
        
            
                
            
        

    
Match Day Hotwife
He Lets His Pub Mates Share His Wife
Chris P. Rider


[image: ]
Chris P Rider Publishing



Copyright © 2026 by Chris P. Rider

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.K. copyright law. For permission requests, contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Book Cover by Chris P. Rider


Contents


Introduction
1. Lucky Charm
2. Home At Last
3. Game Two
4. Cuckold Acceptance
5. Champions League Night
Also by Chris Rider
Trigger Warnings



Introduction
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https://subscribepage.io/chrisrider


one
Lucky Charm
Punching Above His Weight


The toast burned at the edges because Dan couldn't focus. He stood in the galley kitchen, butter melting into Marmite, going glossy and wrong, and yeah, he was watching it, but he wasn't here. Not really. Fortess Road. The lads. Mason's text sitting in his pocket like a hot coal.

Bring her down, Skipper. We'll behave. Probably.

Probably.

Holly sat at the kitchen table, scrolling her phone, mug of tea going cold between her palms. She wore one of his old football hoodies, sleeves pulled over her hands, bare legs tucked up on the chair. Dan cleared his throat.

She didn't look up.

"Babe."

"Mm?"

"Big match today. Proper North London derby."

Holly glanced up, eyebrows raised. "Yeah, I know. You've mentioned it about fifteen times this week."

"Right. Yeah." Dan turned back to the toast, avoiding her gaze. "Thing is... I was thinking. Maybe you'd fancy coming down the pub? Meet the lads."

Silence.

He risked another glance. Holly's thumb had stopped mid-scroll. She was watching him now, head tilted, something amused playing across her mouth.

"The pub? With your mates?"

"Yeah."

"Dunno, babe. Sounds a bit..." She wrinkled her nose. "Blokey."

Dan's chest went tight. Course she didn't want to. Why would she? Stupid idea. Mason probably didn't even mean it.

"Nah, it's not like that." His voice came out too high, too eager. "They're sound, the lads. You'd like 'em."

He trailed off. Pathetic.

Holly set her mug down, leaned back. The hoodie slipped off one shoulder, showed the strap of her vest, pale skin underneath. She was studying him.

"You really want me to come?"

"Yeah. I mean, only if you want. No pressure."

"Right." She picked up her phone again. Scrolled. Dan's stomach sank. Fine. Forget it.

"Alright."

Dan blinked. "What?"

"I said alright. I'll come." Holly smiled, that slow curve of her lips that used to make him hard just looking at her. Still did. "But you're buying my drinks, yeah?"

Relief punched through him. "Yeah. Course. Whatever you want."

"And if they're boring, we're leaving."

"They won't be boring."

"If they are, though."

"Yeah. We'll leave. Promise."

She stood, stretched, and the hoodie rode up, showed the curve of her arse in her knickers. Dan's mouth went dry. She padded barefoot towards the bedroom, ponytail swinging.

"Better be worth it, Dan."

"It will be."

Probably.
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The bedroom was a bomb site. Clothes everywhere: draped over the IKEA wardrobe, piled on the chair, scattered across the duvet. Holly stood in front of the mirror in her bra and knickers, hands on her hips, frowning.

"What do you even wear to a football pub?"

Dan sat on the edge of the bed, trainers on, jacket in his lap. "Just... whatever, babe. You always look good."

"Dan, that's not helpful."

She pulled something red from the back of the wardrobe. Held it up.

Dan's old footy shirt. Home kit, 2002, sponsor faded across the chest. He'd given it to her years ago.

"That's perfect."

Holly tugged it over her head. The fabric was soft, worn thin, tight across her tits. She knotted it under her boobs, showed a strip of pale stomach. Grabbed a denim skirt from the floor, wriggled into it. Short. Not indecent, but short. White trainers.

She turned, checking herself in the mirror. "This work?"

Dan's throat closed. The shirt clung to her, the knot showing skin, and the skirt sat high on her thighs. His cock thickened. Heat spreading through his groin, jeans suddenly too tight. The lads were going to see her like this. Mason. Jay. Robbo. They'd look. Course they'd look.

His stomach twisted.

"Babe?"

He blinked. Holly was watching him, amused.

"Yeah. That's... you look mint. Proper fan."

Holly grinned. "Lucky, innit. Your old shirt."

She disappeared into the bathroom. Dan sat on the bed, trying to think about the midfield shape, trying not to think about what the lads would say.

His phone buzzed.

Mason: Are you coming? You’ve missed your round.


Dan: Yeah, mate. On our way soon. 


Mason: She fit then, your Holly?




Dan stared at the screen. His pulse kicked hard. What the fuck kind of question was that? Course she was fit. She was his wife. But Mason didn't give a shit about wedding rings. Mason asked because he wanted to know.

Dan's fingers hovered.

Dan: Yeah. She's alright.


Mason: Alright? Mate, I've seen her Instagram. You're punching.




Dan's chest tightened. Mason had looked her up. That photo from Ibiza. Bikini. Her arse to the camera.

Fuck.

Dan: Haha yeah mate. I'm a lucky bastard.


Mason: Too right. See you in a bit, Skipper.




Dan locked his phone, shoved it in his pocket. Mason loved a bit of banter.

The bathroom door opened. Holly stepped out, hair smoothed, makeup on. Foundation, brows filled in, nude lipstick. She looked older. Sharper.

Fit.

"Right. Ready?"

Dan stood. "Yeah. Let's go."

She grabbed her bag, checked her phone. Dan pulled on his jacket.

Holly stopped in the hallway, hand on the frame.

"You sure you're alright with this? We don't have to go. Could just watch it here, order a pizza..."

"Nah, babe. We're going. You'll love it."

Holly searched his face, then shrugged. "Alright. But if they're arseholes, we're leaving."

"They're not arseholes."

She kissed his cheek, quick and light, then stepped past him into the stairwell. Dan locked the door and followed her down.
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The street smelled of fried chicken and diesel. The kebab shop next to the pub had its shutters half-up, greasy smoke curling into the cold October air. Holly walked beside him, arm linked through his, chatting about some client at the salon. Dan nodded, but he wasn't listening. Mason's text. She fit then? The shirt riding up Holly's back, showing the curve where it dipped towards her arse. Blokes were looking. That geezer outside the off-licence. The scaffolder on the corner, wolf-whistle quiet but Dan heard it.

Holly didn't seem to notice. Or maybe she liked it.

Dan's cock pressed against his jeans.

They turned onto Fortess Road properly, and the pub was there: red-painted exterior chipped and faded, hanging sign squeaking on rusted chains. The Gooner's Arms, cartoon cannon peeling away. Noise spilled out, commentary and laughter.

Holly slowed.

"This is it?"

"Yeah."

She looked up at the sign, at the blacked-out windows, at the three blokes smoking out front in assorted football shirts.

"Looks... rough."

"It's alright inside."

She didn't move. Dan felt her hesitate. She was nervous. Holly, who'd grown up in Archway with two rough-as-fuck younger brothers. Nervous. Of a North London pub. Of his mates.

"We don't have to-"

"Nah." Holly straightened, smiled. "Come on. Don't wanna miss kick-off do ya?"

She pulled him towards the door.

Dan's hands were shaking. She's your wife. Just a few pints. Just a laugh. The lads would behave.

Mason said they'd behave. Probably.

Dan pushed the door open, and the noise hit them: Sky Sports commentary, fifty blokes shouting, fruit machine beeping. The air was thick, hot, stinking of beer and old carpet.

Holly stepped inside.

Dan followed, the door swinging shut behind them.
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Fifty Eyes on Her

Every head in the pub turned. OK maybe not all of them, but it fucking felt like it. The weight hit Dan like a punch; fifty pairs of eyes swivelling towards Holly. That fucking shirt, and the short skirt, showing off most of her sexy legs. Deano at the bar, mid-sip, eyes locked on her thighs. Gaz next to him, elbow nudging, that grin spreading. Old George in the snug looked up from his Racing Post, glasses sliding down his nose, mouth slightly open. Even Mick behind the bar paused, pint glass mid-pull, eyebrow raised.

The noise dipped. Just for half a second. Conversations stuttering, pint glasses frozen halfway to mouths, fruit machine beeping into the sudden quiet.

Then Mason's voice cut through it.

"Fucking hell, Skipper! You kept this one quiet!"

Chest tight, he couldn't breathe properly. And his cock, throbbing, insistent, uncomfortable, pushing against his jeans. Mistake. This was a fucking mistake, bringing her here, letting them see her like this. But Mason was standing now, barrel chest, shaved head, gold chain catching the yellowed light, waving them over with that massive grin, and Holly was already walking towards the table, hips swaying, trainers squeaking on the sticky floor. Too late. Far too fucking late now.

Mason met them halfway, pulling Dan into a rough half-hug, clapping his back hard enough to rattle his ribs.

"Mate, you said you were bringing the missus. Didn't say she was a fucking worldie!"

His mouth opened. Nothing. Just a laugh that came out strangled, pathetic, too high. Mason released him, turned to Holly, hand extended.

"Holly, yeah? Dan's told us fuck all about you. Proper shithouse, keeping you hidden. I'm Mason."

Holly took his hand. Her smile was bright, confident, though Dan saw how she shifted on her feet. Nervous maybe. Or just the trainers. New ones. Mason held onto her hand, eyes on hers, thumb brushing across her knuckles before he let go.

"Alright, Mason. Nice to finally meet you lot. Dan never shuts up about you."

"Yeah?" Mason's grin widened. "All good, I hope."

"Well..."

The lads laughed. Mason's eyes flicked down, quick, taking her in properly now. The knotted shirt. The bare midriff. The short skirt. His tongue touched his bottom lip. Then he stepped aside.

"Right, come meet the lads. This here's Jay."

Jay was already on his feet, phone in hand, that permanent grin plastered across his face. Trackies, fresh trainers, gold watch glinting.

"Oi, oi, Holly! Gotta get a selfie, yeah? For the lads' group chat. Proof Dan actually has a missus."

Jay slid next to her before she could answer, arm round her waist, pulling her in close. His hand spread across her hip, thumb pressing into the bare skin. She laughed, leaned into him, threw up a peace sign. Flash. Done.

"Fucking mint. You're a ledge already."

He showed her the photo. She giggled, nodded. Jay's hand stayed on her waist. She didn't pull away. Tilted her head towards him even, smiling. Jay's thumb moved, just slightly, stroking the soft skin above her skirt.

Dan's throat closed up. Say something. Fucking say something, pull her back; but his legs wouldn't move. His cock was properly hard. Jeans digging in, making him shift his weight, trying to hide it.

"And that miserable bastard at the end is Robbo."

Robbo didn't stand. Just nodded from his seat, pint glass halfway to his mouth. His eyes weren't on Holly's face. They were lower. Probably noticing how the old shirt stretched across her tits, knotted high, showing the curve of her bra underneath.

"Alright, Holly."

Voice flat, gruff. He met her eyes for half a second when she smiled at him, then looked away, took a long pull of his pint.

Mason gestured to the booth.

"Right, sit yourselves down. Holly, you're between me and the Skipper. Can't have you stuck next to Robbo, he don't talk."

Robbo grunted, Dan couldn't tell if he was agreeing or arguing.

Holly slid into the booth first, shuffling along the ripped red velvet until she was in the middle. Dan followed, squeezing in beside her, thigh pressed against hers.

Then Mason dropped down on her other side.

Tight booth with Holly too. Too fucking tight. Mason's thigh pressed against Holly's immediately, solid, thick, taking up space. His arm stretched along the back of the seat, hand resting inches from her shoulder. If he dropped it, just a bit, he'd be touching her.

Dan stared at the TV, at the 3D cannon crest rotating on screen as they showed the line-up. Commentary rumbling. Focus. Just fucking focus.

Across the table, Jay dropped into his seat, phone still out, scrolling. Robbo was beside him, quiet, eyes flicking between the screen and Holly's face.

Mick appeared at the end of the table, wiping his hands on a towel slung over his shoulder. Ex-hooligan face, grey beard, football polo stretched over his gut.

"Alright, Dan. Usual?"

"Yeah, cheers, Mick."

Mick's eyes shifted to Holly. Eyebrow raised slightly, but his voice stayed gruff, neutral.

"And for the lady?"

Holly hesitated, glancing at the bar, at the taps, at the fridges stacked with lager bottles.

"Um... what do you reckon? I'm not much of a lager girl."

From behind the bar, Trish's voice cut through the noise.

"Try a Hooch, love! Got strawberry or lemon. Proper throwback!"

Holly's face lit up. She laughed, bright and genuine.

"Yeah, go on then. Strawberry. But just the one, mind. Watching my figure, innit."

The lads erupted. Mason slapped the table, Jay nearly spat his pint, Robbo's mouth twitched into something almost resembling a smile.

"Hooch! Fucking hell, that's proper 90s. Love it." Mason leaned closer to Holly, grin widening. "And darling, you don't need to watch nothing. You're perfect as you are."

Jay had his phone up again, filming her.

"This is going on the story. Holly drinking Hooch at a North London boozer. Fucking brilliant."

Holly waved at the camera, laughing, face flushing pink at Mason's compliment. His arm shifted on the back of the booth. His fingers brushed her shoulder. Just lightly. Just once.

Dan's sweaty hands fisted, his nails dug into his palms under the table.

Mick grunted, walked back towards the bar. Trish was already pouring, strawberry Hooch bottle on the bar, and a pint glass under the Mahou tap.

Mason's leg was still pressed against Holly's. She'd crossed her legs, which just made the skirt ride higher; Dan could see the edge of her thigh, pale, smooth, freckled. Mason's arm still stretched along the back of the booth, fingers near her neck now, close enough that if she leaned back even slightly she'd feel them.

The pundits were talking about formations. Saka's pace. The opponents' shoddy defence. Dan couldn't hear a word. Just the roar of blood in his ears, the thud of his heartbeat, Holly's laugh cutting through it all.

Trish clattered the drinks down, and the order went in for fresh pints for the lads.

"There you go, love. Strawberry Hooch. Haven't served one of them in years."

Holly thanked her, took a sip, wrinkled her nose.

"Christ, that's sweet."

"That's the point, babes, hides the booze." Jay raised his pint. "To Holly. The only bird brave enough to drink Hooch in 2024."

They clinked glasses. Holly giggled, cheeks flushing pink, but she set the bottle down after just one more small sip.

"Right, that's me done with that. Can I get a Diet Coke next, Mick?"

Mason leaned in, elbow on the table now, body angled towards her.

"Diet Coke? Nah, you don't need diet nothing, babe. Look at you."

Holly laughed, shook her head. "Flattery will get you everywhere."

"So, Holly. You into football then? Or you just here to babysit this one?" Mason nodded at Dan.

Holly laughed, shook her head.

"Honestly? Don't have a clue. Just know we are red and... the others are the shit ones we hate, right?"

The table exploded. Mason slapped the wood, Jay nearly choked on his lager, even Robbo's shoulders shook.

"She's alright, Skipper! She's fucking alright!"

Mason wiped his eyes, grinning at Holly like she'd just told the best joke he'd ever heard.

"Yeah, they lot are shite. We'll teach you the rest. By the end of the day, you'll be singing the chants, swear down."

Jay leaned forward, phone abandoned for once.

"Oi, Holly, you ever been to a match? Like, proper in the stadium?"

Holly shook her head, ponytail swinging.

"Nah. Dan's been banging on about it for years, but I've never fancied it. Too cold, innit."

Robbo's voice, quiet, from the end of the table.

"It's alright. Gets proper loud though. You'd like it."

Holly looked at him, surprised. Smiled.

"Yeah? Maybe."

Dan's throat was dry. She was fitting in. Already. Laughing at their jokes, answering their questions, leaning forward when she talked so the shirt gaped, just a flash of red lace bra underneath. Jay noticed. Course he did. His eyes flicked down, back up, grin widening.

Dan's nails dug deeper into his palms. She wasn't doing it on purpose. Was she? Nah. Just chatty. Friendly. That's all it fucking was.

The screens cut to the tunnel. Players walking out, the crowd noise from the stadium roared through the speakers. Commentary kicking in.

"Big London derby today..."

Mason straightened, eyes on the screen.

"Right, lads. Predictions. I'm saying 2-1 to us. Saka and Martinelli."

Jay shook his head.

"Nah, 3-0. Proper thrashing."

Robbo grunted.

"1-1. We always fuck it up against this lot."

Mason turned to Holly, eyebrow raised.

"What about you, lucky charm? What's your prediction?"

Holly bit her lip, thinking. Then shrugged, grinning.

"I dunno! Um... 4-0?"

The lads cheered, pints raised.

"Fucking love it! Confidence!" Mason lifted his glass. "To Holly's prediction. 4-0."

They clinked again. Holly's cheeks were properly pink now, eyes bright, her Hooch sat mostly untouched on the table, condensation running down the bottle. She was smiling, buzzing off the attention.

Mason set his pint down, a dangerous look now on his face.

"Tell you what, Holly. If we score first, you gotta show us what's under that lucky shirt properly."

Holly's smile faltered slightly. She laughed, uncertain.

"Oi, what's that mean?"

"Just a little flash. For luck. We do bets here all the time, don't we, lads?"

Jay nodded, grinning.

"Yeah, Skipper lost a bet last month, had to down a pint in ten seconds. Nearly threw up."

Dan's voice came out strangled, weak. "Nah, Holly don't have to... I mean, if she don't want to..."

Holly cut him off, waving her hand.

"Dan, babe, it's just a laugh. I'll do it. But only if we score first."

Stomach dropped. His cock throbbed so hard he thought he'd cum right there, right fucking there in his jeans. She'd agreed. Just like that. Flash her bra? Fuck. Mason was grinning, leaning back, fingers drumming on the booth behind her head.

Just banter. Just a stupid bet. We might not even score first. Probably end up a dull nil-nil. It was fine. Fine.
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Flash for the Lads

The whistle blew and the match started, and as usual, the pub fucking erupted.

Everyone on their feet, roaring, pints sloshing everywhere. The noise hammered into Dan's skull, made his ears ring, made his teeth ache. Holly jumped beside him, laughing, one hand gripping his arm, the other holding her Diet Coke in its glass, ice rattling.

"Bloody hell, it's loud!"

Mason grinned down at her; arm still draped along the back of the booth.

"That's nothing, darling. Wait till we score."

She settled back into the seat, eyes on the screen. Our lads in possession, passing it around the back, opponents pressing high. The commentary drowned under the pub's own chorus: "Come on, you Gunners!" and "Fucking have it!"

Dan's pint was already half-empty. He didn't remember drinking it, didn't remember lifting it to his mouth, but his throat was dry, tongue thick, and he took another gulp, felt it slosh cold and sour in his stomach. Nervous drinking, always did it, and his hands were shaking.

Holly appeared to be watching the match with genuine interest now, leaning forward slightly when the lads pressed forward.

Mason's hand was still on the booth, but his fingers had shifted, resting now against Holly's shoulder blade. Just resting, casual, mate's wife, nothing dodgy.

Except his thumb was moving. Tiny circles, stroking the bare skin where her shirt rode up, and Dan's throat went tight. She hadn't noticed. Had she? She'd notice. She'd pull away.

She didn't pull away. She was just... allowing it. She's always been the friendly type.

The Reds broke forward. Saka on the wing, ball at his feet, cutting inside, whipping a cross into the box. Header. Wide. The crowd groaned, Dan included, though his eyes weren't on the screen anymore. They were on Mason's hand, on the way Holly's shoulders had gone soft under the touch, the way she leaned back slightly, into it.

"Fucking hell, Jesus! Hit the target!"

Mason leaned forward, shouting at the screen, and his hand slipped from Holly's shoulder down to her upper arm. Bare skin. She'd pushed her sleeves up ages ago, too hot, the pub rammed now, bodies everywhere, heat rolling off the crowd in waves thick enough to taste.

His thumb brushed the inside of her elbow. Gentle. Deliberate.

She didn't pull away, didn't even glance at him, just kept watching the match, biting her lip, leaning forward slightly. Her Coke sat forgotten on the table, barely touched, condensation pooling beneath the glass.

Dan's stomach twisted. His cock was so hard it hurt, properly hurt, pressing against his zip, and he reached for his pint, hands shaking worse now, spilt a bit on the table. No one saw. Everyone's eyes were fixed on the screen, on us pressing again, Ødegaard threading a ball through, Martinelli running onto it, one-on-one with the keeper, slotting it past him, net bulging, and the pub exploded.

Roaring, pints raised, beer spilling everywhere, bodies colliding, hugging, jumping. Mason was on his feet, arms up, bellowing something Dan couldn't make out. Jay was filming the screen, phone high, then panning round to the table. Holly was on her feet too, laughing, hands clapped together, caught up in it, and Dan stumbled upright, nearly knocked her over, someone behind him shoving past to get to the bar.

"FUCKING YES!"

Mason turned to Holly, grin wide and wolfish.

"Right, lucky charm! Pay up! Bet's a bet!"

Holly's laughter didn't falter this time. She sat back down, looked at Dan, eyebrows raised, eyes bright and clear and completely fucking sober.

"Do I have to?"

Dan's throat closed. Every eye at the table locked on him: Mason, Jay, Robbo, all waiting.

"I mean... you don't... if you don't want to... it's just..."

"Nah, nah, Holly said she'd do it."

Mason's voice cut through, easy, confident, like it was already decided.

"Didn't you, babe? Just a quick flash. For luck. The lads wanna see."

Jay leaned forward, grinning.

"Yeah, come on, Holly! Don't leave us hanging!"

Holly glanced at Dan again. She wanted to do it - Dan could see it in her eyes. The excitement. The thrill.

He couldn't speak, couldn't move, and his cock throbbed, leaking, and he wanted to say no, wanted the word to come out, wanted to pull her up and get her out of here, but his mouth wouldn't work. The words stuck in his throat, thick and choking.

She stood up, grinning under the weight of their attention.

"Alright, alright! But you lot better buy me another Diet Coke after this."

The lads cheered. Dan's vision blurred.

Holly stepped to the end of the table, gave herself space. The pub roared around them, commentary crackling, crowd going mental over the replay, but here, at the table, silence. His mates' eyes locked on her. Dan's breath stuck in his chest.

She grabbed the hem of the shirt, glanced at the lads, grinned, and lifted.

Slow at first, showed her stomach, toned and flat, belly button, the soft curve of her ribs, pale skin, freckles Dan had kissed a thousand fucking times, then higher, her perky tits barely held by the straining lacy bra. She held it there. Three seconds. Four. Long enough for them to see. Long enough for Jay to film.

Dan's cock jerked in his jeans, leaking a hot wet smear into his boxers, and he couldn't look away. His wife. Showing them her fucking tits. Showing Mason and Jay and Robbo her body, her skin, the freckles only he was supposed to see, and they were staring, grinning, Mason's eyes dragging over her stomach like he owned it.

The lads erupted.

"Fucking legend, Holly! Absolute legend!"

Jay's phone angled low, filming. Just her torso. No face. But definitely filming.

Mason whistled, slow and appreciative.

"Told you. You've got a right one here Skipper."

Holly dropped the shirt, sat back down, face flushed but steady, laughing.

"Happy now?"

"YES!"

Pints raised. Mason squeezed her shoulder again, fingers kneading, and she leaned into it, still laughing, and Dan sat there, frozen. Couldn't process what had just happened.

She'd done it. Just done it. Lifted her shirt, showed them her body, her skin, her tits, and they'd cheered. Mason's hand was back on her shoulder, squeezing, proprietary, and she wasn't stopping him. Wasn't even pretending to mind. .

Dan grabbed his pint, downed half of it, hands shaking so bad he nearly dropped the glass.

"Oi, Mick! Another round! And a fresh Diet Coke for the lucky charm!"

Mason waved at the bar. Mick raised an eyebrow, grinned, nodded. Trish started pouring.

Jay leaned across the table, phone still in his hand.

"Holly, you're a proper ledge. Dan, mate, why haven't you brought her down before?"

Dan forced a laugh. It came out strangled, wet.

"Yeah, well, you know. Didn't think you lot could handle her."

Weak joke. No one laughed. Holly patted his thigh, leaned against him slightly.

"He's just protective. Aren't you, babe?"

Her voice was soft, affectionate, and for a second Dan's chest loosened. She was still his, still here, still choosing to sit next to him.

Then Mason spoke.

"Nah, we can handle her alright. Can't we, Holly?"

He winked. She giggled.

"You're all fucking cheeky."

Robbo's voice, quiet, from the end of the table.

"She fits in."

Everyone turned. Robbo shrugged, lifted his empty pint.

"Just saying."

Holly blushed, smiled at him.

"Cheers, Robbo."

Mason's hand slid from Holly's shoulder down her arm, casual, slow, then dropped to the table. For a second Dan thought that was it. Done. Back to the match.

Then Mason leaned in, eyes on Holly, voice low enough the rest of the pub wouldn't hear but loud enough Dan caught every word.

"Proper fit, Hol. Can't believe the Skipper kept you locked away this long."

Holly's smile didn't falter. Her eyes flicked to Dan, then back to Mason. Clear. Sharp. Knowing exactly what she was doing.

"Yeah, well. He's shy, innit."

Mason's grin widened. His hand moved again, fingers brushing the bare skin of her stomach. Just the tips. Just a graze. Testing.

"Don't worry, darling. We'll look after you."

His thumb stroked. Once. Twice. Holly didn't pull away. She held his gaze, breathing steady, and something passed between them. Something Dan saw but couldn't name.

She's not stopping them.

Dan's vision narrowed. Mason touching her. Right there in front of everyone. And Holly was just sitting there, letting him, eyes locked on Mason's face, breathing shallow, and fuck, was she blushing harder now?

Mason's voice dropped lower, almost a whisper, but Dan heard it. Every syllable.

"Next time we score, I reckon we deserve a proper look. Yeah?"

Holly's breath caught. Her lips parted.

"Mason..."

"What?" His fingers spread wider, palm flat against her stomach now, just below her ribs. "Just a bit of fun. For luck. You're our charm now, Hol. Gotta keep the streak going."

He pulled his hand away, sat back, grabbed his pint like nothing had happened.

Holly sat there, face flushed, chest rising and falling. She picked up her Diet Coke, took a long sip, ice rattling in the glass.

Someone shouted. The commentary built. But Dan couldn't hear any of it over the roaring in his ears, the thudding of his pulse, the slick heat spreading in his boxers.

His cock throbbed. Hard. Leaking.

Mason caught his eye across the table. Winked.

"Half-time in fifteen, Skipper. Get 'em in, yeah?"

Dan's mouth was dry, and he couldn't think how to reply.

Holly shifted beside him, crossed her legs. Uncrossed them.
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For Luck

The whistle blew. Still one-nil the boys. Martinelli's goal, still ringing in Dan's ears, the pub erupting all over again. Bodies everywhere, shoving towards the bar, the bogs, out to the smoking area. Everyone breathing out, relieved. Safe. For now.

Mason stood, stretched. His shirt rode up. Dark hair trailing down from his navel, disappearing into his jeans. Dan looked away.

"Right, need a fag." Mason's eyes on Holly. "You coming? Get some air?"

Holly glanced at Dan. Back at Mason.

"Yeah, alright. Bit stuffy in 'ere, innit."

Her face flushed, hair stuck to her temples. Dan's throat went tight. She looked... fuck, she looked fit. Sweaty, yeah, but fit.

"I'll get the drinks in, yeah? Same again?"

"Yeah, ta, babe."

She leaned over, kissed his cheek. Quick, routine, tasting of Diet Coke and lip-gloss. Then sliding out of the booth, following Mason towards the back door. Mason's hand on her lower back, guiding her through the crush. She laughed at something he said, head tipping back. They disappeared through the door marked BEER GARDEN.

Dan sat there. Stared at the door. His cock still hard, uncomfortable, leaking into his boxers, and now Holly was outside. With Mason. Just for a fag, yeah? She didn't even smoke. But fresh air, the pub was rammed, made sense. Course it made sense. Fresh air. That's all.

He turned to the bar. Mick was slammed, three deep, Trish shouting orders. Dan joined the queue. Don't think about it. Don't picture Mason's hand on her back. The way she'd laughed. Hadn't even hesitated.

Fresh air. Just a fag. Nothing else.

His jeans were too tight, wet patch cold against his thigh. He shifted. Adjusted himself. Someone might notice. Might see. He kept his hands in front of his crotch, gripping his wallet.
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HOLLY POV

Outside, the cold smacked her. Fuck. October chill, sharp after the pub's stink and heat. Holly shivered, wrapped her arms round herself. Should've brought her jacket. Nah, they'd only be out here a minute.

Beer garden was over-promising; a concrete yard, wooden fence rotting at the edges, three picnic benches scattered about. Overflowing ashtrays. Bins against the back wall stinking of fags and piss. Fairy lights strung overhead, half of them dead. Gas heaters glowing orange, doing sod all.

Mason already had his fag out, lighter flicked. The flame lit his face. Shadows under his cheekbones, stubble dark against his jaw. Proper fit. He inhaled, exhaled, smoke curling up.

Jay was over by the bins, vaping, chatting to Robbo. Robbo had a roll-up between his fingers, face blank as always. They glanced over. Nodded. Went back to their conversation.

Mason held the fag out.

"Want a drag?"

Holly laughed. "I don't smoke."

"Go on. Just one. For luck."

His grin easy, confident. Fucking hell, he knew he was fit. Holly hesitated. Took it. Put it to her lips, inhaled. Coughed immediately, laughing, handed it back.

"Fucking hell, that's rough."

Mason grinned wider. "Yeah, they're shit. But they're cheap."

He stepped closer. His hand on her lower back again, steadying her. She was shivering properly now, goosebumps down her arms. He was warm. Solid.

"You're a good sport, you know."

Holly looked up at him. Smiled. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. Dan's lucky."

She blushed. Looked away. "Yeah, he keeps saying."

Mason's hand still on her back, thumb stroking small circles just above her waistband. Felt nice. Really nice.

"Nah, serious. You could've stayed home, but you came down. Had a laugh. Did the bet. You're sound."

Holly shrugged, trying to play it off. "Just a bit of fun, innit."

"Yeah. Fun."

His hand slid from her back to her hip. Fingers spreading, pressing slightly. He leaned in. She could feel his breath, warm against her face.

His mouth on hers.

Quick at first. Testing. His lips warm, firm, tasting of fags and lager. Holly froze. Pull back. Push him away. What the fuck are you doing? But her body didn't move. His tongue, gentle, coaxing, tracing her lower lip. She opened her mouth, and let him in.

Five seconds. Maybe less. His tongue against hers, his hand tightening on her hip, pulling her closer. Heat through her belly, her thighs. Her cunt throbbed. Fucking throbbed. She kissed him back.

She pulled away. Gasped.

"Mason..." Her voice breathless. "I'm married; Dan's just in there!"

He grinned. Didn't let go of her hip.

"I know. Just for luck. Second half, yeah?"

Holly laughed. Breathless. Nervous. "You're fucking cheeky."

"Yeah."

He didn't move away. His hand still on her hip, warm through her skirt, fingers pressing into the soft flesh. She could feel his cock. Hard. Properly hard. Pressing against her stomach.

