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one
Birthday Boy
Wait Till We Get Upstairs


Martin ordered the ribeye medium-rare. If I can't treat myself on my birthday, when can I? Besides, I might need to keep my strength up!

Claire sat across from him in the red wrap dress, the one she'd worn to his thirty-eighth birthday dinner six years ago and not touched since. Candlelight caught on her collarbones and his cock twitched hard against his trousers, already responding before he'd even finished his first glass of wine. She'd made proper effort tonight, not just thrown on jeans and a nice jumper; she'd done her hair, put on actual lipstick, the dark red that made her mouth look fuller. When she'd walked out of the bathroom in matching underwear at home earlier that day his cock had gone half-hard just looking at her, gratitude and pure shameless lust hitting him at the same time.

The hotel restaurant was warm, almost too warm after the cold street outside, heavy curtains keeping Weymouth Street's traffic to a dull murmur. White tablecloths, brass lamps on each table, the sort of place that charged fifteen quid for a side of chips and somehow made you feel like you'd done well for yourself just by being there. Martin topped up Claire's Malbec before she'd even asked. Generous, that was the word he'd use later if anyone asked how tonight had gone. The sort of husband who noticed when a glass was getting low, who paid attention.

"You look incredible," he said, leaning forward, dropping his voice the way he did when he wanted her to know he meant it. "That red dress, wow! I'd forgotten how good you look in that."

Claire smiled, one eyebrow lifting. "Had to make an effort, didn't I. It's your birthday."

"Best birthday in years, this."

She touched his hand across the table, just briefly, her fingers cool from the wine glass. "Wait till we get upstairs."

Five words and his cock went properly hard, thick and uncomfortable against his trousers, already leaking a bit if he was honest with himself. She'd packed something in that little black holdall she wouldn't let him see inside when they'd dropped their bags earlier. Toys, maybe, or something lacy she'd been too shy to show him in daylight. Christ, maybe she'd even let him blindfold her tonight, whisper a bit of filth in her ear while he fucked her, pretend there was someone else in the room watching, just fantasy, nothing real, but enough to make his cock throb at the thought of it, enough to leave a damp spot in his boxers if he wasn't careful.

She'd never go for the real thing, he knew that. Six years of hints and hotwife forum links forwarded late at night had made that abundantly clear. Every time he'd tried to bring it up properly she'd shut him down, not cruelly, just firmly, the way you'd shut down a dog that kept whining at the door. That's not me, Martin. Stop asking. Fair enough. He didn't need her to actually do it, did he? Just playing along a bit, letting him talk dirty while he fucked her, that'd be more than enough. That'd be bloody brilliant, actually.

The steak came, pink in the middle and perfect. Martin cut into it feeling warm and satisfied, the pleasure that came from booking somewhere nice and getting exactly what he'd paid for. Across the table, Claire ate neatly, methodically, the way she always did, and he watched her mouth close round her fork and thought about that mouth on his cock later, about whether she'd let him hold her hair back this time, guide her a bit, take a bit more control than he usually dared. He often got a blow-job when it was his birthday, of if she'd got drunk.

A bloke at the bar caught his eye, broad-shouldered, mid-thirties, nursing a pint. Third time his gaze had drifted over to their table, to Claire specifically, to the neckline of her dress and the way the wrap framed the swell of her tits without showing anything you couldn't show in a Marks and Spencer's advert. Martin felt the warm little kick of pride that always came when other men looked.

He grinned, leaned forward, dropped his voice conspiratorially. "That bloke at the bar. Third time he's looked over."

Claire glanced up briefly, unimpressed, then back down at her plate. "Martin."

"What? I'm just saying that you're turning heads. It's hot."

Her fork paused. She set it down, met his eyes. "Tonight's about us. Just us. Drop the hotwife talk for one night, yeah?"

Martin laughed, raised his hands. "Alright, alright. Just us. I get it."

And he did get it. She'd said it the way she always said it when he pushed too far, that slight tightness in her voice that meant the subject was closed, move on, we're not doing this again. He'd been hinting for years and she'd never once budged. Vanilla Claire. Sensible Claire. The woman who rolled her eyes at his forums he frequented and told him to clear his browser history before her sister came round for coffee.

Fair enough. Just having her dressed like this in public and knowing there was something waiting in that bag upstairs, something she'd bought specially and hidden from him all day, that was already more than most blokes got for their forty-fourth.

Her phone buzzed in her bag under the table, a low vibration against the chair leg. She reached down without looking, checked it briefly, thumbs moving quick across the screen, then set it face-down beside her wine glass. Probably her sister. Probably a client chasing something, some mood board Claire had promised to send by the weekend and hadn't got round to yet.

She excused herself to the loo a few minutes later, handbag over her shoulder. Martin finished the last of his steak, soaking up the juices and brown butter with a piece of bread.

That king size bed in our room is massive! Heavy curtains. That's pretty much all he'd clocked, as he had been too busy watching Claire unpack her overnight things with that small, private smile she got when she was pleased with herself about something.

When she came back, she looked settled. Calmer. Happy in a way she hadn't looked in months, the sort of quiet contentment that made her shoulders drop and her face soften. Maybe she'd just needed a night away, now relaxed on three glasses of wine. Either way, she sat down, picked up her glass, and smiled at him properly, the real smile, not the managing-Martin smile she used when he was being annoying.

She touched his hand again, squeezed it. "You're going to enjoy tonight. I promise."

Martin grinned, felt his cock twitch again at the certainty in her voice. "I bloody well hope so. You've been teasing me with that bag all day."

Claire's smile widened slightly, private, like she was enjoying a joke he wasn't quite in on yet. "I have, haven't I."

He was reading her right, he was sure of it. She was excited. Nervous-excited, maybe, the way she'd been the first time she'd let him tie her wrists years ago, fumbling and giggly and ultimately a bit disappointed when it turned out neither of them really knew what they were doing. But this time she'd planned something. Bought something. Put effort in. His cock throbbed at the thought. Whatever it was, she'd clearly decided tonight was the night to try it, and that alone was enough to make this the best birthday he'd had in years.

The bill came, and Martin paid without checking the total properly, scrawled his signature on the receipt with a hand steadier than his pulse, helped Claire into her coat, his palm brushing the small of her back through the fabric.

They crossed the lobby together, past the reception desk where the woman on duty smiled and wished them a lovely evening. Martin nodded, distracted, already thinking about the zip on that red dress, how quickly he could get it down, what she had on underneath, what was in the bag?

The lift was small, barely room for two people and a suitcase, and it clunked slightly before the doors closed. Martin slid his hand round Claire's waist, pulled her in, kissed her neck just below her ear where he knew she liked it. She let him, tilted her head slightly, but didn't kiss him back properly. Her voice came out quiet, amused. "Patience."

Her phone buzzed again in her bag. She didn't even check it this time. Just let it buzz - tonight was clearly all about him.

Fourth floor and the lift doors opened, and the corridor stretched ahead, quiet, thick carpet muffling their footsteps. Martin's cock was fully hard now, and he shifted slightly as they walked, trying to adjust without making it obvious, feeling the damp patch his prick had already left against the front of his boxers.

Room 412. Key card in the slot, green light, the soft click of the lock disengaging. Claire pushed the door open, stepped inside, and Martin followed, already thinking about the next two days, two nights, just them, whatever she'd packed, whatever she'd decided to let him do to her as his birthday treat.


two
Birthday Boy Privileges
Sit Down Martin!


The door shut behind them and Martin turned, grinning like an idiot, already reaching for the zip at the back of Claire's dress, fingers brushing warm red fabric. "Right then, birthday boy privileges. Let's see what you've got in that mysterious bag."

Claire didn't turn, instead she skipped away, and grabbed the black holdall and set it carefully on the white duvet, before unzipping it. Black bondage tape came out first, the proper stuff, wide and matte, not the novelty shite from a hen-do shop. A leather blindfold followed, buckled at the back, serious-looking. Then what looked like a leather paddle, small but heavy enough to leave a mark.

Martin's arms dropped to his sides as he stared at the items laid out in a neat row on the bed. "Christ. Where'd you get all that?"

Claire didn't answer, just turned to face him; her expression was calm, almost business-like, the warmth from dinner completely gone.

"Sit down, Martin."

He laughed, nervous, trying to read her face and failing utterly. This has to be role-play. She's watched something online, got inspired, decided to surprise me with something a bit edgier than usual. "Bloody hell, Claire, I didn't know you were into all this. Are you serious?"

"Sit. Down!"

There was no playfulness in her voice; just the flat tone you'd use to tell someone which bus to catch, and something low in Martin's stomach dropped even as his cock twitched hard against his trousers. She's serious. She's actually fucking serious.

He sat in the wingback chair by the window, the one he'd barely glanced at when they'd checked in, plush velvet under his palms. His pulse was proper hammering now, and he tried another grin, tried to keep his voice light. "How long have you been planning this, then? You've been holding out on me, haven't you?"

Claire picked up the roll of tape, stepped behind the chair. "Give me your wrist."

"Claire, hang on, where'd you learn to do all-"

She took his left wrist in her hand, firm but not rough, positioned it flat against the chair arm. The tape circled his wrist, tight enough he couldn't twist free, not tight enough to hurt. The sound of it ripping off the roll was shockingly loud in the quiet room, sharp and final.

She moved to his right wrist without a word, repeated the process. Martin tested the hold, twisted his hand, got nowhere. Proper restraint this - not something I can slip out of the second I change my mind.

His cock was fully hard now, straining against his fly, and he couldn't work out if the fear or the arousal was winning. They seemed to be occupying the same space in his chest, fighting for air. "Claire, seriously, where did you-"

She crouched in front of him, wrapped tape round his left ankle, securing it to the chair leg. Then his right. Quick, methodical, no fumbling, no hesitation, like she'd practised this or watched it done a hundred times. When she'd finished, she stood, leaned in close, pressed two fingers to the inside of his wrist. Checking his pulse. The gesture was practised, competent, too fucking practised.

Martin's mouth went dry. "You've been watching tutorials, haven't you. This is... this is really-"

She picked up the leather blindfold from the bed.

His grin faltered. "Wait, seriously? The blindfold too?"

"Yes."

"Claire, shouldn't we talk about what we're actually-"

She stepped behind him, slipped the blindfold over his eyes, buckled it at the back of his head with the same unhurried competence she'd shown with the tape, leaving him in total, consuming darkness, the sort that made every creak of the floorboards too loud, every rustle of fabric a fucking event.

His hand went to rub the back of his neck out of pure reflex, jerked uselessly against the tape. The broken movement told him more about how frightened he was than any thought his brain could form. Can't move. Can't see.

But his cock was still hard. Rock hard, actually, leaking already, he could feel the damp patch spreading against the front of his boxers. How can I be this frightened and this turned on in the same fucking breath.

