night.

She lay still, one leg slightly raised, feeling the wetness in her cunt. He’d fucked her from behind, then again on her side — one leg over his thigh, her belly pressed to him as he came deep, grinding into her until she whimpered.

She stretched slowly.

There was soreness between her legs, a soreness she liked — a stretch that still throbbed when she moved. Her breasts were tender. Her lips felt chapped. Her belly was faintly full from the night’s heavy meal.

She rolled onto her side and reached down between her legs. Still wet. Sticky. She rubbed lazily along her slit, felt the way her folds still glistened. Then let her fingers drift further back — to where his cum had leaked and dried along the curve of her ass.

She turned to Edward. He stirred, one eye cracking open.

“You alive?” he mumbled.

She smiled and stretched again.

“Barely.”

He groaned and shifted closer, pulling her against him.

His hand slid over her belly, down between her legs.

“Still leaking?”

She didn’t answer. Just kissed his neck.

He slid a finger between her lips and felt it — the wet warmth that hadn’t stopped since he finished inside her hours ago. She gasped softly and pulled his hand away.

“No more,” she said. “Let me get cleaned up or I won’t be able to walk.”

She got up, naked, her body slow and stretched out. She didn’t cover herself.

The bathroom smelled faintly of last night — damp towels, sweat, something primal.

She pissed first, then stepped under the shower.

The warm water hit her thighs and ran cloudy down her legs. She parted herself, letting the water flush what was left of the night out of her. Her fingertips pressed inside gently, washing away the last of him. She didn’t rush.

When she stepped out, her skin was pink and raw in spots. Her breasts hung heavy, nipples still sensitive. She towel-dried her hair loosely, then stood in front of the mirror.

No makeup. No adjustment. Just her face — flushed, open.

She touched her belly, then her cunt, still faintly swollen.

Then dressed.

Simple black panties. A loose top. Soft jeans that clung around her thighs but made her feel human again.

Edward was sitting up, phone in hand, half-watching her dress.

“Heading out?”

She nodded.

“Gonna call Raj first.”

She picked up her phone and walked to the window. Pressed dial.

“Hey,” she said softly.

“Hey,” Raj’s voice came. Warm. Sleepy. “All good?”

“Yeah. Just packing up. I’ll be reaching by noon.”

“Kids are still asleep,” he said. “I’ve got a half-day. Thought we could eat together.”

“Perfect,” she said, a little pause in her voice. “I’ll be home before one.”

She hung up and turned to Edward.

Edward was still lying there — one arm thrown above his head, eyes half-lidded, chest bare.

She sat beside him.

Leant over and kissed his jaw — not urgently, but with that quiet weight of everything they'd done.

Then her fingers found his cock. Still warm. Still slightly wet from her. She stroked it once, lazily. It looked like a cute pale mouse, growing with her touch.

“I should go,” she whispered, almost to herself.

He opened his eyes.

She looked at him properly then — his unshaved face, his lips still flushed, the faint trace of where she'd bitten his shoulder.

“I'll miss you,” she said softly, thumb teasing the soft crown of his cock. “And this.”

He smirked, sleep still clinging to his face. “You say that like we’re not doing this again.”

“We are,” she murmured, kissing his chest. “But for now… I need to get home.”

He nodded slowly.

No need for drama. No promises.

She stood up, slipped her bag over her shoulder, then turned back one last time before leaving.

“Try not to fuck anyone else in the fields,” she teased, eyes glinting.

“No promises,” he muttered, stretching. “But they won’t smell like you.”

She smiled to herself — that slow, filthy smile only a woman with dripping thighs and no guilt can wear — and walked out.



The car seat was still warm from the morning sun. Antara settled in, hands light on the wheel, the softness of her thighs pressed to the cushion. Her body still carried the night — a heaviness in her hips, a relaxed looseness in her core. She didn’t mind it. She liked it. She adjusted the mirror. No lipstick. Just the faintest shadow of a hickey near her collarbone.