"But you didn't hate it."

Holly didn't answer. Looked away. Shivered, but not from the cold. Not from the cold at all.
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DAN POV

Inside, Dan was at the bar. Mick set three pints down, Holly's Diet Coke beside them.

"Twenty-eight quid, mate."

Dan fumbled for his wallet. Hands shaking. Why were his hands shaking? He paid. Didn't count the change. Grabbed the pints, turned towards the back door. Glanced through the grimy window.

Saw them. Holly. Mason. By the fence. Close. Too fucking close. Mason leaning in. Holly's head tilting back.

Mason's mouth on hers, kissing her. Fucking properly kissing her.

Dan's stomach dropped. Chest caved in. Couldn't breathe. His cock throbbed, leaking, and he was hard. Harder. Watching his wife kiss another man through the condensation-streaked glass, pints in his hands, frozen.

What the fuck. What the actual fuck.

Mick's voice cut through. "You alright, son?"

Dan blinked. Nodded. Couldn't speak. Turned back to the window. They'd pulled apart. Holly laughing, tucking her hair behind her ear. Mason lighting another fag. Like nothing had happened. Like it was nothing.

Dan pushed through the back door. Cold air smacked him. Holly and Mason turned. Saw him.

Mason grinned. "Alright, Skipper! Got the drinks? Ledge."

Dan's mouth was dry. "Yeah. Yeah, here."

He held out Holly's Diet Coke. His hand shaking. She took it. Smiled. Like nothing had happened. Like he hadn't just seen Mason's tongue in her mouth.

"Cheers, babe. You alright? You look pale."

"Yeah. Just... hot in there. Needed some air too."

His voice sounded wrong. Thin. But they didn't notice.

Mason clapped him on the shoulder. "Yeah, it's rammed. Mental today. Come on, second half's starting soon. Let's get back in."

He walked back inside. Holly followed, glancing back at Dan, smile still on her face. Dan stood there, pint in his hand, frozen. Jay walked past, slapped his shoulder.

"Alright, Dan?"

Dan nodded. Couldn't speak. Couldn't move. Just watched Holly disappear back into the noise and heat, Mason's hand on her lower back again, guiding her, owning her.
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Another Bet

Saka was on the ball, neat little triangle with Ødegaard, building from the back. The crowd settled, that tense rhythm Dan knew by heart, everyone watching, waiting for something to crack open. Holly was watching the screen properly now or pretending to. Her knee bounced. Mason's leg pressed against hers again, same as before. Thigh to thigh, warm, solid.

Dan lifted his pint. Fourth? Fifth? Lost count. The lager was flat, warm, tasted like copper and old pennies. He swallowed it anyway. Needed something to do with his hands, something to stop them shaking.

Mason leaned back, stretched his arm wider along the booth. His fingertips grazed Holly's shoulder. She didn't flinch or pull away, just sat there with her knee bouncing, eyes on the screen like she couldn't feel his touch.

"Right, lads." Mason's voice punched through the noise, loud enough to carry. Dan's stomach tightened. "New bet."

Jay looked up from his phone, grinning already. "Go on then."

Mason's grin spread wider. "If we haven't let a goal in by eighty minutes, Holly sits on my lap for the last ten minutes. Proper lucky charm, yeah?"

Dan's throat closed*. Say something you twat, stop this, tell him to fuck off and drag her out of here.* His mouth opened. Nothing came out. Just his breath, shallow, fast.

Jay slapped the table, laughing. "Fucking love it. Holly, you up for it?"

Holly turned, looked at Dan. Her eyes bright, pupils wide, cheeks flushed pink. She wasn't drunk. She was buzzing. On the attention, the pub, the thrill of it all.

"Babe?"

Dan's mouth worked. What was he supposed to say? No, you can't sit on my mate's lap, we're leaving? The lads would crucify him. Holly'd think he was boring, controlling, some jealous prick who couldn't take a joke. She'd be embarrassed. He'd be the arsehole who ruined the night.

His cock throbbed against his zip, wet patch spreading. He shifted, crossed his legs tighter, kept his pint low.

"I mean..." His voice came out thin, reedy. Fuck. "It's just... if you want to... it's just a laugh, innit?"

Weak. Pathetic. He heard it himself, the way his voice wobbled.

Holly smiled, leaned over, kissed his cheek. Quick peck, routine, the kind she gave him before work. "Yeah. Alright. If we keep it 1-0, I'll sit on your lap, Mason. But you lot are buying me drinks all night after this."

Mason raised his pint. "Deal."

They clinked glasses. Holly laughing, Mason grinning, his eyes locked on hers. Jay was filming again, quick burst, phone angled over the table. Robbo said nothing, just watched Holly's bare midriff. Dan stared at his pint. The glass was sweating, condensation pooling on the sticky table, mixing with old beer rings and crisp crumbs. His reflection warped in the curve. He looked pale. Sick.

She'd agreed. Again. Just like that, no hesitation. Sit on Mason's lap. His fucking lap. For at least ten minutes. Right there. In front of everyone. In front of him. And Dan had let her, told her it was fine, just a laugh.

His cock was so hard it properly hurt, a dull ache spreading up into his guts. Pressing against his zip, trapped, leaking. What the fuck was wrong with him?

We were defending. They had a corner, players crowding the box. The pub held its breath. Ramsdale punched it clear, big fists, safe. Roar of relief, lads jumping, pints sloshing. Dan didn't hear it. Just watched Mason's hand slide onto Holly's thigh, fingers spread wide, thumb stroking small circles on her bare skin.

She didn't move it, didn't even fucking flinch.

Seventy minutes on the clock. Still 1-0. The boys just holding on, defending deep, bodies back, they were pressing us high and hard. Every attack felt like it might break through, like we might crack. The lads were on their feet, shouting at the screen. Track your runner, fucking close him down. Holly was half-standing too, caught up in it, hands gripping the edge of the table. Mason's hand still on her thigh, fingers tight now, pulling her back down gently.

"Easy, darling. They've got this."

She sat. His hand stayed, fingers flexing, squeezing.

Dan's nails dug into his palms, little half-moons of pain. His vision blurred at the edges, everything too bright, too loud. Fifteen minutes left. If we kept the clean sheet... if they held on... she'd sit on his lap. For ten minutes. Right there. In front of everyone. In front of him.

He reached for his pint. Empty. When the fuck did that happen? He stared at the bottom of the glass, foam dregs clinging to the sides, brown and thin.

Eighty minutes.

Mason patted his thigh. Loud smack, deliberate. "Right, lucky charm. Come on. Ten minutes."

Holly laughed. Nervous edge to it now, high-pitched. She glanced at Dan. He couldn't look at her, couldn't meet her eyes. Just stared at the screen, jaw clenched so tight his teeth ached.

She stood. Smoothed her skirt down, tugging at the hem. It had ridden up during the match, showing more leg than before, pale thighs, the shadow between them. She tugged again. It didn't go far. Mason shifted in his seat, hands resting on his thighs, relaxed, confident. Waiting.

Holly climbed onto his lap. Awkward at first, side-saddle, perched on his knee like a kid visiting Father Christmas. Mason shook his head, grinning.

"Nah, turn round. Face the screen. Watch the match."

She hesitated. Just a second, a flicker. Then she turned, sat properly. Arse on his crotch, back against his chest. His arms went round her waist, hands flat on the bare skin of her stomach. Her shirt had ridden up again, knotted high above her belly button, and Mason's hands were right there. Fingers splayed wide, thumbs brushing the underside of her tits.

The crowd roared. The Reds attacking again, fast break, the defenders scrambling. No one was looking at their booth. Everyone's eyes glued to the screen, to the desperate defending, to Ramsdale diving low, clawing the ball away with his fingertips.

Except Dan.

He could see every fucking detail. Mason's arms wrapped round her waist, big hands splayed flat, fingers thick, tanned, callused. Holly's head tipped back against his shoulder, throat exposed, pulse visible, her breath coming faster. Her skirt had ridden up again, most of her thighs exposed, the skin contrasted against Mason's dark trackies. Was Mason hard, was his cock pressed right against her arse? If so she'd feel it. Had to. She shifted, trying to get comfortable, and that just made it worse. Her arse pressed down harder, grinding slightly. Mason's jaw tightened, muscle jumping. His hands flexed on her stomach, fingers digging in.

Dan's cock throbbed, leaked. The wet patch spreading, cold and sticky against his thigh. Would he cum? Right here. In his jeans. Untouched. Just from watching.

Eighty-five minutes. Time crawling now, every second stretched. We were defending with everything, bodies on the line, blocking shots, throwing themselves in front of the ball. The lads were screaming, voices hoarse, fists pounding the table. Holly was caught up in it, leaning forward, hands gripping Mason's forearms. He pulled her back against him, held her tight, his chin nearly resting on her shoulder.

"Easy."

She relaxed into him. Breathing hard, chest heaving. Dan could see her breasts rising, falling, and Mason's hands crept higher, thumbs definitely brushing her bra now, tracing the underwire. She didn't stop him. Didn't even seem to notice.

Ninety minutes. Four minutes added time. Their corner, last chance. The pub groaned, everyone on their feet, Dan too without realizing, legs shaking. Ramsdale came out, punched it clear, big fists, safe. Whistle blew.

Full time. We'd bloody won 1-0, and the pub fucking erupted.

Holly jumped, laughing, arms in the air, nearly knocking Mason's chin. But she stayed on his lap, caught up in the celebration, and she leaned back, turned her head, said something in his ear. Dan couldn't hear over the roar, the cheering, the chanting. Mason grinned, whispered back, his lips brushing her ear. She laughed, properly laughed, loud and free, hand on his chest.

Jay was filming. Quick clip over Holly's shoulder.

Dan's eyes on Holly as she finally stood, smoothing her skirt down, cheeks flushed, breathing hard. Mason adjusted himself, obvious bulge tenting his trackies, didn't even try to hide it. He caught Dan's eye across the table, winked, slow and deliberate.

Dan hadn't moved. Couldn't. Not with the state of his jeans, and his cock still hard, still leaking, hands shaking on the table. Holly slid back into the booth next to him, pressed close, kissed his cheek.

"That was mental, babe. Your mates are mental."

She was glowing. Cheeks pink, eyes bright, hair mussed. More animated than he'd seen her in months, maybe years. And Dan sat there. Silent, and humiliated – but he'd never been harder in his fucking life.
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Just a Laugh

Chants were bouncing off the walls, blokes hugging, pints slopping everywhere, everyone pissed and euphoric. Holly sat wedged between Dan and the sticky booth edge, head buzzing, skin tingling like she'd been plugged in. The pub roared around her, match replays on every screen, the lads singing their hearts out.

Mason leaned across the table, grinning wide. "Proper result, that. Clean sheet, one-nil, exactly what we needed."

Jay was scrolling his phone, filming short clips of the celebrations, panning across the pub. "Mental in here, bruv. Absolute scenes."

Robbo drained yet another pint, set it down with a heavy thunk. "Getting another. Anyone want one?"

Holly opened her mouth to answer, but Mason cut in, eyes on her. "Nah, mate. Got something better upstairs, haven't we? Champagne, left over from last week. Proper stuff, not Tesco shit. We should crack it open, yeah? Celebrate properly."

He was still looking at her. Not the lads. Her.

"Upstairs?" The word floated out of her mouth, curious, excited.

"Yeah, got a back room. Private, like. Away from all this noise." His eyes didn't move. "Just the lads. And you, of course. Our lucky charm."

Lucky charm. He'd called her that twice now. She liked it, liked the way it sounded in his mouth, rough and warm and hers.

Jay perked up. "Oh, yeah, the champagne! Forgot about that. Let's do it."

Robbo stood. "Yeah, alright."

Mason's eyes hadn't left hers. "What d'you reckon, Holly? Fancy it?"

Dan was beside her, silent. She glanced at him, expecting... what? Objection? A shake of the head, a tight smile, a let's go home, babe? But he was staring at his pint, jaw tight, hands gripping the glass like it might escape. He didn't look at her. Didn't say a word.

Her stomach flipped. Excitement, nerves, something else she couldn't name. Mason was offering champagne, a private celebration, just the five of them. Away from the noise, the crowd, the chaos. It sounded... brilliant. Fucking brilliant.

"Yeah, alright," Holly said, smiling. "But only if there's actual champagne. Not Tesco cava."

Mason laughed, deep, genuine. "Proper stuff, I swear. Come on."

He stood, held out his hand. She took it without thinking. His palm was rough, warm, swallowing hers. He pulled her up, steadied her when she wobbled slightly, and his other hand went to her lower back, just resting there, guiding her.

Jay was already moving towards the bar, Robbo following. Mason's hand stayed on her back, firm, possessive, steering her through the crowd. Bodies pressed close, sweaty and loud. Someone spilled lager on the floor and her trainer squelched through it. Mason's hand tightened, kept her upright.

"Careful, darling."

Darling. Not "mate," not "Holly." Darling.

Her cunt throbbed, and she squeezed her thighs together, stumbling slightly. Mason's hand slid lower, just above her arse now, fingers splayed wide across her lower back, thumb brushing the waistband of her skirt.

They reached the bar. Mick was pulling pints, Trish serving at the other end. Behind the bar, a narrow door marked "PRIVATE - STAFF ONLY." Jay pushed through it first, disappeared into the dim corridor beyond. Robbo went next. Mason's hand pressed Holly forward.

"After you."

The staircase was steep, narrow, carpet threadbare and sticky under her trainers. Fucking gross. It stank of old wood, dust, stale fags. Holly gripped the bannister, legs shaky from the long afternoon sitting, from the excitement buzzing through her. Mason was right behind her, close enough she could feel his body heat, hear him breathing. Big, solid, there. Her arse was right at his eye level. She knew it. Felt it. The back of her thighs prickled.

She stumbled on the third step. His hands caught her waist, steadied her. Big hands, strong, and they lingered, thumbs brushing her bare skin where her knotted shirt had ridden up.

"Steady. I've got you."

Yeah. He did. Dan never made her feel like that. Dan was soft, sweet, but soft. Small hands, nervous touches, always asking if she was alright, if it was okay, like she might break. Mason didn't ask. He just took; held her like she was his to hold.

She climbed faster, heart hammering. At the top, a short corridor stretched ahead, magnolia walls peeling, paint flaking. One door to the left, another straight ahead. Jay was waiting by the second door, grinning, phone out.

"VIP lounge, innit."

He pushed it open. The room was tiny, proper dingy. Brown leather sofa against the wall, cracked to fuck, sagging in the middle like someone's granddad's armchair. Folding table, couple of mismatched chairs, bare bulb overhead casting yellow light that made everything look jaundiced. Window opposite, blinds drawn, slats dusty. It stank of fags, old and ingrained, and something else. Sweat, maybe. Stale beer.

Holly stepped inside. Mason and the others followed. The door swung shut behind them with a soft click.

"Right, no one's gonna barge in on us up here. Can actually hear ourselves think." Mason moved past her, heading to the table. Behind it, tucked in the corner, a bottle. Proper champagne. Moët, gold label, condensation beading on the glass.

"Told you. Proper stuff."

He grabbed four plastic cups from the table, started pouring. Foam spilled over, hissing, fizzing. Jay flopped onto the sofa, legs spread, scrolling his phone. Robbo took one of the chairs, dragged it to the corner, sat down. Silent, just watching.

Mason handed Holly a cup. Their fingers brushed, and his eyes locked on hers, dark, intent, hungry.

"To the lucky charm."

Jay raised his cup. "Yeah, to Holly. Proper legend, you are."

Robbo lifted his, nodded. Didn't speak. Hardly ever spoke, did he? Just watched. Blank-faced, unreadable. It should've creeped her out. Didn't. Somehow made her hotter.

Holly's face burned. She raised her cup, sipped. Bubbles sharp and cold, fizzing on her tongue, champagne sweet and dry at once. Fucking gorgeous. She drank again, savouring it, the fizz tickling her nose.

Mason sat on the sofa, patted the cushion beside him. "Come sit, yeah? Relax."

She should stay standing. Should make an excuse, go back downstairs, check on Dan, make sure he was alright. But the sofa was right there, and Mason's eyes were on her, warm and hungry and wanting. She sat.

His thigh pressed against hers immediately, thick, solid, warm through his trackies. His arm stretched along the back of the sofa, fingers near her shoulder. If she leaned back, she'd feel them.

Jay was banging on about some Spurs tosser at work who'd bet fifty quid on them. "Fucking mug, mate, I told him, I said, 'You're having a laugh, Spurs are shit,' and he goes, 'Nah, nah, they're gonna smash you lot,' and I'm like, 'Mate, put your money where your mouth is then,' so he did, didn't he, fifty quid, and now—"

Everyone laughed. Holly laughed too, high and giggly, champagne bubbles making everything bright and easy and fucking brilliant. She sipped again, slower this time, letting the fizz settle on her tongue.

"You're fucking brilliant, you know that?" Jay said, grinning at her. "Dan never talks about you. Kept you proper secret, didn't he?"

"Yeah, well." Holly shrugged, sipped. "He's shy, innit. Doesn't talk about me much."

"Should've brought you ages ago," Mason said, voice low, close to her ear. "Brighten the place up."

His fingers brushed her shoulder now, just the tips, stroking lightly. Her skin prickled, goosebumps rising, nipples hardening. She should move, shift away. But she didn't. Just sat there, drinking, laughing at Jay's jokes, feeling Mason's fingers on her bare skin.

Mason's hand slid from her shoulder to her neck, thumb stroking her throat, slow circles. She froze, breath catching. Her pulse hammered against his thumb, thudding so loud he must've felt it.

"You know you're fit, yeah?" His breath was warm against her ear, voice rough. "Proper fit. Dan's a lucky bastard."

Her face burned, heat flooding through her, settling between her legs. Heart pounding so loud she could hear it, feel it in her cunt, throbbing, wet, aching. She should say something. Thanks, maybe. Or tell him to stop, tell him to fuck off, she was married. But her mouth wouldn't work, tongue thick, and his thumb was still stroking her throat, and fuck, it felt good.

When did Dan last touch her like this? Like he wanted to devour her, like he couldn't keep his hands off her?

Couldn't remember. Years, maybe. If ever.

Mason leaned closer. His lips brushed her ear. "Bet you don't hear that enough."

She turned her head, just slightly. Her lips grazed his jaw, stubble rough, scratching. She heard him exhale, sharp. His hand tightened on her throat, not choking but owning, holding her there.

Jay's voice, distant: "Oi, Mason, you listening?"

Mason ignored him. His mouth was so close now, lips almost touching hers. Holly's brain screamed stop, pull away, this is wrong, you're married, Dan's downstairs, what the fuck are you doing. But her body wasn't listening. Her cunt throbbed, clenched, aching, and she was wet, soaked, could feel it, knickers damp, thighs slick.

Dan hadn't stopped anything had he? He hadn't said a word all afternoon, he'd just watched. Let Mason kiss her outside, let her sit on his lap, let Mason's hands creep higher, thumbs brushing her tits. Dan had sat there, silent, face red, and he'd done nothing.

Mason kissed her.

Properly fucking kissed her, mouth covering hers, tongue pushing past her lips, wet and demanding. His hand tightened on her throat, not choking but owning, holding her there, and fuck, her cunt clenched, wet heat flooding her knickers.

She should stop. Should shove him off, tell him to fuck off, she was married, this was wrong. But her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer, and she was kissing him back, tongue meeting his, tasting him, drowning in it. His stubble scratched her chin, rough, and she wanted to feel it on her thighs, wanted his mouth everywhere. Her nipples were hard, aching against her bra. Her cunt throbbed, soaked, and she squeezed her thighs together, but it just made it worse, made her wetter, made her want to spread them instead, let him touch her, fuck her, anything—

Jay whistled, low. "Fucking hell."

Holly's eyes snapped open. She pulled back, gasping, wiping her mouth. Spit strung between them, broke. Jay was grinning, phone up, recording, the little red light blinking. Robbo was still watching, blank-faced, legs spread, bulge obvious in his trackies.

Footsteps on the stairs, heavy and uneven. Knock on the door.

Dan's voice, muffled: "Holly? You up here?"

Her stomach dropped, cold dread flooding through her. Fuck. Dan. She scrambled back from Mason, heart hammering, guilt crashing through the champagne buzz. Her lips felt swollen, slick with spit. Mason's spit. Could Dan tell? Would he see it, smell it on her?

But her cunt was still throbbing, knickers soaked, and that scared her more than anything.

Mason didn't move. Just leaned back, relaxed, grinning. Jay pocketed his phone. Robbo shifted in his chair, just like nothing had happened.

What the fuck had just happened?

Mason stood, casual, walked to the door. Pulled it open, swung it wide. "Yeah, mate, we're here! Come in!"

Dan stood there, pale, eyes glassy and red-rimmed, properly pissed. How much had he drunk?

His eyes found hers, searched her face, looking for what? Proof?

Holly smiled. Bright, fake, trying to look normal. Her hands were shaking. Her lip-gloss was definitely smudged. Could he see Mason's spit on her mouth, taste it in the air?

"Just... checking you're alright, babe." Dan's voice was small, stammered. "You've been up here a bit."

Alright? Was she alright? She'd just been kissing Mason, his tongue in her mouth, his hand on her throat, her cunt soaking her knickers. And Dan was asking if she was alright?

She stood, wobbly, crossed to him. Took his hand. It was damp, shaking, small. He looked wrecked, properly wrecked. Pale, sweaty, eyes unfocused. But he was smiling, sort of, trying to.

"Yeah, babe, I'm mint! Just having a laugh with the lads. You want some champagne?"

He shook his head, mumbled something. Then his eyes dropped, just for a second. And Holly followed his gaze.

His jeans. The front of his jeans. Bulging. Properly bulging.

He was hard. Her husband was hard.

What the fuck? Why was he hard? They'd won the match, yeah, but that wasn't... no. That wasn't why. He'd seen something. Knew something. Or he'd been watching, listening, standing outside the door?

Did he know she'd kissed Mason?

Her cunt throbbed again, wet, aching, and she squeezed his hand, trying to read his face. But he wouldn't meet her eyes, just stared at the floor, jaw tight, breathing shallow.

He knew. He had to know, but he hadn't said anything. Hadn't yelled, hadn't pulled her out, hadn't punched Mason. Just... let it happen.

Mason clapped Dan on the back, loud and cheerful. "Alright, Skipper! Just celebrating, mate. Your missus is a proper sport."

Dan flinched, nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, she is."

"Come on, let's get back downstairs. The lads'll want another round."

Mason ushered them out, hand on Dan's shoulder, talking loud about the match, about Spurs being shit, about how we were top of the league now, fucking top. Holly followed, legs shaky, head spinning. Dan's hand was still in hers, clammy, trembling.

The staircase down felt steeper, darker. She gripped the bannister, trying not to stumble. Dan walked beside her, mechanical, face blank. His cock still hard, she could see it, obvious, pressing against his jeans.

The pub noise hit them again at the bottom, louder, drunker, messier. The chants were still going, blokes arm-in-arm, swaying. Mick behind the bar, pulling pints, Trish laughing at something a regular said.

Holly and Dan slid back into their booth. She sat close to him, trying to act normal. Catching herself in a mirror behind the bar, her lip-gloss was definitely smudged. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, hoping he wouldn't notice.

Dan stared at the TV. Some post-match analysis, pundits droning on. He wasn't watching. Just staring.

Holly's champagne cup was still upstairs, half-finished. She grabbed her water from earlier, drank deep, trying to clear her head. Her pulse was still racing, champagne fizz and guilt and arousal all swirling together. What the fuck was happening? And why was her cunt still throbbing? Why did she want to go back upstairs?

Mason slid into the booth opposite, eyes on her. He winked, slow, deliberate.

Holly looked away, face burning. Dan's hand landed on her thigh. Small, soft, clammy. Nothing like Mason's. She glanced at him. His jaw was tight, eyes still glassy, and his cock was still hard beneath the table.

He squeezed her thigh. Gentle. Possessive? Permission? She didn't know, couldn't read him. But he wasn't stopping anything.

And fuck, that scared her.

And fuck, it made her wetter.


two
Home At Last
Seconds...


The shower was still running, water hissing through the old pipes, banging against the cheap plastic cubicle. Dan sat on the edge of the bed; jeans damp where his cock had leaked through his boxers on the walk home. Hadn't stopped leaking since they'd left the pub. Since Mason. Since Holly on Mason's lap, grinding down, kissing him.

His hand went to his zip. Didn't even decide. Just did it.

Pulled it down, tugged his jeans open, shoved his hand inside. There it was. Cock still half-hard, sticky, pathetic. Three inches hard, maybe less when it wasn't up proper. He wrapped his fist round it, squeezed, and fuck, it twitched, thickening already.

What was wrong with him?

Holly in the shower. Washing off Mason's touch. Mason's spit. Washing it all away like it hadn't happened. But it had. Every second of it was burned into Dan's skull, replaying over and over: Mason's hand sliding up her thigh, Holly perched on his lap grinding her arse down, that kiss outside the pub. Dan had seen it through the grimy window, pints trembling in his hands, seen Mason's mouth cover hers, seen her kiss him back.

His fist moved. Slow, then faster. Cock properly hard now, leaking fresh pre-cum, slicking his palm. He shouldn't. Should wait for Holly, ask her what the fuck happened upstairs, have a proper talk about it. But his hand kept pulling, kept working, and his head filled with Mason. Mason's hands. Big, rough, tattooed knuckles spreading across Holly's bare stomach, thumbs brushing the lace edge of her bra. The way she'd leaned back into him. Relaxed. Trusting. The way she hadn't stopped him.

Dan's breathing went shallow, chest tight. His cock throbbed, leaked, and he bit his lip to keep from moaning.

Mason's bulge. Fucking huge, straining against his trackies when Holly finally climbed off his lap. She'd felt it. Course she had. Thick and hard pressing up against her arse, nothing like Dan's. And she'd stayed there, ten minutes give or take, grinding slightly, shifting, making it worse. Making it better. Making Mason rock-hard while Dan sat there with his pint, watching, frozen.

Dan's vision blurred. He wanked himself faster, cock slick, wet sounds filling the quiet bedroom. Pathetic. Fucking pathetic, wanking to the thought of another man touching his wife. But he couldn't stop. His balls ached, pulled tight against his body, pressure building low and hot.

The kiss. Outside. Mason's hand on her hip, pulling her close, mouth covering hers, and Holly's body had gone soft, melting into him, tongue meeting his. Dan had watched through the window, stuck there holding those pints like a mug, and his cock had been so hard he'd nearly spilled in his jeans right there in front of everyone.

Just like now.

The shower turned off. Dan froze, cock throbbing in his fist, right on the edge, so close. He yanked his hand out, shoved his cock back in his jeans, zipped up fast. Breathing hard, face burning, wiping his palm on the duvet.

The bathroom door opened. Steam rolled out, thick, smelling of Holly's coconut body wash. She stepped into the bedroom, towel wrapped round her, hair dark and damp, dripping onto her shoulders. Water slid down her collarbone, disappeared into the towel, and Dan's throat went dry.

She saw him on the bed. Stopped. Looked at him, head tilted.

"You alright, babe? You've been dead quiet all night."

Quiet. Yeah. What was he supposed to say? Did you enjoy kissing Mason? Did his cock feel good pressed against you? What happened upstairs? You going to fuck him next week?

"Yeah. Just… bit tired, innit. Good day though. Yeah?"

Holly smiled and walked towards the bed and dropped the towel.

Properly fucking naked, and Dan's breath caught. Her body pale in the orange glow from the streetlights outside, tits small and perfect, nipples hard from the cold. Stomach flat, soft curve below her belly button. Hips wide, thighs thick, and between them… fuck. Her cunt, waxed smooth, bare, pink. Still wet from the shower. Or something else.

She climbed onto the bed, straddled him, didn't say a word. Just kissed him hard. Tongue in his mouth, tasting of toothpaste. Her hands tugged his jeans open, yanked his cock out.

He was still hard.

She didn't say anything. Didn't look surprised. Just lifted herself, positioned him at her entrance, and slid down.

Wet. Fucking soaked, no resistance, just hot and tight and slick, and she gasped, head tipping back, damp hair dripping onto his face. She started moving, riding him proper, hips rolling, grinding, nails scratching at his chest through his shirt.

When was the last time she'd been this wet? Months. Longer. Maybe never, not for him, not like this.

Dan gripped her hips, trying to hold on, trying to last, but his cock was already throbbing, balls tightening, orgasm building so fast he couldn't control it. Thirty seconds in and he was done. He tried to think about work, the team fixture list, anything except how Holly was moaning, how her cunt was clenching round him, how she was riding him like she actually fucking wanted it.

But all he could see was Mason. Mason's face. Mason's hands. Mason's cock, thick and massive and everything Dan wasn't. Holly on Mason's lap, grinding just like this, feeling him hard beneath her, wanting him.

Did she want him?

Dan's vision went white. His cock jerked hard, pulsing, and he came, gasping her name, fingers digging into her hips, spilling inside her in thick desperate bursts.

"Holly… fuck… Holly…"

She stopped moving. Looked down at him. He was done, finished, cock already going soft inside her.

Holly didn't say a word, just sighed and climbed off, and his cum leaked out, white streak dripping onto the grey duvet. Not much. Never was. She didn't even bother faking it this time. Just walked to the bathroom, grabbed tissue, wiped herself clean, came back, and climbed into bed.

Dan's throat was tight. Shame crawling through him, hot and sick.

"Sorry, babe. You just looked so fit today, I couldn't… sorry."

Holly kissed his forehead. Affectionate but distant.

"It's alright. We'll have another go soon, yeah?"

She pulled the duvet up, turned away from him, facing the wall. Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. She reached for it, checked the screen, smiled. Didn't show Dan.

Dan lay there, jeans still open, cock soft and sticky against his thigh. The phone's glow lit her face, blue-white, shadows under her eyes. She was typing. Fast. Thumb moving, smile widening.

Who was texting her at gone eleven?

Mason. Had to be. Or Jay. Fuck, did they have her number?

Dan's stomach twisted. His cock twitched, trying to get hard again, useless. He wanted to ask. Wanted to grab the phone, see the screen, read the messages. But his mouth wouldn't work. His hands stayed on the duvet, gripping the fabric.

Holly's phone buzzed again. She laughed, quiet and breathless, the way she used to laugh for Dan years back.

She typed, longer this time, then locked the phone and set it face-down. Her breathing slowed. She was falling asleep, just like that. Content. Satisfied. And none of it from him.

Dan stared at the ceiling. Cracks spreading out from the light fitting, plaster flaking. Holly's breathing deepened beside him, slow and even.

Her phone buzzed again.

Dan didn't move. Didn't ask. Just lay there listening to her sleep, listening to the phone buzz, listening to his own heartbeat thudding in his ears.

He could ask. Could wake her, demand to see the messages, tell her they needed to talk about what happened at the pub. He could say it was too much; it had gone too far; they weren't doing that again.

He wouldn't. He knew he wouldn't.

Because his cock was thickening again, and the thought of next Saturday, the next match, Holly back at the pub with Mason's hands on her, made him hard.

What the fuck was wrong with him?

