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Preface

Content Warning




This erotic novella contains explicit sexual content including group sex, office misconduct, light cuckolding, and graphic descriptions of sexual acts. It features themes of wife-sharing, voyeurism, and sexual manipulation. All characters are over 18 and engage in consensual acts. Not suitable for readers under 18 or those sensitive to explicit sexual content.


Introduction

Beverly Dunaway seems like your typical busty blonde secretary - naive, giggly, and completely oblivious to the effect her curves have on her male colleagues. Her husband Rod thinks he knows his wife of fifteen years, but he's about to discover there's more to Beverly than meets the eye.




When Rod overhears his wife's flirtatious office banter during a work-from-home day, something stirs within him. Rather than jealousy, he finds himself aroused by the way her colleagues openly desire her. His encouragement leads Beverly to dress more provocatively for work, setting off a chain of increasingly erotic events.




Between Dave the dominant boss, Stuart the manipulative analyst, and Charlie the gym-buff junior, Beverly soon finds herself the centre of attention. But who's really in control? As office dares escalate and boundaries blur, Rod discovers his own voyeuristic tendencies growing stronger.




What starts as innocent flirting quickly evolves into something far more explicit. As Beverly's birthday party approaches, both husband and wife find themselves drawn deeper into a web of office politics and sexual liberation. Will their marriage survive Beverly's transformation from innocent secretary to office hotwife? Or will it become stronger than ever?




This sizzling novella explores themes of sexual awakening, marriage enhancement through hotwifing, office power dynamics, and female empowerment. With explicit scenes of group play, light cuckolding, and office misconduct, "Office Desires" delivers a potent mix of psychological manipulation and raw sexuality.




Follow Beverly's journey as she navigates between her public persona of naive secretary and her private reality as a sexual manipulator. Watch Rod's evolution from hesitant husband to eager voyeur. Experience the tension as office politics merge with primal desires.




Packed with steamy encounters, forbidden office romance, and shocking revelations, this novella will keep you turning pages while squirming in your seat. Perfect for fans of hotwife fiction, office romance, and stories of sexual awakening.




The question isn't whether Beverly will submit to her colleagues' desires - it's whether they'll realise they're playing right into her hands.




Get ready for a wild ride through the corporate world where nothing is quite what it seems, and everyone has hidden desires waiting to be unleashed.


Chapter 1: Home with Rod and Beverly

Rod sprawled across the worn leather sofa, his iPad propped against his belly as the halftime stats from the Chelsea-Leeds match loaded. The familiar crack-hiss of his third Stella helped ease the tension from another mind-numbing day of remote coding. The beer's condensation dripped onto his Chelsea FC shirt, joining the collection of other suspicious stains.

"Did you see that?" Beverly's voice cut through his concentration. She perched forward in her favourite armchair, still wearing her work clothes – one of her wrap dresses that never quite stayed in place. "I can't believe he just pied her off like that!"

Rod glanced up, his eyes drawn to where the dress had ridden up his wife's thick thighs. More interesting was how she'd leaned forward, those massive 38EE tits which had caught his eye the first time they ever met, threatening to spill free. Fifteen years together and they still made his cock twitch. Shame she only brought them out for missionary these days.

"Mm-hmm." He returned to his match stats, pretending not to notice how her nipples pressed against the thin fabric. Pride and frustration warred in his gut - pride at having such a stacked wife, frustration at their vanilla sex life.

"No but seriously!" Beverly bounced in her seat, making those heavy tits jiggle magnificently. "The way he went straight for the new girl? After telling Amber he was proper into her?" She gesticulated wildly, completely oblivious to the show she was putting on. "Men are such snakes sometimes."

Rod grunted, scrolling through betting odds. Chelsea was down 2-1 but the live odds looked tempting for a comeback.

"Oh my god, she's so stupid!" Beverly exclaimed about the Love Island contestant. "Like, how can she not see he's playing her?" She shook her head, her impressive chest bouncing with the movement. "The best way to handle men like that is to let them think they're in control."

Rod made another non-committal noise, missing the knowing glint in his wife's eye as he focused on placing a fiver on Chelsea to win.

The doorbell's chime cut through the Love Island drama. Beverly unfolded herself from the chair, adjusting her dress in a futile attempt at modesty. Rod watched through half-lidded eyes as she clip-clopped to the front door in her work heels.