The road wound through the familiar edges of suburban London, trees blurring past, spring in the air. She let the window stay cracked just enough to taste the air. It smelled like clean wind… and her. Still.

Her phone lit up in the cradle. Raj.

She tapped to answer.

“Hey.”

“Hey,” he replied. “You on your way back?”

“Yeah. Should be home in thirty.”

“The boys are still at football practice. I’m just making tea.”

“Good. Don’t let them twist your knee again,” she said with a smile in her voice.

“Don’t let yourself get too sore,” he replied softly.

There was a pause.

“Was it good?” he asked, voice even.

She didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

“Then take your time coming back.”

“I’m already halfway.”

He chuckled. “Then drive slow.”



She pulled into the driveway just before noon. The small hedge had grown wild since last week. A toy scooter was tipped near the porch.

Raj opened the door before she reached it. His hair was damp from a shower, and he wore a grey henley over loose track pants.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” she replied.

No questions. No remarks.

Just the soft ease of routine.

She stepped inside, kicked off her shoes, and dropped her bag. The house was clean. Lived-in. The kettle was on.

She walked toward the bathroom, pausing at the door.

“I’m taking a shower, love” she said over her shoulder.

Raj smiled faintly. “Take your time.”

Inside, she stripped again — this time slower. The warm water didn’t erase Edward. But it softened the edge. Washed away the field, the grass, the bite on her thigh.

She dressed in cotton pyjamas and a loose tee. Her nipples still brushed the fabric too tightly. She ignored it.

Back in the kitchen, Raj was setting two cups down.

“Toast?” he offered.

“Later,” she said, sitting opposite him. “Let’s just… sit.”

He nodded.

And they did.


Chapter 11: The Constant

It had been five years since Antara first slept with Edward.

Five years since she followed him into that quiet farmhouse, let him undress her in silence, and took his cock like it had been waiting for her since forever. Five years of returning — again and again — not because she was curious, but because she was certain.

Edward wasn’t a phase.

He was her rhythm.

He wasn’t just her lover. He was her anchor. The man she could lean on — for everything from honest advice… to the kind of filthy, toe-curling anal that no one else ever gave her.



She had played with others. Raj had seen her bloom.

From shy boys who came too fast to hungry bulls who bent her over in hotels, Antara had tasted variety. She’d whispered confessions into her husband’s ear, sent him blurry nudes after being used, even let him watch from across the room.

But Edward?

Edward wasn’t a game.

He was her constant.



He never changed.
Still lived alone at Hazelnut Farm.
Still opened the door half-dressed, barefoot, half-hard.

And every time she came, it was like her body sighed back into place.



She didn’t need pretense here.

Not with him.

She could be silent.
Or loud.
Filthy or quiet.
She could fart as easily as she could speak — mid-breakfast, mid-laughter, even after sex.

No apologies. No filters.
He never blinked.
Just kissed her shoulder or patted her bare thigh like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She was just like with Raj — fully herself — only with Edward, she was even more primal.
More owned.
She could moan, laugh, piss, cum, and fart — and never once feel less desired.



The moment she walked in, he’d kiss her. Deep. Wordless.
Sometimes he’d pin her to the wall and growl into her ear, “Get naked before I rip it.”

She’d smirk, toss her jeans off, and slide her tongue along his jaw.

“You’ve missed me.”

“I’ve missed your cunt.”



Their sex had rhythm. And filth. And intimacy only built over time.

Sometimes he took her on the kitchen table, bending her over with one leg up and spanking her till she leaked.

“Say it,” he’d grunt.

“I’m your fucktoy. Your bitch. Use me.”

Other times, he’d lift her onto the window sill, hold her throat, and thrust slow and deep while she whispered dirty things in his ear.

“I thought of this cock when I was sucking someone else’s,” she’d hiss, fingers raking his back.

“You’re disgusting.”

“I know,” she moaned. “So fuck me deeper.”



Outdoors was different.

More feral.

He loved her on all fours, in the grass, knees wide, back arched.

She loved it too — the air on her skin, the sky above, the slap of his body behind her.