Holly's phone buzzed a fourth time. The screen lit up, blue light washing across the ceiling.

Dan closed his eyes. Didn't look. Couldn't.

Just lay there in the dark, hard and ashamed and already wanting more.

[image: ]

Just Banter

Monday morning. Break room at the warehouse, Park Royal. Fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. Stink of instant coffee mixed with someone's three-day-old curry. Dan sat alone at the plastic table, scrolling his phone, mug of tea going cold beside him.

The group chat lit up.

Mason: Top day Saturday lads. Holly's a ledge. Tell her cheers from us Skipper.




Dan stared at the screen. His thumb hovered over the keyboard, frozen. What was he supposed to say, then? Were the lads talking about her in a different group chat? Where Jay and Robbo could see. Where they'd share video’s Jay took.

His hands shook. He typed anyway.

Dan: Yeah cheers. She had a laugh.




He sent it, set the phone face-down, then snatched it back up like the screen might burn him. Blank. No replies. Just Mason's message sitting there like a fucking landmine. "Holly's a ledge." Like she was one of them now. Like she'd earned it. One afternoon at the pub and she'd done what Dan couldn't manage in five years.

Properly belong.

His stomach twisted. His cock stirred anyway, thickening against the cheap polyester of his work trousers. Fucking traitor. He shifted on the plastic chair. Alan walked past, nodded, didn't notice. Dan stared at his tea. Cold now, scummy film floating on top.

"She had a laugh." What else could he say, though? "Stop talking about my wife"? They'd rip the piss. Call him paranoid, controlling, some boring bastard who couldn't handle a bit of banter.

And he was paranoid. But he wasn't wrong.

Was he? Fuck knows.
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Tuesday evening. Relaxing on their sofa with the telly on; some reality show Holly loved. People shouting at each other in a villa somewhere hot. Dan wasn't watching. Just staring at the screen, seeing nothing, hearing nothing except Holly's breathing beside him and the faint buzz of her phone on the arm of the sofa.

She checked it and smiled, that soft private smile Dan used to get, then typed something back. Screen lit her face, blue glow washing over her cheekbones, shadowing her eyes. She giggled. Quiet, breathy.

Her phone buzzed yet again. She read it. Smiled wider. Typed faster this time.

Dan's chest tightened, breath going shallow.

"Who's that then?"

Holly glanced at him all casual. "Just Mason. Asking about the next match day."

Dan nodded. His cock thickened. He crossed his legs, squeezed his thighs together.

"Oh. Right. You gonna come again?"

"Yeah, why not? We had fun, didn’t we?"

"Yeah. Yeah, we did."

Her phone buzzed. She looked down, read the message, bit her lip. Didn't show him. Just locked the screen, set it down on the cushion between them.

Dan stared at the telly. People shouting. Kissing. Crying. He had no idea what was happening. His jeans were tight. Too tight. Holly shifted beside him, tucked her legs under her, leaned against his shoulder. Warm and soft against him. Her phone buzzed again.

She didn't check it this time.

Mason. Again. What was he saying that made her giggle like that? What was he saying that made her bite her lip, lock the screen, hide it? Dan's throat was tight. His cock pressed against his zip, leaking already, damp patch spreading in his boxers.

He wanted to grab her phone and read the messages. See what Mason was saying, what Holly was saying back. But he couldn't. She'd think he didn't trust her.

And he did. Didn't he?

Course he did, it was just texts. Just banter. Just Mason being Mason. Nothing serious.

Holly's hand rested on his thigh. Squeezed affectionately. She kissed his cheek, eyes still on the telly, and Dan's skin burned where her lips touched.
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Three o'clock Wednesday afternoon, and Alan had let Dan leave work early as the warehouse was quiet, nothing doing. The flat was empty when he walked in. Holly would be at work till seven, salon in Primrose Hill. Wednesdays were her late day.

Dan dropped his keys on the kitchen counter. Saw Holly's phone. Charging. Screen dark. She'd forgotten it. She never forgot her phone. Maybe he should take it to her? Instead he just stared at it. Kettle in the corner, unwashed mugs in the sink, her phone between them. Innocuous. Just a phone. Just a thing.

He knew her passcode. Her birthday. She'd never changed it. Told him once, years ago, laughing, "I trust you, babe."

He shouldn't.

He picked it up. Thumbs shaking. Unlocked it. Messages app. Mason's name right at the top, above her mum, above her best mate Claire.

Fuck it. He opened the thread.

Mason (Monday, 11:23am): Good to meet you Saturday. You're a ledge. Next match?


Holly (Monday, 11:31am): Yeah was fun. I'll come down again. X




A kiss. She'd put a kiss. Stop being a daft cunt, means nothing.

Mason (Tuesday, 9:47pm): You wearing that tight top for us again?


Holly (Tuesday, 9:52pm): Maybe. Depends if you behave.


Mason (Tuesday, 10:15pm): I don't behave. You know that.


Holly (Tuesday, 10:18pm): 😂 You're trouble.


Mason (Wednesday, 8:03am): Can't wait for Saturday.


Holly (Wednesday, 8:11am): Me neither. X




Another kiss.

Dan put the phone down. Hands shaking properly now, fingers numb. Walked to the bathroom. Locked the door and pulled his cock out. Already hard and leaking. He wrapped his fist round it, tight, rough, picturing Mason's face, Mason's hands on Holly's waist, Holly's smile when she read those messages. That private smile.

"Can't wait for Saturday."

"Me neither."

Dan came hard, gasping, thick ropes hitting the sink, spattering the sink, coating his hand. He leaned against the wall, breathing ragged, cock still twitching in his fist, shame crawling through him hot and sick and twisted up with the aftershock.

She was texting him. Properly texting him. Kisses on the end. Flirting. She knew Mason was trouble. She'd said it. "You're trouble." And she was going back anyway.

Dan cleaned the sink, hands shaking under the tap. Washed the cum away. Looked up at himself in the mirror. Pale and pathetic. Three-inch cock going soft, pink and wet and useless.

He wanted to disappear. Wanted Saturday to never come.

But also…

He wanted Saturday. Desperately.
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Thursday night in their bedroom. Both of them getting ready for bed.

"You alright, babe? You've been proper weird."

Dan pulled his shirt over his head to hide his face. "Yeah. Just… work. Knackered."

Holly sat on the bed, brushing her hair. Long strokes, blonde strands catching the lamplight. Her phone on the nightstand, screen dark.

Dan's throat was tight. Say it. Just say it.

"You and Mason… you're texting a lot, yeah?"

Holly paused. Looked at him. Eyes wide, cautious.

"Just friendly, babe. He's your mate, innit. Don't be paranoid."

"Nah, I'm not… I just… you know. Wondered."

Holly stood, crossed to him, kissed him soft on the mouth. Her hand on his chest, warm through his T-shirt.

"It's nothing, Dan. Seriously. Just match banter."

Dan nodded. Dropped it. What else could he do?

Holly climbed into bed. Her phone buzzed. She checked it. Smiled. Put it face-down on the nightstand.

Dan lay beside her. Faced the wall. Listened to her breathing slow, deepen, settle into sleep. Listened to her phone buzz again. Once. Twice.

Didn't ask.

Just friendly. Just banter. She'd said it. And he'd believed her. Or pretended to. Because what else could he do? Accuse her of what? Texting his mate? She hadn't done anything.

Had she?

Just a kiss. Outside. For luck.

Just the lap thing. Just a bet.

Just time upstairs with the door locked.

It didn't mean anything.

Dan's cock was hard. Again. Always hard now. He rolled over. Stared at the ceiling. Holly's phone buzzed a third time. The screen lit up, blue light washing the room, turning everything cold and alien.

Dan closed his eyes.

Didn't look. Just lay there in the dark, hard and ashamed.
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No Knickers, No Lies

Match day. Holly stood in front of the wardrobe, pulling hangers aside, rejecting everything. Dan sat on the bed edge, phone in his lap, pretending to scroll, watching her.

She held up the oversized hoodie; another she’d pinched of him. Shook her head.

"Nah. Too frumpy."

Tossed it onto the bed. Dan's stomach tightened. The hoodie had been safe. Big, baggy, hid everything. She wasn't going for safe.

Next was a tight black vest top, thin straps, plunging neckline. She held it against her chest, turned to the mirror.

"This one, yeah? Shows off the girls a bit."

Laughed. Light, easy, like it was nothing.

"Bit... I dunno. Bit much, maybe?"

Holly glanced at him in the mirror. Eyebrows raised.

"Dan, babe, the pub's always boiling. I'll roast in a jumper."

She dropped the vest top, kept searching. Pulled out the old footy shirt she’d customised with a big pair of scissors, the one from two seasons ago that was too tight for him.

Dan knew that top. It barely covered her tits when she wore it round the flat, and she was considering wearing it to the pub. For them.

Holly pulled off Dan's old T-shirt she'd been wearing, stood there in just her knickers. No bra. Tits pale, nipples pink, hard from the cold air. She pulled the top over her head, tugged it down. It clung. Tight across her chest, riding up at the waist, showing a strip of bare skin above her knicker line.

She turned. Checked herself in the mirror. Smiled.

Dan could see her nipples, hard little points pressing against the red fabric. The skirt came next. Denim, frayed hem, shorter than last week's. She shimmied it up her thighs, zipped it at the side. It sat low on her hips. If she bent over, her arse would be out.

She knew. Course she knew.

Dan's cock throbbed. He shifted on the bed, adjusted himself through his jeans.

Holly caught him in the mirror. Smiled.

"You alright, babe?"

He nodded. Mouth dry.

She turned, walked towards him. Kissed his cheek. Smelt of perfume, sweet and floral, something new. When had she bought new perfume?

"I need a quick wee, then we better be off. Don't wanna be late."
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They left the flat. Dan locked the door, hands shaking, keys jangling. Holly ahead of him on the stairs, white trainers squeaking on the lino. Her skirt rode up with each step. He could see the curve of her arse, the crease where her thighs met. His stomach dropped.

"Holly."

She glanced back. Still walking.

"Yeah?"

"Are you... are you wearing knickers?"

Holly stopped. Turned. Laughed.

"Yeah, course I am. What d'you think I am?"

She carried on down. Dan followed, watching her hips sway, the skirt shifting. Was she lying? He couldn't tell. The skirt was so short. If she bent over, he'd know. But she wasn't bending. Just walking. One step, another, trainers slapping the stairs.

Dan's cock leaked. Wet patch spreading in his boxers. He was going to cum in his jeans before they even got to the pub. Get a grip. It's just an outfit. Just clothes. She's your wife. She's allowed to look good.

But not for them. Not for Mason.

Right?

They reached the street. Fortess Road stretched ahead, grey and loud, buses rumbling past, blokes outside the kebab shop smoking, staring. Holly walked ahead, confident, hips rolling. It felt like every man turned as she passed; watched her arse, her legs, her tits bouncing with each step.

Dan followed three paces behind. Hard. Ashamed. Terrified.

The pub loomed ahead. Red paint peeling. Hanging sign creaking, and Holly stopped outside. Turned to him.

"You ready, babe?"

Dan nodded, did she know he lied?


three
Game Two
Lucky Charm on Parade


The door swung open and the noise punched out at them: Sky Sports blaring, blokes shouting at the screens, glass clinking behind the bar. Stale lager and fried grease and something sharper underneath; sweat, cheap aftershave, too many bodies crammed into one room.

Holly walked in like she owned the place.

Dan trailed behind, throat tight, watching nearly every bloke in the pub turn and stare; legs bare, golden from last summer. Hair down, loose curls bouncing with each step. Makeup perfect: glossy lips, big eyes.

She looked fucking incredible. Dan knew it. The whole pub knew it. Every bastard in here was looking at her, and she knew that too.

Mason was already on his feet. Course. Always Mason. Pint sloshing in his hand, grin splitting his face.

"Fucking hell, lucky charm! You're killing it today!"

His voice cut through the pub like a knife. Half the room turned properly now, not just glancing. Staring. Holly laughed, loud and confident, did a little spin. Her skirt flared out a touch and rode up, showed the backs of her thighs. Dan's stomach clenched. She'd spun, skirt lifting, and he still couldn't tell. Was she bare underneath?

The lads cheered. Mason whistled, two fingers in his mouth, piercing. Jay was already filming, phone out, zooming in.

"Holly! Give us another twirl, babe!"

She did it again. Slower this time, hands on her hips, hips swaying, and the skirt lifted higher. Dan couldn't see from where he stood, couldn't tell, his view blocked by the table edge and bodies shifting. But the lads saw. Mason's grin stretched wider, teeth showing. Jay's phone stayed locked on her arse, tracking her like a fucking CCTV camera. Robbo didn't move from the booth, didn't stand yet, just stared with those flat dark eyes crawling up her legs, lingering on her chest, dropping to her bare stomach.

Holly was loving it. Proper loving it. The attention, the eyes, the way every bloke in the pub wanted her. She'd dressed for this. Chosen that outfit. Walked in here knowing exactly what would happen.

Dan's throat closed. What the fuck was wrong with him? Every bloke in here wanted her and instead of dragging her out, grabbing her arm, telling them all to fuck off, he was hard. Properly hard. Harder than he'd been this morning watching her squeeze into that skirt.

Holly reached the table, and Robbo stood. Robbo never stood for anyone. Not for Mick, not for the other lads, not even when his own mum came in last Christmas with her shopping bags. But he stood for Holly. Big bastard, gut hanging over his jeans, but solid underneath, thick arms, shoulders like a brick shithouse. He pulled out the chair between him and Mason, the good seat, the one with the view of both screens. His hand landed on her lower back, fingers spreading wide, thumb stroking the bare skin above her skirt.

"Looking good, Holly."

Two words. Quiet, almost soft. But they landed heavy as stones.

Holly blushed. Properly blushed, pink creeping up her neck, flooding her cheeks.

"Cheers, Robbo."

She sat. Robbo's hand stayed on her back for an overfriendly moment, thumb still stroking, before he let go and lowered himself down beside her. Mason didn't wait. His arm stretched along the back of the booth, fingers brushing her bare shoulder, stroking lazy circles on her skin.

"What you drinking, babe?"

"Diet Coke, ta. Need to keep my head straight."

She winked at Mason. Cheeky. Flirty. Knew exactly what she was doing.

Mason turned, shouted across the pub without looking away from her.

"Mick! Diet Coke for the lucky charm! And a Mahou for the Skipper!"

Mick waved, already grabbing the glass, ice clinking. Dan squeezed into his seat, now forced apart from Holly, pressed against the wall. He could see everything from here. Mason's fingers on her shoulder, circling, stroking. Robbo beside her, thigh pressed against hers, staring straight at her chest where her nipples pressed through the thin red fabric, obvious, hard. Jay across the table, phone still out, filming little clips, grinning, muttering something to Mason that Dan couldn't hear.

The pub noise swelled back up around them: commentary, banter, fruit machine bleeping. But people were still glancing over. Deano nudged Gaz again, both of them staring. Old George had folded his Racing Post, watching from the snug like it was the best entertainment he'd had all week.

Mick brought the drinks across. Dan grabbed his Mahou, tipped it back, swallowed three times fast. The cold bit his throat. Didn't help. His hands still shook slightly. Everything felt too tight: his jeans, his chest, his throat.

Mason leaned in close to Holly, lips almost brushing her ear, whispered something. She laughed, slapped his arm, but not hard.

"Oi, you're terrible!"

"Nah, I'm honest. You look fucking mint again today. Too good for the skipper."

Jay leaned forward, elbows on the table.

"Where'd you get that top, Hols? Club shop?"

"It was Dan's, so just a quick hand-job and some chips," she cheekily replied, winking at Dan as the blokes around them almost choked on their beers.

"Fuck… well it looks designer on you, swear down."

Mason's hand slid from her shoulder, fingertips trailing down her arm, brushing her ribs, stopping just below where her bra would be if she'd worn one.

"Nah, it's not the top." He winked. "It's what's in it."

Holly giggled, cheeks flushed, and she didn't pull away. Didn't tell him to fuck off or move his hand or anything. Just sat there sipping her Coke through the straw, ice clinking, and Dan watched Mason's thumb stroke the bare skin of her side, slow circles, almost tender. She was leaning into it. Wanting it. Her body language said everything: shoulders dropped, thighs opening slightly as she settled deeper into the booth, leg pressing against Robbo's.

Last week. Last week she'd been soaked through when they got home. Rode him for thirty seconds, grinding on his cock, and she'd been dripping. And this morning she'd chosen that outfit: the tight top, the short skirt, no bra, maybe no knickers. She'd stood in front of the mirror, adjusting, pulling the hem lower then higher again, biting her lip. Choosing. Wanting this.

Someone changed the channel. Pre-match analysis now, pundits in suits, the manager's face filling the screen. Mason squeezed Holly's shoulder, leaned in close again.

"Right, lucky charm. We doing another bet today?"

Holly turned to him, eyes bright, lips curved in that smile.

"Depends. What you got in mind?"

Jay laughed, loud, slapping the table.

"Oh, this is gonna be good."

Something hot and sick churned in Dan's gut. His jeans pulled tighter across his crotch, his cock throbbing now, insistent. He knew he should stop this. But he didn't. Just sat there, pressed against the wall, pint in his shaking hand. Watched Mason's hands on her already. Watched her smile, her eyes locked on Mason's face. Watched and waited and tried to ignore the wet heat spreading in his boxers, the ache in his cock, the way his hands gripped the glass too tight.
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Good Girl

The match kicked off, the pub crowd cheering at every touch. Saka down the right wing, cut back, cleared. Dan heard it, the noise, the commentary drowned in shouting and glasses clinking and Trish yelling something at Zara behind the bar, but he wasn't watching. Not really. His eyes kept sliding back to Holly, surrounded by her admirers.

Mason leaned forward, elbows on the table, eyes fixed on the screen.

"Right, lads, if our boys score in the first twenty minutes, Holly sits on my lap till half-time. Proper lucky charm ritual, yeah? Like last week, but longer."

Robbo grunted, still staring at Holly's chest. Jay laughed, slapping the table.

"Fucking love it. Holly, you up for it?"

Holly bit her lip, glanced at Mason, then at Dan. Not asking permission. Just checking he was watching. Making sure he saw. Her eyes were bright, pupils wide, and Dan knew that look. Knew what it meant. She wanted this. Wanted Mason's lap, his hands, his cock pressing against her arse for forty-five minutes.

She turned back to Mason, grinning.

"Yeah, alright. But you lot better score early. I'm not sitting on your bony lap for nothing."

Mason laughed, squeezed her shoulder.

"Bony? Fuck off, I'm solid muscle, me."

Holly giggled, and Dan's stomach twisted. She hadn't hesitated. Hadn't looked uncomfortable or uncertain. Just agreed. Wanted it. Probably been thinking about it since last week, probably wet already just from Mason suggesting it.

Mason grinned, leaning back, arm still draped behind Holly's shoulders.

"Dan? You alright with it, mate? Just a bit of fun."

Just a bit of fun. Like last week. When she'd sat on his lap for ten minutes, grinding against his cock, moaning when we defended a corner.

"Yeah. Yeah, alright. If she wants."

The words tumbled out, hollow, weak. If she wants. Like it was her choice. It was her choice. She'd already said yes. He was just confirming what everyone already knew: he wasn't going to stop it.

Holly smiled. Not at Dan. At Mason.

"I want."

She'd said it out loud, in front of them all. I want. The words echoed in Dan's skull. His stomach dropped, bile hot and sour crawling up his throat, but his cock throbbed, leaking another wet pulse into his boxers. She wanted it. She wanted Mason. And Dan was hard again.

Mason's hand was on her thigh now, and her eyes were half-closed, body already angled towards him. She was ready. Gagging for it. We had to score. They always scored early this season. Twenty minutes. Fuck. How was he going to survive twenty minutes of this waiting torture?

Jay filmed a quick clip across the table: Holly laughing, Mason's arm round her, Dan in the corner looking pale and small and pathetic.

"This is gonna be class."

The game moved fast. Ødegaard threading passes, Martinelli running at defenders. Twelve minutes in, the ball came to Saka on the edge of the box. He cut inside, left foot, curled it towards the top corner. Dan watched, numb, as the ball arced. The keeper dove. Fingertips brushed it. Not enough. The net bulged.

The pub fucking erupted.

"YES! COME ON!"

Mason was on his feet, roaring, fists clenched. Jay jumped up, Robbo too, everyone screaming, pints sloshing, chairs scraping. Dan stayed seated, pressed against the wall, watching Holly stand and clap, her skirt riding up her thighs. She was grinning, flushed, alive. Mason turned to her, breathless, eyes bright with adrenaline and something else.

"Right. On you come, lucky charm."

Holly smoothed her skirt down, didn't bite her lip this time. Just moved. No hesitation. Mason dropped back into his seat and patted his thigh.

She climbed onto his lap.

Straight on. Her arse settled onto his crotch, her back against his chest, and Mason's arms went round her waist. His big hands, rough hands, flat on her bare stomach where her top had ridden up. Fingers splayed, thumbs brushing the underside of her ribs. Dan could see every inch of skin Mason was touching. Pale, soft, warm. His wife's skin.

No one at the table looked away. Jay had his phone low, filming. Robbo watched, silent, his pint halfway to his mouth, eyes fixed on Holly's tits pressed against the thin material of the shirt. Dan pressed himself against the wall, tried to make himself smaller, tried to disappear. His cock was so hard it hurt.

Holly shifted, getting comfortable. Deliberate. Slow roll of her hips, settling deeper, and Mason groaned. Quiet, low, guttural. But Dan heard it. Holly heard it. Her mouth curved, pleased, and she did it again. Ground down, circled her hips, making sure Mason felt every inch of her arse against his cock.

Mason's hands slid higher, thumbs brushing the underside of her tits through the shirt. She didn't stop him. Didn't pull away. Just arched slightly, pressing her tits into his palms, giving him more.

Dan's cock leaked, another hot pulse soaking through his boxers, spreading down his thigh. Thirty-three minutes till half-time. Thirty-three fucking minutes. How was he going to survive this?

The team were passing it round the back, soaking up pressure. The crowd groaned at a misplaced pass, shouted at the ref, but Dan couldn't track it. Couldn't focus. Just Holly. Holly tipping her head back against Mason's shoulder, eyes half-closed, lips parted. Not watching the match anymore. Mason's hands roamed her stomach, sliding up, down, fingers splayed, occasionally brushing the underneath of her tits. Over the shirt, but obvious. Blatant. She was breathing hard, chest rising and falling, and Mason was watching her face, not the screen.

He leaned in, lips brushing her ear, whispered something Dan couldn't hear. Holly's smile widened, and she ground down harder. Mason's hands tightened on her waist.

Jay looked across at Dan, grinning.

"She's a proper lucky charm, your Holly."

Dan nodded, as he couldn't form words. Just nodded like a fucking idiot, like this was fine, like his wife grinding on another man's lap was normal. His cock was so hard it hurt. Properly hurt. He wanted to look away but knew he couldn't. Wanted to leave the pub, leave them to it, but couldn't. Needed to watch. Needed to see every second of her choosing Mason over him.

Thirty minutes. Thirty-five. Forty. The clock crawled. Every second stretched, elastic, unbearable. Holly kept grinding, slow, deliberate, eyes closed, head on his shoulder. Jay kept filming. Robbo kept staring. And Dan kept sitting there, cock leaking, jeans soaked through, unable to move, unable to look away, unable to do anything but watch his wife get off on another man's lap.

The whistle blew. Half-time. 1-0 to us. Thank fuck.

The crowd erupted again, roaring, glasses slamming on tables, everyone on their feet. Holly jumped, laughed, but she didn't get up straight away. Stayed on Mason's lap for another beat, his hands tight round her waist, holding her there.

"Good girl. Proper good luck, that."

Good girl.

The words hit Dan like a fist. Mason had called her good girl. Like she was his. Like she'd done something for him, performed, obeyed. And Holly... Holly was still sitting there, flushed, breathing hard, smiling. She liked it. She fucking really liked it.

Holly finally stood, smoothing her skirt down from where it had bunched round her hips. Cheeks flushed, breathing hard, eyes bright. She sat back in her seat between Robbo and Mason, grabbed her Coke, drained the rest through the straw. There she was laughing at something Jay said, and she wouldn't look at Dan. Wouldn't meet his eyes. Because she knew. She fucking knew what she'd done.
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Half-Time, Full Cuck

Mason leaned back, arm stretched along the booth behind her. His fingers found her shoulder, stroking slow circles on her bare skin where her top had slipped. Possessive and casual. Like he owned her.

"Fancy that VIP room again?"

Holly's eyes lit up. Proper lit up, like he'd offered her a holiday. She turned to him, grinning.

"Yeah, alright. Could do with a proper catch-up, couldn't we?"

She glanced at Dan then. Not asking. Just making sure he was watching. Making sure he knew. Her lips curved, pleased, and Dan's stomach dropped even as his cock pulsed.

"I'll, uh... get the drinks in, yeah?"

His voice cracked, he sounded pathetic. Holly stood, leaned over, kissed his cheek, quick and routine, like he was her mate or her fucking brother.

"Cheers, babe. Just another Coke for me when I'm back, yeah?"

Mason stood, offered Holly his hand. She took it without hesitation, letting him pull her close, his other hand sliding immediately to her lower back. They walked towards the narrow staircase behind the bar, and Dan watched. Couldn't not watch. Holly's hips swaying, Mason's hand on her bare skin, fingers spread wide, thumb stroking. She didn't look back. Didn't glance over her shoulder. Just went, eager, wanting it.

Dan's legs wouldn't move. Feet rooted to the sticky carpet, hands gripping the table edge, knuckles white. His cock throbbed, leaking another wet patch into his boxers. Fuck.

Jay slapped Dan's shoulder, grinning wide.

"Your missus is fucking mint, Skipper. Seriously. You're a lucky bastard."

Dan nodded. Tried to smile; yeah, lucky. Lucky bastard whose wife just went upstairs with another bloke. Again. And he was standing here like a lemon, just letting it happen, and his traitor cock leaking in his jeans like he was fucking glad about it.

Dan turned to the bar, pushed through the crush of bodies. Mick was there as usual pulling pints, Trish shouting at Zara, commentary blaring from the screens, pundits talking bollocks about the first half. Dan couldn't hear any of it. Just blood rushing in his ears, his pulse hammering, the wet cling of his boxers stuck to his cock.

His hands gripped the bar rail, white-knuckled, shaking. He was hard thinking about what Mason could be doing to her upstairs; what the fuck was wrong with him?

He ordered. Four pints of Mahou, another Diet Coke for Holly. His voice sounded far away, someone else's. Mick didn't ask questions, just poured, slid them across on a tray. Dan carried the drinks back to the booth, careful not to spill, like a good little waiter, useful for something. Set them down to nods from the lads.

Jay and Robbo were talking, something about how we need to change the midfield shape. Dan couldn't follow. Couldn't think. Just the upstairs room in his head, Mason's hands on her. Under her top. Her tits. Kissing her. His tongue in her mouth. Holly moaning.

He had to cross his legs, pressed his thighs together, tried to hide it. Couldn't. Everyone could see. Jay. Robbo. The whole fucking pub knew his wife was upstairs getting felt up, and he was sitting here, hard as a rock, doing nothing.

He glanced around. Needed something, anything to distract him. The screens showed pundits rehashing the first half. Boring. Safe. He looked at the bar instead.

Trish was leaning against the counter, fag in her hand even though smoking was banned inside, talking to some regular Dan didn't know. Her eyes flicked to him. Held. She knew. Course she knew. Everyone knew. Her mouth twitched, something between pity and amusement, then she turned away, blew smoke towards the ceiling.

Zara was restocking the fridges, her back to the pub. Posh girl, UCL student, always reading her Kindle between pours. She glanced over her shoulder, caught Dan watching. Her expression was... curious. Like she was studying him. Anthropology project. The Cuckold in His Natural Habitat. She looked away first, back to her bottles.

Mick passed behind the bar, carrying a crate of empties. He saw Dan staring, gave him a single nod. Gruff acknowledgement. No judgment. No pity. Just: I know what's happening upstairs, son. None of my business.

Dan's stomach twisted. Yeah, they all fucking knew.

Robbo sipped his pint, eyes on the screen. Silent. Always silent. But his jaw was tight, and Dan wondered if Robbo was imagining it too. Mason's hands on Holly. Her moaning. Her cunt soaking through her knickers.

What were they doing up there?

Would Mason kiss her? Course he would. Hard. Tongue deep. Hand at her throat, holding her there, owning her. Holly would melt. Dan had tried once, grabbing her wrist during sex, pinning it above her head. She'd laughed. Pulled away. Said it felt weird. But Mason wouldn't feel weird. Mason would make her beg.

Mason's hands under her skirt? Fingers sliding up her thigh, hooking under the edge of her knickers, finding she had none on? Feeling how wet she was. Bet she's dripping. She'd probably been wet since the first half, grinding on Mason's lap, feeling his cock pressing against her arse. Choosing to go upstairs with him. Wanting his hands on her. And now Mason would know. Would be feeling it. Would slide his finger inside her, make her gasp. Then two fingers, maybe three, stretching her open while she moaned into his mouth. Holly spreading her legs wider, giving him more access, begging for it.

Dan had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from groaning from the visions filling his head.

He looked at the narrow dark staircase. Imagined them up there. Holly pressed against the wall, Mason's body pinning her, hands everywhere. She'd be loving it. Loving every second. The door wasn't locked. She could leave any time. She wasn't leaving.

Someone laughed nearby making Dan flinch, and he looked around. Three lads at the next table, mid-twenties, home shirts. One of them glanced at Dan, then away, smirking. Did they know? Had they seen Holly go upstairs with Mason? Were they imagining it too?

Dan's hands clenched around his pint glass, but the thought hit him like a punch. He didn't want to stop it.

The commentary droned on. Someone scored in another match. Chelsea, maybe. A ragged cheer from a lone Chelsea fan in the corner, who stopped as heads turned to him in disgust. Dan didn't care. Just the pulsing in his cock, the throbbing ache, the image of Mason's fingers sliding into Holly's cunt, her back arching, her mouth open, moaning his name.

Not Dan's name. Mason's.

Dan drained his pint and ordered another. He just needed something in his hands, something to do that wasn't reaching into his jeans and wrapping his fingers around his pathetic three-inch cock and wanking right there in the booth.

Jay's voice cut through.

"Oi, Skipper. You alright, mate?"

Dan blinked. Jay was watching him, phone down, eyebrows raised.

"Yeah. Yeah, I'm sound."

"You look like you're gonna puke."

"Nah. Just... thinking about the match."

Jay grinned. "We're winning, mate. Relax."

Jay and Robbo knew. Both of them knew exactly what Dan was thinking. What he was imagining. And they didn't care. Probably thought it was funny. Pathetic Dan Fletcher, sitting downstairs with a hard-on while Mason fingered his wife. He pressed his thighs together, felt the wet fabric cling, cold and shameful.

The minutes crawled. Every second was an hour. The pub noise faded to static. Just Dan's pulse hammering in his ears, his breath shallow, his cock throbbing.

What if Mason fucked her?