"Evening!" The delivery driver's voice carried clearly. "Got a chicken tikka, lamb bhuna..."

Rod didn't need to see the bloke's face to know where his eyes were fixed. Beverly had that effect on men - especially in that bloody dress. The thought made his cock stir unexpectedly.

Beverly returned with the fragrant bags, setting them carefully on their small dining table. She sat primly in her usual chair, spreading a napkin across her lap like she wasn't eating curry in a tit-spilling dress. Rod stayed sprawled on the sofa, somehow managing to drip orange sauce onto his already-stained shirt.

The room filled with the sounds of Love Island drama and Beverly's running commentary, punctuated by Rod's beery grunts and the scrape of cutlery against takeaway containers.

Rod's thumb scrolled mindlessly through the halftime stats. Hopefully that fiver on his team would come through, his luck had been pretty poor recently.

"You'll never guess what happened at work today." Beverly's voice cut through his concentration. She shifted in her chair, making her dress accidentally ride up her thighs. "The lads were being so silly."

"Mm?" Rod kept his eyes fixed on the iPad screen, though his peripheral vision caught the way her tits fought against their confinement when she leaned forward.

"Charlie kept asking me to get stuff from the top shelf. Even though Stuart's way taller than me." Beverly giggled, adjusting her dress. "Then Dave made this comment about me having my hands full."

Rod grunted, placing the bet on his phone. The odds were decent for a Chelsea comeback.

"And Stuart just kept staring at me weird. Like, proper intense, you know?" Beverly twirled a strand of blonde hair around her finger. "The three of them were acting well strange all day."

"Sounds fascinating." Rod took another swig of beer, missing the calculated look Beverly shot him.

"Think I might have a bath before bed." Beverly stood, smoothing down her dress."Second half starting soon?"

Rod barely registered her heading upstairs, already switching the match onto the main TV. The crack of another Stella punctuated the growing silence between them. 

◆◆◆

Rod stared at his monitor, the lines of code blurring into meaningless symbols. The empty desk across the room caught his eye - Beverly's workspace sat abandoned while she was at the office. His gaming PC hummed in the silence, the RGB fans casting multicoloured shadows across the wall.

A Teams notification popped up in the corner. Some bollocks about sprint planning from his project manager. Rod minimised it with a click, his cursor hovering over Chrome before opening an incognito window. His fingers paused over the keyboard, guilt warring briefly with arousal before he typed "office secretary big tits" into the search bar.

The results loaded instantly - dozens of thumbnails showing busty women in tight blouses and pencil skirts. Rod's cock stirred as he scrolled, focusing on the blonde actresses. None of them quite matched Beverly's impressive chest, but the scenarios... His hand drifted to the waistband of his joggers.

One video thumbnail caught his eye - "Busty Secretary Takes BBC From Boss". The actress bent over a mahogany desk, her tits barely contained by a straining white blouse. Rod's cock hardened fully as he clicked play, imagining Beverly in that position instead. The actress's breasts were decent enough, but nothing compared to his wife's natural chest. His hand slipped inside his joggers, wrapping around his shaft as the scene played out.

Rod's hand moved mechanically as his gaze fixed on the screen, but his mind wandered to last night's pathetic attempt at intimacy. Beverly had giggled and pulled the duvet up to her chin when he'd suggested leaving the bedside lamp on. "You're so naughty," she'd whispered, like a schoolgirl rather than his wife of fifteen years. Then it was the same old routine - missionary position, her eyes squeezed shut, those magnificent tits completely wasted under her sensible M&S nightie.

His cock twitched as the porn actress bent further over the desk, her fake breasts swaying. But Rod's thoughts drifted to breakfast instead - Beverly leaning across him to grab the toast, that cream silk blouse gaping open to reveal deep cleavage and a hint of lacy bra. The same bloody blouse she was wearing right now at her EDI Insurance workplace, surrounded by men in expensive suits who probably noticed every time she bent down to fetch something from the bottom drawer.