Once, as he fucked her under the moonlight, she looked back over her shoulder and said:

“You’re gonna fill me again, aren’t you?”

“I haven’t stopped filling you since 2018,” he muttered, slamming into her.

She laughed. “I should charge rent.”

He pulled her hair, bit her shoulder.

“You pay in orgasms. Now give me another.”



He licked her slowly when he wanted to soften her.

Used his fingers when she couldn’t stop shaking.

And when she collapsed, breathless, sweaty, maybe even releasing a little gasp from her backside — he just pressed a kiss to her hip and whispered, “That’s how I like you. Open. Empty.”



She never hid.

She never held back.

She was Antara, the hotwife.
The woman who’d been fucked by dozens.
And still came crawling back to the man who didn’t chase — because she couldn’t help herself.

With Raj, she was honest. But with Edward, she was at ease.

There was nothing sweet or sentimental between them.
They didn’t cuddle. They didn’t coo.
They met like storms — raw, real, ready.

She didn’t make love to Edward.
She fucked him.
Deliberately.
Like her body trusted him more than words ever could.

And he —
he received her like a man who knew her already.
Not just the taste of her cunt or the pitch of her moan,
but the small, strange parts too —
her silences, her mess, her moods.

Edward was a good listener.
Not the kind who nodded politely,
but the kind who paid attention to what she didn’t say.
He remembered.
The wine she liked.
The way she bit her lip when she came.
The way she tensed before letting go —
sometimes even letting out a loud, deliberate fart in the middle of it all.
He never blinked.

He just watched her. Steady.
Stroked her leg. Waited for her to look at him again.
And somehow, got even harder.

She didn’t need to ask him to slow down or roughen up —
he just knew.
He gave without asking for praise.
Took without making it ugly.
And when she cried once — overwhelmed, mid-climax —
he didn’t ask what was wrong.
He just pulled her closer, slid in again, and stayed.

With Edward, she could leak, squirt, arch, tremble.
She could press her cheek to the windowpane, feel his cock inside her,
and say nothing — because nothing needed saying.

There were no filters.
No pretty version of herself to maintain.
Only the woman she was, and the man who never judged it.

Still — after all these years —
he’d open the door barefoot, shirtless, half-hard,
as if she was the only thing that made sense anymore.

And she’d step in without makeup, without a plan,
and know she was home.

With Edward, she could say anything.

“I came three times this week already, but this one’s for you.”

Or,

“I want you to fuck me slow enough that Raj can hear it in my voice when I call.”

And he’d smile, press her face into the mattress, and say:

“You’re not going anywhere till I’m done.”



She once came so hard she cried.

He didn’t stop.

Just fucked her through it, stroked her hair, said,

“Five years and this cunt still grips like it knows me.”

She nodded, voice shaking.

“It does. It really does..aahhhh.”



Raj knew.

Of course he did.

She told him everything.

Sometimes in texts.

Sometimes in moans when they made love after.

He never questioned Edward.
Never doubted him.
Just kissed her thighs and said, “Did he take care of you?”

And she’d whisper, “Always.”



Because Edward wasn’t just a lover.

He was the man who watched her fall apart over and over — and built her back every time.

No ego. No performance. No limits.

He was the man she could strip in front of — body aging, belly softening, thighs marked — and still feel utterly fucking wanted.

He was the man who made her proud to be filthy. And feminine. And loud.

He was the man who didn’t need to own her — because he already did.

Hazelnut Farm was her temple.

His cock, her rhythm.

And their years of filth, laughter, sweat, and scent — her deepest truth.

Her constant.


Chapter 12 – Guest in London

It wasn’t often that Edward came to London.
Maybe once every couple of months, when a conference or client pulled him out of Hazelnut Farm and into the polished blur of the city.

But every time he did, Antara made sure to see him.

Just a few hours. A drink. A touch. A finish.