We've never done anything like this. Not in sixteen years. Vanilla sex, lights off more often than not, her on top when she could be bothered, missionary when she couldn't. So where the fuck has she learned to check my pulse like that, to move with this calm that doesn't match the wife I woke up next to this morning.

"You've never done anything like this before." His voice came out steadier than he felt, which was something. "Have you been, I don't know, reading up on this stuff?"

"Arms comfortable?"

"Yeah, but Claire, where did you-"

"Good."

Her footsteps crossed the carpet towards the bed. He heard the rustle of fabric, the soft hiss of her dress being unzipped, the whisper of it pooling on the floor. She's undressing. Probably now standing there in that black lace set I glimpsed this morning. And I can't fucking see her! His cock throbbed at the thought, at the sheer unfairness of it, and he strained uselessly against the tape, trying to turn his head even though the blindfold made it pointless.

Her voice came from directly in front of him now, close enough he could smell her perfume, something floral and expensive he'd bought her last Christmas. "Open your mouth."

"Claire, what are you-"

"Open."

Something damp pressed against his lips. Texture of…. lace? Fabric soaked through, unmistakably wet. The smell hit him first, salt and sex and Claire's cunt, flooding his senses before the taste even registered, and his cock throbbed so hard against his trousers he thought he might finish right there, blind and gagged and still wearing his fucking shoes.

"Claire, are you-"

"Open your mouth, Martin."

He did. Couldn't see her face, couldn't read her expression, couldn't do anything but obey, and she pushed them in, not roughly but firmly, packing the damp lace behind his teeth until his mouth was full of fabric and the taste of her he'd known a thousand times before but never like this, never forced, never without his own hands on her first.

The tape went over his lips, wound round his head, sealing them shut. He tried to protest through the gag, got nothing but muffled sound, shapeless and pathetic.

Her damp knickers, the taste of her flooding my mouth, and I'm hard enough to hurt, blind and muffled and taped to a chair in a hotel room I paid for myself. He couldn't make sense of it, couldn't reconcile the panic rising in his chest with the fact that he was harder than he'd been in months.

Some part of me understands, dimly, that I have no idea who my wife actually is. Sixteen years. Sixteen years and she's never once hinted at this, never once let on that she wanted anything more than the lights-off vanilla routine we settled into. And now here she is, moving round the room like someone who's done this before. Which is impossible. She hasn't done this before. So where has she learned it? When has she learned it? Was it just for his birthday? Had she decided to really make that effort for once?

Silence. Her footsteps moved away from him, towards the bed. He heard the mattress creak as she sat, the rustle of fabric. A long pause, long enough his pulse started to even out, long enough he started wondering if this was all the surprise. Then the faint buzz of her phone, and the soft tap of her thumbs on the screen.

Then nothing. Just his own breathing, harsh and panicked through his nose, the taste of her in his mouth, the dark pressing in on all sides.

Two sharp knocks at the door.

Martin's whole body locked, every muscle seizing at once. Wait. Someone's here. She hadn't said… Room service? Fuck will they be able to see him from the door? And she's… almost naked?

His pulse hammered in his ears, drowning out everything except the sound of Claire's footsteps crossing the carpet, unhurried, like she'd been expecting this the whole time.

The lock disengaged. The door opened.

A man's voice, low, unfamiliar, utterly calm.

"Evening."

Oh Christ. Oh fuck. Who the fuck is that?


three
The Smell of Better
Good Girl


Claire's voice, low and quick, in a softer, almost deferential tone. The voice of a woman who'd been waiting, and not for him.

"Come in."

The door clicked shut, and something in Martin's chest dropped straight through the floor.

Footsteps. Heavier than his, slower, crossing the carpet to somewhere near him? Martin's whole body went rigid, every muscle straining uselessly against the tape. His pulse hammered in his wrists where the binding bit in.

Who the fuck is that? Who the fuck has she let in here? Martin's cock throbbed, hard and leaking against his trousers, traitor that it was. Tied to a fucking chair with her knickers in my mouth, can't see, can't move, can't do anything but sit here like a-

"You look nervous."

The man's voice, not loud, almost fucking amused, like he'd just caught a mate at a dinner party who'd turned up half cut and flustered. The confident voice of a man who'd never once sat blind and gagged in a hotel room while his wife stood three feet away in her fucking lacy bra waiting for permission to move.

Claire laughed, breathy and quick, the sound of a woman who'd just been told exactly what she wanted to hear. "I'm not."

"Good. You shouldn't be."

Claire was still standing near the door, her breathing quick and shallow, the sort of rhythm Martin had heard in her throat sixteen years ago when he'd first got her into bed, except this time it had fuck all to do with him.

The footsteps moved again, closer now, stopping just to Martin's left. Close enough the air changed, something unfamiliar cutting through the hotel's neutral clean, aftershave or cologne, something sharp and woody and nothing like the Boots own-brand Martin had been using for a decade. The smell of a man who could afford better.

"Colour?"

"Green." What the fuck does that mean? Colours?

"Good girl."

Good girl. The words landed in Martin's chest like a slap, and the anger, the hot territorial flare he'd spent six years half-wanking himself off to the idea of, never came. What came instead was his cock, throbbing harder, leaking a wet patch through his trousers he couldn't see and couldn't hide and couldn't do a fucking thing about.

She knows him. She knows his voice - she answered like she'd been asked that question before, like she'd practised it, and the ease of it tells me everything I didn't want to know and can't stop knowing now.

"Safeword?"

"Red."

"And if I ask you a question?"

"Answer honestly, Sir."

Sir. There it was again, that same quick, soft register, the one Martin had never once heard in sixteen years of asking, of hinting, of nights spent lying awake wondering if she'd ever want what he wanted. She'd wanted it - maybe just not with him.

The man's voice came again, almost conversational, "Your wife tells me it's your birthday. Happy birthday, mate."

Martin tried to answer. The sound that came out was wet, muffled, shapeless, more animal noise than word, and his face went hot with the shame of it.

"Don't worry, you'll get to enjoy this too. Just not how you were probably picturing it."

The bed creaked. Claire's breath hitched, high and quick, and Martin's cock twitched hard enough he felt it in his spine, heat flooding his groin before his brain could stop it. The anger he'd been expecting, the hot jealous flare he'd spent six years wanking himself off to the idea of, never arrived. What arrived instead was relief, sharp and total and humiliating, the relief of a man who'd finally stopped having to pretend he was the one in charge.

Sixteen years. Sixteen years with hotwife fantasies and she's been planning this without me, talking to this man, arranging it, learning his voice, practising her answers, and I'm sitting here blind and gagged and harder than I've been in a decade, leaking like a teenage boy.

His hips shifted against the chair without permission, grinding uselessly against nothing, and the worst part, the part he couldn't even begin to parse, was how much he didn't want them to stop.

The bed creaked again and fabric rustled, Claire's voice coming breathless now, almost a whisper, the voice of a woman who'd just been offered exactly what she needed.

"Please, Sir."


four
What He Could Hear
Count Them


The bed creaked, sound of a body shifting, the cheap hotel frame protesting under bodies Martin couldn't see. Just the sound of it, ordinary and domestic and completely fucking obscene in this context, sent heat flooding through his groin hard enough to hurt.

"Get that bra off. I want to see you properly."

Trent's voice, low and approving, the tone of a man looking at something he'd already bought and was now checking the goods in proper light. The soft snap of a clasp, and Claire's breath, quick and shallow.

"There she is. Christ, look at you."

Martin's cock had never once jumped at it the way it did now, blind and useless, listening to another man see what he could only remember. Her tits were a natural 34C, full and soft, the sort that filled a hand properly. Trent was looking at them right now, his wife's tits in the lamplight, whilst Martin sat three feet away with her soaked knickers gagged in his mouth.

"Better than on a screen?"

"Much better." A pause, fabric moving, her breathing changing. "Lie back. Let me see all of you."

The bed creaked again under her weight. Claire flat on her back, legs spread, everything on display. Shaved clean the way she'd started doing a few months back without ever explaining why, and he'd thought it was for him, the idiot, he'd actually thought it was for him.

"You weren't lying about this, were you." Trent's voice had dropped lower, almost conversational, the sort of tone you'd use commenting on a nice bit of carpentry. "Gorgeous little cunt. Absolutely soaking already."

"Told you."

Breathless, smug, the sound of a woman who'd been right all along and was fucking loving it. She must have been talking to him for weeks, showing him pictures, video calls, promising him things about her own body, and I sat two rooms away watching Match of the Day thinking I was the one with the secret fantasy.

Martin's hips shifted against the chair, grinding uselessly, the wet patch on his trousers spreading, visible to anyone who looked - except nobody was looking at him.

"You've been a very bad girl, haven't you, Claire."

"Yes, Sir."

"Organising all this behind your husband's back. Three months of lying to him, planning it, getting yourself off on video calls. That's fucking filthy, slutty behaviour, isn't it."

"Yes, Sir." Her voice had gone smaller, softer, the register of a submissive.

"What do bad girls get?"

"Punished."

"That's right. Over my knee. Now!"

The bed shifted again, maybe the creak of someone being repositioned by hands that knew exactly where they wanted her. Martin's chest went tight. Punishment? His wife? How big is this bloke, will he hurt her properly? Has she actually agreed to this or…

The first slap cracked through the room, sharp and flat, skin on skin, and Claire's cry came a half-second after, high and immediate, and so drenched in pleasure Martin's cock twitched hard enough he felt it in his bollocks.

"Count them."

"One." Her voice already ragged, breathless. "Thank you, Sir."

Another slap, harder. The wet smack of a hand on her arse, louder this time, the sound of skin already hot and reddened. Martin flinched hard enough the chair creaked.

"Two. God, thank you, thank you Sir."

His body answered before his brain could stop it, hips jerking against the chair, grinding uselessly against nothing, the gag soaked through with spit and the taste of her, his cock straining so hard against his trousers he thought the zip might give. Her arse must be bright red by now. He pictured it, the handprint clean and enormous across her pale skin, Trent's palm spread across the curve of her, and his hips jerked again without any permission from him at all.

The rhythm built, slap after slap, Claire counting each one through cries that climbed higher and more ragged. Three, four, five, thank you Sir, six, please, seven. Somewhere around ten the counting dissolved into just sound, broken gasps and a name; "Trent". So that's his name?

"That's it. Loud as you like my sweet slut, he can hear you fine from there."

His was right, Martin could hear every fucking thing. The wet crack of skin on skin. The bed creaking as her body jumped from the pleasure and pain. Claire's breathing had gone ragged and desperate, the specific pitch of her cries that meant she was close to cumming, though not the sort of close that came from his own fumbling efforts with his fingers on a Saturday morning when she was in the mood to let him try.