Not that, surely? She'd only allow fingers? But what if right now, upstairs, Mason was pulling her knickers down (if she wore any), bending her over that shitty brown sofa, sliding into her from behind. Holly's hands braced on the armrest, her back arching, her mouth open, moaning, begging him to go deeper, harder, fuck her properly.

He was going to cum. Right here. In his jeans. Just from thinking about it. He bit down hard on his tongue, tasted blood. The pain helped, cleared his head. Barely. Not yet. Mason wouldn't fuck her yet, too risky. Just fingers. Just kissing. Just making her so wet she'd be dripping when she came back down. Holly wanting it. Choosing it.

Just. Dan's laugh came out strangled, but he turned it into a cough. When did his wife getting fingered by a mate become the 'safe' option?

Jay glanced at him, then back to his phone. How long had it been? Twenty minutes? Thirty? Felt like hours.

Dan stared at the staircase. Imagined Holly up there. Flushed, breathing hard, Mason's hands on her tits, his fingers inside her. She'd be moaning, grinding against him, cumming on his fingers. Choosing to stay up there. Not locked in. Just wanting it.

Footsteps on the stairs.

Dan's whole body tensed, head jerking up. Holly appeared first. Cheeks flushed, hair messed up, falling out of its ponytail. Her lipstick was gone. Completely fucking gone. What was left was smudged across her mouth, her chin, her neck. Mason's lipstick now. Her top was crooked, sitting wrong, pulled up and shoved down too fast. But she was grinning. Properly grinning, eyes bright, alive. Like she'd just had the best twenty minutes of her life.

Mason followed behind her, hand still on her lower back, guiding her, steering her to the booth like she was his. Holly sat next to Dan, still grinning, grabbed her fresh Diet Coke.

"Cheers, babe. Gasping for that."

Dan's throat was tight. He shouldn't ask. Shouldn't say anything. But the words came out anyway, strangled and pathetic.

"You alright, babe?"

Fucking hell. Why was he asking? Course she was alright. Better than alright. She looked fucking delighted.

Holly laughed, kissed his cheek.

"Yeah, I'm mint. Just catching up with Mason. You know how he goes on."

She winked at Mason. Inside joke. Between them. Not Dan.

Dan's hands gripped his pint glass, knuckles white. She smelled different. Not her usual perfume. Mason's smell. Sweat and aftershave, sharp and male. She smelled like sex. Like him.

He would bet a grand she'd let Mason touch her. Under her top, under her skirt, his hands on her tits, her cunt. And now she was sitting here, next to Dan, sipping her Coke, laughing at Jay's joke. Glowing. Happy.

And he was letting her. Sitting there, cock hard, jeans soaked, letting her glow. Letting Mason's smell roll off her skin. Letting the lads see. He was letting all of it happen. And she was loving every second.

The second half kicked off. Holly's leg pressed against his. Warm. Familiar. Wrong. Everything was wrong. She shifted, crossed her legs, and Dan caught a glimpse of her inner thigh glistening wet. Fuck.

Dan drained his pint. Couldn't taste it. Just the throbbing in his jeans, the ache in his chest. His cock was hard. Harder than it had been all day, all week. Harder than he'd ever been fucking Holly. And he hated it. Hated himself. Hated that he was sitting here, knowing Mason had touched her, kissed her, made her wet, and all Dan could do was sit here with his pathetic hard cock.

But he couldn't stop. Couldn't move. Couldn't do anything except sit there, staring at the screen, his cock betraying him..
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Sloppy Fourths

The Reds were wasting time perfectly, passing it round the park, building from the keeper, every pass sideways or back. The noise swelled, commentary crackling, someone down the bar screaming at Ramsdale to boot it long.

Jay leant forward, elbows on the sticky table, grinning at Mason. Phone in his hand, always his fucking phone, filming everything, recording everything, storing it all away.

"Mate, we need to keep the luck going, yeah?"

Mason glanced over, eyebrow raised, waiting.

"Holly's our charm. Everyone gets a kiss for luck. Fair's fair, you can’t keep all the luck to yourself, innit."

Dan's stomach dropped, proper dropped, like someone had cut the rope. Everyone? Mason, Jay, Robbo. All of them. One kiss each. He should say something now – before it got out of hand. Should tell them to fuck off, stop taking the piss, she's his wife, not their fucking mascot. But he just sat there, jaw slack, staring at Jay's grin, Mason's calculating smirk, knowing what was coming and unable to stop it.

Mason turned to Holly, "What d'you reckon, darling? One decent kiss each. For luck. Keep us winning."

Holly's eyes flicked to Dan. Waiting, but not really. Her lips were parted, breath coming fast, chest rising and falling beneath that tight red shirt, and she wanted this. Wanted them to kiss her. So fucking clear she wanted to kiss all of them, and in front of him. No, in front of the whole fucking pub. And she was looking at him like she was asking permission, but her body was already leaning towards Mason, already saying yes, already gone.

Dan nodded, mute, his whole body betraying him, cock throbbing in his jeans, wet patch spreading, and he hated himself.

Holly smiled, her eyes bright, cheeks flushed like she'd been fucked already.

"Yeah, alright. Just a kiss though. For luck."

Just a kiss. Dan's throat closed. Like "just a kiss" meant anything. Like Mason's tongue hadn't been down her throat upstairs ten minutes ago. Like she wasn't soaking wet from Mason's fingers.

Jay slapped the table, laughing, delighted.

"Fucking legend, Holly. Right, who's first?"

Mason didn't wait. Course he didn't, he never asked, just took. Turned Holly towards him, hand cupping the back of her neck, the other sliding up to her throat, and he held her there, thumb pressed against her pulse, owning her. Dan's heart slammed against his ribs, vision narrowing, everything shrinking down to Mason's hand at Holly's throat, and then Mason's mouth was on hers.

Deep, immediately deep, no build-up, just Mason's tongue sliding into her mouth, stroking, claiming, and Holly opened for him. Properly opened. Moaned. Loud enough for the table to hear, loud enough for Dan to hear every fucking second, every wet sound, every breath. Her hands fisted Mason's shirt, pulling him closer, and Mason's hand at her throat squeezed. Not choking but controlling, holding her, owning her. His other hand slid down from her neck to her ribs, thumb brushing the underside of her tit, teasing, promising.

Holly was moaning, fucking moaning like Mason was already inside her. Ten seconds. Fifteen. The table went quiet, everyone watching, and Jay's phone was up, filming, angled low, capturing Holly's face, her closed eyes, her lips stretched around Mason's tongue, Mason's hand at her throat. Robbo watched, flat dark eyes locked on them, jaw tight, and Dan just sat there, jeans soaked through, cock pulsing, watching his wife get tongued by another man in the middle of the pub.

Mason pulled back slowly, deliberate, made a show of it. Bit Holly's bottom lip, tugged it, let it snap back. Holly gasped, eyes fluttering open, glazed, unfocused, wrecked. Mason wiped spit off her chin with his thumb, slow, possessive, didn't break eye contact with her.

"Good girl."

Holly's breath shuddered out. She was flushed, lips swollen, spit glistening on her chin where Mason's thumb had smeared it, and she looked wrecked, properly wrecked from one kiss. One fucking kiss and she looked like she'd been fucked.

Dan's chest was too tight, ribs crushing his lungs, couldn't get enough air. His cock was so hard it hurt, throbbing against his zip, wet patch spreading, visible if anyone looked.

Jay stood, leant across the table, phone in his left-hand still filming. His right-hand grabbed Holly's arse, blatant, over her skirt but obvious, fingers spreading, squeezing, mauling. Then he kissed her.

Filthier than Mason's. Messier. Jay's tongue was everywhere, sloppy, wet, spit dripping down Holly's chin, and she giggled, tried to pull back, but Jay held her arse, kneaded it, kept her there, kept kissing her. His tongue slid along hers, loud, obscene, wet sounds filling the booth, and Holly stopped giggling. Started moaning instead. Soft little sounds, breathy, desperate, the sounds she never made for Dan.

Jay was mauling her arse, properly grabbing it, squeezing, fingers digging in, and kissing her with his tongue out, sloppy, wet, spit dripping, and he was filming them like a dirty selfie with his spare hand, her lips, his tongue in her mouth, all of it, storing it. And Holly wasn't stopping him. Not pulling away. Just letting him grope her, kiss her, film her, as she moaned into his mouth. Seeing a second mate kiss her like this started a fire in Dan’s chest.

Jay pulled back, grinning, spit connecting his mouth to hers for a second before breaking, stringing out, snapping. He showed the camera his spit on her chin, zoomed in, laughed.

"Fucking hell, Holly, you taste mint. That's going in the archive, babe."

Holly flushed, giggling, breathless, wiped her chin with the back of her hand slowly, like she was showing it off, performing for the camera, for them. Dan's stomach twisted. She was enjoying this. Properly enjoying it. Not just tolerating it, not just going along to fit in. She wanted them to kiss her. Wanted them to touch her. Wanted Dan to watch her be theirs. Why did he want her to perform for him – he felt so confused.

Robbo shifted in his seat, didn't stand, just turned slightly towards Holly. His hand came up, slow, deliberate, cupped her tit through her thin shirt, and squeezed. Hard. Holly gasped, and Robbo pulled her down and towards him, no asking, just taking.

The kiss started gentle, almost tender, Robbo's big rough calloused hands but his mouth soft, tongue sliding in carefully, exploring, no rush. Holly relaxed into it, and Dan thought maybe this one would be different, maybe Robbo wouldn't humiliate him like the others. And then Robbo's hand squeezed her tit harder, rolled her nipple roughly between his fingers, pinching through the fabric, and the kiss turned filthy. His other hand gripped the back of her head, holding her there, and his tongue stroked deeper, possessive, taking, claiming.

Holly kissed him back. Properly kissed him back, moaning, arching into his hand, pressing her tit into his palm, and Robbo squeezed even harder, rough and possessive, hurting her maybe but she didn't seem to care. Dan felt so confused – weak yes – but weirdly turned on watching, letting Robbo grope his wife's tit and tongue her mouth.

Robbo pulled back, didn't grin, didn't speak, just let her go, stared at her with those flat dark eyes like he was memorising her. Holly was breathing hard, nipple visibly hard, standing out against the thin red fabric, and she was flushed, eyes wide, surprised, like Robbo had done something the others hadn't, something deeper, something that reached inside her.

Holly turned back to Dan. Spit on her chin, a filthy mixture of all three men, her lipstick completely destroyed, smudged down to her neck. Eyes glazed, pupils blown, and she leant in. Dan's heart lurched, hope flaring stupid and desperate. She was going to kiss him. Finally. His turn.

She kissed his cheek. Quick, dry, the way you'd kiss a grandad. A peck.

Dan sat there, jeans soaked, cock throbbing, and she'd kissed him like he was her fucking uncle.

They all got her tongue, her moans, her body. Mason's hand at her throat. Jay's hand on her arse, and Robbo's fingers on her tit. And Dan got a dry little peck like he wasn't even a man and didn’t deserve more, and Dan's cock throbbed and he wanted to die.

Mason laughed, loud, mocking, fucking delighted.

"Don't worry, Skipper. You get her after we're done, yeah? Sloppy fourths."

Jay nearly choked on his pint, slamming the table, howling. And Holly giggled. Didn't tell Mason to fuck off, didn't defend Dan, didn't say anything except giggle and wipe her chin and sip her Hooch like it was the funniest thing she'd ever heard. Like Dan wasn't sitting right there dying inside. No, she thought it was funny.

Ødegaard picked up the ball in midfield, turned, threaded a perfect pass through their defence, splitting them open. Martinelli sprinting onto it, one-on-one with the keeper, slotted it home, bottom corner, no chance. 2-0.

Mason grabbed Holly, kissed her again. Hard, quick, celebratory, his hand at her jaw, angling her face, tongue sliding in, claiming her mouth whilst the pub screamed around them, whilst Dan sat there watching, ignored.

"See? Fucking worked! Told you, darling, you're our lucky charm! Can’t lose with you about."

Jay was on his feet, filming the celebration, the goal replay on screen, then swinging the camera back to Holly and Mason still kissing, still claiming her, still proving the ritual worked, proving she was theirs.

"The ritual works! Fucking science, that!"

Holly was laughing when Mason released her, flushed, buzzed, loving it, loving the attention, the validation, the way they were treating her like she was magic, like she mattered. It was bollocks. Complete fucking bollocks. The ritual didn't make us score. Ødegaard's pass helped us score. Martinelli's finish. But Mason was kissing her again, and Holly was grinning, and the lads were cheering, and everyone believed it, everyone except Dan. But he wouldn't say it. Couldn't. Because if he did, he'd be the killjoy, the boring husband, the bloke who couldn't handle a bit of fun, and they'd boot him out, and he'd be alone again. So he sat there, silent, hard, leaking, watching Mason's tongue in his wife's mouth.

The match continued. Commentary droning, crowd noise rising and falling, but Dan couldn't focus on it, couldn't hear it properly, just white noise behind the wet sounds still echoing in his head, Holly's moans, the slap of tongues, the squelch of spit. Holly sat back between Dan and Mason, sipping her Hooch, her lips still swollen, still marked. Mason's arm back around her shoulders, holding her like she was his wife.

Mason leant close to Holly, voice low, just for her, but Dan heard this time – maybe Mason didn’t care and pitched it for him too – invisible and irrelevant.

"Fancy a fag after this? Get some air?"

Holly nodded, didn't hesitate, didn't even glance at Dan.

"Yeah. Could do with a smoke."
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Right Little Goer

Mason stood, stretched his arms overhead. His polo shirt rode up, showing a strip of hairy stomach, the waistband of his Calvins. Proper builder's body, thick and solid. Dan glanced down at his own soft gut pressing against his shirt. Yeah, well. Different build, innit. Mason rolled his shoulders, cracked his neck.

"Right. Need a fag. Holly, you coming?"

Holly's eyes flicked to Mason's, then to the door, then back. Bit her lip. Grinned.

"Yeah, go on then. Could do with some air."

Not a question. Not reluctant. She wanted to go. Wanted to be alone with Mason outside. Wanted whatever was about to happen.

Mason's eyes flicked to Jay and Robbo.

"You two coming, or what?"

Jay grabbed a roll-up from behind his ear, grinning.

"Yeah, man. Gasping."

Robbo just nodded. Stood. Silent as always. His pint was half-full, but he left it, followed Mason towards the side door.

Dan stayed in the booth, watched them walk away. Mason's hand found Holly's lower back, right on the bare skin above her skirt. She leaned into his touch, laughing at something he'd said.

He could follow, could go out there, stand with them, cough on their second-hand smoke, pretend he was one of the lads having a laugh. Or he could stay here. Safe. Watching from a distance.

The door swung shut behind them. Gone.

Dan sat there, thirty seconds bleeding into a minute, chest tight, drowning. The pub noise pressed in, commentary droning, crowd roaring at something on screen, but he couldn't focus, couldn't hear it properly, just white noise, just the thud of his pulse in his ears, just the wet patch spreading in his jeans.

He stood without deciding to, legs moving, brain offline. Walked towards the bar, slow, casual, like he was ordering another pint, like he wasn't desperate, wasn't dying, wasn't about to do something pathetic.

Mick saw him coming, already reaching for a glass.

"Another Mahou, Dan?"

"Yeah. Cheers, Mick."

Mick pulled the pint, foam rising, golden lager settling. Slid it across the bar. Dan paid, took it, but didn't even lift it to his lips. Just held it. Turned slightly. Looked out the window.

The grimy window that overlooked the beer garden.

There. By the fence. Mason and Holly at the far end, away from the benches, bodies close. Jay and Robbo nearer to him, standing by the tall ashtray, fags lit, talking, gesturing, probably about the match, about our midfield, about whether Ødegaard was the best number eight in the league. Normal, casual, like nothing was happening ten feet away.

But something was happening. He walked back to the shitty window so he could see better. Yeah, Mason's hand was on Holly's waist. She was looking up at him, smiling, laughing, biting her bottom lip. That smile. The one she used to give Dan when they first met, when she thought he was sweet, when she didn't know he was boring yet. Mason's other hand came up, cupped her jaw, tilted her face. She didn't pull away. Didn't step back. Just stood there, letting him. Wanting him to.

Dan's forehead pressed against the cold glass, breath fogging it, clearing, fogging again. He couldn't look away. Couldn't move. The pint in his hand might as well have been a brick. His cock throbbed, jeans soaked, and he was standing at the window watching his wife get touched ten feet away and he couldn't fucking move.

Mason leant in. Kissed her.

Not quick. Not celebratory. Slow. Deep. Tongue sliding into her mouth, his hand at her jaw angling her face, controlling her, owning her. Holly's hands came up, gripped his arms, fisted his shirt, pulled him closer. Not resisting. Not tolerating. Pulling him closer.

Dan's throat closed. His cock pulsed, leaked, soaking his boxers, spreading wet and cold down his thigh. He should walk away. He should go back to the booth. Should stop watching. Like fuck he did.

Mason's hand slid from her jaw down her throat, then lower, cupping her tit through her shirt. Holly gasped into his mouth, arched into his touch. Deliberate. Wanting more. Mason's thumb brushed her nipple, visible through the thin fabric, hard and obvious.

Jay and Robbo were still talking. Neither of them looking. Or at least pretending not to.

Mason's hand moved again. Slid down Holly's stomach, over her bare midriff, fingertips tracing the edge of her skirt. Then under.

Holly's hips jerked forward. Her mouth broke from Mason's, head tipping back against the fence, eyes closing, lips parting, and she looked... fuck, she looked gone. Lost in it. Loving it. Mason's hand disappeared beneath her skirt, moving, shifting, and Holly's legs opened. Not hesitant. Not reluctant. Just opened, wider, giving him access, letting him in.

Dan's knuckles went white gripping the window ledge. His cock throbbed so hard it hurt, properly hurt, and he was close to cumming. Right there, just from watching. Just from seeing Mason's hand under her skirt, seeing Holly's mouth open, seeing her grind against him. Seeing her choose it.

Mason's hand must be inside her knickers. Had to be. Fingers stroking, rubbing, pushing inside. Two fingers, three, fuck knows. Bigger than Dan's cock, probably. Holly was grinding against him, hips rolling, chasing it, desperate for it, wanting every second.

Dan moved. Didn't think. Just left his pint on the ledge and walked towards the door, pushed it open. Cold October air slapped him, sharp and clean, smelling of fag smoke and bins and piss from the corner where blokes snuck out when the toilet was occupied.

Trish was outside too. Leaning against the wall near the door, fag in one hand, phone in the other, scrolling. She looked up. Saw Dan. Looked towards Mason and Holly. Back at Dan, and just grinned.

"Your missus is a right little goer, innit, Dan?"

Dan froze. Face on fire, didn't know how to answer. Trish laughed, not cruel, just amused, like she'd caught him wanking in the stock room. Took another drag, blew smoke at him, then pushed past, door swinging shut.

Everyone knew. Course they fucking knew. Holly was out here getting fingered, Mason's hand up her skirt, and Trish just called her a goer. To his fucking face bold as.

He pulled his phone out, pretended to check it, hands shaking. Walked slow, casual, like he wasn't dying, like his jeans weren't soaked, like his hands weren't trembling. Stopped near Jay and Robbo. Close enough to hear them.

Jay saw him first. Grinned, nodded towards Mason and Holly.

"Alright, Skipper? Your missus is getting some fresh air, yeah?"

Dan nodded, and Jay's grin widened.

"Mason's just keeping her warm, mate. Cold out here, innit?"

Jay laughed. Robbo didn't; he just stood there, silent, eyes on Holly's face, watching her moan, watching her grind, watching Mason's hand move under her skirt.

Mason's hand was moving fast and rough. Fingers working, stroking in and out, rubbing, and Holly's hips were jerking, grinding, chasing it. Her face was flushed, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open, gasping, little choked sounds spilling out, too quiet for the lads to hear but Dan heard. Course he heard—he was listening for it. Desperate for it. Desperate to see her cum for Mason. To watch her choose him.

Mason leant in, lips at her ear, whispered something Dan couldn't catch. Holly nodded, frantic, desperate, her hands gripping his arms, nails digging in. Begging for it. Wanting it.

Then she came.

Her body went rigid, mouth opening wide, silent scream, then a choked gasp, loud enough that Jay glanced over, grinning. Holly's hips jerked against Mason's hand, grinding, riding it, and Mason's other hand came up, covered her mouth, muffled her moans. She bit his palm, trembling, shaking, cumming properly, cumming hard. Cumming for Mason.

He'd never made her sound like that. Never made her shake like that. Mason's fingers, three, four, fuck knows, working her cunt, and she was grinding on them, desperate, sobbing into his hand. Dan's knees buckled. He gripped his phone tighter, couldn't think, just watched her cum for another man and his cock throbbed so hard he thought he'd black out.

Mason kept his fingers moving, dragging it out, making her ride every second, making her shake and whimper and sob into his hand until she sagged against the fence, legs trembling, barely holding her up.

Mason pulled his hand out. Slow and deliberate as if playing to his crowd. Wiped his fingers on her skirt, casual, like he was cleaning off sauce from a burger. Then brought them to his mouth.

Licked them clean, while staring straight at Dan.

Bastard!

Mason grinned, winked, then turned back to Holly, kissed her forehead, stroked her hair like she was his, like she belonged to him, like Dan wasn't standing ten feet away watching the whole fucking thing.

Jay laughed, stubbed out his fag.

"Right, gasping for another pint. Let's get back in, yeah?"

Robbo nodded. Dropped his fag, crushed it under his trainer, and followed Jay towards the door.

Mason took Holly's hand, led her back inside. She was wobbly, legs shaking, hair messed, skirt crooked. But grinning. Properly grinning. Glowing.

She stopped in front of Dan, squeezed his arm, eyes bright.

"You alright, babe? You look knackered."

Dan's mouth opened. Closed. Opened again.

"Yeah. Just... yeah. Knackered, as you said."

Holly kissed his cheek, lips warm, and he caught the smell of Mason's aftershave on her skin, tasted shame in his throat. And the worst part, the fucking worst part, was he couldn't wait for next Saturday.


four
Cuckold Acceptance
The Skipper's Vigil


Dan sat on the sofa with the controller dead in his lap, the console footy game paused mid-play, scoreless. He'd stopped playing twenty minutes ago, couldn't concentrate, kept passing to the wrong players, losing possession, not caring. Now he just sat there, staring through the blue glow of the telly, not seeing Salah caught mid-sprint or Saka's boot frozen in space. Just thinking about this coming Saturday. About Holly. About what she might do with his mates.

Holly had gone out with a mate, a Thursday night cheeky drink, told him not to wait up, might be a late one. Yeah. Late meant two, three in the morning, stumbling in pissed, makeup smeared, smelling of cocktails and cigarettes. Shoreditch. She'd left at seven in those tight black jeans, arse looking incredible, and that see-through bralette, lacy, expensive, tits practically on show through the fabric. Red lipstick. Hair done. Fuck-me eyes. She'd barely glanced at him on her way out, just pecked his cheek like he was her flatmate, her voice all distracted: "Don't wait up, babe." Then gone, perfume lingering, door clicking shut, and Dan sitting there on the sofa in his joggers and old shirt, controller in hand, feeling like a mug.

Seven o'clock. She'd been gone nearly four hours now.

Maybe she'd snog one of the city types in a dark corner of some overpriced bar, let him grope her arse, feel how wet she was through those jeans. Maybe she'd go further, drag him into the toilets, let him finger her against the sink. Or maybe she wasn't even in Shoreditch. Maybe Mason had messaged her, told her to come over, and she was in his flat right now, the one above the kebab shop on Fortess Road, legs wrapped round him, moaning his name whilst Dan sat here alone playing fucking FIFA.

Dan's cock twitched. He shifted on the sofa, scratched his balls through his joggers, trying to adjust himself. Fuck's sake.

He picked up the controller and tried again to play. He had the ball, Ødegaard in space, easy pass, but Dan's thumb slipped and he passed it straight to Salah instead. The other team broke, one-two down the wing, cross, goal. 1-0. Dan didn't restart. Just paused it again, tossed the controller onto the coffee table next to his phone, screen dark and silent.

The flat smelled of old curry, Tuesday night's takeaway, containers still on the kitchen side by the sink, congealed korma and dried rice going hard. Holly's perfume lingered faint in the air, mixing with his stale sweat and the musty smell of the sofa. The telly glowed blue in the dark. The club flag above it sagged on one corner where the Blu-Tack had come loose, drooping like it couldn't be arsed anymore.

Dan stood, legs stiff from sitting. Walked to the bedroom. The door was half-open, Holly's perfume stronger here, mixing with the faint smell of her body spray. Her work clothes were dumped on the floor by the wardrobe, black trousers and a blouse crumpled in a heap. The bed was unmade, duvet twisted, pillows crooked.

Holly's phone sat on the bedside table. She'd forgotten it again. Left it plugged into the charger, screen dark. No wonder she’d not messaged him at all since going out.

Dan stared at it. Shouldn't. He knew he shouldn't. Invasion of privacy, breach of trust, all that bollocks. But his hand reached out anyway, fingers closing around the smooth case. Just a quick look. Just to see if she was alright, if she'd messaged him. That's all. That's all it was.

He unlocked it and the screen lit up, flooded with notifications.

3 x WhatsApp messages from "💪 The Lads 💪"

1 x Instagram DM from Mason (preview: "You out tonight? Send us a pic if...")

2 x missed calls from "Mase 🔥" (10:15pm, 10:32pm)

Dan's hand shook. ‘The Lads’. She was in a private group chat with them; course she fucking was. And Mason had messaged her privately. On Instagram. And then tried to call her. Twice. Both calls whilst she was supposed to be out with her work mates in Shoreditch. If she’d had her phone would she be talking to him now – or would she have arranged to meet him?

He tapped the group chat notification. WhatsApp opened, screen loading, and there it was: 💪 The Lads 💪. Four members. Mason, Jay, Robbo, Holly.

Dan scrolled up, thumb swiping, started from Monday. Monday morning, two days after they’d last been at the pub, where he’d watch her cum on Mason’s fingers.

Mason (11:47am): Still thinking about Saturday 😏 You get home alright, Holly?


Holly (12:03pm): Yeah just about 😂 head's banging though


Jay (12:15pm): Bet it's not the only thing that was ‘finger’ banging on Saturday 😂😂


Holly (12:20pm): Oi you cheeky bastard 😂


Mason (12:25pm): He's not wrong though is he darling 😉


Holly (12:31pm): ...no comment 🙈




Still thinking about Saturday. Mason was still thinking about it, and Holly had replied, laughing, blushing emoji, no comment. Which meant yes. Which meant she was thinking about it too.

Dan's cock stirred, thickening against his thigh. He sat on the edge of the bed, phone gripped tight, scrolling down. Tuesday now.

Jay (9:14pm): Oi @Holly you coming Saturday yeah? Big match. Spurs away.


Holly (9:20pm): Wouldn't miss it 😘 My lucky charm duties yeah?


Robbo (9:25pm): Good girl


Mason (9:30pm): That's my girl. Wear something tight for us yeah?


Holly (9:35pm): Always do 😉




Dan's grip tightened. Robbo had called her a good girl. Robbo, who barely spoke, who just watched and filmed and fucked her with that dead-eyed stare. He'd called her a good girl and Holly had liked it, replied to Mason's message straight after. That's my girl. Not Dan's girl. Mason's. And she'd said always do. Always wore something sexy for them. For Mason. For Jay. For Robbo. Not for Dan. For the lads.

Dan's hand slid into his joggers. Gripped his cock through his boxers, three inches, already half-hard and leaking. He squeezed, breathed out slow, kept scrolling. Wednesday now.

Mason (1:42pm): Can't stop thinking about your lips Holly 🤤


Holly (1:50pm): Mason!! 😳 you can't say that


Mason (1:52pm): Why not? It's true innit. You've got a gorgeous mouth. Can't wait to feel it wrapped around my cock.


Holly (1:58pm): ...stop 🙈


Jay (2:05pm): Fucking hell Mason you're filthy 😂


Mason (2:07pm): She loves it


Holly (2:10pm): ...maybe 😏




Dan pulled his cock out. Properly out, foreskin sliding back, head slick with pre-cum. He wrapped his fist around it, squeezed, started wanking slow. Mason was sexting her, in the fucking group chat in front of Jay and Robbo! Talking about her mouth, about his cock, about Saturday, and Holly was blushing, telling him to stop, but she wasn't stopping him. She was flirting back. Maybe. Which meant yes. Which meant she wanted to.

Today now, earlier:

Jay (4:37pm): Where's Holly? She gone quiet


Mason (4:45pm): She's going out tonight. Girls' night innit. Aren't you @Holly?


Holly (5:12pm): Yep! Shoreditch 🍸🍸 gonna get messy 😂


Jay (5:15pm): Send pics yeah? Wanna see what you're wearing


Holly (6:20pm): [Photo attached]




Dan tapped the image, thumb hovering, heart hammering. Waited for it to load.

Holly, in their bedroom earlier. The mirror by the wardrobe, the one she used every morning to check her makeup before work. She was posing in it, phone raised, smiling at the camera with that sultry little smirk she never gave him anymore, lips parted, eyes dark. Tight black jeans moulded to her arse and thighs, every curve on display, and that fucking bralette, black lace, see-through, her nipples dark and visible through the mesh, tits pushed up and out. Red lipstick. Hair loose and curled, tumbling over her shoulders. She looked like a fucking pornstar.

And she'd sent it to them! Dan had been in the shower, steam and hot water and Lynx Africa, and Holly had stood here, tits out, taking a photo for three other blokes.

His cock pulsed, thick and aching in his fist. He squeezed it, wanked faster, leaking pre-cum all over his fingers, staring at the screen. At his wife. At Mason's girl.

Jay (6:22pm): Fucking hell 🔥🔥🔥


Mason (6:24pm): Jesus Christ Holly. You're gonna cause a riot dressed like that


Robbo (6:26pm): Stunning


Holly (6:30pm): You lot are too much 😂😘




Holly had lapped it up, sent them a kiss emoji, laughing. And now she was out, dressed exactly like that, tits on show, getting drunk, and Mason had tried to call her twice in the last hour.

Dan's cock twitched, pulsed, and then he was cumming, gasping, hips jerking up off the bed. Three pathetic spurts onto his stomach, soaking through his t-shirt, warm and sticky and already going cold. He collapsed back, breathing hard, vision blurred, phone still gripped in his fist, screen glowing. Holly's photo. Her tits. Her smile. Her body, dressed like that for them.

Fuck.

Dan's chest heaved. His cock was already going soft, shrinking back to nothing, wet patch spreading dark on his shirt. The shame hit him like a fist to the gut, hot and sick and overwhelming. He'd just wanked himself raw reading his wife's messages to other blokes. Messages she'd sent to Mason, and the lads. He wasn’t even allowed in the chat group for fucks sake. He'd cum though, somehow harder than he had with Holly in months.

He was fucked. Properly fucked up.

Dan locked Holly's phone with a shaking thumb. Put it back on the bedside table, exactly where he'd found it. Charger plugged in, screen dark. She'd never know. She'd come home at three in the morning, pissed, makeup smeared, and she'd never know Dan had seen it all. Seen her sending photos to Mason. Seen her flirting.