That one Saturday, Raj had taken the lead, dropping their son off at music practice. Antara had done her makeup with care — a light plum on the lips, a subtle line under her eyes — and picked out her longest skirt, the one with the slit that opened high on the thigh when she sat just right. No panties underneath. A soft cami, covered with a sheer shrug that dipped low in the front.

Just enough to look respectable.
Just enough to ruin someone’s evening if she leaned forward too far.

Edward had already arrived at the pub — a cozy place in Richmond, tucked behind a lane of townhouses. He was seated at a back table, a bottle of red opened beside him.

He stood when they walked in. Tall. Still in that soft grey shirt he wore like it was part of his skin. The moment Antara saw him, her thighs warmed.

She walked ahead of Raj. Took the inner seat beside Edward without being asked. Raj slid into the opposite side of the table.

That seating said everything.
That the rules were no longer new.

Edward poured her wine silently.
Raj watched, his hand resting casually on the table.

No words had passed, but the energy was thick. Antara reached for the glass, her fingers brushing Edward’s.
She didn’t look at him. Not yet.

She took a sip, wet her lips slowly, then let her hand drop to his thigh — just near the knee — and gave it the gentlest squeeze. Her palm lingered.

Edward didn’t flinch.
He simply took her hand and placed it on his crotch.

That calm, unhurried gesture. As if this wasn’t a pub. As if Raj wasn’t right there. As if her palm belonged on his cock.

It was already half-hard.

Her fingers gave it a slight press — cautious at first, playful — as she shifted in her seat and let her thighs part just slightly.
She felt the pressure under her skirt mount.
He was growing.

Still no words.

She rubbed him softly, hand slow, eyes on her wine glass.

He placed his hand on her thigh, over the slit in her skirt.
She felt his fingers trace the shape of her leg — from just above the knee, pressing lightly over the fabric, then resting where the skirt parted.

Raj stood to go order tapas. “Back in a minute.”

Antara didn’t even turn to acknowledge him.

She just smiled and let Edward’s hand slip past the open slit — down to the bare, smooth skin of her inner thigh.

He paused.

She let her lips curl into a smirk and whispered, still not looking at him, “I dressed light.”

His fingers inched further, brushing her inner thigh.
She sat back against the wall and let her knees part, just a little more.

He dipped his hand under the fabric and found heat.

Bare. Wet. Already open.

He looked over at her, eyes glinting.

She didn’t smile. Just held his gaze and muttered, “If you keep doing that, I might drip on your seat.”

And still, her hand stayed on his crotch — squeezing now, slow and rhythmic.

The table was quiet. Their glasses untouched.

Only their hands moved — hers on his cock, his fingers just brushing her bare cunt under the tablecloth.

When Raj returned with his beer, Edward’s hand stilled, but didn’t leave. Antara’s hand lifted — but only to reach for her wine.

Everything else stayed exactly where it belonged.

Raj set the beer down and smiled faintly — something about Antara’s face, the flush in her cheeks, her still shoulders — told him things had already begun.
He didn’t ask. He just sipped.

Edward reached for his glass too, the movement calm, confident.
His left hand, though — that stayed under the table.
Hidden beneath Antara’s skirt.

She shifted her hips slightly, offering more space.

The skirt was soft cotton, easy to lift.
And beneath it, nothing but skin. Wet skin. Ready skin.

Edward’s fingers dipped in.
One at first, slow and exploratory, teasing the slickness at her entrance.

Antara breathed in.
Not sharply. Not dramatically.

Just that slight inward breath that said, yes, that’s where.

She kept her face neutral.
One hand cupping her glass, the other still gently resting in Edward’s lap, now merely suggestive, as if nothing had happened.

But below?

He was tracing her lips.
Running two fingers through the heat of her folds. Parting them. Testing how ready she was.

Her knees spread wider under the table.

His fingers slipped inside.

She clenched slightly, and the muscles of her thigh jumped.
Her jaw remained steady.

But Raj saw it — the subtle catch in her breath. The way her lips parted for just a moment.

He didn’t interrupt.