"He's never," she gasped through a moan, voice breaking, "he's never hit me like that."

"No. I don't imagine he has. Not many husbands have the balls for it."

Trent's voice, amused, not even slightly out of breath, the tone of a man commenting on the weather whilst Martin sat blind and gagged three feet away.

The slapping stopped. Silence, only broken by her heavy breathing.

"Colour?"

"Green." Breathless, eager, almost pleading. "God, green, please don't stop."

There was a whole shorthand happening three feet away that Martin didn't have the key to. She'd answered that question before, on a video call probably, legs spread and fingers working her own cunt whilst I sat downstairs with a beer, and the thought should make me angrier than it does but all it's making me is harder.

Something sharper than a hand rang out - the sound of it cutting air before it landed, the crack louder this time, sharper, and Claire screamed, properly screamed, the sound high and broken and so full of pleasure Martin's cock throbbed before his brain could catch up.

What's that?

The leather paddle! Martin remembered it now, Claire pushing it down as she'd zipped it up in the bathroom. He'd thought it was for them, that she'd finally bought something to make things spicier. Well she had, it was just not for him!

The paddle cracked again. And again. Claire's cries turned ragged, dissolving into Trent's name, breaking apart into gasps and sobs and, unmistakably, tears, the wet choking sound of a woman crying through pleasure so intense it hurt.

"Say my name properly so your pathetic husband can hear."

"Trent." Breaking, half-sobbing. "Trent, please, I can't, I,"

"You can. Five more. Count them."

"Eleven. Twelve. Oh God, thirteen."

Martin's hips ground against nothing, and he couldn't do a single fucking thing about except sit there and listen to his wife come apart for a man who wasn't him.

"Thank me."

"Thank you." Her voice wrecked, breathless, worshipful. "Thank you for punishing me, thank you for coming, thank you for-"

"Your husband's very quiet over there, isn't he."

Trent's voice, not even looking over probably, addressing Claire whilst commenting on Martin like he was a piece of furniture that happened to have a wet patch spreading across its trousers.

"He is." Claire, between gasps, not defending him, not even acknowledging him beyond the bare fact of his presence. "He's being very good."

Martin sat there, gagged, blind, soaked through his own trousers, and realised something. I've been waiting for exactly this and I never even knew its name.

The paddle hit one last time. Claire screamed, an orgasm obviously exploding through the pain. The bed creaked, weight shifting, bodies moving, Trent's voice low and approving over the sound of her sobbing.

"Good girl, that's my good girl."

Martin sat there, helpless and hard and humiliated beyond anything he'd ever let himself imagine, his cock throbbing and leaking whilst his wife cried another man's name in her orgasm, and the only betrayal was how badly he wanted more.


five
Taste of Him
Swallow


Claire's breathing changed, and so did her position, something lower, closer to the floor. Is she on the floor? The thought hit him before he could stop it. She's on her fucking knees for him.

A belt buckle clinked. The rasp of a zip, slow and deliberate, the sound of a man in no hurry at all pulling his jeans off. Then quiet, just for a second, just long enough for Martin's heart to slam twice against his ribs, and then the wet sounds started.

He'd heard that sound before. Years ago, early in the marriage, back when Claire still went down on him occasionally, before it became the sort of thing that happened once a year if he was very lucky and never for long, never all the way, never with any real enthusiasm behind it. But this was different. This was slow, deliberate, thorough. This was the sound of someone savouring a proper treat, someone who knew exactly what they were doing and wasn't in any rush to finish. This was the sound of his wife's mouth full of another man's cock.

Trent's voice came low and easy.

"Good girl. Slower… Hmm, that's it, just there. Look up at me."

Claire made a small sound, muffled and wordless, the wet slurp of a mouth stuffed full and working hard. Martin's cock jerked in his trousers.

"There you go. Nice and deep… Oh fuck yes, that's my girl."

Martin's imagination did the rest, built the whole scene from sound alone because the blindfold didn't give him any other choice. Claire's face tilted up, lipstick smeared, her mouth stretched wide round something she had to work to fit, her eyes on her masters face waiting for approval, for permission, for the next instruction. The image arrived in his head fully formed, detailed, so much filthier than anything he'd conjured alone in the dark with his laptop open and his hand wrapped round his own pathetic cock. She's looking at him the way she never fucking looked at me, not even once.

The wet sounds went on, rhythmic, unhurried, the slick glide of spit and suction. Whatever was in her mouth, it was taking her time to manage it. Martin understood exactly what that meant without needing to see a single inch of it. He's big. Big enough she has to work for it.

A gag, small and choked, then her breathing shifted, quicker through her nose, adjusting, and then she was back at it, the rhythm steadying.

"That's my good girl. You've been working on this, haven't you."

Claire pulled off long enough to answer, her voice thick and breathless and so fucking eager it made Martin's chest hurt.

"Yes, Sir. Just like you told me, Sir."

"And?"

"The whole thing." She sounded proud. Proud and pleased with herself and desperate to hear him say so. "I can take my whole dildo now, Sir. All the way down."

The information landed somewhere below Martin's stomach, somewhere close to his bollocks, cold and heavy and so much worse than any comparison he'd imagined during six years of wanking to forum posts about sharing.

A dildo. She'd bought a dildo, a proper big one, big enough she'd had to spend weeks learning how to take it without choking, and she'd never once mentioned it to me, never once hinted I might like to watch, just bought the thing and trained her own throat in secret while muggins hear didn't even get to use it on her.

Trent's laugh was low and pleased, the sound of a man genuinely impressed.

"Good girl. That's excellent work. Properly excellent." A pause, and Martin knew, he fucking knew, Trent was looking at him now, making sure he could hear every word. "Your husband know about that?"

"No, Sir."

"Didn't think so." Another pause, another wet sound as Claire took him back in her mouth. Then Trent again, conversational, like he was asking about the weather. "You suck his cock much?"

Claire answered without hesitation, without defence, her voice flat and factual and so fucking matter-of-fact Martin wanted to scream.

"Hardly ever, Sir. Maybe twice a year if he asks nicely."

"And finishes in your mouth?"

"Never, Sir."

"Never?"

"Never, Sir. I've never let him."

The words sat in the air like smoke, thick and unmovable, sixteen years of marriage dismantled in those short sentences, spoken plainly, in front of him, to another man. His face burned behind the cloth. Tears pricked hot at the corners of his eyes, ran down his cheeks without permission, soaked into the edge of the blindfold. She's right. She's absolutely right. I've never once just taken it from her the way he's taking it now. Never made her do anything. Just asked and hoped and backed off the second she looked tired of the question.

Trent's voice shifted, still calm, but with something sharper underneath it now, something that knew exactly how much Martin could hear and wanted to make sure he didn't miss a single word.

"But you'll swallow for me, won't you."

"Yes, Sir." Immediate and eager, not a shred of hesitation anywhere in it, the way she'd never once said yes to him in sixteen years. "Every drop, Sir."

"Because?"

"Because you deserve it, Sir." Her voice wobbled slightly, breathless, almost tearful with how much she meant it. "Because you've my master, and you've earned it."

"And he hasn't."

"No, Sir." Flat. Final. True. "He hasn't."

Martin's chest felt like it was splitting open. The tears tracked hotter now, his breath coming short and ragged through his nose, snot threatening, his whole face a fucking mess, and his cock stayed rock hard through all of it. That told him everything. That told him the thing he'd spent years refusing to admit even to himself.

The wet sounds started again, faster now, messier, wetter, Trent's breathing shifting, taking control properly, probably face fucking her now with a grin of victory on his face. Martin heard Claire's throat working round him, the unmistakable sound of gagging and adjusting and taking it anyway, properly taking it, deeper than Martin had ever asked for, deeper than he'd ever had the balls to demand. A low groan from Trent, pleased, satisfied, the sound of a man getting exactly what he'd come here for.

"There. That's it. Bet that's a stretch you're not used to."

Claire made a small muffled sound, half agreement, half desperate whimper, and Martin felt the words land like a blade between his ribs, precise and factual and so fucking casual it barely registered as cruelty.

Trent's breathing quickened. His hand must've been at the back of Claire's head, guiding the rhythm, setting the pace, because her breathing changed too, went quicker and more desperate, small choked sounds coming faster. She was being used, and from the moans she was making, breathy and broken and grateful, she was exactly where she wanted to be.

"That's my good girl. Take it all. Don't spill a drop."

Martin's cock throbbed, leaking steadily, a wet patch the size of his fist now, spreading, soaking through.

This is what she needed all along. Not me asking permission every thirty seconds, not me hedging and negotiating and making sure she was comfortable. She needed someone who'd just put his hand on the back of her head and make her do it properly, make her take it, make her swallow. And I was never going to be that man, not ever.

Trent's breathing went rough and low, then a loud satisfied groan, and then stillness. Just his exhale, long and easy. Silence for a beat, thick and loaded. Then his voice again, quieter now, almost gentle, addressing Claire with the same calm instruction he'd used all night.

"Good girl. Hold it - don't swallow yet."

Martin heard Claire's fast nasal breathing, her mouth obviously still full. He pictured it. Couldn't help it. Her cheeks bulging slightly, Trent's spunk pooled on her tongue, thick and warm and waiting. His stomach flipped as his cock jerked.

"Go on then. Go say hello to your husband properly. Show him what he's been missing all these years."

Martin's heart stopped dead in his chest for a full second before it kicked back in, twice as fast, twice as hard. He understood, with a lurch that terrified him by how much he realised he wanted it.

Footsteps crossed the carpet, quick and light, Claire's bare feet padding towards him. Then soft fingers at the edge of the tape covering his mouth, her nails catching on the adhesive, peeling it away slow, the sting sharp and immediate. The knickers gag pulled free, rubber slick with spit, his jaw aching from how long he'd been clenched round it. He barely had time to draw breath, barely had time to process the relief of air on his tongue, before Claire's mouth was on his.

Her tongue pushed in, and the taste of spunk hit him all at once.

Salt and bitter and thick, warm and stringy, unmistakably cum, Trent's spunk, still body-hot from his cock, slick on her tongue, coating her teeth, and Claire kissed him with her mouth full of it, pushed it past his lips, over his tongue, into the back of his throat, the taste everywhere, coating everything, mixing with the smell of cock on her breath and the faint floral perfume she'd put on hours ago when she was still pretending tonight was his birthday surprise.

Martin swallowed before he could think about it, swallowed it down, warm and thick and salty, and kissed her back like he was drowning, like she was the only air left in the room, his hands useless and taped and desperate to grab her. His cock jerked so hard in his trousers he thought he might finish right there, right fucking there, untouched, just from the taste of another man on his wife's tongue. She made a small satisfied sound against his mouth, pleased with him, pleased with herself, and something in Martin's chest unlocked.