He went to the bathroom. Turned on the tap, warm water running over his hands, washing the cum off his fingers and stomach. Changed his t-shirt, balled up the old one, sticky and wet, shoved it in the laundry basket under the sink. Splashed cold water on his face, stared at himself in the mirror. Pale. Tired. Thinning hair. Cheap glasses. Pathetic – no Mason.

Dan came back to the living room. Sat on the sofa, same spot, cushion still warm from before. 1-0 to Liverpool. Eleven minutes played. He turned the telly off, and the room went dark, just the orange glow of the streetlights outside filtering through the blinds, casting long shadows across the walls.

Saturday. Two days, and maybe Holly would go upstairs with him again. Into that cramped room above the pub, stinking of beer and fags and old carpet. And Dan would follow. He'd watch, maybe even help if they told him to. Hold her hair while she sucked Mason's cock, thick and veiny, twice the size of his. Thank him for fucking her. Get on his knees and lick her clean after, taste their cum on her skin, salt and musk and her.

Because suddenly he clearing knew, that's who he was. The Skipper. Their cuck. The bloke who got hard watching his wife get used by better men. The bloke who held her hair. The bloke who said thank you.

And sitting there in the dark, alone, a shitty flag sagging on the wall above him, curry containers stinking in the kitchen, Holly's perfume fading from the air, Dan's cock was already thickening again in his joggers, leaking pre-cum into the fabric, ready.
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Hard for Tomorrow

Holly rolled over, and the mattress dipped beneath her weight. Springs creaked in the dark. Dan felt her body press against his side, warm skin, bare tits soft against his arm, and his stomach twisted. She was awake. Wanted something. Fuck.

"You awake, babe?"

Dan's eyes were already open, staring at the ceiling. Orange streetlight bled through the thin curtains, casting stripes across the magnolia paint. He'd been lying here for twenty minutes, phone dark on the bedside table, scrolling nothing, thinking everything. Tomorrow. The pub. Mason's hands on her. What they'd do upstairs.

"Yeah. Can't sleep."

Holly's hand slid onto his chest, fingertips tracing lazy circles through the fabric of his t-shirt. Then lower. Down his stomach, over the soft rise of his gut, brushing the waistband of his boxers. She cupped his cock through the cotton. Squeezed and teased gently.

He was soft. Completely soft.

Holly's fingers closed round him, waiting for him to thicken, fill her hand like he was supposed to. Nothing. She squeezed again, stroking through the cotton, palm warm, patient. Still nothing. Dan's throat tightened. Come on. Come the fuck on.

"You alright?"

Dan swallowed, mouth dry, tongue thick. "Yeah, just... tired. Long week."

That was the fucked-up thing. He'd been hard all evening. Sitting on the sofa after dinner, watching some shite on telly, Holly beside him scrolling her phone, and Dan's cock had been throbbing in his joggers. Leaking. Thinking about tomorrow. About Mason's hands on her waist, Jay filming, Robbo watching with those dead eyes. About what they might do to her upstairs.

And now Holly wanted him. Now she was here, tits bare, hand on his cock, trying to get him going, and he was soft. Pathetic.

"Come on. It's been ages."

Her hand moved, stroking him properly now. Thumb and forefinger working up and down, coaxing. Dan's cock stirred, reluctant, half-interested. Holly shifted closer, pressing her body against his, breast flattening against his ribs. She smelt like her shower gel, coconut and vanilla, mixed with the faint tang of wine from dinner. Two glasses. She'd been relaxed all evening, smiling at her phone, texting someone. Mason, probably. Or the group chat.

Dan rolled towards her. Kissed her. Her lips parted immediately, tongue sliding into his mouth, tasting of toothpaste and Pinot Grigio. Holly's hand yanked his boxers down, fabric bunching at his thighs. Her fingers wrapped round his cock, bare now, stroking. He was getting harder, slowly. Three inches becoming four.

Holly pulled back from the kiss, breathing against his mouth. "There you go. See? Just needed a bit of encouragement."

She guided his hand to her tit, pressing his palm against the soft warmth. Dan squeezed, thumbed her nipple the way she liked. Holly moaned softly, arching into his touch. His cock twitched in her hand, thickening. Half-hard. Getting there, sort of.

Holly pushed him onto his back. The mattress groaned beneath them, springs protesting. She straddled him, thighs either side of his hips, warm and strong. Her knickers were on, lacy black ones, soaked through. Dan felt the heat of her cunt through the fabric, wet and slick, pressing against his cock. She ground down, slow circles, moaning quietly.

She was dripping wet already, grinding against him, moaning, and his cock was barely fucking hard, in fact it started to soften again.

No. No, come on.

"Dan, come on. Help me out here."

Holly's hands were on his chest, pushing herself up and down, grinding harder. Her tits swayed above him, nipples hard, flushed pink in the dim light. She looked beautiful. She always looked beautiful. And Dan's cock was going soft beneath her, shrinking, useless.

"Sorry, I... just give me a sec."

Holly stopped. Sat back on his thighs. Looked down.

His cock lay against his stomach, small and soft. Useless.

She sighed. The sound cut through him, sharp and disappointed.

"It's fine. Don't worry about it."

Holly climbed off him, swung her legs over the side of the bed, lay back down on her side, facing away. The mattress dipped and resettled. Dan stayed on his back, staring at the ceiling. His boxers were still bunched round his thighs, cock out, exposed. He pulled them up slowly, covering himself. Shame crawled hot up his throat, tight and choking.

She'd given up. Didn't even try to hide it. Just climbed off, turned away. And Dan's cock was soft, three inches of nothing. And tomorrow she'd have Mason.

"You've just been stressed, yeah? Work and that."

Holly's voice was flat, tired. She didn't believe it. Neither did Dan.

"Yeah. Sorry, babe."

"It's alright. Don't worry."

Silence settled. Two minutes passed, then three, time marked only by the flicker of the streetlight outside and the thud of Dan's pulse in his ears. He lay on his back, hands at his sides, listening to Holly breathe. A car passed on Lady Margaret Road, bass thumping, fading into the distance.

Then he heard it.

A soft rustle of fabric. Holly shifting. Her breathing changed, quickened. A quiet exhale, breathy and desperate.

She was touching herself.

Dan turned his head slightly. Couldn't see her, her back was to him, but he could hear everything. The wet sound of her fingers sliding into her cunt, slick and rhythmic. Her breath hitching. A soft moan, muffled into the pillow.

She was wanking. Right next to him in their bed, fingers working her cunt because Dan couldn't get hard when she needed him, couldn't fuck her, so she was doing it herself.

And Dan's cock twitched, and it started to thicken. Now. Fucking now, when it was too late, when she'd given up on him.

He listened to her moan, quiet and breathy, trying to be subtle, trying not to wake him maybe. But Dan heard everything. The wet sounds, slick and fast. Her hips shifting against the mattress, grinding. Her hand moving faster, fingers plunging. Another moan, louder this time, less controlled.

Dan's hand moved to his cock. Gripped it through his boxers. Hard now, thickening fast, leaking. Listening to his wife wank because he'd failed her. Because he was soft when she needed him. Because tomorrow she'd have Mason, and Jay, and Robbo, and maybe they'd make her scream, make her cum, fill her with their cocks and their spunk, and Dan would watch.

And that's what made him hard. Not her. Not his wife lying desperate beside him, touching herself, frustrated and aching.

The thought of them using her.

Holly's moans got louder; she'd stopped trying to be quiet. Her hips jerked, grinding against her hand, chasing it. The wet sounds intensified, faster, wetter, filthy. She was going to cum.

Dan's hand tightened round his cock. Stroking slowly, gripping himself through the cotton. Listening. His balls ached, tight and heavy. Pre-cum leaked onto his fingers, soaking through the fabric, slick and warm.

Holly gasped, a choked, desperate sound. Her body went rigid, thighs clenching. Then she shuddered, hips bucking against her hand, cumming hard. She moaned into the pillow, muffling the sound, but Dan heard it all; the wet squelch of her cunt round her fingers, slick and clenching. The shaking exhale as she finished.

Dan's cock throbbed in his fist, leaking, aching. He was close. So close, just listening to her cum. But he didn't finish. Just edged himself, squeezing the base, stopping before he tipped over. Wrong. This was wrong, fucked, listening to his wife wank next to him, getting hard from it, knowing she was thinking about them. About Mason. About tomorrow.

Holly's breathing slowed. She wiped her hand on the sheet and settled back into the pillow. Silent once more.

She'd cum. Without him. Next to him. And Dan's cock was hard now, leaking, straining, but he didn't finish. Just lay there, gripping himself, hoping tomorrow she'd cum on Mason's cock, or Jay's, or Robbo's.

He was fucked. Completely fucked, cock hard and leaking now that it didn't matter.
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Dressed for the Lads

Twelve minutes until kick-off. Fifteen until they'd be at the pub. And Holly was still in the bedroom, getting ready for them. No longer for him, instead for Mason, Jay, Robbo. The lads.

Dan sat on the sofa, telly blaring Sky Sports News, Simon Thomas's voice washing over him, meaningless. He wasn't watching. Couldn't. His stomach churned, tight and coiled, bile rising in his throat. His cock was already half-hard, pressing against his zip, uncomfortable, leaking. Fucking jeans. He shifted, crossed his legs, didn't help. He wanted to be sick, wanted to get there, wanted to turn the telly off and drag her back to bed and fuck her himself. Except could he even get hard?

Sounds from the bedroom. Wardrobe door sliding open, hangers scraping. Drawers rattling. The hairdryer roaring to life, then cutting off. She was taking her time. Doing her hair properly, her makeup, getting herself perfect. Like she was going on a date. She was really, just not with her husband.

The team sheet scrolled across the bottom of the screen. He didn't read it. Didn't care. Didn't matter who was playing. Didn't matter if they won, as the match wasn't the point anymore.

The bedroom door opened.

Holly walked into the living room.

Fuck.

She was wearing it. The bralette. The one Mason wanted her to wear. Black lace, see-through, her nipples hard and visible through the fabric, tits practically spilling out over the top. Over it, a footy hoodie, unzipped all the way down, showing everything underneath. Her stomach bare and smooth, flat, skin glowing. And the skirt. Tiny denim micro-skirt, barely covering her arse, sitting low on her hips, showing the curve of her waist. Bare legs, waxed smooth, long and perfect.

Her makeup was thick and heavy; smoky eyes, dark liner making them bigger, sluttier. Glossy red lips, wet-looking, kissable. Hair in loose curls, bouncing round her shoulders, perfect, like she'd just stepped out of a salon. And that perfume. Sweet, musky, expensive. The one she wore when she wanted to be fucked.

Dan's cock instantly went fully hard. Fucking typical now they had to go out. She looked like a pornstar. Like a slut. Mason's slut. And his cock loved it all the more.

Holly grinned, did a little twirl, the skirt lifting, showing the curve of her arse, the lace edge of her knickers. "What d'you think? Alright, yeah?"

"You... yeah. You look... fit."

Fit. Fucking understatement. She looked like a wet dream… Mason's wet dream.

Holly laughed, grabbed her handbag from the arm of the sofa. Small, over-shoulder, barely big enough for her phone and lipstick. "Cheers, babe. Right, you ready? Don't wanna miss kick-off."

Dan nodded. Stood. Legs shaky, knees weak. Grabbed his keys, his wallet from the coffee table. Followed her to the door. Course he did. Where else would he go?
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Outside, the October air hit like a slap. Cold, biting, grey sky overhead, wind sharp and cutting down Lady Margaret Road. Holly shivered but didn't zip up the hoodie. Obviously wanted her tits visible, wanted everyone to see.

See they did, every man they passed stared. A builder on scaffolding across the road wolf-whistled. Holly smiled, didn't acknowledge him, kept walking. Dan's cock throbbed with every step, every stare, every second closer to the pub.

"Hope we win today," Holly said, casual, buzzing. "Need the lucky ritual to work again, yeah?"

The ritual. The weak, pathetic excuse for kissing them all. For letting Mason's hands slide under her top, Jay's tongue in her mouth, Robbo's fingers up her skirt.

"Yeah," Dan said. His voice sounded flat, dead, far away. "Hope so."

They turned onto Fortess Road. The Gooner's Arms loomed ahead, red exterior chipped and faded, hanging sign creaking in the wind. Sounds spilled out through the door, loud, raucous.

Dan held the door open. Holly walked in first.

The pub as usual was packed. Standing room only. The smell hit Dan immediately: stale lager, sweat, cheap aftershave, fried food, cigarette smoke clinging to jackets. Heat. Noise. Testosterone.

And over Holly's shoulder, through the crowd, Dan saw them.

Mason. Jay. Robbo. Their booth, same as always, back corner, waiting. Three pints on the table already. Mason saw her. Stood a stupid wide grin, teeth showing, eyes raking over her body.

"Oi, oi!" Mason's voice cut through the noise, loud, commanding. "There she is! Our lucky charm!"

Every head in the pub turned. Stared. At Holly. At her tits in that see-through bralette, nipples visible, at her bare stomach, at her long legs in that tiny skirt. Fifty blokes, maybe more, all staring at his wife.

Holly beamed. Waved. Started walking towards them, hips swaying, confident, buzzing, obviously loving it.

Dan followed. A few steps behind, same as always, watching. Watching his wife walk towards another man, dressed like that, wet already, probably. He knew. Knew today would be worse. Knew they'd take more. Push further. And he knew he'd let them.

Here we fucking go.
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Glistening Fingers

Holly reached the booth and Mason was already moving. Didn't wait for her to sit. Just stepped forward, met her halfway, hands going straight to her waist like he owned her.

Not a hug. A grope.

Dan watched Mason's hand slide from Holly's lower back down to her arse, cupping it through the denim, fingers digging in, squeezing. The whole pub could see Mason groping his wife's arse, and Dan just stood there, three feet away, pint in hand, cock already thickening.

Mason's other hand gripped her waist, thumb brushing bare skin. He pulled her close, her tits pressed flat against his chest, and leaned down, kissing her cheek. Near her mouth. Almost her lips. Lingered there. Holly's hands rested on Mason's chest. Not pushing away. Fingers curling slightly into the fabric of his polo shirt, holding on.

"Fucking hell, Holly! Look at you! You trying to cause a riot in here or what?"

Holly giggled, face flushed, eyes bright. "Shut up! I just threw this on."

"Nah, bollocks you did." Mason squeezed her arse again. "You look fucking mint, darling."

Dan stood there, totally useless. Trish carried a tray past, slowed down to look, smirked. Gaz at the bar, pint halfway to his mouth, frozen, eyes locked on Holly's body.

Everyone could see what was up, and Dan couldn't move. Just stood there, hard, leaking already.

Jay stood up, phone out, as usual filming. He panned from Holly's legs up past the skirt, the flat stomach, the bralette, her face. Lingered on her tits.

"Oi, oi, oi! Skipper, mate, your missus is a fucking worldie!"

Holly laughed, did a little pose. Hand on hip, head tilted, playing up to the camera. Loving it. Loving the attention, the eyes on her, the way Jay's lens traced her body.

Mason still had his arm around her, hand still on her arse. "She's our secret weapon. Can't have the whole internet knowing, can we?"

"Fair, fair." Jay winked at the camera, kept filming. "Just for the lads then."

Invisible, no one had even looked at Dan yet, while Jay continued filming her tits, right close-up. And Holly was posing for it. Smiling. Arching her back slightly, pushing her chest forward, giving them the show they wanted.

Mason finally let her go, but only to steer her into the booth. He slid in after her, trapping her between himself and Robbo, who's chunky hand landed on her bare thigh. Just landed there. Big, rough, calloused. He squeezed once.

Holly glanced at his hand, then up at his face. Robbo stared back. No smile. No joke. Just want. She smiled, shifted slightly, opening her legs just a fraction, and didn't move his hand.

Mason leaned back, arm stretching along the booth behind her shoulders. "Right, Holly, what you drinking?"

"Diet Coke, please. Cheers, Mase."

Mason looked at Dan. Finally. First time he'd acknowledged Dan since they'd walked in. "Skipper, you getting the drinks in or what? Three Mahous, one Diet Coke, and whatever you're having."

"Yeah. Yeah, course."

He turned towards the bar, dismissed. Sent to fetch drinks whilst Mason's arm stayed draped around Holly's shoulders and Robbo's hand worked her thigh.

Mick finished serving someone else, turned to Dan. Nodded. No judgement in his eyes, but knowledge. "Usual, Dan?"

"Yeah. Four Mahous, one Diet Coke."

Mick started pulling the pints, and glanced past Dan towards the booth, and smirked. Said nothing, just kept pulling the pints, foam spilling over the rims, set them on the bar one by one.

"Big match today, son. You lot confident?"

"Yeah. Should be alright."

Mick grabbed a glass, filled it with Diet Coke from the gun, ice clinking. Set it down beside the pints. "Holly's your lucky charm, yeah? That's what Mason keeps saying."

Winked. Not unkind but knowing.

Dan forced a smile. Felt it crack on his face, brittle, pathetic. "Yeah. Something like that."

Dan paid and ferried the drinks back to the booth. No one said thank you. Except Holly, but even she was distracted.

"Cheers, babe."

Sipped her Diet Coke, didn't look at him. Her attention was on Mason, who was leaning close, whispering something in her ear. She giggled, and he noticed her hand rested on Mason's thigh. Fingers splayed, thumb stroking small circles through the denim.

Dan looked for somewhere to sit. The booth was full. Mason on Holly's left, Robbo on her right, both pressed close, thighs against hers. Jay opposite them, phone on the table, grinning. The only space left was the wobbly stool at the end of the table. 'The shit stool'. The one everyone avoided because it rocked, uneven, too low.

Dan sat, lower than everyone else. Literally beneath them. He looked up at Holly sandwiched between Mason and Robbo, her bare thighs pressed against theirs, her tits on display through that see-through bralette, her face flushed and smiling. She'd already forgotten him, giggling at whatever Mason was whispering. And Dan's pint tasted like shit.

Three o'clock and the game kicked off, followed by the usual shouting, cheering, eyes on the screen. Everyone except Dan. Dan was watching Mason.

Mason's right arm was around Holly's shoulders. Normal pub behaviour, mates being mates, yeah? But his left hand had disappeared. Under the table. Out of sight.

Holly's breathing changed. Quickened. She bit her lip, leaned back into Mason's arm, shifted slightly in her seat. Her thighs opened. Not a fraction. Deliberately. Wide enough for Mason's hand to slide higher. Subtle. But Dan saw.

Mason's hand was under her skirt again.

Dan couldn't see exactly what Mason was doing. The table blocked his view, sticky wood and spilled beer obscuring the angle. But he knew. Knew from the way Holly's breathing had gone fast and shallow, from the way her thighs had opened for him, from the way she was gripping her Diet Coke glass like her life depended on it. Mason's fingers were sliding up her thigh right now. Rough skin against smooth. Under the hem of that tiny skirt. Towards her knickers. Maybe already past them. Maybe already stroking her clit, maybe already sliding inside her cunt, maybe already feeling how wet she was. Robbo's hand still gripped her thigh next to him, and he eased her legs open a little more, and Holly let him, playing Mason's wing man.

Mason's face was casual. Relaxed. Watching the screen, shouting at the match. "Come on the Reds! Fucking smash these cunts!"

Holly gasped. Didn't cover it. Just gasped, open-mouthed, eyes fluttering half-closed. Her hand gripped the Diet Coke glass tighter, knuckles white, nails digging into the condensation-slick surface. Her chest rose and fell. Fast and shallow.

Mason's fingers were inside her. Had to be. Dan knew from every little tell: her breathing, her flushed face, the way she'd opened her legs for him, the way her free hand had moved to grip Mason's thigh, nails digging in. And Mason was just sitting there, shouting at the screen, acting normal whilst his fingers fucked Dan's wife's cunt. And Dan was covering for them. Sitting there. Silent. Leaking pre-cum into his boxers.

Jay leaned forward, elbows on the table. Saw Holly's face. Flushed. Eyes half-closed. Lip caught between her teeth. Grinned.

"Oi, Holly, you alright, babe? You look a bit... flustered."

Holly's eyes snapped open. Met Jay's gaze directly. Smiled. Breathless but defiant. "I'm fine. Just... hot in here, innit."

"Yeah, bet you are." Jay glanced at Mason. Mason winked. Jay's grin widened. "Proper warm today."

Robbo's hand squeezed hard. Fingers digging into her bare skin. Holly gasped again. Louder this time. Deliberate. Wanting them to hear. Couldn't hide it.

Jay looked at Dan. "Skipper, your missus alright? She's looking a bit peaky."

Bastard was rubbing his nose in it. "She's... she's fine. Just warm."

"Yeah, warm. That's it." Jay laughed, went back to watching the match.

Robbo's hand was squeezing her thigh whilst Mason's fingers were inside her knickers, and Holly was gasping, flushed, grinding subtly against Mason's hand, trying to pretend she was fine. And Dan was lying for them. Just warm. Fuck's sake.

We missed a shot. Martinelli, wide open, skied it over the bar. The pub groaned. Mason pulled his hand out from under the table. Brought it up to his pint glass.

His fingers glistened. Wet and slick with Holly's cunt, unmistakable even in the dim pub light.

Dan's stomach dropped.

Mason picked up his pint after rubbing his hand on his jeans and took a sip. Looked at Dan. Grinned.

"Holly's fucking drenched, mate. Proper soaking. Must be excited for the match, yeah?"

Holly's face burned scarlet. But she was grinning too. Embarrassed, yeah, but thrilled. She slapped Mason's arm. "Mason! Shut up!"

Jay laughed. Loud. "Fucking hell, Mason!"

Robbo just smirked. His hand still on her thigh. Hadn't moved. Hadn't stopped massaging her.

Dan couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. His wife's cunt juice had been on Mason's fingers. Right there. Glistening. And Mason had just announced it to the table, to everyone, no hiding it now, and Holly had slapped his arm, but she hadn't denied it. Hadn't pulled away from him. Hadn't moved Robbo's hand off her thigh. Was still smiling, face flushed, eyes bright with arousal.

Dan barely noticed the game as the booth settled into a rhythm. Lads shouting at the screen. Holly sipping her drink, face flushed from excitement, from Mason's fingers, from the thrill of being touched in public whilst her husband watched.
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Just Talking

Thirty minutes in, and Saka picked up the ball, cut inside, shifted onto his left foot. Spurs defender lunged late, clumsy as fuck. Saka dinked it over him, took another touch, opened up his body. Top corner. Unstoppable.

The pub fucking detonated.

Bodies surging, pints sloshing, chairs scraping. Everyone up, arms raised, roaring. Dan stood because everyone else did. Raised his pint, shouted something, didn't know what. Couldn't hear himself over the noise.

His eyes were on Holly.

She was standing between Mason and Robbo, arms up, tits bouncing in that see-through bralette. Everyone could see her nipples through the black lace, hard little points straining against the fabric. Mason grabbed her waist. Big hands, rough, possessive. Lifted her clean off her feet, spun her round. Her skirt rode up high, and everyone saw. Her arse, her black knickers, her thighs. Deano at the bar saw. Gaz beside him saw. Mick pulling pints saw.

Mason set her down but didn't let go. Hands on her waist, thumbs pressing into her bare skin just above the denim. He bent his head, kissed her forehead. Public, deliberate, proprietary. Like she was his. Like Dan didn't exist.

Holly slid back into the booth. Breathing fast, face flushed, eyes bright. Mason leaned close to Holly. Whispered something in her ear, lips brushing her lobe. She nodded, bit her lip, smiled, flushed deeper.

Mason looked at Jay, at Robbo. Then at Holly again. "Fancy heading upstairs for a bit, darling? More private up there."

An invitation. An offer.

Holly's eyes lit up. She glanced at Dan, just for a second, then back at Mason. "Yeah. Yeah, alright."

Eager. Breathless. Wanting it.

Jay grinned. "Yeah, you two go on. We'll hold the fort, won't we, Skipper?"

Looked straight at Dan. Eyes gleaming, mocking.

Dan's throat was tight. Couldn't swallow, couldn't get enough air. He knew what "upstairs" meant. Knew it meant that cramped room above the pub, the one with the stained sofa and the bare bulb and the smell of old smoke and sweat. Knew what Mason was going to do to her. What she wanted him to do to her.

"Yeah. Yeah, course. I'll... I'll be here."

Mason stood. Offered Holly his hand. She took it immediately. No hesitation. Let him pull her up. Her skirt had ridden up again, barely covering her arse. She tugged it down, flushed, but her eyes were bright with excitement, not nerves.

Mason's hand went straight to her lower back. Guiding her, steering her towards the corridor behind the bar, towards the door marked "PRIVATE – STAFF ONLY," towards the stairs. Holly walked fast, almost pulling him along, eager, can't-wait energy radiating off her.

Holly glanced back at Dan. Just once.

Their eyes met. Hers were bright, pupils blown, cheeks flushed pink. She bit her lower lip. Not guilty. Thrilled. Excited, definitely. Dan's mouth opened. He could say something. Stop. Don't. Stay. But nothing came out. His throat was closed, tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth.

She didn't look away guiltily. She smiled. Small, secret, just for him. I'm doing this. I want this. You're letting me.

Turned back to Mason. Followed him through the corridor, his hand sliding lower, cupping her arse openly, squeezing. She didn't stop him. Didn't even flinch. Pressed back into his hand, arching slightly. Just let him steer her through the door.

It closed behind them.

Gone.

Dan sat there. Wobbly stool, flat pint in his hand, his cock leaking steadily into his boxers. She'd looked back at him. Just once. Eyes bright, face flushed, breath coming fast, and she'd smiled. Hadn't stopped. Hadn't pulled away from Mason's hand on her arse. Just followed him. Up those stairs. Into that room. Where Mason would fuck her. Where she wanted Mason to fuck her.

And Dan would sit waiting like a good boy.

Jay laughed out loud, slapped the table hard enough to rattle the empty glasses. "Fucking hell, Skipper. Your missus and Mason, yeah? Proper close them two."

Robbo said nothing. Just watched Dan with those flat, dark eyes.

Dan's face burned scarlet. Couldn't look at them, just stared at the screen. We were still attacking. Forty-one minutes. Saka again, cut back, shot saved.

Jay leaned forward, elbows on the table, grinning wide. "You alright with that, Dan? Mason taking her upstairs? I mean, they're just chatting, yeah? Sorting stuff out."

Mocking. Cruel. Jay knew. Course he fucking knew. Jay had been filming Holly all afternoon. Filming her tits, her legs, her flushed face. Filming Mason's hand under her skirt. Jay knew everything.

"Yeah. Yeah, it's... it's fine. Just... just talking."

Jay's grin widened. "Yeah. Talking. Course." Winked at Robbo. Robbo's smirk deepened.

Just talking. No one believed that. Not Jay. Not Robbo. Not Dan. Mason was fucking her right now. Right this second, and Dan was sitting here pretending it was fine. Just talking. His cock throbbed hard, leaked more. Soaked through his boxers, damp patch spreading across the front of his jeans. He wanted to die. He wanted to cum. He wanted to run upstairs and see it. Wanted to never see it. Wanted it to stop. Wanted it to never stop.

Forty-three minutes. Forty-four. Forty-five.

The half-time whistle blew. Piercing, final. Pub erupted again. Everyone up, heading to the bar, the toilets, the smoking area. Bodies moving, noise rising, Mick shouting orders at Trish, Zara pulling pints fast.

Dan didn't move. Just sat there. Staring at the screen. Pundits talking, highlights looping, Saka's goal replaying in slow motion. He saw nothing.

His mind was upstairs. In that room.

Was she cumming already? Was Mason making her cum? Properly cum, screaming and shaking and clawing at the sofa, the way Dan never had? Never could? Was she telling Mason it was better? Was she saying his name? "Mason, Mason, fuck, Mason." Not Dan. Never Dan.

Dan's cock pulsed hard. He shifted on the stool, crossed his legs, tried to hide it. No one was looking. Everyone at the bar, in the smoking area, in the bogs. But Dan still hid. Ashamed and so fucking hard, imagining his wife getting fucked by another man one floor above him. Imagining her begging for it, screaming for it, loving every second.

His breathing was ragged, shallow. His jeans were soaked. He could smell himself. Sweat, pre-cum, shame.

Jay's phone was out. Angled low, subtle, but Dan caught it in his peripheral vision. The little red dot recording.

Fucking hell.

Jay was filming him. Zooming in on Dan's face first, flushed and sweating, eyes glazed over like he'd already cum in his pants. Then panning down slow, deliberate, to Dan's lap. The bulge in his jeans, obvious and straining. The wet patch spreading dark across the denim, right at the tip.

Jay grinned behind the camera. Whispered something to Robbo. Robbo glanced at Dan's crotch, smirked, nodded.

Dan knew what they were seeing. Knew what the footage would show. Dan Fletcher, the cuck. The bloke who sat downstairs whilst his mate fucked his wife. And who got hard from it. Leaking, desperate, pathetic.

He said nothing. Did nothing. Just sat there and let Jay film him.

Let them have the proof.

The second half was about to start. They'd been gone a while now. The pub seats were filling up again. Everyone back from the bar, the bogs, the smoking area. Settling in for the second half. Pints fresh, crisps opened, voices loud.

Mason and Holly still upstairs.

Dan's pint was empty. Flat and warm. He didn't get another. Didn't move. Just sat there. Waiting.

Robbo leaned forward. First time he'd spoken since they left. Voice low, blunt, factual.

"They're fucking, Dan."

Not a question. A brutal but honest statement of fact.

"I... yeah. I know."

Robbo nodded. Sat back. Said nothing else. Didn't need to.

Robbo had said it out loud, and Dan had agreed. He'd admitted it. To Robbo. To himself. Mason was fucking Holly right now. Balls deep in her cunt, filling her, stretching her, making her scream. And she was loving it. Begging for it. Cumming on his cock. And Dan was sitting here. Hard. Leaking. Letting it happen.

The whole sick, fucked-up truth: he was a cuck, and he fucking liked it.
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Marked Territory

HOLLY POV

Holly yanked Mason through the door marked "PRIVATE - STAFF ONLY," his hand hot and heavy against her lower back, already claiming her. The pub noise cut off sharp when the door slammed shut behind them and fuck, finally. She'd been wet since Mason's fingers had been inside her at the booth, since Robbo's hand had gripped her thigh, since she'd seen Dan watching her with those desperate, hungry eyes.

This was it. Not a fumble like last week. This time she was getting properly fucked.

The corridor behind the bar stretched narrow and dark ahead. Smelt of old wood and dust and something stale, like decades of spilled lager soaked into the walls. The stairs rose steep, carpet worn thin down the middle, edges frayed and curling. Bare bulb overhead washing everything sickly yellow.

Holly reached the stairs first and took them two at a time, trainers silent on the worn carpet. Her breathing was already ragged, cunt throbbing with every step. Mason stayed close behind her, his hand sliding from her back down to her arse, cupping it through the denim, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

"Eager, aren't you?"

Holly looked back over her shoulder, grinned. "Aren't you?"