The waitress arrived with jamón and patatas bravas. Plates clinked down. Wine was poured again. Everyone smiled politely.

No one saw Edward’s fingers moving inside her.

No one saw Antara bite gently on the inside of her lip.

She leaned toward him now — her voice low, intimate, masked by the clatter of glasses and chairs.

“You’re going to make me come right here,” she whispered.

He smiled faintly. “That’s the idea.”

Then he slid his fingers out of her. Coated, warm.

He brought his hand up slowly to his glass — lifting it — as if nothing had happened.
But Antara saw it.

Two fingers still glistening faintly.
He sipped his wine with those same fingers around the stem.

And when Raj glanced over, Edward met his eyes, calm and amused.
“Your wife,” he said, “is quite the hostess.”

Antara laughed — not a fake, girlish giggle.
A throaty, open, you-have-no-idea kind of laugh.

And she leaned back, stretching her arms, lifting her chest just slightly, her skirt still parted as her thighs slowly pressed together — sealing the heat back in.

She was dripping.

And she hadn’t even kissed him yet.

The waitress had barely turned away from the table when it started.

Edward didn’t say a word.
Just leaned back, wine in hand, while his other hand remained casually beneath the table — beneath Antara’s skirt.

It had been years of this. Years of her body remembering what he liked.
What he took.

And right now, his fingers were moving through her folds with the same quiet entitlement that always made her wetter.

No rush.
Just steady, knowing strokes.

She sat with her knees slightly parted, back straight, face calm — sipping from her glass like a well-bred woman on a polite evening out.

But under the table?

Edward’s fingers were pushing deeper. First one. Then two.

He didn't curl them. He didn't thrust.
He just stayed there — sunk inside — stroking the inner warmth of her with short, patient nudges.

Her breath caught. Just once.
Enough to tilt her wineglass, enough for Raj to notice something. But he didn’t interrupt.

Antara stayed still.

Her thighs twitched. Her hips wanted to move, but she held herself perfectly poised — skirt pulled taut over her lap, giving away nothing.

Her pussy, however, told another story.

Soaked. Open.
Pulling on Edward’s fingers like a mouth that had waited too long.

He flexed them once, just to feel the depth.

Antara swallowed hard.

Raj was now halfway through his beer, absently watching the TV screen over the bar — races, scores, dogs leaping. But his attention kept flicking back.
Not to Edward.
To her.

To the way her breath got slightly shorter.
To the way her free hand gripped the table’s edge just a little too firmly.

He knew. He just didn’t know what.

And Antara… she was enjoying that.

Edward leaned toward her slightly, lips brushing her ear.

“No underwear again?”

She didn’t turn her head. Just smiled into her glass. “Didn’t want you wasting time.”

His fingers moved faster. Deeper.

Still calm. Still hidden.
But the pressure was unmistakable.

She shifted in her seat, subtly lifting one hip, adjusting to open herself more.
Not dramatically — just enough.

Enough for Edward to press his thumb to her clit now.
A slow, circular motion.

Antara exhaled sharply through her nose.

“Oh, fuck,” she mouthed silently.

She brought her wineglass to her lips again, this time sipping slowly — not because she was thirsty, but to muffle the little hum in her throat.
Her body was starting to tremble.

He was going to make her come.

Right here.

In a fucking pub.

The tapas arrived — plates of jamón, olives, crispy potatoes steaming hot.

Raj leaned forward to serve some onto her plate.

That’s when Edward curled his fingers just right inside her.

Antara’s fork clattered to the plate.

Raj looked up. “You okay?”

She nodded quickly. “Too hot. That potato.”

Edward smirked beside her.

He kept his hand there, still working her slowly.

Antara turned her face slightly toward him now, lips barely parted.

“You’re such a bastard,” she whispered.

He didn’t reply.

Just stroked deeper. Slower.

“You’re going to make me ruin this chair.”

“That’s the idea,” he murmured, calm as ever.

She bit her lower lip — hard.

His thumb pressed harder on her clit now, the rhythm steady.