She spat the last of the cum into his mouth, which he gratefully swallowed down.

Better. The thought arrived clear and simple and entirely without shame for the first time all night. This is better than anything I ever asked for.

Claire pulled back, her breathing was quick and pleased, satisfied, and Martin heard Trent's voice from across the room, distant now, amused, the tone of a man watching something go exactly as planned.

"There you go. Look at him. That's what sixteen years of asking nicely gets you mate."

The tape went back over Martin's mouth, Claire's fingers efficient, practised, sealing him in again. Her footsteps retreated. The bed creaked as she climbed back onto it. Trent's voice again, easy and unhurried, suggesting a break, a glass of water, asking if she needed anything, checking in on her the way you'd check on someone after a long session at the gym, solicitous, considerate, the sort of aftercare Martin had read about on forums and never once thought to offer.

And Martin sat there, blind and bound and tasting another man on his tongue, his wrists aching from the tape, his arse gone numb from the chair, his shirt soaked through with sweat down his spine, his face still wet with tears, and the only thought left in his head was simple and undeniable and desperate.

Don't stop. Please. Don't fucking stop.


six
Her Plan
Handle: Undone_NW5


Claire's fingers worked the buckle at the back of the blindfold, her touch gentle for the first time all night, which somehow made it worse. The leather peeled away and Martin blinked into a sudden assault of lamplight; amber and searing after the total black. She unbound his mouth and he dragged in a shuddering breath of air that tasted of sweat and sex, too warm, too thick, filling his lungs like he'd been drowning and had just broken the surface.

His eyes watered as the room swam into focus in pieces: bed frame first, rumpled white sheets half-dragged onto the floor, the leather paddle discarded near the pillow, one corner still dark with her sweat. Then Claire, perched on the edge of the mattress, facing him. Bare. Marked purple-red across her arse and thighs where Trent and punished her. Make-up smeared into grey shadows under her eyes. Hair a tangled mess. And on her face, an expression of calm satisfaction he'd never once seen directed at him, not in sixteen years, not even close.

She looked wrecked - and yet she looked so perfect.

Her tits were wet and sticky with her own spit, and above them, her chin a battlefield of pre-cum and drool. Her face glowed with a sweaty pink blush, and Christ, she looked more like herself than he'd seen her look in years, which was a mad thing to think about a woman who'd just been spanked bright red by a stranger, then choked on his cock. But there it was. His prick throbbed hard against his trousers, answering for him.

Behind her, the bathroom door stood half open, water running in the sink. Trent's voice drifted through, low and unintelligible, humming something under his breath. His current absence felt as deliberate as his presence had, a gift of space Martin wasn't entirely sure he wanted.

"There," Claire said, her voice quiet, studying his face with something clinical in it, something assessing. "Better?"

Martin's throat was dry. His jaw ached from the gag, a deep bone-ache that reached all the way to his temples. He swallowed, tasted salt and bitterness still coating his tongue, and managed a single word that came out rougher than he meant.

"Yeah."

She didn't smile, exactly, but something in her face softened a fraction. She sat there watching him for a long moment, her legs crossed at the ankle, entirely unbothered by her own nakedness, entirely unbothered by the streaks of drying cum still visible on her lips. Then she leant forward slightly, elbows resting on her knees, and began.

"I made my Reddit account in late August. A Tuesday while you were watching the football."

The words landed flat, precise, the tone she used when walking a client through a mood board, pointing out the decisions she'd already made that they'd only just started noticing.

"I sat in the box room with the door open, laptop on my knees, and I made an account on the same forum you'd been browsing for years. Only ten feet away from where you were sitting. Called myself Undone_NW5. Stupid, really, giving the postcode away like that, but I wanted it to feel true."

Martin's breath caught.

Three months.

The number sat in his head, heavy and immovable. That was before his September appraisal at work. Before the long weekend they'd spent in Brighton where he'd paid for the nice hotel and the seaside dinner and thought, smugly, that he was treating her well. Before he'd started hinting again, carefully, nervously, about maybe, possibly, just once trying something a bit more adventurous for his birthday.

Three months she'd been ahead of him. Three fucking months.

"I wanted to know the attraction for you - this 'hotwife' thing. So I read for three weeks before I posted anything," Claire continued, her voice still that same even register, no performance in it, just facts delivered as a kind of intimacy he'd never heard from her before. "Learning the rules. Working out who the genuine ones were versus the timewasters. There's a verification process, you know, if you want to be taken seriously. Body shots, no face, with a hand-written sign with your username, all checked by the moderators. Got the little badge under my name in week two."

She paused, eyes watching him.

"Means something, in that world. Means you're real. I expect you know that."

Fuck me, my Claire a verified hotwife, and I didn't even spot her! I could never believe she'd…

His cock, which had softened slightly during the blindfold removal, was hardening again, and Claire's knowing gaze flicked down, registered it, then came back to his face. One eyebrow lifted a fraction.

"Three months, Martin. While you was totally oblivious, while you were asking me, again, if I'd ever consider maybe just talking dirty with you about another bloke whilst we fucked."

Her voice didn't change, kept flat, a matter-of-fact summary.

"I was already talking to six of them properly. Already verified. Already further than you'd ever dared go yourself."

Six? Six fucking men. I know what 'properly' means.

His granite hard cock told him everything he needed to know about what the shame was actually doing to him, which was absolutely fuck-all except making him leak like a teenage boy who couldn't control himself. She'd chosen - stopped waiting for him to ask the right question or have an adult conversation and simply gone ahead and done the thing he'd spent six years circling without ever quite having the bollocks to suggest outright.

"I narrowed it down," Claire said, leaning back now, her hands resting on her thighs, her fingers tracing absent patterns on her own skin. "Talked to them all properly, then video-called two of them."

She paused, let that sit there.

"Face and everything, Martin. Full face. Which is more than you've ever risked in sixteen years of browsing those forums yourself, if we're being honest."

Her voice didn't harden, exactly, but something in it sharpened, the knife-edge of comparison slipping in smooth and clean.

"First one was too performative," she said, her voice flat, factual. "All the right words but I could tell he'd said them before, same way, to someone else. Didn't want him. Big cock though…"

She paused. Her lips quirked, just a fraction. Martin's cock twitched.

"Second one, Daniel, he was better. Properly better. Handsome, well built, and obviously knew what he was doing. We went further on that call than I'd gone with anyone but you in sixteen years."

Further. What did further mean? How much further?

"I came," Claire said, her voice dropping lower now, intimate, the tone she used in bed when she wanted him to understand something important. "Properly came, Martin. Sitting at that desk in the box room, my hand between my legs, his cock spurting on the screen, whilst you were downstairs making fucking tea."

The image hit him like a slap. Claire, headphones on, legs spread wide, her fingers working her cunt, her face slack and flushed with pleasure for another man whilst Martin had been stood there, kettle in hand, waiting for it to boil, entirely fucking oblivious. His hips jerked against the chair. A fresh wet patch spread dark across his trousers.

"And then halfway through," Claire continued, her tone going flatter now, almost disappointed, "he asked me what I wanted him to do next. And I realised him asking was the exact same thing I was trying to get away from. A man who needed me to tell him what I wanted instead of just knowing."

She shifted on the bed, uncrossing her ankles, and Martin caught a glimpse of how soaked she was, her lips glistening with her need.

"Trent messaged me the next week," she said, and for the first time her voice softened, genuine warmth slipping in. "He'd read all my posts and replies to others, I could tell, because he didn't ask me anything I'd already answered. We got on a call, and he asked me two questions, just two, sharp and real, and then he stopped talking. Just waited."

She looked directly at Martin now, her grey-green eyes steady, no apology in them.

"And I realised I'd been filling every silence with every man I'd ever been with, including you, because I thought that was my job. And he just wasn't going to let me do that."

Wasn't going to let her. Like it was his decision to make.

Martin's breath came shorter.

"I told him about you," Claire said, her gaze not leaving his face. "About the sixteen years, the begging, the asking permission, all of it. I told him you had a fantasy about sharing me."

She paused, leant forward slightly.

"And I told him, flat out, that I thought you were wrong about what you actually wanted. That you thought you wanted share me and control things, while I thought you wanted someone else to take charge of me, because you never truly have."

The words landed clean and precise, a punch to the chest that knocked the air out of him. Martin couldn't breathe for a second, couldn't think past the simple, devastating accuracy of it.

She'd fucking known before he did.

"We planned this for weeks, Martin. Every fucking detail. What you didn't know, what you'd work out when, the blindfold, the tape, the safeword you never taught me, but he did. All of it."

Her gaze dropped briefly to his crotch, to the visible evidence of his arousal straining against his trousers, then back to his face.

"And his cock," she said, her voice dropping lower, intimate and deliberate, filthy in a way she'd never been with him before. "Christ, his cock's twice the size of yours. Thick enough I have to work to get my mouth round it. And you've just spent the last twenty minutes listening to me take it properly for the first time in my life, tasting his spunk on my tongue - sharing that cum with you my little cuck."

She leant forward, close enough now that he could smell Trent on her breath, see the faint bruise forming on her collarbone where the man's mouth had been.

"And your cock's still hard."

Martin's hips shifted against the chair, involuntary, his body betraying him.

Claire's lips curved, not quite a smile.

"So I think that tells us everything we need to know about what you actually want, doesn't it."

The bathroom tap shut off, but he didn't come out yet. Another beat of space. Another moment.

Claire's expression shifted. Something gentler moved across her face, almost tender, though her voice stayed flat.

"Do you want us to stop?"

The question sat there between them, genuine, and he believed she would stop now if he said the word. His shirt was soaked through, clinging to his back and chest, and his cock, Christ, his cock and balls were now throbbing so hard it hurt, and the answer was so fucking obvious it barely needed saying.

"No."

The word came out hoarse, certain, unhedged for the first time all night.

Claire's eyes narrowed. She leant forward, elbows on her knees, studying him.

"Say it properly."

Martin swallowed. His throat tight, his voice rough.

"I don't want you to stop. I want this. I want more."

More of her getting fucked by a man twice his size. More of listening to her choke on another man's cock. More of tasting that man's spunk on her tongue. More of sitting here hard and leaking and useless whilst she got everything she'd clearly been starving for.

"Good boy," Claire said, and something in her face opened then, a smile that wasn't quite smug, wasn't quite relieved, just satisfied in a way that made his chest ache and his prick throb harder.

The bathroom door opened fully, and Trent stepped back into the room, towel slung over one shoulder, his body still damp from washing his hands, and Martin's gaze went straight to the man's cock before he could stop himself. Half-hard, thick and heavy between his legs, the sort of prick that made Martin's own four-and-a-half inches look like a fucking joke. The sort Claire had clearly been dreaming about for three months whilst Martin wanked himself off reading forums, thinking he was the one being daring.