His eyes went dark, pupils blown wide. "Fuck yes."

Three steps up and Mason's other hand reached round, slid up under her hoodie, cupped her tit through the bralette. Squeezed hard. Holly gasped, pressed back into his hand, grabbing the bannister to steady herself whilst grinding her arse against his obvious erection. Christ, she could feel every inch of it through his jeans. Thick and hard and pressing right between her arse cheeks.

"Keep walking, darling. Before I fuck you right here on the stairs."

Christ, she wanted that too. But the room was better. Private. Somewhere she could scream properly without the whole pub hearing.

Top of the stairs and the crappy door to the back room straight ahead, magnolia paint peeling round the edges. Bare bulb overhead casting harsh white light. Holly reached it first, shoved it open herself, walked straight in.

The room was small, cramped, exactly as she remembered from last week: brown leather sofa cracked and stained, bare bulb hanging from the ceiling, smell of old smoke and sweat and sex. Perfect.

Mason followed her in. Closed the door behind them. Not a slam, just a quiet click, but Holly heard it like a gunshot. Their private space now. No one else. Just them and what was about to happen.

Holly turned to face him, back against the wall, and his mouth crashed onto hers immediately. No gentleness, no asking, just hunger, and fuck yes, finally. His tongue pushed deep, aggressive, claiming, tasting of lager and smoke and man. Proper man.

She moaned into his mouth, opened wide, kissed him back just as hungry, tongue sliding against his. His beard scratched her face, rough and rasping, nothing like Dan's pathetic soft stubble. She fucking loved it. Loved the burn, the rawness, the proof he was a real man who didn't care about being gentle.

His hands gripped her arse, lifted her clean off the floor like she weighed nothing, and Holly's legs wrapped round his waist immediately, clinging, grinding her cunt against the hard ridge of his cock through their clothes. Christ, she could feel every inch. Thick and pulsing and so much bigger than Dan's.

"Fuck, Mason..." Holly gasped between kisses, breathless, heart hammering against her ribs. "I've been wet since you fingered me downstairs..."

"I know. Could feel it." Mason kissed her again, harder, silencing her, his tongue pushing so deep she gagged slightly. His hands squeezed her arse, grinding her cunt against his cock. "You want this, yeah?"

"Fuck yes. Been thinking about it all week."

That was all he needed. Mason carried her three steps and pressed her back against the wall, the magnolia paint cold against her bare skin where the hoodie had ridden up. He kissed her deeper, tongue fucking her mouth the way she wanted his cock to fuck her cunt. Holly could taste the lager on his tongue, smell the sweat on his skin, and fuck, she was dripping. Properly dripping. Her knickers were soaked through, sticking to her cunt, and Mason hadn't even touched her there yet.

She moaned, loud, didn't care who heard. Let them hear. Let Dan hear downstairs. Let him know his wife was about to get fucked properly.

Mason pulled away, breathing hard, eyes gone dark. Staring at her like he wanted to eat her alive.

He carried her to the sofa. Dropped her onto it. Holly landed hard, bounced slightly, laughing, breathless, tits heaving. The springs groaned beneath her, loud enough Dan probably heard downstairs. Good. Let him imagine what was happening up here. Let him picture Mason's hands on her, Mason's cock inside her.

Mason stood over her, staring, and Holly felt his gaze like a physical touch. Eyes devouring every inch. Her wrecked ponytail, half-fallen out. Her flushed face, lips swollen from kissing. Her tits heaving in that see-through bralette, nipples hard and dark through the lace, begging to be touched. Her tiny skirt ridden up, black lace knickers on display, and Holly knew he could see the wet patch spreading across the gusset. Knew he could see exactly how desperate she was.

Good. She wanted him to see. Wanted him to know.

"Take the hoodie off."

Command, not a request, and Holly's cunt clenched hearing it. Fuck yes.

She obeyed immediately. Sat up, shrugged the cropped hoodie off, dropped it on the floor. Now she was just in the bralette, tits fully on display, nipples straining against the lace, aching to be touched.

"Good girl. Now lie back and spread your legs."

Good girl. For obeying. For stripping. And Holly's cunt throbbed hearing it. She wanted to be his good girl. Wanted to do whatever he said. Wanted him to take her, use her, fuck her however he wanted.

She laid back, didn't hesitate, and spread her legs wide. Knees falling open, offering herself. Dan never made her feel like this. Never made her wet from just a look, never made her eager to obey. But Mason did. Mason made her want to be good, want to please, want to be his.

Mason knelt between her legs. His hands, rough and calloused, slid up her thighs, and Holly gasped at the touch, arching into it. Work hands. Proper man's hands. Not Dan's soft, useless fingers. He slid his hands higher, under the skirt, gripped the waistband of her knickers.

"Fucking hell, Holly. You're soaked."

"I know. Been like this since you touched me downstairs."

He pulled her knickers down, slow, dragging them over her hips, down her thighs, past her knees, off her ankles. Holly watched him, watched him hold them up and examine them. The gusset soaked through, juice glistening under the bare bulb.

He brought them to his face and sniffed deep, eyes closing.

Christ. Holly's face burned, but her cunt clenched watching him. Watching him smell her, her juice, her desperate arousal. Dan would never. But Mason was inhaling her scent like it was the best thing he'd ever smelt, eyes closed, grinning, and fuck, Holly's cunt throbbed seeing it.

Mason's eyes opened. Met hers. Still grinning. He shoved the knickers in his pocket.

"Keeping these."

"You're such a bastard." Holly grinned back, breathless. "Dan's gonna know."

"Good. Now shut up and spread your legs wider."

Fuck yes.

She did. Spread them as wide as they'd go, showing him everything. Her bare cunt, wet and pink and desperate, dripping her arousal onto the filthy sofa. Dan would sit here next week, probably. Sit where her cunt was dripping. The thought made her wetter.

Mason didn't fuck her yet. Just leaned down and buried his face between her thighs.

His tongue, flat and rough, licked her cunt from bottom to top, slow, tasting her properly, and Holly cried out. Loud. Didn't muffle it. Let the whole pub hear if they wanted. This was too good to hide.

Mason licked her again, sucking her clit into his mouth, tongue sliding inside her, fucking her with it, lapping at her like he was starving. Dan never did this. Never went down on her. Said it was "weird," that he didn't like the taste. But Mason was devouring her. Properly devouring her. Licking, sucking, tongue inside her, two fingers joining his tongue, stretching her, curling, finding that spot inside that made her—

"FUCK! Mason! Oh fuck, I'm gonna—"

She came. Hard. Hips bucking off the sofa, thighs clamping round Mason's head, both hands flying to his hair, gripping, holding him there, grinding against his face whilst she screamed. Her cunt pulsed, clenched round his fingers, desperate to be filled properly, and it just kept going. Wave after wave crashing through her whilst Mason kept licking, kept sucking, prolonging it, making her shake harder, sob with pleasure.

His beard scratched her inner thighs, rough and rasping, and Holly knew she'd have marks. Red, raw, beard-burn. She wanted them. Wanted Dan to see them tomorrow. Wanted proof this happened.

She collapsed back, gasping, legs trembling, cunt still pulsing. Wrecked already and he hadn't even fucked her yet. Christ. If his tongue did that, his cock would... fuck, she couldn't even finish the thought.

Mason lifted his head. Beard soaked, dripping with her juice. Grinning like he'd won something. "Taste even better than you smell, darling."

Holly couldn't speak. Just lay there, chest heaving, trying to remember how to breathe, smiling like an idiot.

Mason stood and Holly watched him strip. She propped herself up on her elbows, not wanting to miss a second.

Polo shirt first. Pulled it over his head, dropped it on the floor. Bare chest, muscular, thick dark hair covering his pecs and tattoos running down his right arm. Properly masculine. A proper man's body. Not like Dan's soft pale chest with barely any hair.

Belt next. Unbuckled slow, the clink of metal loud in the small room, deliberate, and Holly's cunt throbbed hearing it, already clenching again, wanting to be filled.

He unzipped his jeans, shoved them down his hips, and his cock sprang free.

Fuck.

Christ. Thick as her wrist, veins running up the shaft like ropes. She'd felt it through his jeans last week, felt it press against her arse when he'd carried her up here, but seeing it was different. It curved up slightly, the head already dark and leaking pre-cum, and it was going inside her. Going to stretch her, fill her, fuck her properly. Finally.

It was longer than Dan's by... by miles. She'd always told Dan size didn't matter, that it was fine. But it did matter. This was a real cock. And she couldn't fucking wait.

Mason climbed onto the sofa, knelt between her legs. Gripped his cock, stroked it once, pre-cum leaking, glistening on the head. Holly watched his fist slide up and down, watched the way his cock pulsed in his hand.

He lined the head up with her cunt. Pressed forward, just the tip, and Holly gasped. Already stretching her. Already more than Dan's whole cock.

"Fuck, Mason... you're huge..."

"You can take it." Not a question. A statement. "Spread wider."

Holly obeyed. Wanted to obey. Planted her feet on the sofa, knees falling open, opening herself completely. Offering herself.

He pushed forward. Slow, inch by inch, and Holly felt every bit. Filling her, stretching her, forcing her cunt to open for him. She was tight. So fucking tight. He had to push hard, make her body accept him, and fuck it felt incredible.

Holly cried out, loud, the sound punched out of her. It hurt. Christ, it hurt. Stretching her so wide she thought she'd split. But fuck, underneath the burn was something else. Pressure. Fullness. His cock hitting places Dan had never reached, places she didn't even know existed. Places that made her see fucking stars.

Mason didn't stop. Just kept pushing, deeper, so much deeper. Splitting her open, claiming her, and Holly's cunt stretched, burned, screamed as Mason pushed deeper. Inch by thick, brutal inch. She'd thought she was ready. She wasn't. His cock was too big, too much, filling her so completely she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, just felt every vein, every ridge, every impossible fucking inch forcing her open.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, Mason, you're... Christ, you're splitting me..."

Not a complaint. Awe. Reverence. Her hands clawed at his shoulders, nails digging in, holding on whilst her body tried to accommodate him. Dan's cock had never done this. Never made her feel like she was being claimed from the inside out. Dan slipped in easy, barely a stretch, and was done in two minutes. This... this was different. This was a proper man's cock. Thick and heavy and relentless, taking what it wanted, making her body accept it.

Mason's eyes stayed locked on hers. Watching her face twist, watching her mouth fall open, watching her take him. "That's it, darling. Open up for me. You can take it."

Holly whimpered, nodded, tried to relax, tried to let him in deeper. Her cunt clenched involuntarily, trying to adjust, and Mason groaned, low and guttural, the sound vibrating through his chest into hers.

"Fucking hell, Holly. You're tight. Squeezing my cock like... fuck, properly tight."

"You're... you're too big..." Gasping it, half-sobbing, but her hips tilted up, opening herself wider, wanting more. "Dan's never... I've never felt... fuck, Mason, I can feel you everywhere..."

Mason's grin widened, wicked and proud. "Yeah? Good. Want you to remember this. Remember what a real cock feels like."

He pushed the last inch and Holly screamed. Balls deep. Fully inside. Buried to the root. She could feel him in her stomach, in her throat, in her fucking soul. Her cunt pulsed around him, clenching, trying to adjust to the sheer impossible fullness.

This was it. This was what she'd been missing. Dan's pathetic three inches, over in two minutes, never once making her feel like this, like she was being owned, claimed, ruined in the best possible way.

He paused. Looked down at her, eyes dark. "You alright?"

Holly nodded, tears pricking her eyes. Not from pain. From how fucking good it felt. From how full she was. From how right this felt. "Fuck me. Please, Mason. Fuck me properly."

"Good girl."

He pulled out, slow, agonising, almost all the way, and Holly gasped at the emptiness, the sudden aching void. Just the thick head still inside, stretching her entrance, keeping her open. Then he slammed back in, brutal and deep, grunting, and Holly screamed. Didn't muffle it. Didn't care. Let the whole pub hear. Let Dan hear. Let him know his wife was getting fucked properly.

Mason fucked her with deep, brutal thrusts, slow enough to make her feel every vein dragging against her stretched cunt. Pulling almost all the way out, making her feel every inch leaving, then slamming back in hard enough to punch the air from her lungs. Over and over. Out, in. Out, in. The sofa creaked beneath them, springs groaning, leather squeaking with every brutal thrust.

Holly's hands flew to his back, nails raking down, leaving red lines, holding on for dear life whilst he fucked her. Properly fucked her. Not the quick, apologetic rutting Dan did. This was fucking. Hard and deep and relentless, making her feel every second, making her cunt clench and pulse and drip.

"Mason... fuck, Mason, you're so deep... I can feel you... Christ, I can feel you everywhere..."

"Yeah? You like that? Like feeling a proper cock inside you?"

"YES! Fuck, yes! You're... you're so much bigger than... than Dan..."

There it was. Out loud. The comparison. The truth. Dan's cock was pathetic. Tiny. Useless. Mason's was perfect.

Mason's grin turned feral. "That's right, darling. So much bigger. Bet he never made you scream like this, did he?"

"NO! Never! He's... he's too small... too quick... you're... fuck, Mason, you're perfect..."

Mason leaned down, mouth crashing onto hers, tongue pushing deep, claiming her mouth the same way his cock claimed her cunt. Holly moaned into the kiss, opened for him, let him taste her, fuck her mouth with his tongue whilst his cock fucked her cunt. Spit swapping, messy and wet, his beard scratching her face, rough and masculine and everything Dan wasn't.

She sucked on his tongue, desperate, kissing him back with everything she had, pouring all her need, all her hunger, all her gratitude into it. This man wanted her. Properly wanted her. Was fucking her like she mattered, like she was worth the effort. Not like Dan's boring, obligatory shags. This was desire. Raw and filthy and perfect.

Mason pulled back, breathing hard, eyes dark. "On your knees, Holly. Hands on the back of the sofa."

Command, not request. And Holly's cunt clenched hearing it.

She scrambled to obey, turning, getting on all fours, hands gripping the cracked leather back of the sofa, arse in the air, presenting herself. Offering herself.

Mason's hands gripped her hips, rough and possessive, positioning her exactly how he wanted. His cock pressed against her entrance again, slick with her juice, still hard, still huge, and he slammed in.

Holly's back arched, head thrown back, screaming. This angle was deeper, impossibly deeper, his cock hitting places she didn't know existed, places that made her see stars, made her cunt clench and pulse and gush. Fuck, she was going to cum again. Already. Just from how deep he was.

"Look at you," Mason growled, hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, fucking her fast now, brutal, relentless. "Arse in the air, screaming for my cock. Such a good little slut."

"YES! Fuck, yes, I'm... I'm your slut, Mason! Yours!"

"Not Dan's?"

"NO! Not his! YOURS!"

The sofa screamed beneath them, springs protesting every brutal thrust, the wet slap of his cock pounding her cunt obscene and perfect and everything. Holly's vision blurred, tears streaming, mascara running, and she didn't care. This was everything. This was what she needed. What Dan could never give her.

Mason yanked her upright, still buried inside her, one arm around her waist holding her against his chest, the other hand fisting in her hair, pulling her head back, exposing her throat. He kissed her again, rough and hungry, all tongue and teeth, biting her lower lip, sucking it, then he pulled back and spat into her open mouth.

Holly swallowed immediately, moaned, opened wider, wanting more. Wanting his spit, his sweat, his cum, everything. She was his. Completely his.

"Tell me again," Mason growled against her mouth, still fucking her, cock pounding deep, hitting her cervix with every thrust. "Whose cunt is this?"

"YOURS! Mason, it's yours! Not Dan's! Never his again! Just yours!"

"Good girl. My good little slut. Gonna fill you up now. Gonna pump you full of cum and send you back to your husband dripping."

"YES! Please! Fuck, Mason, please cum in me! Mark me! Make me yours!"

Mason's thumb found her clit. Rubbed hard, fast, circles that made her cunt clench, whilst he was still fucking her, cock slamming deep, thumb circling her clit, and Holly's vision whited out.

She came harder than before. Harder than ever. Cunt clamping down on his cock, entire body shaking, back arching, both hands clawing at the leather, not caring about the noise, the pub below, Dan hearing her scream another man's name.

"MASON! FUCK! MASON! YES! FUCK YES!"

Mason grunted, slammed deep one last brutal thrust, held himself balls-deep, cock pulsing, throbbing, and came.

Holly felt it. Every pulse, every throb, every rope of hot thick cum pumping deep inside her. So much cum. More than Dan ever produced. She felt the warmth flooding her, filling her, marking her from the inside out. She moaned, overwhelmed, tears streaming down her face, mixing with sweat and spit and fuck, she was drooling. Her whole body shook, cunt still clenching round his cock like it didn't want to let go.

Dan's cum was watery, pathetic, barely there. This was thick, heavy, claiming. She was full of Mason now. Properly full. And when she walked back downstairs, it would leak out of her, drip down her thighs, and Dan would see. Would smell it. Would know exactly what happened up here.

Mason collapsed onto her, breathing hard, and Holly wrapped her arms round his back, held him, felt his heart hammering against her tits. His cock still inside her, still twitching, still leaking. Fuck. He'd cum inside her. Filled her. Marked her. Made her his.

They lay there, tangled, sweating, the sofa creaking beneath them with every breath. Holly could smell sex everywhere. Sweat and cum and her own juice, thick and cloying. The room stank of it. Dan would smell it on her when she went back downstairs.

She'd begged him. Screamed his name whilst Dan sat downstairs, probably listening, definitely knowing. And Holly's cunt was full of Mason's cum now. Marked. Owned. She'd never felt more alive.

Mason pulled out slow. His cock slick with her juice and his cum, glistening wet. He looked down, watched his cum leak out of her cunt, thick and white, dripping onto the leather sofa, pooling.

"Fucking hell. Look at that."

Holly propped herself up, looked down between her legs. Saw it too. Mason's cum leaking out of her, trickling down towards her arse. Dan would know. Would smell it. Would see.

Mason reached into his pocket, pulled out her knickers. Black lace, still damp from before.

He used them to wipe her. Gentle, almost tender. Wiping his cum from her thighs, from her cunt, soaking the lace with it. Holly watched, face burning but cunt throbbing, watching him clean her with the knickers he'd stolen.

When he was done, he held them up. Soaked now, sticky, glistening with cum and her juice. Completely ruined.

"Perfect." He shoved them back in his pocket.

"You're giving those to Dan, aren't you?"

Mason grinned. "Course I am."

Holly bit her lip. Dan would know. Would smell it. Would see the proof. Her face burned. But fuck, her cunt clenched at the thought. "You're such a bastard."

"You love it."

She did.

Mason dressed quickly. Casual. Pulled his jeans back on, buckled his belt, pulled his polo shirt over his head. Ran a hand through his hair. Looked fine. Normal. Like he hadn't just fucked her senseless.

Holly struggled more. Her legs were shaking, weak, barely holding her. She had to grip the arm of the sofa to stand, stumbling slightly. Her whole body felt wrung out, used. Properly fucked.

She pulled her skirt down, tugged her bralette straight, shrugged her hoodie back on but didn't zip it. Left her tits still visible. Let them see. Let everyone see. Let Dan see.

Mason took her hand, led her to the door. "Ready?"

Holly nodded, grinning, breathless. "Yeah. Let's go show him."

They descended the stairs slowly, Holly gripping the bannister, legs still shaky, but grinning the whole way. Cum sliding down her thigh, warm and thick and obvious. Mason's cum. His mark. His claim.

And she was about to walk back into that pub, bare-cunted, full of another man's cum, and let her husband see exactly what she'd done.

Fuck, she couldn't wait.
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Souvenir

The door behind the bar finally opened.

Dan's stomach dropped like he'd missed a step in the dark. He'd been sat there the whole time, jeans damp, cock leaking a wet patch into his boxers whilst his wife was upstairs getting fucked by Mason. Imagining every second. Every thrust. Every moan he'd never heard her make for him. And now they were back.

Mason walked out first, casual, like he'd just popped to the toilet and not railed Dan's wife upstairs. Hair barely mussed. Belt buckle clinking as he adjusted it, and that grin, cocky and satisfied, the grin Dan recognised from every win, every successful bet, every time Mason got exactly what he wanted. And this time, what he'd wanted was Holly.

Holly followed, and Dan couldn't breathe.

She wasn't stumbling. Wasn't clinging to the bannister like her legs wouldn't work. She walked down those stairs like a woman who'd just discovered something about herself, something good, and Dan's chest seized watching her.

Fuck, she was glowing.

Hair wrecked, yeah. Curls tangled and falling everywhere, ponytail half-undone. Mascara smudged under her eyes, black streaks down her flushed cheeks. Lipstick gone, wiped clean. But her face wasn't scarlet with shame. It was flushed with satisfaction. Eyes bright, not glazed. Alive. More alive than Dan had seen her in years. Her mouth curved in this small, secret smile, like she was replaying every second in her head and loving it.

She wasn't embarrassed. She was proud.

Her skirt sat crooked on her hips, obviously yanked back on in a rush, and she walked carefully, thighs pressed together. Dan's cock pulsed because he knew exactly what she was holding in. Mason's cum. Thick, hot, leaking out of her cunt, and she was trying to keep it inside whilst she walked back to him.

And there. Fuck, there it was. Wet. Glistening. A trail sliding down her inner thigh, catching the pub lights, unmistakable. Cum. Mason's cum, leaking out of her, and she wasn't even trying to hide it.

Dan's cock screamed. She looked satisfied. Properly, deeply, bone-deep satisfied in a way Dan had never managed. And she was full of another man's spunk, and Dan was harder than he'd ever been in his life.

She'd been fucked. Really, properly fucked. And it showed.

They reached the booth. Mason slid in first, casual, spreading his legs wide. He pulled Holly down beside him, one thick arm around her waist, proprietary, claiming her in front of everyone.

Holly sat carefully, and then she smiled. Not a wince. Not embarrassment. A satisfied, knowing smile, small and private, like she was savouring something. She adjusted her position, shifting her weight, and that smile deepened. Like sitting reminded her exactly what Mason had done to her upstairs. Like she was reliving every thrust and loving the ache.

She was sore. Stretched. And she fucking loved it.

Dan stared. Couldn't look away. His wife, glowing, satisfied, full of another man's cum, smiling like she'd just won the lottery.

When had he ever made her look like that?

Never. Not once. Not on their wedding night, not on their honeymoon, not in five years of marriage. She'd always been polite after sex with him. Smiled, kissed his cheek, rolled over. But this? This glow, this satisfaction, this pride?

Mason had given her that. In twenty minutes upstairs. Mason's cock, Mason's hands, Mason's mouth. Dan's three inches and two-minute fumbles had never come close.

Jay leant forward, phone out, lens pointing at Holly. "Fucking hell, babe, you look properly fucked."

Holly's smile widened. Not shy. Not mortified. Pleased. "Shut up, Jay."

"Nah, serious. You look wrecked. In a good way, yeah?"

Holly bit her lip, glanced at Mason, then back at Jay. Still smiling. "Yeah. In a very good way."

A very good way. Not embarrassed. Not apologetic. Owning it. Celebrating it.

Dan's cock throbbed, leaked, pulsed against his zip, and he wanted to adjust himself but couldn't move. Just sat there, frozen, watching his wife glow with another man's fuck whilst his pathetic cock wept into his boxers.

Robbo said nothing, just stared down at Holly's thighs, at the wet trail glistening there, sliding lower, almost to her knee. His expression didn't change, dead-eyed and flat, but his hand shifted under the table, adjusting himself.

Dan couldn't look away from that trail. She wasn't even trying to hide it. Just sat there, legs slightly apart, skirt riding up, letting them all see.

Mason reached into his pocket and pulled something out. Black lace, soaked through and sticky under the pub lights.

Holly's knickers.

Dan's chest seized, breath gone, heart hammering. Mason dropped the knickers on the table, right in front of Dan, casual like he was passing a fucking beer mat. The knickers landed with a soft, wet sound, fabric heavy with moisture. They sat there, crumpled and drenched, black lace soaked through, glistening.

"Here you go, Skipper. Holly don't need these anymore." Mason's grin widened, all teeth. "Thought you might want 'em. Souvenir, yeah?"

Jay exploded, loud bark of laughter, slapping the table. "Fucking hell, Mason! You're mental, bruv! Fucking mental!"

Holly didn't blush. Didn't look away. She just bit her lip, eyes bright with mischief, watching Dan stare at her ruined knickers on the table. Not embarrassed. Turned on. Getting off on his reaction, on his humiliation, on the proof of what she'd done sitting right there between them.

She wanted him to see. Wanted him to know.

Mason had fucked her. Cum inside her. And here was the evidence, crumpled and wet on the sticky pub table, whilst Jay filmed and Robbo watched and Mason grinned and Holly sat there glowing, satisfied, proud of what she'd done.

Dan's hand moved before he could stop it. Slow, shaking, reaching across the sticky table. His fingers closed around the knickers, black lace soaked through, wet and sticky and still warm. He could feel it. Feel them. Her juice, Mason's cum, the evidence of her fucking.

He lifted the knickers slowly, brought them closer.

And he sniffed them.

Pressed the soaked lace to his face and breathed in deep, nose buried in the wet fabric, inhaling the stink of her cunt and Mason's cum. The smell hit him like a fist: sex, sweat, musk, her, ruined and marked and fucked. His cock pulsed, leaked, throbbed so hard it hurt, and he was going to cum, right here, just from this.

Holly was watching.

Not shocked. Not disgusted. Fascinated. Eyes wide, pupils huge, lips parted. Her nipples were hard through the lace bralette. Her thighs shifted, pressed together, and Dan could see her breathing quicken.

She was turned on. Watching him debase himself, watching him sniff the proof of her fucking. It was getting her hot.

"Dan, you..." Holly's voice, breathless, but not upset. Intrigued. "Oh my God."

Mason laughed, loud, slapping the table. "Dirty fucking pervert, your husband. Love it, mate. Proper cuck, innit."

Jay was filming, capturing Dan with the knickers pressed to his face, eyes closed, breathing deep. "Bruv, this is fucking gold. Gold."

Dan lowered the knickers slowly, carefully, folding them despite the sticky mess. And he put them in his jacket pocket. Kept them.

His souvenir. His proof.

Holly was still watching him, that small secret smile back on her lips. Not judging. Not disgusted. Understanding. She knew now. Knew what he was. Knew what he needed.

And she was going to give it to him.

Dan's cock pulsed, leaked, and he couldn't meet her eyes. Just stared at the table, at the wet ring where her knickers had been, whilst Mason's arm tightened around her waist and she leant into him, comfortable, like she belonged there.

Because she did. She was Mason's now. And Dan was just the husband who got to watch.
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Cameraman Dan

Dan's phone buzzed in his hand. The notification lit up: Holly's Lads, the group chat. Mason had added him an hour back, at the pub, grinning the whole time. "Skipper needs to stay in the loop, yeah, now he’s part of this." And Dan had nodded, muttered thanks like the pathetic bastard he was.

So he was one of the lads now. Except he wasn't, was he? Not really. He was the bloke who got cucked whilst the actual lads fucked his wife.

Holly was beside him in bed now, propped against the pillows, hair still damp from the shower, curling at the ends. She'd stripped the second they got home, disappeared into the bathroom whilst Dan collapsed on the sofa, still reeking of pub. Quick shower, maybe five minutes, washing Mason's dried spunk from between her thighs, from her cunt. Then she'd come to bed in just black knickers and another of Dan's old shirts, the 2004 one, Bergkamp on the back, hem hanging off one pale shoulder.

Dan was still in his grey joggers. Hadn't bothered to shower. Could still smell the pub on himself, stale lager and cigarette smoke someone else had been smoking.

His jeans were on the floor by the bed, crumpled where he'd stepped out of them. He could see the dark wet patch even in the dim orange wash from the streetlight outside, the stain where he'd leaked and leaked, watching Mason finger her, watching them disappear upstairs, watching her come back down marked and used and limping slightly.

Holly's phone lit up. She checked it, screen washing her face blue-white, and that grin spread. She was typing back already.

Dan's phone buzzed again in his hand. He'd been pretending to scroll Reddit, r/Gunners match thread, not reading a word. Just muscle memory. Something to do with his hands whilst his brain tried and failed to process the night, to fit it into some shape that made sense.

He scrolled up. Started reading from the beginning.

Mason (10:51pm): Fucking hell lads what a night. Holly you're a fucking star 🌟


Jay (10:52pm): Best match day ever. Proper fucking filth 😂🔥


Holly (10:53pm): You lot are mental 😂 I'm knackered


Mason (10:54pm): Yeah but you loved it


Holly (10:55pm): …yeah 🙈


Jay (10:56pm): Oi Holly send us a pic yeah? Wanna see you right now


Holly (10:57pm): What kind of pic? 😏


Mason (10:57pm): You know what kind. Tits out. For the lads.




Dan was reading it the same second Holly was, watching her type her response right next to him, her face lit by the screen, bottom lip caught between her teeth like she was concentrating on a crossword.

She sent the message. Dan's phone buzzed.

Holly (10:58pm): Alright hang on




She was going to do it. Send all of them a picture of her tits. Whilst he just lay here, watching her type, watching her smile, his cock already throbbing in his joggers whilst his wife prepared to strip for his mates.

Holly sat up. Put her phone down on the duvet, screen still glowing. Grabbed the hem of her shirt, Bergkamp's name stretching across her back as she pulled it over her head. Tossed it on the floor. Topless now, just the black knickers, pale skin glowing orange-white in the mixed light, nipples already hard from the cold air, dark and prominent, the size of two-pence pieces.

She stood up. Walked to the mirror, the full-length Ikea one leaning against the wall opposite the bed, the one that always wobbled when you opened the wardrobe door.

Dan propped himself on one elbow. Watched. He realised he wanted her to as much has the lads did. His admission to himself earlier had unlocked something and made it all easier.

Holly posed in front of the mirror. Arched her back slightly, tits pushed forward, nipples pointing at her reflection. Held her phone at chest height, angled down. Snapped a pic. Checked it, frowned, adjusted her angle. Snapped again. Smiled this time. Sent.

Dan's phone buzzed in his hand. He looked down. Notification: Holly sent a photo.

He clicked it.

Oh fuck.

Saw the pic the same time his mates would. Holly topless, nipples hard as bullets, bathroom light harsh behind her making her skin glow, that little smile on her face. That smile. The one she used to give him years ago when she'd send him dirty pics at work, when he'd be in the warehouse and his phone would buzz and he'd sneak off to the toilets to look, to wank.

Not anymore. That smile was for them now.

The group chat exploded.

Jay (10:59pm): FUCKING HELL 🔥🔥🔥


Mason (11:00pm): Beautiful. Proper beautiful. But I wanna see more.


Robbo (11:00pm): Stunning.


Mason (11:01pm): Take the knickers off. Show us that cunt.




Dan's cock jerked. Hot pulse of pre-cum soaking into his joggers, adding to the mess already there, warm and wet and fuck. Mason wanted to see her cunt. And Holly was reading that message right now, walking back towards the bed, still topless, nipples hard, phone in hand, and she was grinning.

He didn't move. Just watched Holly climb back onto the bed, cross her legs, face him. Still topless. Reading the messages, scrolling, that grin getting wider.