Raj was speaking — something about the flavor of the ham — but Antara was somewhere else entirely.

Her orgasm crept up like a heatwave.

Low. Spreading. Coiling tight inside her belly.

Edward’s face didn’t change. He looked like a man reading a menu.
Only his fingers told the truth.

The little roll of her eyes.
The quick hitch in her breath.

And then it hit her.

Quiet. Deep.

Her thighs clamped. Her cunt clenched around his fingers.
And a soft, involuntary moan escaped before she could stop it.

Raj paused mid-sentence.

She quickly coughed, hand to her chest.

“Wine went down wrong,” she said, a little too fast.

Edward removed his fingers and brought them to his lips under the guise of scratching his chin.

He sucked them. Briefly.

She saw.
And her cunt clenched again.

Then he leaned over and whispered, “You’re dripping down your thighs, love.”

Antara smiled wickedly.

“I know.”

The air outside was cool. Damp with the smell of rain that hadn’t come. Antara stepped out of the pub with purpose, one hand still warm from clutching Edward’s cock under the table. Her thighs still tingled from where his fingers had explored through the open slit of her skirt. She looked back once — at Raj, walking behind them — and then towards Edward’s SUV parked near the far end of the lot.

She turned to both of them with calm finality.

“Raj,” she said, voice even. “Driver’s seat.”

He didn’t ask. Just nodded and slid into the front of Edward’s car.

She looked at Edward, her eyes gleaming with that wet, private mischief. “You’re with me.”

Edward gave a soft grunt of approval and opened the back door. She stepped in first, hoisting her skirt slightly with a practiced flick to not sit on it. He followed.

They didn’t speak.

The door shut with a deep, sealing sound.

Inside the car, the lighting was dim — only faint yellow glows from a streetlamp nearby lit the inside. Not enough to expose. Just enough to see.

Edward was already half-hard. She could see it through his jeans. That deep, familiar swelling beneath the denim. She looked at him — the same man who had taken her in every season, in every room of Hazelnut Farm. The same cock she had begged for with her face in the grass. The one she could fart in front of without apology. The one that made her feel more wife than she did at home.

She reached forward.

Unbuttoned.

Unzipped.

Let her fingers slip inside — slow, unhurried. The tension was in the air now, thick and crackling. She leaned in and murmured against his neck, “You’ve been carrying this thing around like a loaded weapon.”

Edward exhaled a low chuckle, his hand already on her thigh. “Your mouth’s the only safety switch I trust.”

She didn’t need a second cue.

Her hand yanked down the elastic waistband of his underwear, and out sprang his cock — flushed, fat, glistening with the first wet pearl of anticipation. Antara stared at it for a second, then tilted her head and let her tongue trail from the base to the tip, slow and wet. She took a deep breath through her nose, eyes fluttering shut as she tasted him.

Edward groaned, head hitting the window behind.

From the front seat, Raj watched silently through the rear-view mirror — his breath slowing, his hands gripping the steering wheel. His wife’s head bobbing in the back seat. His cock already thickening.

Antara took him in deep now, her mouth a soft, obscene suction that made Edward groan louder than she expected.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered, fingers gripping her hair. “Raj, your wife’s the best fucking cocksucker I’ve ever met.”

She moaned around his shaft — her eyes flicking up to meet Edward’s. He looked like a man breaking. A grandfather, maybe, but one who knew how to take.

Her fingers played with his balls. Her mouth worked steadily, cheeks hollowing, tongue circling under the head, teasing that spot just under the ridge that made his thighs tense.

“Fuck… just like that,” Edward breathed, hips starting to rise from the seat.

She pulled off for a moment and whispered, “You’re close already?”

“You’ve got no idea how long I’ve wanted this again,” he said, his voice thick. “The second I saw that opening in your skirt… I was done.”

She grinned, licked the head slowly, then went back down — taking him to the root this time.

In the front, Raj reached down and adjusted his bulge. He watched his wife in the mirror — her head moving with intent, her cheeks flushed, her hair tangled from being gripped.