Trent glanced at Claire, and then at Martin and smiled, calm and easy, a man who'd just heard exactly what he'd expect to hear.

"Right then," he said, his voice low and amused. "Let's carry on, shall we."


seven
Allowed to Watch
Front Row Seat


Claire stood and crossed the room, bare feet silent on the carpet, and Martin watched her arse. The marks from the spanking were visible now, proper red welts across both cheeks from the paddle, and darker bruises blooming where Trent's hand had landed hardest. Another man's handprints on my wife's arse. His cock twitched in his soaked trousers despite having just finished, spunk still wet and cooling against his skin, from listening blind while she sucked another man's cock.

She knelt beside the chair, unwound the tape from his right wrist, fingers quick and businesslike, the same brisk efficiency she'd used taping him up an hour ago. The adhesive ripped at the fine hairs on his forearm as she peeled it away, sharp enough to ground him back in his body after the blindfold had stolen everything but sound. She's freeing me - so why I don't want to be free?

"Wrists alright?" she asked, glancing up at his face. "Need water?"

Her voice was different again, practical and warm, the same tone she'd use asking if he fancied a cuppa after a long day. As though the last hour hadn't happened. As though her face wasn't still streaked with dried tears and cum.

"Yeah," Martin managed. His voice came out hoarse, wrecked from the gag. "Fine. I'm fine."

She moved to his left wrist, unwound that tape too, and he flexed his fingers, testing. The skin was pink where the tape had been, faintly sore, nothing worse. She shifted to his ankles, peeled the tape away, and he could move his legs again, stretch his feet out properly.

Relief should have been the best part of being untied. It wasn't.

The best part was realising he'd miss it, the restraint and the utter lack of choice, and that wanting back what he'd just been freed from told him everything he needed to know about what he'd become.

Claire didn't wheel the chair away or tell him to stand. She gripped the back of it, dragged it forward across the carpet, positioned it dead centre at the foot of the bed. Prime viewing angle. The mattress was a metre and a half away, close enough to see everything, too close to pretend he wasn't watching.

Martin's stomach dropped. Front row seat. She's giving me a front row seat to watch her get fucked.

She stepped back, studied him for a moment, then climbed back onto the bed beside Trent without waiting for him to answer her question properly. Trent had been watching the whole un-taping process with that same calm, faintly amused expression he'd worn since he walked in, like a man watching something mildly entertaining on telly.

"You're allowed to watch now," Claire said, settling herself onto the mattress, legs folded beneath her. "So no looking away."

Martin swallowed. His throat went tight, mouth dry as bone.

"Yeah," he said. "I will."

Trent was already working his cock hard again, the impressive meat thick and ready between his legs, and Martin's gaze went to it before he could stop himself, the same involuntary comparison he'd been making all night. Eight and a half inches, Claire had said. Thick enough her hand didn't close round it.

His own cock stirred in his soaked trousers, starting to thicken again despite everything, despite the wet patch spread dark and shameful across his crotch, despite the taste of Trent's spunk still thick and salt on his tongue.

Trent shifted on the bed, one large hand reaching for her. He cupped her face, thumb brushing her cheekbone, and she leant into the touch like a cat, eyes closing briefly, her body softening under his palm.

Then his hand moved, swift and sharp, and slapped her, sharp enough her head turned, breath catching, eyes flying open.

"Green sir!"

He slapped her again, harder this time, the sound flat and meaty, and her cheek flushed red immediately, the print of his fingers visible for a second before it spread into general redness.

Claire gasped in shock, and then she smiled, breathless and eager, her face turned up to his, waiting.

"You've been waiting for this, haven't you." Trent's voice was low, amused.

"Yes, Sir," Claire breathed. "Please."

"Please what?"

"Please hurt me. Please use me."

Martin's cock jerked hard in his trousers as the shock of it warred with the heat flooding his chest. She's asking him to hurt her. Fucking Begging for it! She's smiling.

He realised that for from wanting to stop this, to protect her, he wanted to see how far she'd go, so he sat there with his hands clenched white-knuckled in his lap, cock hard and leaking, desperate for more.

Trent's hand moved to Claire's sternum, pushed her flat onto her back, holding her down with one palm spread wide across her chest. His other hand slid between her legs, fingers sliding into her cunt, and when he pulled it back his fingers glistened, wet and slick.

"Soaking already," Trent said, his voice low and filthy. "Filthy girl."

"Yes, Sir," Claire gasped.

"Colour?"

"Green."

Trent shifted his weight, positioned himself between her legs, one hand gripping his cock, lining himself up. He pushed forward, slow and steady, and Claire's cunt stretched round him, visibly, unmistakably, her mouth opening in a silent gasp as he filled her inch by inch.

Martin couldn't look away if he'd wanted to, and the sight of it, Trent's thick cock disappearing into his wife's cunt, was the filthiest thing he'd ever seen in his life.

Trent paused halfway, his cock only half-buried, and Claire whimpered, her hips shifting, trying to take more.

"Easy," Trent murmured. "You're so fucking desperate for my cock - but let yourself adjust."

He waited, still and patient, and then pushed the rest of the way in, a slow, inexorable slide, until his hips pressed flush against hers and his cock was buried completely inside her, making Claire cry out - half-pain, half-pleasure, her back arching off the bed, hands twisting in the sheets.

I've never filled her like that. Never made her gasp just from going in. He's twice my size and she's taking him like she was built for it.

Trent started moving, slow and deep, each thrust making Claire's tits bounce, the bed frame creaking in rhythm. His cock slid out, glistening and wet, then pushed back in, Claire's cunt gripping it tight, stretched round him. The wet sounds were obscene and unmistakable - sounds of soaking cunt being destroyed filling the room, a slick filthy accompaniment.

Claire's face flushed, her mouth opened, as her eyes rolled back in her heat, the look of a woman giving into exactly what her body needed. Martin had seen that look maybe twice in sixteen years of marriage, always after he'd done something exactly right, something he could never quite replicate the next time.

Trent was making her look like that with every single thrust of his hips.

"Fuck," Trent muttered, his rhythm steady and unhurried. "Your cunt's so tight. Made for a proper cock, weren't you."

"Yes, Sir," Claire moaned, breathless and desperate. "Yes, yours, it's yours."

Trent glanced over at Martin, mid-thrust, his expression calm and faintly curious.

"She can't take you this deep, can she, mate?"

Martin's mouth opened, but no sound came out, and Trent grinned, turned his attention back to Claire, his hand sliding up her body to squeeze her left breast.

He pinched her nipple, hard, twisting it, and Claire cried out, her back arching, her whole body straining against the pain.

Trent did the same to her right breast, even harder this time, and red marks bloomed under his fingers, little crescent moons where his nails dug in.

Claire's breathing mental, desperate whines from her lips, her hips grinding against him, and Trent slapped her left breast, open palm, the sound sharp and meaty.

Then the right. Her skin flushed pink, then red, the marks spreading.

Claire came, sudden and sharp under the abuse of her tits and cunt, her body shaking, cunt clenching tight round Trent's cock, and she cried out his name, loud and shameless, her voice breaking on it.

She came, from being slapped hard! I could never have done that. Never!

"You love it when I hurt you, don't you," Trent said, his voice low and filthy, still fucking her through the aftershocks of her orgasm. "You filthy little slut."

"Yes, Sir," Claire sobbed, breathless and wrecked. "I love it, use me as you wish Sir, please."

Trent's hand moved to her throat, wrapped round it, firm but not crushing yet. Claire's eyes widened, locked on his, and her body went still beneath him, waiting.

He squeezed - just enough to make her feel it, enough to restrict the blood flow, and her face flushed darker, her mouth opening, her cunt clenching tight round him again.

He released and she gasped, her chest heaving, and immediately, desperately, she begged:

"Again. Please, Sir, again."

She's begging him to choke her! The realisation punched through Martin's gut, left him breathless and dizzy. This is what she needs!

Trent squeezed again as he upped the pace of his fucking, and Claire's face flushed darker red, then purple, her mouth open in a silent scream, eyes rolling back, the whites showing. He's properly choking her - she's going to black out and cum at the same time. Martin could see it from the chair, the way her thighs trembled, the wet gleam spreading, her cunt clenching round Trent's cock like she was trying to pull him deeper even as her brain screamed for oxygen.

Trent held it, sweat dripping down onto her face as he rammed himself deeper and deeper into her cunt. Claire's whole body convulsed, fingers clawing at the sheets.

Then Trent released, and Claire gasped, sobbing, her hands scrabbling at the sheets, and the sound she made was pure, desperate relief.

"Colour?" Trent asked, his voice calm and steady, still fucking her slowly.

"Green," Claire gasped. "Fuck, green, please."

Martin's cock throbbed, his hips jerking uselessly against the chair. I love her. And I could never give her this.

Trent's rhythm changed, somehow even harder now, brutal thrusts that slammed the bed frame against the wall, marking the plaster with the force, each one making Claire cry out, her tits bouncing, her body shaking with the force of it.

He slapped her face mid-thrust, hard, her head snapping to the side, and she moaned, loud and unashamed, her cunt clenching tight.

"More Sir."

He slapped her again. She came again, screaming, toes curling as her legs rose shaking, and Trent fucked her through it, relentless, his hand going back to her throat.

"Whose cunt is this?" Trent demanded, his voice rough now, his rhythm breaking slightly.

"Yours, Sir," Claire gasped. "It's yours."

"Tell your fucking husband!"

"It's yours, Trent," Claire sobbed, louder now, her voice breaking. "My cunt's yours, I'm yours."

"Good girl. And what does that make him?"

Claire hesitated, just for a second, her gaze flickering toward Martin, and then the words tumbled out in a rush, breathless and desperate:

"He's, he's just-" her voice broke, breath hitching, "-he's my husband, my cuckold husband, but you're- you're my Master."

The words hit Martin's chest like a fist, knocked the air clean out of him. My Master. Not a lover. Not someone they were trying out. Master. His cock pulsed, leaking, and the clarity of it was chemical, absolute. That's exactly right.

The love hadn't gone anywhere. It was just different now. I'll love her. I'll look after her. And he'll fuck and use her the way she needs.

Claire's face was tear-streaked, red from the slaps, glowing with something that looked like joy, like relief, and her tits were bruised, marked, red handprints visible across both.

Her cunt was swollen, dripping, gripping Trent's cock like she was trying to keep him inside her, and the sight of it, the filthy, undeniable reality of it, was the most beautiful thing Martin had ever seen.

Trent's hand went back to Claire's throat, and he growled as his hips slamming against hers.

"Fuck," Trent breathed, his voice ragged now. "You're perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect."