The Teams notification pinged again. Rod ignored it, his breathing getting heavier as he imagined Beverly at her desk, probably sitting with perfect posture that made her huge tits strain against those pearl buttons. Dave Bennett would be there in his tailored suit, finding excuses to lean over her shoulder. That cocky twat Charlie May hanging around her desk with his gym-built arms and his shit-eating grin. Even quiet Stuart Ashcroft seemed to linger whenever Beverly was about.

His phone buzzed. Rod grabbed it with his free hand, cock throbbing as Beverly's selfie filled the screen. She'd taken it from above, giving him a perfect view down her blouse to those magnificent breasts barely contained by delicate cream lace. "Busy day at work! xx" the caption read, with a smiley face emoji. His innocent wife was completely oblivious to how that photo would affect any red-blooded male.

Rod's hand moved faster, his guilty conscience warring with rising arousal. Here he was wanking over office porn while imagining his sweet, naïve Beverly surrounded by suited predators. She probably thought she was just sending her husband a nice photo to brighten his day. The contrast between her innocence and his filthy thoughts pushed him closer to the edge.

His thumb hovered over the selfie as his other hand maintained its rhythm. Beverly's bright smile beamed up at him, those huge natural tits on display in a way she probably didn't even realise. Just like she never realised how her male colleagues stared when she stretched or bent over. How they probably passed their phones around showing off photos like this one.

Rod's hand moved faster as his eyes darted between his phone and monitor. On screen, the actress moaned theatrically as her fake breasts bounced. But it was Beverly's innocent selfie that held his attention - those natural EE tits straining against delicate cream lace, perfectly framed by her silk blouse.

His cock throbbed painfully as fantasy and reality merged. The porn actress's exaggerated cries faded into the background as Rod imagined Beverly bent over her desk at EDI Insurance. Dave Bennett's large hands gripping her hips, that expensive suit pressed against her back. Charlie May and Stuart Ashcroft watching hungrily as their boss claimed Rod's wife, her amazing tits finally freed from that proper blouse and sensible bra.

"Fuck," Rod groaned, his hand moving frantically now. The image shifted - Beverly on her knees in the office kitchen, those incredible breasts on display as she serviced her colleagues. Her wedding ring glinting as she stroked their thick cocks, so much bigger than her husband's modest length. That same innocent smile on her face as she fulfilled their demands, still somehow naive even as they used her like the office slut she was becoming.

His balls tightened as he pictured Beverly returning home afterwards, her blouse slightly creased, lipstick smudged. She'd kiss him hello and curl up to watch Love Island, her body still marked by her colleagues' attention. Maybe she'd send him another selfie tomorrow, not realising how it would be passed around the office by men who knew exactly what she looked like when she came.

Rod's back arched as his orgasm hit hard, cum spurting over his hand and stomach as he stared at Beverly's smiling face on his phone screen. His cock pulsed again and again, more powerfully than he'd experienced in years. Shame and arousal warred in his mind as his innocent wife's image blurred through his post-orgasmic haze.

Rod wiped his hand clean with a tissue, his breathing still uneven. He dropped it in the bin beside his desk, carefully covering it with old receipts. The post-wank shame crept in as he adjusted himself in his joggers and pulled his chair closer to the desk.

The code on his monitor still made no bloody sense. His eyes kept drifting to Beverly's empty desk across the room. That cream blouse she'd worn this morning... Christ, the way it had pulled across her chest when she'd reached for the cereal. Did Dave notice the same thing when she stretched for files on the top shelf? Did Charlie make excuses to hover near her desk, hoping for a glimpse down her top?

Rod clicked back to his browser history, scrolling through the past week's searches. "Office slut transformation." "Boss fucks secretary huge breasts." "Innocent wife corrupted at work." Each title made his cock twitch despite his recent release. When had his porn habits shifted from generic big tits to specifically office-themed scenarios?

"Fucking hell," he muttered, selecting the entire history. One click and it vanished. Not that Beverly would know how to check - she still called him in a panic when her phone needed updating. The thought of her technical ineptitude usually amused him, but now it felt different. Was he taking advantage of her naivety?

The Teams notification flashed again. Rod forced himself to read it properly this time - something about code reviews and pull requests. Normal work stuff that should occupy his mind instead of these twisted fantasies about his wife's workplace. He opened Visual Studio, determined to focus on the bug he was supposed to be fixing.