"Hol..." His voice cracked. Sounded like a thirteen-year-old's. He cleared his throat, tried again. "You don't have to, yeah? You can just... we can go to sleep."

Holly looked up at him. Smiled. Not mean. Not mocking. Just matter-of-fact, like she was explaining something simple to a child who kept asking why the sky was blue.

"Dan, babe." Her voice was soft, almost kind. "You can't satisfy me. Not like they can. So if they want pictures, I'm gonna send them. Yeah?"

Can't satisfy me. Can't satisfy me. The words just sat there between them, hanging in the orange streetlight glow and the blue wash from her phone screen, more messages coming in, buzzing, Mason and Jay and Robbo all waiting. Can't satisfy her. Never could. Three inches. Thirty seconds. She hasn't come with you for months, maybe a year, maybe longer.

"You alright with that?"

His mouth was fucking desert. Tongue stuck to his teeth. He nodded.

"Good boy." She leaned forward, kissed his forehead. Like he was a pet. A dog who'd brought her slippers.

She turned back to her phone, already reading the next message, already smiling.

She'd said it. ‘You can't satisfy me’. And Dan agreed, because it was true, wasn't it? His pathetic cock, his thirty-second stamina on a good night, the way he just lay there afterwards staring at the ceiling whilst he rolled off her and muttered sorry.

He couldn't. But Mason could, and the others probably could too. She deserved to be satisfied didn’t she? He was going to let her, because he was the good boy. Her cuck.

Holly hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her knickers. Paused. Looked at Dan.

"You wanna see too, yeah?"

Dan nodded.

Holly slid her knickers down. Slowly, teasingly, even though it was just Dan watching. She was performing, enjoying it, hips swaying. Kicked them off. Naked now. Lay back on the bed, head on the pillows, legs spreading.

Her cunt was swollen and red, still slick. From earlier? From now? Both? The orange light cast shadows across her thighs, pink folds glistening, wet and open and used.

Holly held her phone above her, angled down between her legs. Snapped a pic. Checked it. Frowned. Tried again. Still not happy. Picky. She was being picky about the cunt shot. Making sure her lads saw her properly. Saw how wet she was. How ready.

"Babe, can you take it? You'll get a better angle."

Dan froze. His guts twisted, knotted.

"Come on. Just one pic. For the lads."

What else could he do?

He took her phone, and crawled forward on the bed, knees sinking into the mattress, knelt at the foot between her spread legs. Looked down.

He could smell her. Sweat and her, musky.

"Get it all in. My face too. Wanna prove its me."

Dan's hands shook, her phone trembling in his grip, but he managed to frame the shot. Professional. Like he was doing product photos at work. Make sure the lighting's right. Make sure they can see everything.

Holly's face at the top, smiling, eyes half-lidded, lazy satisfaction like she'd just had a massage. Down her body, tits with those hard dark nipples, soft stomach with that little pouch she always hated, the curve of her hips, and her cunt, spread, wet, pink and swollen and used, folds glistening in the mixed light.

He snapped the pic. Handed the phone back.

Holly checked it. Grinned. "Perfect. Cheers, babe."

He'd just photographed his wife's cunt. For Mason. For Jay. For Robbo. And Holly had smiled.

The pic was sent. And the lads were seeing it. Right now. Seeing her cunt. The cunt Dan barely got to touch anymore. The cunt that now belonged to them.

Jay (11:04pm): HOLY FUCK HOLLY 🔥🔥🔥🔥


Mason (11:04pm): Good girl. Fucking good girl. And nice work Skipper helping out 😂


Robbo (11:05pm): Perfect.


Jay (11:05pm): Oi did Dan take that? 😂😂 Fucking ledge


Mason (11:06pm): That's what I'm saying. Proper team player. We're lucky to have him. He knows the score.




Dan's face burned, ears hot, neck prickling. His cock throbbed, wet patch spreading down his thigh now, soaking through the grey cotton. Mason had probably guessed he’d taken it the second he saw the angle, the framing, the way Holly's face was perfectly in shot.

And they were mocking him, while thanking him. Both at once. Nice work Skipper. Helping out. Team player. Like he'd just bought a round at the pub, not photographed his own wife's cunt for them to wank over.

Holly giggled beside him. "See? They love you."

The messages kept coming.

Mason (11:07pm): Right Holly one more. Finger yourself. Want a video. Sound on.


Jay (11:07pm): Fucking yes. Do it babe.


Holly (11:08pm): You lot are insatiable 😂


Mason (11:08pm): You love it.


Holly (11:09pm): …yeah 😏 hang on




Holly looked at Dan. That smile again. "Gonna need you to film this one too, babe. Steadier that way."

Film her. Fingering herself. For them.

And he was going to do it. What else? Say no? She'd just do it herself. Or worse, she'd get annoyed, pull away, go cold. And Dan couldn't risk that. Couldn't risk losing her. Even though he'd already lost her. To them. To Mason and Jay and Robbo and their big cocks and their confidence and their...

Holly spread her legs again. Propped herself higher on the pillows, arse lifting, thighs opening wider. Right hand moved between her legs, fingers sliding through the wet folds, teasing, circling. Left hand reached out towards Dan, beckoning.

"Film it. Close up. They’ll wanna hear me too."

Dan took her phone. Screen slick with her fingerprints. Knelt between her legs again, closer this time, phone inches from her cunt. So close. Could see everything. The folds, slick and pink. Her arsehole puckered and tight.

Pressed record. The red dot appeared on screen, and Holly's performance began.

Two fingers pushed inside herself, easy, slick, wet. She gasped. Proper gasp, theatrical almost. Started moving them, slow at first, then faster, thumb finding her clit, circling it, pressing. Her breathing quickened, harsh little pants through her nose.

Eyes closed. She wasn't performing for the camera anymore. She was gone, lost in it, thinking about them. About Mason's thick cock splitting her open, about Jay's hands on her tits, squeezing, twisting, about Robbo's quiet intensity, that dead-eyed stare whilst he fucked her arse.

She moaned. Quiet at first, testing it, then louder. "Fuck. Oh fuck."

Ten seconds. Eleven. Twelve. Dan was still filming, hand steady now, zoomed in slightly, getting it all. Her body tensed, back arching off the pillows, thighs trembling, toes curling. She came. Properly came. Gasped and shook, fingers still working, thumb pressed hard against her clit, wet sounds filling the room, squelching, obscene.

"Stop. Stop, that's enough."

Dan stopped recording. Handed the phone back, hand shaking so badly he nearly dropped it, nearly fumbled it onto the duvet.

She'd cum properly, harder than she ever came with Dan, body shaking and gasping and beautiful, face twisted in pleasure, mouth open, drool on her chin.

Holly watched the video back once, smiled, sent it. Mason, Jay, Robbo were now watching it. Right now. Watching her fingers disappear into her cunt. Hearing her moan. Seeing her face twist in pleasure. Seeing what Dan never got to make her feel, what she deserved to feel.

Jay (11:12pm): FUCK ME THAT WAS HOT 🔥🔥🔥


Mason (11:12pm): You're fucking perfect Holly. And Dan mate you're a fucking artist 😂📹


Robbo (11:13pm): Good girl.


Jay (11:13pm): Going in the vault 100%. Gonna wank to that later.


Holly (11:14pm): You lot are disgusting 😂


Mason (11:14pm): You love it. And we love you.


Holly (11:15pm): 😘




Dan put his own phone down on the nightstand and laid back. Stared at the ceiling, cracks in the plaster lit orange, shapes that looked like faces, like eyes watching, judging. Pathetic. You're fucking pathetic. His cock throbbed, hard and wet and aching, three inches tenting his joggers like a tent peg.

Holly was still typing beside him, still smiling, still glowing from the orgasm Dan hadn't given her.

Thirty seconds of silence. Just the sound of Holly's thumbs on the screen, the faint buzz of traffic outside, someone shouting down the street. Then Holly's phone buzzed. Long message this time. Holly turned the screen towards him. "Big match Tuesday. Mason's flat. You working late?"

Mason (11:16pm): Right lads and Holly. Big match Tuesday. The Reds vs Par. Champions League. My place. 7pm kick off but come at 6:30 for pre drinks. Gonna be fucking massive. Holly you in?




"Nah."

"Wanna go?"

Mason's flat. Not the pub. Private. Just them. And Holly would dress sexy. And the lads were going to use her. Properly use her. No sticky upstairs room at the pub, no time limits, no other punters banging on the door. Just them. And her. And Dan.

"Yeah, sure. If you do."

"Yeah. I do."

Holly (11:17pm): Yeah I'm in. What should I bring?


Mason (11:18pm): Just yourself. Dress sexy. You know the drill.


Holly (11:18pm): 😏 alright


Jay (11:18pm): Fucking yes! Can't wait.


Robbo (11:19pm): See you Tuesday.




Ten seconds of silence. Then their phones buzzed again.

Mason (11:19pm): Oh and Dan, obviously you can come too Skipper. Bring beers yeah? Decent stuff.




Afterthought. Dan's stomach twisted. Cock twitched, leaking again. He was an afterthought. Invited second, told to bring beers like he was staff, like he was the bloke who did the beer run for the real guests.

Holly giggled, like it was good news, like he should be pleased. "See? You're invited."

What could he say? Thanks Mason, cheers for letting me watch you fuck my wife in private this time, I'll bring the Stella’s?

He opened the chat. Typed his first message all night, thumb stabbing at the screen.

Dan (11:20pm): Yeah alright. I'll bring beers.


Mason (11:20pm): Good lad. See you both Tuesday 👍




Holly put her phone on the nightstand, screen down finally, message tone silenced. Yawned. Stretched. Pulled the duvet up over herself, still naked underneath, Dan could see the shape of her body, the curve of her hip. Rolled onto her side, facing away from Dan, arse towards him.

"Night, babe. Love you."

"Love you too."

Holly's breathing slowed. She fell asleep quickly, always did after a night out, after sex, after being used. Dan could hear it, that little whistle through her nose she made when she was properly gone.

Dan lay on his back. Cock still hard, aching, wet patch cold now against his thigh. Stared at the ceiling, at the cracks, at the orange shapes moving across the plaster when cars passed outside.

Tuesday. Three days. Mason's flat. Holly was going to dress sexy, short skirt, tight top, no bra probably. And the lads were going to use her. Fuck her. Fill her. Mark her. And Dan was going to bring beers. Decent stuff. Stella or Peroni maybe. At least he’ll get to watch, maybe help, maybe film. And he’ll thank them after. Thank them for fucking his wife properly. For giving her what he couldn't.

The good lad. The cuck. The husband who photographed his wife's cunt for other men.


five
Champions League Night
Fortess Road Welcoming Committee


Fucking hell Mason's flat stank! Grease from the kebab shop below, thick and cloying, mixed with stale smoke and cheap lager and something sharper underneath, Lynx Africa, that sickly sweet chemical punch of teenage changing rooms. The hallway was narrow, coats hanging from hooks screwed into flaking plaster, trainers scattered across cracked lino. Dan stood in the doorway straining to hold two twelve-pack slabs of Mahou, hands sweating through the cardboard, and watched Mason kiss his wife.

Properly kiss her, not a welcome peck. Tongue deep, hand sliding from Holly's waist down to cup her arse through the black denim micro skirt, squeezing, claiming. Holly moaned into Mason's mouth, quiet but audible, a sound Dan recognised from years ago, from when they'd first started shagging, when she'd still made noises like that for him. Her hand pressed flat against Mason's chest, not pushing away, just touching, feeling the muscle beneath his tight grey t-shirt.

Dan's stomach twisted.

Already. Thirty seconds in the door and she's moaning into his mouth.

Mason pulled back, grinning, eyes still on Holly. "Fucking hell. You look... fuck."

Holly giggled, flushed, pleased. She'd followed every instruction Mason had sent this morning via text. Black micro skirt that barely covered her arse. Sheer white crop top, no bra, nipples dark and visible through the thin fabric. Red heels, cheap but sexy, the kind that made her arse stick out when she walked. Bright red ‘fuck me’ lipstick. Hair down in loose curls. Trashy gold hoops in her ears. And round her neck, that thin gold chain Mason had slipped her last week. Not expensive. Twenty quid from some market stall. But she was wearing it. Dan had noticed her putting it on before they left the flat, fastening the clasp carefully in the bathroom mirror, and he'd said nothing.

"Alright, Skipper." Mason's gaze slid past Holly, landed on Dan like an afterthought. "Come in. Beers in the kitchen, yeah?"

"Yeah. Alright."

Dan stepped inside, door closing behind him with a hollow click. Walked past them, past Mason's hand still gripping Holly's arse. She's not even pretending to stop him now. The hallway opened into a small living room. Leather sofa against one wall, cracked and brown, two-seater. Massive telly opposite, fifty inches at least, Sky Sports on, pundits talking, volume low. Coffee table scratched and littered with empty Stella cans. Weights in the corner, dumbbells and a bench. Mason's home gym. Course. Blinds half-drawn, orange streetlight below mixing with the harsh yellow overhead bulb.

Jay already sat at home on the sofa, can of Stella in one hand, phone in the other, grin spreading across his face when he saw Dan. "Oi, Skipper! There you are! Holly's here then, yeah?"

Robbo occupied the armchair, tatty brown fabric, legs spread wide, silent.

Dan veered left into the kitchen. Get the beers sorted. Just get the beers sorted. Galley style, narrow, barely room to turn round. Sink piled with dishes, grease-stained plates, mugs with tea rings. Smell of old chip fat. He opened the fridge, shoved some of the Mahous in, cans clinking, hands shaking. Heard voices from the living room.

"Oi, oi, oi! There she is! Fucking hell, Holly, you trying to give us all heart attacks?"

Holly's giggle. High, delighted.

"Do a spin, babe. Let the lads see." Mason's voice, commanding, easy.

Dan turned, gripped the edge of the kitchen counter. Couldn't see them from here, just hear them. Holly's heels on the lino, the shuffle of her turning.

"No knickers! Fucking ledge!" Jay's voice, loud. The unmistakable click of a phone camera.

She did it. She fucking did it.

Dan grabbed a cold Mahou from the fridge, didn't open it, just held it. Something to do with his hands. Walked back into the living room.

Holly stood in the centre of the space, surrounded. Mason behind her, arm round her waist, thumb stroking circles on her bare midriff where the crop top ended. Jay on the sofa, phone raised, filming. Robbo in the chair, leaning forward now, elbows on his knees, staring.

Holly glowed. Flushed, smiling, breathing fast. She looked at Dan, brief flicker of eye contact, then away.

Not guilt. Excitement.

"Skipper." Mason's voice cut through. "Sit over there." He pointed to a wooden dining chair in the corner, near the weights, away from the sofa, away from the telly, away from Holly. "You can watch from there."

Dan nodded, and crossed the room, legs mechanical. Sat in the chair. Hard wooden seat, uncomfortable, backrest digging into his spine. But the view was perfect. Front row. He could see everything.

Mason turned Holly to face him. Hands on her waist, thumbs pressing into her skin. "Right, darling. Let's get you comfortable, yeah?"

He didn't wait for an answer. Lifted her crop top, slow, teasing. Holly raised her arms, obedient, and the fabric slid up, over her tits, over her head. Mason dropped it on the floor. Her tits bare now, small, pale, nipples hard and dark pink. Jay whistled, phone camera trained on her chest.

"Fucking yes!"

Robbo adjusted himself, bulge obvious in his jeans, actions speaking louder than Jay’s words.

Mason's hands moved to Holly's skirt, unzipped it at the side, pushed it down over her hips. It pooled round her ankles. She stepped out, kicked it aside with one red heel. Naked now except for the heels and the gold chain. Standing in the middle of Mason's grotty living room, three men staring, Dan in the corner gripping his unopened beer can so hard the aluminium dented.

Standing there like she belonged to them. Mason's hand moved to her tit, cupped it, squeezed, rough, thumb rolling her nipple. She gasped, mouth opening, eyes fluttering closed.

On the telly, pundits droned on. Kick-off in twenty minutes, but no one was watching. Jay glanced at the screen once, shrugged, went back to filming Holly's tits.

"Right, lads." Mason's voice, casual, like he was suggesting another round at the pub. "Football can wait. Let's get started, yeah?"

"Fucking right!" Jay slapped his thigh, grinning.

Robbo nodded, slow and deliberate as always.

Mason looked down at Holly. "On your knees, babe."

She dropped. Immediately, no hesitation anymore. She knelt on the thin beige carpet, stained and threadbare, hands resting on her thighs. Looked up at Mason, waiting.

Jesus Christ. Look at her. She's theirs. She's fucking theirs.

Mason untied his nasty grey joggers, pulled them down slightly, reached inside. His cock sprang free. Seven inches, thick, veiny, uncut, head dark and glistening. Already hard. Holly's face was level with it, inches away.

Way bigger than mine. And she's staring at it like...

"Open."

Holly opened her mouth. Tongue out, flat, ready, like the women in the porn Dan watched late at night.

Mason gripped the base of his cock, guided the head to her lips, pushed inside. Slow, steady, inch by fucking inch. Holly's mouth stretched wide, lips sealing round his shaft. He kept pushing, deeper, balls deep, tip hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, eyes watering, but didn't pull back. Just took it.

Dan's beer can fell from his hand. Hit the floor with a dull thud, rolled under the chair. He hadn't even opened it. Both hands gripped his thighs now, nails digging through denim.

Mason's cock was in her mouth, and Holly was gagging, eyes streaming, but she wasn't stopping. Wasn't pulling back. Just taking everything he had.

Mason grabbed her hair in both hands, fistfuls of her curls, tight enough that she winced. Started thrusting his hips. Slow at first, pulling out halfway, sliding back in, feeling her throat. Then faster. Harder. Hips pistoning, fucking her mouth, her throat, using her.

Wet sounds filled the room. Gagging, choking, spit running down her chin. Holly's hands braced against Mason's thighs, not pushing away, just steadying herself. Spit dripped onto her tits, running down between them, pooling in her cleavage. Mascara streaked, black trails down her cheeks. Fuck, she looked wrecked already.

"Fucking hell, Holly!" Jay's voice, loud, delighted. He'd moved closer, phone camera trained on her face, close-up. "Look at you! Proper throat goat!"

Holly couldn't respond. Mouth full. Eyes half-closed. Tears streaming. But she moaned round Mason's cock, a muffled sound of pleasure, not distress.

She's loving it. She's fucking loving it.

"Good girl." Mason's voice rough, breathless. "Fuck, your throat's tight. Take it. All of it."

Robbo finally stood, chair creaking under his weight. Walked over slow, positioned himself next to Mason. Unzipped his jeans, reached inside. Pulled his cock out.

Fuck.

Eight inches, maybe more, thicker than Mason's, veiny and nobly – not pretty but fuck it was daunting. The head dark purple, foreskin tight. Balls like plums. Monstrous. Robbo wrapped his hand round the shaft and started stroking himself, slow, patient. Waiting his turn for Dan’s wife.

Dan's was three inches. Three fucking inches. And Robbo's... Jesus Christ. Holly's never seen a cock like that.

Mason kept fucking her throat, hard, deep, uncompromising – like he was using a cheap whore he’d paid for.

Mason's thrusts grew erratic. Faster, rougher, chasing it.

"Gonna cum. Swallow it. All of it slut."

Holly nodded, tiny movement, mouth still full – locked pleading, hungry eyes with him.

Mason slammed deep, held, cock buried in her throat. His body tensed, arse clenching, and he groaned, long and guttural. "Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" Cock pulsed. Once, twice, three times. Thick ropes of cum pumping straight down her throat.

Holly gagged, throat convulsing, but she didn't pull back. Swallowed. Gagged again. Swallowed. She took every drop!

Mason pulled out slow, cock glistening with spit and cum. Holly gasped, coughed, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Mascara destroyed, lipstick completely gone, spit on her chin and neck.

"Good girl." Mason's voice soft now, affectionate. "Fucking good girl."

Holly smiled up at him, wrecked and proud. "Thanks, Mase."

Thanks, Mase. Like he'd just bought her a drink. Like his cum wasn't still sliding down her throat.

Jay laughed, phone still recording. "Fucking beautiful! Got all that recorded!"

Robbo stepped forward. Cock in hand, massive, intimidating. "My turn."

Holly looked at him. No fear. Just eagerness. Opened her mouth again, wider this time, knowing she'd need to.

Robbo guided his cock to her lips, pushed inside. Holly's mouth stretched obscenely, jaw straining, and he kept pushing, slow but relentless. Thicker than Mason, stretching her jaw to its limits. She gagged hard, throat spasming, but Robbo didn't stop. Just kept pushing until he was balls deep, her nose pressed against his gut.

How is she doing that? How the fuck is she taking it?

Robbo started moving. Slower than Mason, deeper, methodical. Both hands in Holly's hair, not rough but firm, controlling her head, using her throat. Holly's hands clutched at his thighs, nails digging in, but she didn't push away. Just took it. Let him use her.

She's gagging. Choking. Eyes streaming. But she's not stopping. She wants this. She fucking wants this.

Mason pulled up his joggers, grabbed a Mahou from the coffee table, cracked it open. Sat on the sofa, legs spread, watching. Took a long drink, grinned at Dan.

"You alright over there, Skipper? You're looking a bit... tense."

He tried to speak, voice cracking. "I'm... yeah. I'm alright."

Mason's grin widened. "Good. Enjoy the show. There's a lot more coming."

A lot more coming. Mason had said it like a promise, and he hoped it was fucking true.

Robbo's thrusts grew harder, faster, cock disappearing into Holly's throat over and over, wet obscene sounds filling the room. Gagging, choking, spit stringing from her lips to his shaft every time he pulled back. Jay filmed from the side, capturing Holly's wrecked face, her stretched lips, the bulge in her throat when Robbo pushed deep.

On the telly, the match kicked off. Whistle blew. Crowd roared. No one looked, no-one fucking cares.

"Gonna cum. On your face."

Holly pulled back, gasping, eyes streaming, and closed them. Opened her mouth wide, tongue out flat, ready for it. Robbo's cock glistened, coated in her saliva, thick and relentless. He grunted, low, animalistic, and wrapped his fist round his shaft, two quick brutal strokes, and then he was cumming. Thick white jets shot across her face, forehead first, then her nose, her cheeks, her chin, covering her in stripes of hot spunk. So much of it. More than Dan had ever produced. More than he'd produce in a week. Some landed on her tongue. She swallowed immediately, licked her lips, eyes still closed, cum dripping.

Jay zoomed in close, phone screen glowing blue. "Fucking hell! Absolute scenes! Holly, babe, you look fucking mint!"

Holly giggled, breathless, cum dripping down her face, and wiped her forehead with two fingers. Brought them to her mouth, sucked them clean, slow, deliberate. "Tastes good."

Fuck.

Mason stood from the sofa. "Right, Holly. Stand up, babe. Let's show the Skipper what he's been missing."

Holly stood slowly, legs shaky in her red heels. Cum still dripping down her face, tits wet with spit, breathing hard. Mason guided her to the middle of the room, positioned her facing Dan. Stood behind her, hands on her hips.

"Legs apart."

Holly spread her legs. Obedient.

Mason's hand slid down her stomach, slow, teasing, fingertips brushing her skin. Lower. Lower. Between her legs.

Dan's vision narrowed. Focused entirely on Mason's hand, fingers sliding between Holly's thighs, cupping her cunt.

"Fucking hell, she's soaking." Mason's voice was loud, performative, for the room. For Dan. "Feel this, lads. She's dripping."

He held up his hand. Fingers glistening, wet, catching the light. Slick with her. With Holly's cunt, her wetness, her arousal from sucking their cocks.

Jay laughed, filming. "Mate, she's gagging for it!"

Mason's hand went back between her legs. This time he didn't just cup her. He pushed. Two fingers sliding inside her cunt, easy, no resistance, and Holly gasped, head tipping back against his shoulder.

"See that, Skipper? Two fingers. Straight in. No problem. Your wife's fucking soaking. And you know why?"

Dan couldn't answer, just shook his head.

Mason's fingers moved. In and out. Slow. Wet sounds, obscene, filling the room. Holly moaned, legs trembling. "Because she loves sucking real cock. Don't you, Holly?"

Holly nodded, gasping. "Yes. Fuck, yes."

"Say it. Tell your husband."

Holly's eyes found Dan's. Locked on. Glazed, desperate, gone.

"I love sucking real cock, Dan. I love it."

Dan felt tears hot on his cheeks, and his jeans were too tight, cutting into him, wet and sticky and shameful. I know.

Mason's fingers moved faster. Wet squelching, Holly's moans getting higher, louder. He curled them inside her, found her g-spot, pressed hard.

Holly screamed. "Fuck! Mason!"

Jay moved in, phone close, filming Mason's fingers disappearing into Holly's cunt, her face, her tits bouncing as she rode his hand.

"Fucking hell, this is gold!"

Robbo watched from the armchair, silent, hand on his softening cock, eyes locked on Holly's cunt, on Mason's fingers, working her, owning her.

Mason's free hand slid up, cupped her tit, squeezed hard. "You gonna cum, babe? Gonna cum on my fingers while the lads watch, while your husband watches?"

"Yes! Fuck, yes!"

"Good girl. Do it. Cum for me."

His fingers slammed into her, brutal, relentless, thumb finding her clit, rubbing hard. Holly's whole body tensed, shaking, and she screamed.

"FUCK! I'm cumming! I'm fucking cumming you big bastard!"

Her cunt clenched round Mason's fingers, her legs gave out, and Mason held her up, arm round her waist, fingers still inside her, working her through it, making it last.

Jay stepped in close, right in front of Holly, phone down. He grabbed her face, kissed her. Hard. Tongue deep. Holly moaned into his mouth, still shaking, still cumming on Mason's fingers.

Jay pulled back, grinning. "Fucking beautiful."

Robbo stood, walked over. Didn't say anything. Just grabbed Holly's other side, tilted her face towards him, kissed her too. Slow and deep.

And Mason's fingers kept moving. In and out, to the wet shocking slurping sounds her leaking cunt.

Dan sat in the corner, hands white-knuckled on the chair, and he came. Just like that - didn't even touch himself. Didn't move. Just came in his jeans. A telling wet patch spreading, dark and obvious, warmth flooding his boxers, his cock pulsing, untouched, useless.

He gasped, tried to muffle it, couldn't.

Mason heard. Pulled his fingers out of Holly, held them up. Glistening. Soaked. Looked straight at Dan.

"Fucking hell, Skipper. Did you just...?"

Dan just sat there, wet patch spreading, telling what his mouth couldn’t admit, his face burning.

Jay looked over, eyes widening, grin spreading. "Mate! You came! Already!"

Robbo smirked, shaking his head.

Mason laughed, loud, genuine. "Legendary. We've barely started!"

Holly looked at Dan, still breathless, held between them, cum on her face, their spit on her lips. She smiled. A soft, affectionate look his way finally.

"You alright, babe?"

Dan's voice came hoarse, broken. "Yeah. I'm... good, yeah."

[image: ]

Better Than You

Mason wiped his wet fingers in Holly’s hair, using her like a cheap cum rag. While her cunt still clenched from the orgasm he'd just given her with his fingers, his thumb, Jay and Robbo's mouths switching on hers while she came.

Mase looked down at Holly, still trembling, breathless, naked except for those red heels and the gold chain, cum drying on her face, legs barely holding her up, and extended his hand.

"Come on, babe. Bedroom. Just you and me."

Holly blinked up at him, dazed, pupils blown wide, and took his hand. Mason pulled her to her feet. She wobbled immediately; legs shaking, couldn't stand properly, and grabbed his arm for balance.

"Steady," Mason murmured, grinning. His hand slid to her waist, steadying her, thumb stroking the bare skin above her hip, possessive and easy. Like she was his.

Holly nodded, breathless, and followed him towards the small hallway. She didn't look back at Dan. Didn't check if he was alright, didn't ask permission. Just followed Mason like a dog on a lead – no, a bitch on heat.

Mason glanced back at Jay and Robbo, both still sprawled on the sofa and armchair, phones out, beers in hand, looking satisfied already.

"Back in twenty. Keep Skipper company, yeah?"

Jay grinned, raised his can. "Will do, boss."

Robbo just nodded, eyes flicking briefly to Holly's bare arse as she walked past.

Dan watched them disappear into the hallway. Watched Mason open the bedroom door on the left, the one Dan had walked past many times, the one with the football poster Blu-Tacked to the back. Watched Holly step inside, naked and obedient, Mason's hand guiding her lower back, fingers spread wide, owning her.

The door closed behind them with a soft click.

Dan's throat tightened. Fuck, he’d just spilt his pathetic load in his jeans from watching Mason finger his wife, watching her kiss the other lads, her swallow their loads. And now it was happening again. That familiar heat spreading, his cock stirring despite everything, pressing against the wet, sticky fabric of his boxers.

Already. How?

He stared at the closed door.

They're in there, and here I am, the pathetic husband with Jay and Robbo to make sure I don’t interfere. Soon he will hear her, hear Mason fuck her, hear her scream his name again. At least he hoped like fuck he would!

Jay came back from the Kitchen and cracked open another beer. The hiss cut through the quiet, sharp and loud, and Dan flinched. He sat heavily back on the sofa, scrolling his phone, grinning at something on the screen, probably the videos he'd just taken, Holly's face covered in cum, her mouth open, tongue out.

Robbo remained in the armchair, silent as always, also scrolling, only half watching the game on the screen. His beer sat on the armrest, half-empty, condensation dripping onto the faded fabric.

Jay glanced up at Dan, still sitting rigid in the wooden chair, jeans open now (when had he unzipped them?), soft cock visible against his pale thigh, damp patch spreading across the denim, dark and obvious.

"You alright, mate? Want another beer?"

Dan swallowed. His mouth was dry, tongue thick and useless. "Nah. I'm good."

Jay shrugged, took a swig. "Fair. Fucking mental night, innit? Your missus is a legend."

Dan nodded, but his eyes stayed locked on the bedroom door, waiting for the first sound, the first creak, the first moan.

Jay grinned wider, teeth showing, eyes bright with amusement. "Bet she’s a proper three-hole slut. No offence."

Dan's voice came out flat, automatic, like someone else was speaking. "None taken."

Jay laughed, loud and sharp, shaking his head, and went back to his phone.

Robbo said nothing. Just sipped his beer, eyes on the screen, face unreadable as ever, dead-eyed and calm.

Dan sat there waiting, listening out, cock hardening again despite himself, despite the shame pooling thick and oily in his gut, heavy and sick.

The sounds started quietly at first. Muffled creaks. The bed frame shifting, old springs protesting. Then rhythmic. Faster. Unmistakable sound of fucking.

And Holly's voice. Breathless. High-pitched.

Moaning, begging for more.

Dan's hands moved without thinking, one wrapping round his cock, starting to stroke. Slow and gentle. Just enough to take the edge off.

Mason's fucking her, properly fucking her, and Holly's moaning like she never moans with me, high and desperate.

Mason's voice comes through low and commanding, words Dan can't make out but the tone's clear. Dominant. Filthy. Ordering her about. Jay glanced up from his phone again, smirking, eyes flicking to Dan's hand moving slowly over his cock. "He's giving it to her proper hard."