"Thank you, Sir," Claire sobbed, breathless and wrecked. "Thank you, thank you."

Martin's hips jerked once, twice, grinding uselessly against the chair, and his cock pulsed hard, throbbing, and then he was… oh fuck, he was cumming! Completely untouched, spunk flooding his pants in thick wet pulses. The heat of it spread across his crotch, soaking through his trousers, unmistakable and shameful, and he couldn't stop it, couldn't even slow it down. Cumming in my pants like a teenage boy. Just from watching her get choked and fucked and told she belongs to him.

He bit down on a moan, tried to stay quiet, failed. A choked sound escaped his throat, raw and helpless.

No shame in the moment, just pure, overwhelming release, the relief of finally, finally getting what he'd actually wanted all along.

I love her. I love her and I'm cumming in my pants watching another man own her. And that's fine.

Trent glanced over, mid-thrust, saw Martin's face, the soaking wet patch, the whole story written there plain as day.

He grinned, didn't stop fucking Claire, just commented casually, his voice amused:

"There he goes. Told you he'd love it."

Claire turned her head, saw Martin and the evidence of what he'd just done, and smiled, genuine and warm and so fucking pleased with him.

"Good boy," she breathed.

Trent's rhythm broke then, his eyes closed as he seemed to repeat a mantra, then slammed in deep, holding Claire's hips, burying himself completely inside her, and finished with a low groan, his whole body going rigid, tiny little micro thrusts as he pumped into her. He stayed buried, pulsing, filling her, and Claire moaned at the feeling of it, her cunt clenching round him, milking him dry.

Martin couldn't look away, and when Trent finally pulled out slowly, his cock glistening, thick white cum leaked out of Claire's cunt immediately, dripping onto the sheets.

He's just cum inside my wife, and I came watching it happen.

No jealousy anywhere in him, just the settled rightness of a thing that had been crooked for years finally straightening out.

Trent shifted to sit beside Claire, one hand stroking her hair, his voice low and gentle:

"Alright? Need water? Colour?"

"Green," Claire said, her voice sleepy and satisfied. "Perfect. I'm perfect."

Trent glanced at her throat, the faint red marks already forming, her tits, the bruises blooming darker, and nodded, satisfied she was fine.

He's checking on her. He hurt her and now he's checking she's okay. A flicker of gratitude settled in Martin's chest, strange and complicated. He's giving her what I can't. And he's doing it properly.

Trent looked over at Martin, still sitting in the chair, trousers soaked through, face flushed, wrecked.

His voice was calm, almost friendly, the tone of a man who'd won and knew it and didn't need to gloat.

"You did well, mate. Watching all that. It's never easy, that first time."

Martin's throat worked. His voice came out hoarse, honest:

"No. But... yeah. I wanted to."

"Good. Because this is what she needs. You get that now, yeah?"

Martin met his eyes, held them.

"Yeah. I get it."

Trent nodded, satisfied, and glanced back at Claire's cum-leaking cunt, then back at Martin.

"She's going to need this again. Regularly. You alright with that?"

The answer came without thought, certain and immediate.

I'm more alright with it. I want it. I want her to have this.

"Yeah. I am."

I'll love her. I'll be her husband. And he'll be her Master. And that's perfect.

Trent stood, stretched, his body loose and satisfied, and glanced down at Claire, at the mess between her legs, cum still leaking out of her slowly, thick and white against her reddened, swollen cunt.

Then he looked at Martin, one eyebrow raised, his voice casual:

"Fancy making yourself useful?"

The question landed, and Martin realised, with a strange calm, that he did. He wanted to. Wanted to taste Trent on her, wanted to clean her, wanted to serve.

He stood, his legs shaky beneath him, crossed to the bed on unsteady feet, and knelt beside it without being told.
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Service

The carpet bit rough under his knees, hotel-grade scratchy stuff that'd leave marks. The bedframe was close enough he could smell the wood polish underneath everything else, the proper stink of it: sweat and sex and cunt and spunk and that sharp chemical tang of the hotel's diffuser trying and failing to cover it all up. He knelt there between Claire's spread thighs and waited, cock already stirring again in the soaked mess of his trousers, the damp patch spreading.

Nobody had given the order yet. He knelt there anyway, body settling into position before his brain caught up, the choosing part already done without needing words.

Trent's spunk leaked thick from Claire's cunt, proper thick, pooling where her arse met the sheets, mixing with the slick of her still dripping from how hard he'd fucked her. Her skin had gone red, swollen, the lips of her cunt puffy in a way Martin's four-and-a-half inches had never managed in sixteen years. The smell hit him first, unmistakable, that specific salt-musk reek of fresh spunk, and his mouth went dry, tongue stuck to the roof of it.

Trent stood beside the bed, arms crossed, watching Martin kneel there without comment. He had that self-satisfied look men get after they've come hard and long, the look Martin saw in the mirror maybe twice a year if he was lucky. The look of a man who'd won something and knew it and didn't need to gloat.

His voice came quiet, almost to himself:

"Look at him. Already knows what to do."

Martin's body leaned forward a fraction before he'd consciously decided to move, pulled by some dark instinct he'd never let out until now.

Claire's hand moved then, fingers sliding soft into his hair, stroking his scalp the way she did when he'd done something right, something that pleased her.

Her voice, when she spoke, carried that matter-of-fact warmth that wasn't performance, just affection:

"Go on then, love. Clean me up."

Love.

She still called him that. The word landed differently now, though, stripped of mortgage payments and Saturday Tesco runs and rebuilt into something that actually fucking meant something for once. It didn't mean what it used to. Somehow that made it matter more, not less.

Martin leaned in, close enough the heat from her cunt warmed his face, close enough to smell everything, her and him mixed together. His tongue came out, flat and wide, finding the thick streak of Trent's spunk leaking from her before his pride could stop him.

The taste hit: salt and bitter, unmistakably another man's spunk, still warm, fresher than he'd expected, mixing with the slick-sweet taste of Claire underneath. He licked slowly, deliberately, tongue gathering it all, and the combination of tastes, Trent's cum and Claire's cunt together, made his own pathetic cock throb so hard in his trousers he nearly finished right there, hands-free, for the second time tonight.

This is what I've been needing. This. Not the fantasy where I stayed in the frame. This.

Claire's hips rolled up into his mouth, proper grinding into him, and she made that low satisfied hum in her throat, the one she did when something hit the exact right spot. Martin had heard it maybe three times in sixteen years, yet Trent had pulled it from her four times already tonight.

Her hand rested light on the back of his head, fingers curling slightly in his hair, as he worked slowly, thoroughly, licking her clean. First the thick pool of spunk leaking from her cunt, then deeper, his tongue pressing inside slightly, tasting more of Trent there, thick and coating the inside of her, places Martin's cock had never properly reached. Claire's thighs trembled slightly against his ears, and she made another soft sound, pleased.

Trent's voice came from above, casual:

"That's it. Get it all. Don't waste a drop on the sheets, there's a good lad."

Martin didn't look up. Just kept working, tongue following the thick trail of spunk that had leaked down between her arse cheeks, pooling in the crack where her body met the sheets. His stomach lurched. His cock throbbed. Same moment. Same breath. The shame of it and the heat of it arriving together, indistinguishable now, his tongue licking another man's cum from his wife's arsehole whilst his prick leaked steadily in response.

Trent reached down then, two fingers resting light on the back of Martin's head, not pushing, just there. A small casual claim on the moment that made Martin's whole body go tight, something that wasn't quite fear, wasn't quite arousal, both at once.

Claire's voice came soft, pleased:

"Good. That's good, love."

Martin licked her arse properly then, following the instruction nobody had needed to speak aloud, his tongue finding the thick streak of cum pooled there, tasting it, swallowing it, cleaning her completely. His stomach turned slightly even as his cock throbbed, the two sensations operating simultaneously, comfortably, for the first time all night.

I love her. I'm kneeling between her legs licking another man's spunk from her arse and I love her and that's fine.

Claire's hand tightened slightly in his hair, her breathing evening out, and Martin worked until there was nothing left, until her skin was clean and wet only from his own saliva, no trace of Trent remaining except the smell, thick and undeniable in the warm room.

He sat back on his heels finally, mouth and chin wet, looking up at Claire first, then, briefly, at Trent. The man regarded him with something almost like approval, the acknowledgement you give someone who's done a job properly rather than warmth.

Nobody moved to clean him up. He knelt there, mouth wet, trousers soaked through, whilst Claire and Trent exchanged a quiet look over his head, deciding something between them, something that didn't include him.

It didn't hurt the way it should have. Didn't hurt at all.

They're deciding something about me. Without me, and that's also fine.

The specific calm of a decision no longer needing to be made settled into his chest, heavy and right. His body felt released rather than relaxed, loose in a way he hadn't felt in years, maybe ever. The choosing was over. Finally.

Trent's voice came casual, addressed to Claire but with his eyes still on Martin:

"He'll do. Could get good at that, with a bit of practice."

Claire smiled, genuine and warm and so fucking pleased with both of them:

"He will, he'll get plenty of practice."

Martin knelt there, mouth wet with the taste of Trent's cum and Claire's cunt on his tongue, and understood, calmly, without needing to say it out loud yet, that he wasn't the same man who'd walked into Room 412 two hours ago wanting to fuck his wife.

He didn't miss him.

He loved her. He'd always loved her. But he understood now, that he'd been loving her wrong. Pretending they were equals when really, in this room at least, they never fucking had been. She led. Trent fucked. Martin served. That was the actual truth of it, the thing he'd been wanking himself off to for six years without admitting the shape of it.

I'll love her, care for her, pay the mortgage, book the restaurants. And he'll fuck her. Hurt her. Give her what I can't. And I'll kneel here after and clean up. That's the truth we've been trying to find for six years.


eight
The Morning After
Lessons Learned Sleeping Upright


Martin woke with his neck screaming and his arse gone completely dead, the sort of full-body wreckage you got from sleeping upright in a hotel chair you'd paid two hundred quid for so two other people could fuck themselves unconscious in the bed three feet away.

Grey London light bled through gaps in the curtains, the colour of old dishwater. The room stank of sex, sweat, cum and bodies, the radiator still ticking away in the corner like it was counting down to something. The air was thick enough to chew, stale and hot and filthy, and Martin's first breath of it made his cock twitch before he'd even opened his eyes properly.

He blinked, confused for a moment, brain struggling to place where he was, why everything hurt.

His eyes opened properly and found them without meaning to.

His clothes were still on. Trousers stiff and disgusting against his thighs, dried cum crusted into the fabric. His jaw ached where the make-shift gag had pressed. His wrists were tender, faint red lines still visible where the tape had held him. His knees throbbed dully, bruised from kneeling on hotel carpet, and when he tried to shift his weight in the chair, the leather creaked loud enough to make him freeze.