Edward stiffened.

“I’m gonna cum,” he groaned. “Fuck, Priya, I’m… I’m—”

She didn’t stop.

His cock jerked once.

Twice.

And then his cum came in thick, bitter spurts — Antara moaning as she swallowed, hand still stroking the base, milking every drop.

Edward panted. His chest heaved. His eyes half-closed.

Antara looked up at him. Lips swollen. Chin slick. She licked the last drop off the tip like dessert, then leaned back against the seat, breathing heavy.

“Raj,” she said, voice low but clear. “He’s right.”

She glanced into the mirror with a grin.

“I am the best.”

Edward zipped up slowly, his cock still lazily twitching in the tight denim, wet from the blowjob Antara had just given him. The SUV still smelled of cum — thick, raw, humid. The scent of Antara’s saliva and Edward’s seed clung to the fabric of the backseat. Her lips were wet. Her hair was a little messy. Her skirt was still rucked up, the inside of her thigh streaked with his fluid.

He looked at her one last time, the way he always did — calm, spent, not needing to say much. Then he reached around and grabbed a full handful of her ass, dipping his fingers under the hem to feel the bare cheek.

“You’ll feel me leaking out of you when you sit,” he murmured, close to her ear, his fingers pressing in possessively.

She gave a quiet, shameless smile. “Already am.”

He smirked, kissed her damp neck — then gave her ass one last slap before slipping out of the car and adjusting the bulge in his pants, still half-erect. As he walked toward the train station, the streetlight caught the shadow of his cock stretched clearly down his thigh.

“Bye, Raj,” he said, casually, through the open window — not glancing back.

Antara watched him go. Watched that confident walk. That thick outline. She bit her lip, still tasting him.

Then she pulled open the passenger door and slid into the front seat beside Raj.

He was sitting still, his hand frozen on the gear shift, his face flushed and stunned.

Antara let the silence settle.

Then she turned to him, voice low and wicked.

“You okay, baby?” she asked, brushing his thigh.

He didn’t reply. His eyes stayed forward.

She smiled.

“You sat there and watched while I sucked his big, white cock dry.”

Her hand moved to his lap, fingers finding the hard shape of his arousal through his pants.

“From the pub… when I slid his fingers into my cunt while you ordered food,” she whispered, slowly unzipping his fly, “to the backseat, when I knelt for him — opened my throat for that cock like it was mine to keep.”

She tugged his pants down just enough to release his erection. It sprang out — flushed and glistening at the tip, already slick with precum.

“I haven’t even wiped my mouth yet,” she whispered. “Still got his cum on my tongue… mixed with that red wine.”

She dragged her tongue slowly across her bottom lip.

“You want a taste?”

Raj let out a choked breath.

Antara didn’t wait. She leaned over and kissed the tip of his cock, her spit stringing from her mouth to the head.

“Mmm…” she moaned softly. “You smell like patience.”

She licked him from base to tip — slow, deliberate — then circled her tongue around the head, eyes locked on his.

“I’m his cocksucker,” she murmured, lips just brushing him. “That’s what I am.”

She wrapped her lips around him and took him into her mouth, inch by inch, letting her throat open. Her hands slid under his balls, squeezing gently, fondling him while she bobbed her head slow and filthy.

Raj whimpered.

She pulled off with a wet pop and looked up.

“You sat there in silence while I gagged on him. While I let him use my throat like it was a hole he owned.”

She spat onto his shaft, jerked him slowly.

“Now it’s your turn. Let me taste you. On top of him.”

She sucked him in again — deep, fast this time. Her lips tight, her tongue swirling under the crown, flicking at his slit.

Raj moaned, hips bucking slightly.

“No, no,” she said, slapping his thigh. “Stay still. I’ll decide when you cum.”

She worked him harder now — bobbing, twisting her hand, mouth wet and noisy. The windows fogged slightly from the heat between them. The car smelled like Edward’s cum and her perfume, and now Raj’s sweat.