Robbo's eyes flicked to the bedroom door, then back to his beer. He smirked faintly, the corner of his mouth twitching, but said nothing.

Dan's hand moved faster on his cock. He couldn't help it. His wrist ached, wet and slick.

Holly's moan spiked suddenly, louder, clearer through the thin walls, no soundproofing, just cheap plasterboard and paint.

"Mason! Oh fuck, Mason! Harder!"

Dan's breath caught. His hand froze mid-stroke, throbbing hard in his grip. A pause, then the bed creaked violently, headboard slamming against the wall, bang bang bang.

Then Holly screamed.

"Yes! Fuck! Your cock's so big! Oh my god!"

Mason's response came through muffled but audible, rough and mocking, enjoying himself.

"Yeah? Better than your husband's?"

Another pause. Shorter this time. Dan held his breath, hand tight around his cock, waiting, dreading, needing to hear it.

Holly's voice rang out, breathless but certain, no hesitation.

"Yes! Fuck yes! So much better!"

So much better. Better than me. Better than his tiny cock, his quick two-minute fumbles in the dark, lights off, Holly staring at the ceiling waiting for him to finish. Mason had made her say it, made her admit it whilst he was balls-deep in her cunt, and he had heard every fucking word.

Jay laughed, loud and sharp, looking directly at Dan, eyes bright with delight. "Fucking hell, mate. She's loving it."

Dan nodded mutely. His face burned, hot and tight, shame crawling up his neck. His hand moved faster, slick with his own pre-cum, wet and obscene, the sound audible in the quiet room. Robbo chuckled quietly, the first sound he'd made in minutes, deep and amused.

Mason's voice got louder. He wasn't trying to be quiet anymore. Probably wanted them all to hear. Especially wanted Dan to hear.

"Whose arse is this, Holly? Tell me."

Holly's response came immediately, breathless and desperate, no thought, just obedience.

"Yours! It's yours, Mason!"

"Good girl. And your cunt?"

"Yours!"

"And your mouth?"

"Yours! All of me! I'm yours!"

"What about your husband?"

A pause. Longer this time. The bed stopped creaking. Silence, thick and heavy. Dan held his breath, waiting, terrified, needing to hear it.

"He's… he's my pathetic cuck. He watches now. That's what he's good at."

Mason's laugh was low and satisfied, rumbling through the wall. "Fucking right. Good girl."

The bed creaked again, faster, harder, Mason grunting with effort now, and Holly screamed, wordless and ecstatic, high and ragged.

Dan's hand blurred over his cock, wrist aching, breath coming in short gasps.

She'd said it. He's my cuck. That's what he's good at. And she'd said it whilst Mason was fucking her arse, balls-deep, owning her.

Three strokes. Four. Dan came hard, biting down on his lip to muffle the sound, tasting copper. Small spurts landing on the floor, a small pool forming on the scratched laminate, pathetic and obvious.

He gasped, slumped back in the chair, chest heaving, cock softening immediately in his grip, useless and spent.

Jay looked up, eyebrows raised, grinning wide, delighted. "Again? Fucking hell, Skipper, you're on a roll!"

Robbo chuckled again, deeper this time, shaking his head slowly, like he couldn't believe what he was seeing.

Dan tucked his cock away with trembling hands, fingers clumsy and weak, zipped his jeans, leaned back in the chair.

From the bedroom, Holly screamed again, high and ragged, cumming hard, the bed shaking violently against the wall, plaster probably cracking.

Dan stared at the ceiling, breathing hard, listening to his wife cum for another man.

Holly was cumming too, screaming Mason's name, not Dan's.
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Hat Trick - His 3 Hole Hotwife

The bedroom door opened.

Mason stepped out first. A bastard’s grin plastered on his cocky face. Chest bare, gleaming with sweat, joggers slung low on his hips. He looked like he'd just finished a workout. No, not a workout. He looked like he'd just fucked Dan's wife in the arse and loved every second.

Behind him, Holly emerged, completely naked except for the gold chain and those red heels, still on somehow, straps cutting into her ankles. Her hair tangled and wild, makeup destroyed. Mascara streaked black down her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her chin, her jaw. Her tits flushed, nipples dark, swollen. And between her legs, cum glistened wet on her thighs, running down in slow, sticky trails.

She's covered in it. Mason's cum. And she's not even trying to hide.

But it was her arse that made Dan's stomach drop.

Mason's hand pressed into her lower back, guiding her to the centre of the room. Owning her. He turned her round, positioned her facing the sofa where Jay and Robbo sat. Both leaning forward now, eyes fixed on her body, hungry.

Like they no longer care that she’s meant to be my wife.

"Right, lads. Check this out."

Mason’s hands gripped Holly’s hips turned her slowly, slut-meat to show off. Her arse came into view, and fuck, it was wrecked. Red handprints covering both cheeks, finger-shaped bruises already forming dark against her pale skin. And her arsehole... gaped. Properly gaped. Pink, swollen, stretched open, and cum leaked from it. Thick white globs sliding out, running down the crack, dripping onto the carpet.

Jay whistled, loud. "Fucking hell, Mason! You proper wrecked her!"

Dan sat frozen in his wooden chair. Couldn't move. Couldn't look away. Holly's arsehole was leaking Mason's cum. Right there. In front of everyone. And she wasn't covering herself, wasn't embarrassed. Just stood there, breathing hard, letting them look.

She's proud of it. Proud that Mason fucked her arse so hard it's gaped open. Proud they're looking.

Mason's hand slid down Holly's back, over her arse, fingers spreading her cheeks wider. The gape widened, obscene and raw, more cum oozing out, thick and steady.

"Look at that. Fucking beautiful, innit?"

Holly glanced over her shoulder at Mason, face flushed. Smiling. "Mase, that's so fucking dirty."

"You love it."

"Yeah." Her voice breathless. Honest. "I do."

Mason looked at Holly, voice dropping low. Commanding. "Show them properly, babe. Spread yourself. Let them see what I did to you."

Holly hesitated but half a second, then nodded. She bent forward slightly, hands reaching back, gripping her arse cheeks. Pulled them apart. Wide. Wider than Mason had. Her arsehole gaped open, stretched, red raw, cum dripping steadily now, pooling on the carpet beneath her.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck, she's doing it. She’s so fucking dirty now.

Jay's phone was out, camera trained on her arse, zooming in close. "Fucking hell! That’s the stuff, our proper fucking slag now."

Robbo leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on Holly's gaping arsehole. "Fuck."

Mason looked at Dan. Grin widening. Eyes bright.

"Oi, Skipper. Come here."

Dan's legs moved before his brain caught up. He stood, walked forward on autopilot, stopped a few feet away. Close enough to smell her. Sweat and sex and Mason's cum, thick in the air, overwhelming.

Mason nodded towards Holly's arse, still spread wide, still leaking. "Clean her up mate."

The words hung there. Clean her up. Dan knew what that meant. Knew exactly what Mason was ordering him to do.

Lick Mason’s cum out of her arse. Taste it. Swallow it. In front of everyone.

Dan's throat tightened. He should refuse. Should tell Mason to fuck off. Walk out. Take Holly home. End this madness finally.

His knees hit the carpet.

He knelt behind Holly, close enough that her thighs were either side of his head, her arse inches from his face. Cum dripped from her arsehole, landing on the carpet between his knees, thick and white, obscene.

Jay's voice rang out, delighted. Mocking. "Yes! Fucking yes! Go on, Skipper!"

Robbo’s chuckle filled his years, low and rough, while Mason's hand landed on the back of his head. Not pushing yet.

"Go on, mate. Lick it clean. All of it."

I want to. I can give her this. Dan leaned forward. Tongue out, flat and wide. He licked.

The taste hit him. Salt and musk, bitter, Mason's cum mixed with Holly's skin, her sweat, the raw tang of her arsehole. Thick. Overwhelming. His throat convulsed, gagging, but he didn't pull back. Just kept licking, kept tasting, swallowing.

Mason's cum. On my tongue. In my mouth. I'm swallowing it. I'm fucking swallowing it.

Holly moaned softly, hands still gripping her cheeks, holding herself open for him. "Fuck, Dan..."

He licked again. And again. His tongue worked up and down, cleaning her thighs, the crack of her arse, getting closer to her hole. Cum kept leaking, steady, obscene. More than Dan thought possible. How much had Mason cum? How deep had he filled her?

All of it. He filled her with all of it. And I'm cleaning it out. With my tongue.

Mason's voice came from above. Commanding. Amused. "Get in there properly, Skipper. Right inside. Clean her out."

Dan's tongue found her arsehole, circled it once, tasting the stretched rim, the raw swollen flesh. Then he pushed inside.

My tongue inside my wife's fucked up arsehole, tasting another man's cum, cleaning her like Mason ordered. It’s so fucking good…

Holly gasped, arching her back, pushing against his face. "Oh fuck! Dan!"

Dan's now eager tongue pushed deeper, as deep as it would go, tasting everything, feeling the heat, the tightness even after Mason had stretched her. Cum coated his tongue, thick and salty, sliding down his throat. He swallowed, gagged again, kept going. Kept licking.

This is what I want. This is my job. Clean her up. Clean his cum out of her.

Jay's laughter was loud, sharp. "Fucking hell! He's properly doing it! Tongue right up her arse! Dirty bastard."

Robbo's voice, quieter but no less amused. "Good lad."

Mason's hand pressed down slightly on Dan's head. Not forcing. Encouraging. "That's it, mate. Get it all. Don't waste a drop."

Dan's hands gripped Holly's thighs for balance, and he ate her arse like his life depended on it. Tongue deep, swirling, licking, cleaning every drop of Mason's cum from inside her. His face was buried between her cheeks, nose pressed against her skin, breathing in her scent, her musk, Mason's smell, everything, and his body responded. Heat flooded his groin, pressure building, shameful, undeniable.

I'm hard. Again. From this.

Holly's breathing grew ragged, hips rocking slightly, grinding back against his face. "Fuck, that feels... fuck..."

She's getting off on this. On me cleaning her. On my humiliation. All of it.

He could smell her cunt, wet and ready, dripping. She loves it. Loves all of it.

Mason pulled Dan back gently. "Alright, that's enough. Good job, Skipper."

Dan sat back on his heels, face wet, mouth full of the taste, breathing hard. Holly straightened slowly, wincing, hand pressed to the small of her back. She walked carefully to the sofa, legs trembling, and sat down beside Jay. Her arse was still red, still marked, but clean now. No more cum dripping.

I licked it all. Every drop. And swallowed.

Dan's hands were shaking. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, tasting it again, salt and musk and bitterness, and his stomach turned. But his cock was still hard. Holly reached for a can of lager, drank deeply, throat working. She looked at Dan across the room, still kneeling on the carpet, and she smiled. Soft, full of understanding. Grateful even.

"Thanks, babe."

Mason stretched, arms above his head, muscles shifting under his skin. He clapped his hands together, loud and sharp, and everyone turned.

"Right, lads. One more round. Let's do this properly."

Jay looked up from his phone, eyebrows raised. "Yeah? What you thinking?"

Mason's grin widened. Wolfish. "All three holes. Holly, you up for it?"

Holly lowered the can, lips wet, glistening. She looked at Mason, eyes tired but bright, flushed and wrecked, and she smiled.

"Yeah. Fuck it. Let's do it."

She didn't hesitate. Didn't even pause. Just... yeah. Fuck it. Like it was nothing.

Jay laughed, loud, slapping his knee. "Yes! Fucking yes!"

Robbo shifted in the armchair, legs spreading wider. The bulge in his jeans obvious. Ready once more.

Mason nodded. Approving. "Right. Robbo, you're on your back. Holly rides your monster cock. Jay, you take her arse, as you’re a dirty bastard and its good and wet now. I'll take her dirty mouth."

Everyone nodded. No hesitation.

They've done this before with some other slut? Or maybe they've talked about it. Planned it. And Holly's just... their new slut, agreeing to anything.

Mason's eyes found Dan, still kneeling on the carpet, jeans open, hard again despite everything.

"Skipper, you're gonna help. Hold her steady. Make sure she doesn't fall. Yeah?"

"Yeah. Alright."

Mason grinned. "Good lad."

Good lad. Good little cuck. That's what I am. The helper. The holder. The good boy who keeps his wife steady while better men fuck her.

Robbo stood, unzipped, shoved his jeans down those thick thighs, boxers following. His cock came out. Look at it. Look at the fucking size of it. And I'm supposed to hold Holly steady while she fucks herself on that.

Robbo lay down on the carpet, same sticky, stained spot as before, propped up on his elbows. His cock stood straight up, a monster unleashed and waiting for its prey.

"Come on then, Holly."

Holly stood, legs trembling, and walked to him slowly, carefully. Her arse clearly sore. She straddled his hips, knees on either side, hands braced on his hairy chest for balance.

She reached down, gripped Robbo's cock, lined it up. And sank down.

Her cunt swallowed him. Inch by inch. Wet, sloppy, very ready for it now.

Listen to it. Listen to how wet she is. She’s not feel mine now.

Holly moaned, loud and long, head tipping back, hair falling down her back. The gold chain at her throat caught the light.

"Fuck. Fuck, Robbo."

Robbo grunted, hands gripping her hips, thumbs pressing into her pale skin hard enough to bruise. He thrust up, burying himself fully, balls pressed against her arse.

Holly gasped, leaning forward, hands flat on his chest. She started moving. Up, down. Grinding. Riding him slow and deliberate, her cunt gripping him, slick and full and used.

Look at her. Look at how she rides him. Like she was made for his cock. Like mine was never enough.

Jay stood, stripped fast. Jeans and boxers kicked aside. His cock was hard, six inches, neat and cut. He knelt behind Holly, hands spreading her arse cheeks wide, exposing her arsehole. Still gaped from Mason's cock earlier, still red and swollen, but not leaking anymore.

I did that, cleaned her out. And now Jay's gonna fuck her there too.

Jay spat. Once. Twice. Saliva landing on her hole, sliding down, mixing with the remnants of Dan's spit. He pressed the head of his cock against her, rubbing, teasing.

"Ready, babe?"

Holly nodded, breathless, grinding down on Robbo's cock. "Yeah. Do it."

Jay pushed in. Slow, steady, her arse stretching, taking him easy, she was already loose. Already used. Jay groaned, loud and rough, hands gripping her hips.

"Fuck! Still so tight and burning hot!"

Holly gasped, jerking forward, hands slipping on Robbo's chest. She was full now. Cunt and arse. Both holes stuffed.

Both of them. Inside her. At the same time. And she's taking it like a champion.

Mason stepped forward, cock in hand. His big seven inches hard again. He stood in front of Holly, cock level with her face.

"Open slut."

Holly looked up, eyes glazed, lips parted. She opened her mouth.

Mason pushed in. Slow, deep, his cock sliding over her tongue, hitting the back of her throat. Holly gagged, eyes watering, but she didn't pull back.

All three holes full. Taking three big cocks. She’s a fucking natural, no wonder she needs more than me.

Dan stood, legs shaking. He walked forward, dropped to his knees beside Holly. Close enough to smell everything. Sweat and sex and cum. Thick. Overwhelming. The stink of it filling his nose, his lungs, making his head spin.

His hands found her shoulders, gripping gently. Steadying her. He could feel her trembling, feel the rhythm of three cocks fucking her, feel her body shaking, taking them, loving it.

Holly's eyes flicked to Dan. Just for a second. She smiled round Mason's cock, eyes soft.

A look that said, ‘Good boy’.

Dan's body responded. Heat spreading. Inevitable. Shameful. He gripped her shoulders tighter, holding her, helping them.

This is what I want, making sure they can fuck my wife properly.

The lads found their rhythm. Working together slow at first, his wife writhing between them. Then faster tempo, putting more muscle into every move. Robbo thrust up, hips lifting off the carpet, cock squelching into her cunt. Jay thrust back and forth, pounding her arse, sounds of his body striking hers, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto him. Mason just raw fucked her throat, pulling her forward via handfuls of her hair, forcing his cock deeper, making her gag and choke, but not easing up. She was being used by them all as a fuck toy, and she moaned, muffled and desperate, eyes rolling back, drool sliding down her chin, dripping onto Robbo's hairy chest.

The sounds. Fuck, the sounds. Wet slapping, Holly gagging, the lads grunting, breathing hard. And I'm holding her. Steadying her.

The room felt far hotter now, the air thick with it all. Sweat dripping down Dan's back, soaking into his shirt. The smell was overwhelming. Sex and sweat and Holly's cunt, wet and stretched and used.

Mason's voice came rough. Commanding and breathless. "Good girl. Take it. All of it. You're our slut, yeah?"

Holly tried to nod, even with a mouth full of cock. The sound that came out was desperate.

"Mmm-hmm."

Jay laughed, breathless, thrusting harder into her arse. He slapped her arse cheeks, loud and sharp, the sound cracking through the room. "Fucking hell, her arse is so good! Even after Mason wrecked it!"

Robbo said nothing. Just fucked like a machine. Hard, deep, relentless. Hands on her hips, thumbs pressing bruises into her skin. His face was blank, focused, lost in it – deep in her guts.

Dan held her shoulders, feeling her shake, feeling the rhythm, three cocks pounding into her, using her. And his body betrayed him again. Pressure building despite having already cum twice, despite the shame, despite everything.

I'm gonna cum again. Just from watching and holding her. Just from helping them.

Mason pulled his cock out of Holly's mouth, wet and dripping with spit. Holly gasped, gulping air, drool hanging from her lips in thick strings. Mason looked down at her, grinning. And he spat. The saliva landed on her cheek, slid down. Holly flinched, eyes wide, but she didn't pull away. Didn't complain.

Mason slapped her. Light, stinging, open palm across her cheek. The sound was sharp. Loud. Holly's head snapped to the side.

Not hard. Not violent. But deliberate. Claiming her, showing her what she was.

"You're a fucking whore, Holly. Say it."

Holly's breathing was ragged, chest heaving, tits bouncing as Robbo and Jay kept fucking her. She looked at Mason, eyes wet, bright.

"I'm a whore."

Mason's grin widened. "Louder."

Holly's voice broke, desperate and raw. "I'm a whore! I'm your whore!"

She admitted it.

Jay groaned behind her, thrusting harder. He spat on her back, saliva landing between her shoulder blades, sliding down her spine.

"Fucking right you are!"

Robbo's hand moved, gripping her tit, squeezing hard, fingers digging in. He pinched her nipple, twisted it. Holly yelped, jerking forward. But she couldn't escape. Trapped between three cocks, three bodies.

They're using her, rough and dirty, and yet she's loving it. Every second. I couldn’t ever give her this.

Mason looked at Dan and his grin turned sharp. Mocking.

"Skipper. Tell her. Tell her she's a good whore."

Dan's throat felt dry as dust, he could feel her shaking, feel the rhythm of three cocks using her. His mouth opened. Say it. Mason wants me to say it. Just say it.

"You're... you're a good whore, Hol."

The words left his mouth, and Holly looked at him. Eyes locked on his. And she grinned, breathless and wrecked.

"Thanks, babe."

She fucking thanked me.

Mason laughed, loud and rough. He shoved his cock back into her mouth, hard, no warning. Holly gagged, choking, eyes watering, but she took it. Kept taking everything they could all give her.

Dan's hand moved without thinking, wrapping round himself through his jeans. Pressure building to breaking point.

I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum just from this

Holly's moans got higher, more desperate. Her body was shaking harder now, trembling. Dan could feel it in his hands, feel her losing control.

Robbo's voice came low and rough. Almost a growl. "She's gonna cum."

Mason pulled his cock out of Holly's mouth, trailing precum and saliva over her cheeks, rubbing it over her lips. He gripped her hair, pulled her head back, exposing her throat. He looked down at her, grinning.

"Cum for us, babe. Show your husband how a whore cums for her men."

Holly's eyes rolled back, mouth open, gasping for air. And then she screamed; loud and raw, desperate, the sound breaking apart as it tore out of her. Her body convulsed, clenching. Dan felt it through her shoulders, felt her shake, felt her cum on their cocks. Robbo groaned beneath her, thrusting harder. Jay cursed behind her, gripping her hips, slamming into her arse, brutal and relentless.

Holly's keening went on and on, broken and shaking. She was cumming. Properly cumming. Harder than Dan had ever seen.

And then she was screaming their names: "Mason! Fuck! Robbo! Jay! Fuck!"

Not Dan. She never screams my name. Never cums like that for me. Never.

Holly's orgasm triggered theirs like an unstoppable avalanche. Robbo first. He grunted, and his hands gripped her hips even tighter, forced her down hard, burying himself fully. He murmured as he filled her, so deep inside her cunt. Probably bucket of cum, emptying himself into her. He held her down through it all, wouldn't let her move, grinding her onto his cock. Till she took every last drop.

I can see it. I can see his cock twitching inside her.

Holly gasped, collapsed forward onto his chest, body shaking. Then Jay; he pulled out of her arse, quick and rough. His hand wrapped round his cock, wanking fast, desperate. He groaned, loud. And he came, all over her back. Thick ropes splashing across her skin, white against her flushed, sweaty body, sliding down her spine, pooling at the small of her back.

"Fuck! Fuck!"

Marking her.

Mason last. He gripped Holly's hair, pulled her head up. He aimed his cock at her face, wanking fast. Holly opened her mouth, tongue out, eyes half-closed. Waiting. Ready and slutty.

Mason groaned, as his prick erupted, his sticky cum splashing across her face. Her lips, her tongue, her cheeks, everywhere. Holly didn't flinch, didn't pull away. Just took it, swallowing what landed in her mouth, licking her lips.

Look at her. Look at her fucking face, covered in cum, and she's fucking smiling.

Mason groaned, squeezed the last drops onto her tongue. Holly swallowed again, eyes locked on his. She grinned.

"Fuck. You're perfect."

Holly's laugh was breathless. Wrecked. "Thanks."

Perfect. Yeah she's their perfect slut. Covered in their cum.

Dan let go of her shoulders, hands trembling. Robbo's softening cock slipped out of her cunt, followed by a rush of cum. Thick and nasty, leaking onto the carpet in a puddle.

So much. So much cum. All of it inside her. And now it's leaking out. Thank fuck she’s on the pill.

Dan stood. His hand was already wrapped round himself through the denim. Two strokes. Just two.

He came.

Weak. Barely anything. Third time tonight and he was nearly dry, just a dribble soaking into the already-wet fabric. But the sensation was overwhelming, his legs shaking, vision blurring. He sat down hard, arse hitting the floor, gasping.

Three times. Three fucking times.

Jay's voice rang out, delighted. Mocking. "Hat trick! Fucking hell, Skipper! You better bin those jeans!"

Mason laughed, tucking his cock back into his joggers. "Legendary."

Robbo nodded once, silent. He climbed out from under Holly, pulled on his jeans, zipped up, sat back down in the armchair like nothing had happened.

Holly looked to Dan, both still collapsed on the floor, both sticky with cum.

"You alright, babe?"

Dan's voice came hoarse. Barely there. "Yeah. I'm... yeah."

Yeah. I'm alright. I'm better than alright. I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be.re I'm supposed to be.
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Top of the Group

Robbo's cum dripping from her cunt, Jay's sliding down the small of her back, Mason's coating her fair, in her hair, all of it mixing, running together. The blanket under her arse was already soaked through, dark wet patch spreading on Mason's black leather sofa. So much leaking. So fucking much cum.

Mason grabbed kitchen roll from the counter, tossed it to Holly.

"Clean yourself up a bit, Holly."

Holly caught it, unfolded a few sheets, and started wiping, dragging the paper across her cheeks where Mason's cum had started to dry. Most of it came off, streaked grey on the tissue. Some stayed clumped in her hair near her temple, matted and thick. She didn't bother with that. Just wiped between her legs, half-arsed, pointless really.

She looked knackered. Properly wrecked. Face flushed, hair a mess, lips felt swollen from three cocks. And she was smiling. Tired but smiling. Fucking content.

Dan's throat felt tight. His cock stirred, sluggish, still half-interested even after three orgasms. He looked away, grabbed his Mahou from the coffee table, took a long pull. Cool, sharp, perfect. He drank half the can in three long swallows, throat working, and it settled something in his chest. The tightness. The buzz. The fucking happiness.

Three orgasms in one night. He'd never managed that before. Not even when he was twenty.

Jay grabbed more Mahous from the kitchen, the ones Dan had brought, handed them out. Mason cracked his open, took a swig. Robbo sat in the armchair by the window, lit a fag, cracked the window open slightly. Cold October air seeped in, cut through the stink of sex and sweat, and Robbo exhaled smoke towards the gap. Silent as ever. But he looked relaxed, content even, which was rare.

Dan shifted on the sofa, arse numb from sitting so long. His jeans stuck to his thighs, damp with cum and sweat. He glanced at the telly in the corner, screen still glowing, unwatched all night.

Robbo paused mid-drag, squinted at it. Leaned forward.

"Oi. Match finished."

Mason looked up. "What?"

Jay scrambled for the remote, jabbed the volume up. Studio pundits yapping behind the desk, Sky Sports Champions League logo glowing in the corner. Thierry Henry waving his hands at some tactical board, breaking down Saka's goal apparently. Final score graphic at the bottom, bright and clean: The Reds 3-1 Paris.

Three-one. They'd won. Properly won.

Dan blinked at the screen, trying to remember the last time he'd even glanced at it. Kick-off? Maybe. After that, nothing. Just Holly. Just the lads. Just cum and cunt and his cock leaking in his pants.

Mason grinned, proper wide, teeth showing. "Fucking yes! Get in!"

Jay punched the air. "Champions League, bruv! Through to the knockouts, top of the group!"

Robbo raised his beer towards the screen. "First place. Fucking first place."

Holly laughed, tired but genuine. "We won? Properly won?"

Mason squeezed her shoulder, thumb stroking circles on her bare skin. "Yeah, babe. Three-one. Smashed 'em."

Jay was already scrolling his phone, reading match reports. "Saka got two. Eighty-third minute. A worldie, apparently."

Dan laughed. Couldn't help it. Proper laugh, from his belly, surprising himself. "We didn't watch a single fucking second."

Not one. Not a single goal. Not a single tackle. Just her. Just them.

Mason looked at Dan, eyes gleaming, still grinning. "Nah, mate. We were too busy celebrating." He winked.

Jay cackled, slapped the sofa arm. "Best fucking night ever, innit. Our team wins, we all win." He raised his beer towards Holly. "Lucky charm, babe. We told you."

Holly shook her head, smiling, embarrassed. "I didn't do anything. I was… busy."

Robbo smirked. "Yeah. You were."

Mason leaned over, kissed Holly's forehead, slow and possessive. His hand slid to her bare shoulder, thumb still stroking. "Nah, you did everything, darling. Proper good luck charm, you are."

The pundits droned on. Clips of Saka cutting inside, curling a shot into the top corner. Emirates erupting, red and white flags waving, fifty thousand voices screaming. Mason watched for a moment, then looked back at Holly.

"Reckon we need to do this every Champions League night, yeah?"

Holly's smile widened. "Yeah. Definitely."

Fuck yes. Every Champions League night. Every big match… maybe the small ones too? Holly naked, the lads' cocks in her, Dan watching, leaking, stroking. Perfect.

Jay looked at Dan. "You in, Skipper?"

Dan nodded. "Yeah. Course."

"Good lad."

Mason sat back, arm stretched behind Holly, relaxed and satisfied. On screen, Arteta shook Enrique's hand, grinning, Players celebrating in the tunnel. Top of the group. First place. Through to the knockouts.

They'd missed the entire match and none of them cared. Not really. We had won. That was enough.

Mason raised his beer. "To the Gooners. And to Holly."

Jay and Robbo raised theirs. Dan raised his, can sweating in his palm.

"To Gooners. And to Holly."

Holly blushed, pulled the blanket tighter round her shoulders, but it didn't hide the wet patch spreading under her arse, dark and obvious on Mason's black leather sofa.

Still dripping their cum, their slut.

Dan drank, and his chest felt warm, full of pride, and fucking happy.
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HOLLY POV

"We should go, babe."

Dan stood, knees creaking, legs stiff. "Yeah, alright."

Holly stood slowly, wobbly, and Mason steadied her with a hand on her elbow. She grabbed her clothes from the floor, the sheer white crop top, the black micro skirt, the red heels. All crumpled, stained, reeking of sex. She pulled them on slowly, no shower, too knackered. Still leaking cum down her thighs, into her knickers, the ones she'd put back on, damp and sticky. She didn't wipe it. Didn't care.

Good. Fuck, that was so good. Walking home full of them. Marked.

Dan grabbed his jacket, said his goodbyes. Handshakes with Jay, proper hug, clap on the back. Robbo nodded once, fag between his lips. Mason clapped Dan's shoulder, firm and friendly.

"Good night, mate. Seriously. Fucking good night."

Dan nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, it was."

Mason turned to Holly at the door. "See you next week, babe."

Holly kissed him. Proper kiss. Tongue, lingering, her hand on his chest. Dan watched, cock twitching in his jeans, sluggish but interested.

She's kissing him goodbye, like he's her bloke. And maybe finally I’m cool with that.

"Yeah. See you," Holly said, breathless, smiling. Dan and Holly walked down Fortess Road, slow, neither of them talking. Late October, cold, drizzle starting properly now, misting the streetlights orange. The kebab shop below Mason's flat still open, fluorescent lights harsh through the glass, smell of grease and chilli sauce drifting thick across the pavement.

God that smelled good. Fuck, everything smelled good tonight.

Holly walked carefully, wobbly on her heels, sore and aching. But she held Dan's hand, fingers laced tight with his, and she was smiling.

Dan walked beside her, quiet, legs heavy, knees clicking with every step. His cock finally soft, raw, tucked back in his boxers where it belonged. His mind empty. Peaceful. Floating.

He was smiling too – was he OK?

"You alright, babe? You were quiet tonight."

Dan glanced at her. "Yeah. I'm good. You?"

"Yeah. Knackered. But good. Really good."

They walked in silence for a moment. Just the sound of their footsteps, the distant hum of traffic on Kentish Town Road, the drizzle pattering soft on the pavement.

"You didn't mind, did you? Me and them?"

Dan squeezed her hand. "No. I… I liked it. Really liked it."

Fuck, he'd loved it, thank God. She’d always taken his silence and watching eyes in the pub as his way of saying he wanted it. But now he’d admitted it too.

Holly squeezed back. "Good. I'm glad."

"I love you, Hol."

"Love you too."

He loved her. Even though she'd just been gangbanged by his mates, screamed their names. He didn’t hate her because she was walking home covered in their cum, leaking it down her thighs, smiling like she'd never been happier.

Happy days.
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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.
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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?


Trigger Warnings


Reader Advisory: This book contains adult themes that some may find challenging, including:

Consensual non-monogamy and cuckolding dynamics

Explicit sexual content involving multiple partners

Themes of erotic humiliation and power exchange

Strong language and graphic sexual descriptions

Size comparison and inadequacy themes

Substance use (alcohol consumption)

Voyeurism and exhibitionism

This book is intended for mature audiences (18+) only.
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