The bed was a state, but empty, and the sound of a shower had been reaching his ears the whole time, but his brain only now processed it.

I slept in the chair. All night. While they fucked in the bed.

The thought arrived plain, no heat behind it, just the flat acknowledgement of a fact. That's where he belonged now: the chair, the floor, wherever they put him. He supposed he'd always known that, really, somewhere under all the forum threads and the words like "sharing" and "hotwife" he'd used to dress it up as something more equal. Trent belonged in the bed. Martin belonged here.

He shifted again, trying to ease the ache in his neck, and fragmented memories surfaced, blurred and half-dreamt but unmistakably real.

He'd woken in the dark at some point. Once, twice, he couldn't remember, kept drifting back under. Claire's voice had pulled him out, breathless and high, that noise she made when something hurt in the good way, the way she'd never made for him. The wet slap of skin on skin, rhythmic, hard, unmistakable. He'd forced his eyes open, couldn't see much in the blackness, but the shapes on the bed told him everything: Trent behind her, fucking her arse, Claire's back arched like she was praying, her hands fisted in the sheets, her voice breaking on every thrust.

"Yes, Sir, please, harder, I can take it, I can, please don't stop, oh God, Sir, please, please-"

The words had sounded drunk, slurred, desperate, and Martin had lain there in the chair with his cock thickening in his disgusting trousers, listening to his wife beg another man to fuck her arse harder, and he'd been so tired and so hard he'd fallen back asleep before she even finished.

Later, hours later maybe, or minutes, he couldn't tell anymore, different sounds had woken him. Wet, sloppy, rhythmic. The shapes suggested sixty-nine, Claire's mouth on Trent's cock whilst he ate her cunt, but Martin had been too exhausted to stay awake properly, drifted off again to the sound of them pleasuring each other, his own body aching and ignored and exactly where it was supposed to be.

Trent fucked her arse. Properly fucked it, took it, made her beg for it, and I never even asked if I could try. Sixteen years married and I never once dared.

Martin understood, in the flat calm way you understood the weather forecast, that he wasn't jealous. That wasn't the feeling. The feeling was something simpler and far worse: Trent had wanted Claire's arse, so he'd taken it, probably hadn't even asked permission first, and Claire had opened for him, begged him to go harder, because men like Trent didn't need to ask. They decided, and women like Claire, women Martin had somehow convinced himself he'd married, said yes Sir and arched their backs and took it.

Martin had spent sixteen years asking politely if she was in the mood.

His cock throbbed properly now, swollen and leaking, sticky and disgusting in his ruined trousers, and Martin lay there working through what he wanted next time with the same careful attention he'd give a risk assessment at his desk.

He wanted to watch. All of it, awake next time, eyes open, no drifting off exhausted halfway through. He wanted to see Trent's cock stretch her arse, watch her take it inch by inch, wanted to hear every sound she made, every "yes, Sir" and "please" and "harder." He wanted to kneel beside the bed after, mouth open, ready, and lick her clean again, taste them both mixed together, salt and bitter and unmistakable.

Next time.

The phrase sat in his skull like furniture being moved into a room that was already his. He wasn't asking anymore. Wasn't wondering if there'd be one. His cock knew. The rest of him was catching up.

The bathroom door handle clicked. Martin's whole body went rigid in the chair, breath catching, cock surging hard enough to hurt. He didn't move. Didn't dare. Just sat there in his dried cum and his aching neck and waited to see who came out first, heart hammering so loud he thought they'd hear it from the bed.
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The December Arrangement

Trent stepped out of the bathroom showered and clean, dark jeans and a black T-shirt, hair damp and smelling of the hotel's cheap soap instead of last night's sweat and sex. Martin, still folded into the wingback chair like a piece of furniture nobody had bothered to move, watched him cross the room. Trent glanced over, nodded once. No smirk. No mockery. Just a bloke acknowledging another bloke. That should have felt better than it did.

"You sleep alright there, mate?"

Mate. The word landed like Trent had just remembered Martin was even there. Martin sat up too fast, ribs protesting, and his voice came out wrecked and hoarse when he answered.

"Yeah. Fine. Bit stiff."

Trent grinned, crossing to the bed to pick up his jacket. "I bet. She kept me busy half the night. Reckon you heard some of it."

Martin's cock thickened instantly, pressing hard against the crusted fabric of his trousers, the dried mess of cum and piss he'd been sitting in for hours. He'd heard it. Watched shapes he couldn't quite parse in the dark, listened to Claire beg for it harder, listened to Trent laugh and call her a filthy girl whilst Martin drifted in and out of exhausted, shameful sleep, his prick leaking every time he surfaced.

"Yeah. Some."

Some. He'd heard every fucking second of it.

Trent looked like a man who'd slept eight solid hours in a decent bed after a good workout, which was more or less what he'd done, if you counted fucking Claire's arse at three in the morning as cardio. Broad shoulders filling the T-shirt properly, easy in his body in a way Martin had never managed, even when he was twenty-five and paying for a gym he actually used. Martin felt like he'd been folded into the wrong shape overnight and left there, joints stiff, neck aching, the taste in his mouth stale and foul.

The shower shut off. The bathroom door opened, steam rolling out, and Claire stepped through it, white towel wrapped round her torso, hair dripping dark and wet down her back, face clean and pink from the heat. She glanced at Martin, then at Trent, and crossed to the bed without a trace of self-consciousness, the way you moved in a room where everyone already knew what you looked like naked, what you sounded like when you came.

She sat on the edge of the bed and started towelling her hair. The towel gaped at her chest.

Bruises. Dark purple fingerprints spread across her left breast, Trent's hand pressed into her pale skin hard enough to leave the print of every finger, and Martin's cock thickened so fast it hurt, still trapped in the crusted fabric of his trousers. He'd never marked her. Not once. Not in sixteen years. Never hard enough to bruise. Never rough enough to leave her looking like someone had claimed her.

Trent sat beside her, one hand resting on her bare knee, easy and proprietary, the sort of touch that didn't ask permission anymore. Claire leaned into him, just a fraction, just enough, the sort of unconscious movement you made with someone whose body you already knew inside out.

She looked at Martin. Her voice was warm and practical, the same tone she used to tell him to pick up milk on the way home.

"You should shower before we check out, love. You look a state."

Love. The word landed soft and familiar and utterly without heat. Martin nodded but didn't move. He wanted to see how this ended first.

Claire and Trent exchanged a glance, something passing between them Martin couldn't read, and Trent shifted forward, forearms on his knees.

"Right. Next one." His tone was brisk, business-like, a man checking his diary. "I'm free third Saturday in December. That work?"

Claire nodded, still towelling the ends of her hair, the movement making the bruises on her breast shift and darken. "Should do. Martin, same hotel. You're booking and paying."

Not a question. An instruction. Like telling him to pick up the dry cleaning. Martin's cock jumped.

"Yeah. I'll do it today."

Of course he would. He'd pay for the room where another man fucked his wife. He'd book it, confirm it, hand over his credit card at reception with a smile, and nobody there would know what he was paying for, that he'd spend the night taped to a chair listening to his wife scream another man's name. That was his job now. That was what he was for.

The towel had slipped further down Claire's chest, and Martin could see the full extent of the bruising now, dark purple blooming across pale skin, and his cock throbbed so hard it hurt. She looked wrecked and satisfied and absolutely beautiful, Trent's hand still resting on her bare knee, and Martin understood with a clarity that felt almost chemical that this was what his marriage looked like now. She'd fuck her bulls. He'd pay for the room. He'd watch, or listen, or kneel after and clean her up. That was the arrangement. That was the most honest arrangement they'd had in sixteen years, and his prick was leaking at the thought of it.

Trent checked his phone, thumb scrolling, then glanced at Claire. "I've got a client at nine. Need to head off soon."

Claire nodded, adjusted the towel, and looked at Trent properly, not at Martin. "Hang on. We need to talk about Daniel."

Daniel. Martin's stomach went tight and cold, the sort of lurch you got stepping off a kerb wrong, and his cock thickened anyway, still leaking, still answering before his brain could catch up. Another man. Another name. She'd said 'we.' Not 'I.'

Trent's expression shifted, understanding immediate. "The rugby bloke? South London?"

"Yeah. He's been patient, but I promised him a meet. Should probably do that soon."

Trent nodded, then glanced at Martin, casual, explaining the way you'd explain the lineup for a five-a-side. "Daniel's another Dom she vetted. Good bloke. Big lad. She was close to choosing him instead of me, actually."

Close to choosing him instead. Martin's throat went tight. His cock pressed hard against his zip, leaking another wet patch to join the ones already there, cold and sticky against his thigh, and he couldn't tell if what he felt was panic or hunger or both melted together into something hotter and filthier than either one alone. Another bull. Another big lad with a proper cock who'd fuck her and mark her and make her scream.

Claire looked at Martin directly, her gaze level and calm, checking in the way you checked in before crossing a line that couldn't be uncrossed.

"You're going to need to be alright with this not just being Trent. That was never the plan. I'm going to see other men. Regularly. And you're going to be there for some of it, not for all of it. Depends what they want."

The words hung in the warm, stale air of the hotel room, morning light filtering through the thin curtains, the smell of sex and sweat still thick despite Trent's shower. Martin swallowed. His mouth was dry. His cock answered before his brain could, throbbing hard, leaking, and the rest of him caught up a second later, slower, but just as certain.

"Yeah. I'm alright with that."

Claire's expression softened, just a fraction, checking in properly now. "You sure? Because once I message Daniel, it's happening. And he might want different things than Trent did. He's more theatrical, from what I can tell. Rougher stuff. Impact play. Maybe some humiliation. Public scenes."

Rougher stuff. Public scenes. The words landed in Martin's head like punches, each one making his prick jump, making the wet patch spread. His voice came out steady, unhedged, no qualifications left anywhere in it.

"I want to watch. I want to be there. And if you're seeing someone when I'm not there, I want you to tell me about it after. All of it."

Every detail. Every position. How big he was. How hard he fucked her. Whether she came. How many times.

Trent grinned, looked at Claire, approval clear in his face. "There you go. He's getting it now."

Getting it. Martin supposed he was. Another one. Another big lad with a proper cock who'd fuck his wife and make her scream the way Trent had, and Martin was supposed to be alright with that, and the mad thing, the thing he still couldn't quite get his head round, was that he was. More than alright. He wanted to watch her be taken by men who weren't him, wanted to hear her beg them the way she'd never begged him, wanted to kneel after and clean her up and know, absolutely, that this was what she needed and he couldn't give her and someone else could. That was the arrangement. That was the truth. That was the deal they'd made, even if he'd never quite known he was making it until last night.

Trent stood, picking up his jacket, checking his phone one last time. He looked at Martin properly, then extended his hand. Offering.