“Fuck,” she growled between sucks, her voice low and dripping with filth, “you love this, don’t you? Knowing your wife just drained his cock… and now she’s draining yours. Like a dirty little whore with no gag reflex.”

Raj trembled, panting.

She could feel his balls tighten.

With one last swirl of her tongue around his tip, she whispered, “Cum in my mouth, baby. Add to the mess. Let me carry both your tastes.”

He moaned — deep, helpless — and came.

Thick, fast spurts hit the back of her throat. She swallowed without flinching. Held him in her mouth until the last drop oozed out.

Then she pulled off, wiped her lips with her thumb, and licked it clean.

She turned to him, eyes still wicked.

“Now that,” she whispered, “is dessert.”

Then she kissed him. Slow. Deep. Tongue and all.

When she pulled back, she smirked.

“Drive. We’ve got a son to pick up.”

Epilogue: His Message

Later that night, when the house was quiet and Raj was asleep beside her — spent, warm, his hand curled over her bare thigh — Antara lay in the dark, phone glowing against the sheets.

Her mouth still tasted like earlier.

The pub wine. Edward’s cum. Raj’s finish.

She scrolled past the pictures she’d secretly taken: her face in the rearview, lips swollen. The faint smudge of Edward’s cock on her cheek.

At the top of the chat was Edward’s latest message:

“Heading to Scotland next week. Want to come?”

No emoji. No questions. Just a direct invitation — the way he always did it.

She smiled.

Not because she missed him — she always did.

But because even after all these years, he still asked. Still included her in the world he didn’t share with anyone else.

Her thumbs moved slowly.

“Yes. Just say when. I’ll bring the raincoat. Not the underwear.”

Sent.

She placed the phone screen-down and turned over in bed.

Raj stirred beside her. “Who messaged?” he mumbled, half-asleep.

She kissed his shoulder. “No one,” she whispered.

He drifted again.

But her body was already awake.

The ache low in her belly was familiar now — warm, involuntary, expectant.

She imagined the train. The cold Scottish air. That farmhouse Edward had once described with a fireplace and thick walls and no neighbors. It belonged to his brother. Probably better than the one in Yorkshire.

She imagined him waiting there. Shirt off. Pants unzipped. His thick cock already rising as she stepped in from the wind. 

And her — dropping to her knees before she even said hello.

She closed her eyes, still smiling.

Beside her, Raj slept peacefully.

But inside her, something had already boarded the train north.

Toward the man who didn’t live here.

Her constant.

Husbands changed with time.

Needs softened. Lives adjusted.

But a bull like Edward?

Always constant.



Author’s Note – Sharing His Wife Series

This is the story of Antara — a married woman who doesnt just explore the hotwife lifestyle…
She embraces it.
She enjoys it.
She embodies it.

Her husband, Raj, has always been her support system — her sense of support, her truth.
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And now, in Book 3, Antara returns to the one man who never changed —
Her constant bull.
Her side lover.
Her rhythm.



With every surrender, Antara grows more confident.
More mature.
More open — with herself, with Raj, and with the men who take her.

Because once a woman tastes that kind of freedom —
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Take the heat with you:
🔥 Spotify: bit.ly/4bgpG4I
🔥 Apple: apple.co/4hWsw18
🔥 Amazon: bit.ly/3XmqOxQ

📺 5. Watch the Podcast on YouTube

Erotic storytelling, raw fantasies, and seductive confessions.
👉 YouTube: Deep Inside Podcast

🎶 6. Taboo Tunes – Music for Bold Hearts

Songs of open love, lust, and connection.
👉 YouTube: @TabooTunes — don’t miss it.

👠 7. Dress to Tease

Lingerie, hotwife looks, and seductive outfits.
👉 HerBestChoice.com

🐦 8. Daily Temptations

Steamy teases, kinky thoughts & hotwife insights.
👉 Twitter (X): @deepinsidehub

📩 9. Got a Confession?

💌 Email: deepinsidehub@gmail.com



Let the journey continue... indulge, explore, and enjoy. 💋
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