Martin stood. His legs screamed at him, stiff and aching from the chair, and it took him three steps to cross the space between where he'd spent the night and where Trent stood waiting. Trent's hand came out. Martin took it. Shook it. The grip was firm and brief, and somewhere in Martin's chest something settled that he hadn't even known was still loose. The man who'd fucked his wife all night in every hole. Shaking his hand. Like mates.

"You did well last night, mate. Seriously. Not everyone could handle that. She's lucky to have you."

The compliment hit harder than expected, validation from the man who'd just spent twelve hours fucking his wife in ways Martin never had, never could, and Martin's face went hot, his throat tight. Validation. From him.

"Thanks. Yeah. Thanks."

Trent glanced at Claire, then back at Martin, something considering in his expression, weighing something up. "Next time, if you want, you could do more than just clean up after. If you're interested."

Martin's stomach flipped. His cock jumped. "Like what?"

Trent's tone stayed easy, like he was suggesting a pint down the pub. "You could suck my cock next time. Properly. Get me ready before I fuck her or finish me off after if I've got another round. Claire reckons you'd be into it."

Suck my cock. Properly. The words sat in Martin's head, huge and plain and absolutely fucking filthy, and his prick jumped so hard he nearly gasped out loud, leaking another wet patch to join all the others crusted into his trousers. His face went hot. Yes. The answer was there before his pride could even try to argue. Yes. He wanted that. He wanted Trent's cock in his mouth, wanted to taste him, wanted to kneel between those thick thighs and service him the way Claire had, wanted to feel the weight of it on his tongue, the salt and bitter taste of another man's cum.

"Yeah." His voice came out steady, no shake in it. "I'd like that. Next time."

Trent grinned. "Good lad."

He turned to Claire, leaned down, kissed her properly, his hand cupping her face, thumb stroking her cheek, the kiss lingering and intimate and entirely separate from anything to do with Martin. When he straightened, he nodded at Martin one last time.

"See you in December then."

The door clicked shut behind him. Silence dropped into the room like a weight.

Martin stood there in his ruined trousers, aching and exhausted and still half-hard, the stink of his own dried cum and piss rising off him in the warmth, and realised he'd just agreed to suck another man's cock. Had said yes without hesitation, without needing to be pushed, without a single hedge or qualification, and his body was still answering the thought with pure want, his prick thickening again despite everything, despite the night, despite the exhaustion.

Claire stood, towel wrapped round her, bruised and marked and utterly in control, and looked at him across the space of the wrecked hotel room, morning light catching the purple spread across her pale skin.
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Shopping List for Bulls

Claire sat on the edge of the bed, towel wrapped round her, bruised and marked and looking at him like she was working out what to do with him next. The room stank of sex and expensive aftershave, Trent's smell still thick in the air even though the man himself had gone.

More intimate now, just the two of them. Martin stood there in his disgusting clothes, dried spunk crusting the front of his trousers, and waited to be told what happened next.

Claire crossed to him, close enough he could smell the cheap floral soap from the hotel bathroom on her skin, nothing like the thick musk of sex that must still be coming off him in waves. She looked him up and down, taking in the state of him, and her mouth twitched.

"Right. Shower. Now." She wrinkled her nose, not hiding her disgust. "You smell like a sex pest who's been sleeping rough."

Sex pest. The words landed somewhere between insult and fact, and Martin's face went hot even as his cock gave a pathetic twitch in his ruined trousers. He nodded, didn't move, waiting to be told more, waiting to be told anything. Years of marriage hadn't prepared him for this version of Claire, this calm authority that sat on her like she'd been wearing it all along and he'd simply never noticed. Or maybe he had noticed and just never let himself see it properly.

She stepped closer, cupped his face, her thumb brushing his cheek. Her hand was clean and warm, nothing of Trent's spunk or her own cunt left on her skin. She'd washed. He hadn't.

"You did so well last night, love. I'm really proud of you."

Proud of him. Martin's throat went tight, his eyes prickling, and the praise hit harder than any of Trent's approval had because this was Claire, his wife, the woman he'd loved for sixteen years, telling him he'd been good. Good. Good at kneeling. Good at tasting another man's cum and knowing his place.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." She smiled properly, warmth reaching her eyes, and for half a second she was just Claire again, the woman who remembered the dentist appointments and rolled her eyes fondly at his jokes. Then her hand dropped, her tone shifted back to practical, and the authority settled round her again like a coat. "But you're still a mess. Shower and dressed, then you're taking me shopping."

"Shopping?"

Her smile widened. "More sexy undies, and a couple more dresses." She said it casual, like she was talking about buying milk. "Trent likes red, but Daniel apparently prefers black. So I'll need options."

Options. For her ne men. New knickers for other men to peel off her arse whilst Martin sat in a chair he'd paid for and watched. New dresses to be fucked in, ruined in, spunked on. He felt his prick swell at the thought of her in some posh West End changing room holding black lace up to her bruised tits and asking his opinion on what another man would like best.

Claire caught the look on his face, read it instantly. Her expression shifted, something sharper entering it, and she stepped back, putting space between them.

"And before you get any ideas, love, I'm too sore for anything tonight. We'll have a nice quiet evening, order room service maybe, but that's it." Her voice was firm, no room for negotiation. "You can have a wank in the bathroom later if you need to, but my cunt and my arse are both off limits till they've had a chance to recover. And then… well we'll see. Understood?"

The words hit like cold water. Off limits. Martin's face went hot, his chest tight, because the fantasy of touching her later, of maybe getting to fuck her himself once Trent had gone, dissolved before it had even properly formed. She was too sore from being fucked properly, the way Martin never had, never could, eight and a half inches stretching her cunt and arse till she screamed, and now she needed to recover before she could be used again, by someone else. By men who could actually satisfy her.

"Yeah. Alright." His voice came out steady, which surprised him. "That makes sense."

And the mad thing was, it did. She needed better than him now. Needed men who could actually give her what she wanted, not a husband with a pathetic little cock who'd spent sixteen years asking permission and never once just taking what he wanted. He could wank himself off in the bathroom later, alone, replaying the sounds she'd made for Trent, and that would be enough. More than enough. Because this wasn't about him anymore.

Claire's face softened slightly, seeing the acceptance in him. She reached out, squeezed his arm. "Good boy. Now go on. Shower. I'll sort breakfast whilst you're in there."

Good boy. The same words Trent had used, and Martin's cock twitched again at the sound of them in her mouth. He nodded, crossed to the bathroom, his legs stiff and protesting with every step, his lower back aching from hours tied to that chair. He paused at the door, looked back.

Claire had dropped the towel, reaching for her clothes, utterly unbothered by her nakedness. Her body was marked everywhere, and her cunt looked swollen, used - changed - and she looked more satisfied than he'd seen her in years.

She caught him looking, raised an eyebrow. "Something else?"

Martin shook his head, smiled, the expression surprising him with how genuine it felt. "No. Just... yeah. This is good. This is really good."

Claire's face softened, warmth flooding back into it. "Yeah. It is." Then she pulled on her bra, all business again. "Now hurry up, I want to hit the shops before lunch."

Martin stepped into the bathroom and shut the door behind him. His reflection stared back from the mirror above the sink. Rumpled, exhausted, his shirt creased and stained, his trousers visibly crusted with dried spunk. He looked like he'd been sleeping rough, exactly as Claire had said. But underneath the mess, underneath the exhaustion, his face looked settled. Calm. Like he'd finally found the answer to a question he'd been asking wrong for six years.

The shower ran hot, nearly scalding, steam clouding the mirror within seconds. Martin stepped under the spray and let it pound his neck and shoulders, washing the stink of last night off his skin. Sweat and dried spunk and the chemical smell of Trent's expensive cologne swirling down the drain, but the memories didn't wash away with it.

Yes, Sir, my arse is yours, fuck it properly. Claire's voice in the dark, breathless and eager, saying words she'd never said to him in sixteen years.

The wet obscene sound of Trent's cock working into her arse, slow and thick, and her cries, nothing like any sound she'd ever made for Martin, desperate little sobs of pleasure that went straight to his prick even now, even just remembering.

The taste of Trent's cum in his mouth, salt and bitter, unmistakably spunk. Kneeling at the foot of the bed, his tongue working between Claire's thighs, licking another man's load out of his wife's cunt whilst Trent watched and called him a good boy.

His cock thickened under the spray, water streaming over his balls, and he could wank now, finish himself properly for once instead of leaking uselessly into his trousers, but he didn't. Save it. Claire was in the next room getting dressed, maybe texting Daniel right now, arranging the next time, and the thought of her in that changing room later, holding up black lace and asking his opinion, knowing full well it wasn't for him, knowing he'd be watching her model it for another man before the month was out.

That was worth saving it for.

Martin finished washing, turned off the shower, dried himself with one of the hotel's thick towels. Caught his reflection again, cleaner now, the evidence scrubbed away but the knowledge still sitting in his chest, heavy and certain.

Next time with Trent was December, and he'd be there and kneel and serve. And Claire would get everything she needed from men who could actually give it to her, men with proper cocks who knew how to use them, and Martin would watch and clean up after and be grateful for it.

And that, finally, was exactly what he was for.

He wrapped the towel round his waist, opened the bathroom door. Claire was dressed now, jeans and a soft jumper, her hair scraped back in a ponytail, looking utterly ordinary except for the faint bruises just visible at her collarbone. She glanced up from her phone, smiled.

"Better?"

"Yeah. Much."

"Good. I've ordered us coffee and continental, should be here in a minute. Get dressed, then we'll head out. There's a place on Marylebone High Street I want to try, does proper lingerie, none of that cheap high street rubbish."

Martin nodded, crossed to his bag, pulled out clean clothes. His hands were steady, his cock soft again, leaving him clear-headed for the first time since last night. He could think properly now, assess the situation the way he'd assess a risk at work. And the risk was this: he'd changed. Properly changed. And he wasn't sorry about it.

Claire watched him dress, her expression thoughtful. "You really are alright with this, aren't you? All of it?"

Martin pulled his shirt on, met her eyes properly. "Yeah. I really am. More than alright."

She stood, crossed to him, kissed him on the mouth. He tasted hotel toothpaste and underneath, fading but still there. Trent. The salt-bitter aftertaste of Trent's cum still on her tongue hours later, or maybe Martin was imagining it, maybe he just wanted to taste it again.

She pulled back, patted his chest like he was a dog who'd learned a new trick. "Right then. Let's go spend your money on something pretty for Daniel."

Martin smiled. "Yeah. Alright."

And meant it, absolutely, all the way through.
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!

Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand-new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck-to-the-page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini-dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum-dripping creampies, throat-wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.
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A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.

[image: ]

Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.
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Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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