The code remained incomprehensible. Each variable name reminded him of Beverly - of her porn star body, of her innocent giggles at male attention, of all the things he'd just wanked over while imagining her at her office. Something had to change. Their sex life needed... what? More passion? Different positions? He couldn't even imagine suggesting anything beyond missionary with the lights off.

Rod stared at his monitor, fingers hovering motionless over the keyboard. The cursor blinked accusingly, like it knew he was failing at both his job and his marriage. He needed to sort this out somehow. But the thought of actually talking to Beverly about any of this made his stomach churn.

With a frustrated grunt, Rod forced himself to type. The code might be bollocks, but at least it was something he understood. Unlike these new feelings about his wife's work situation. He'd deal with that later. Maybe. For now, he had bugs to fix and a sprint review to prepare for.

◆◆◆

Rod slumped deeper into the sofa, refreshing the betting app on his phone. Just two more matches needed to come through for his accumulator. The front door burst open and Beverly breezed in. Her wrap dress had shifted during her commute, an extra button undone to reveal the deep valley between her boobs. Rod flicked his eyes up briefly to admire the view before returning to the odds updates on his screen.

"Oh my days, you'll never guess what happened at lunch!" Beverly shrugged off her coat, her chest bouncing with the movement. "Dave took us all to The Red Lion down the road from the office,  proper nice of him, weren't it? Charlie kept everyone laughing with his silly jokes."

Rod grunted noncommittally, studying Chelsea's starting line-up for their upcoming match. The betting odds were shifting promisingly.

"The new barmaid's well fit - even Charlie behaved himself around her!" Beverly continued, dropping onto the sofa beside him. Her impressive breasts jiggled with the impact. She leaned forward to unbuckle her unconfortable shoes, giving Rod an unintentional glimpse straight down her top. The sight of her deep cleavage barely contained by her practical M&S bra caught his attention momentarily before he returned to scrolling through his accumulator slip.

"Stuart's proper sweet though," Beverly said, that familiar innocent tone in her voice. "He always helps me reach stuff from the top shelves since I'm too short." She smiled brightly, completely oblivious to any ulterior motives. Rod barely registered her words, too focused on the shifting odds for his upcoming matches.

Rod's thumb froze mid-scroll. A notification flashed up - Arsenal had scored, skewing his accumulator odds. He swiped it away with a frustrated grunt.

"Oh! And Dave suggested we all go for drinks next Friday night." Beverly bounced on the sofa cushion beside him, like an eager puppy dog. "You could come too, Rod! The lads are always asking about you."

Rod grunted again, watching the potential winnings figure drop by fifty quid. Fucking Arsenal. He'd need Chelsea to win by two clear goals now to make up the difference.

"The lads were so funny at lunch today." Beverly's giggles filled their small living room. "Charlie was showing everyone the 'proper way' to do shots - said you have to, like, throw your head back just right?" She demonstrated, arching her neck and pushing her impressive chest forward. "Though I only had a tiny sip, obviously. Just to be polite."

Rod's ears pricked up momentarily at the mention of shots during a work lunch. He glanced sideways at his wife, taking in her flushed cheeks and slightly dishevelled blonde hair. But his phone pinged again - another goal alert. He quickly dismissed the fleeting concern, focused instead on his rapidly diminishing betting odds.

"So can I go next Friday?" Beverly fiddled with her neckline, inadvertently drawing attention to her deep cleavage. "Dave said they're doing karaoke at The Red Lion. Charlie's promised to sing Sweet Caroline!"

Rod barely registered her words, watching in horror as news of a penalty miss popped up on his screen. His carefully planned accumulator was falling apart. "Yeah, sure, whatever," he muttered, already calculating how much he'd need to bet on the next match to recover his losses.

Rod's eyes snapped away from his phone. His brain finally caught up with what he'd mindlessly agreed to. Beverly. Drinks. Her male colleagues. His curvaceous wife spending Friday night at The Red Lion with a bunch of suited City types.

"You want me to get Chinese or Indian?" Beverly's voice drifted from the kitchen, but Rod's mind was still elsewhere. Something stirred in Rod's groin - not the usual flash of possessive jealousy he'd expect, but a different sensation entirely. He pictured Beverly perched on a bar stool, showing off her body in her blue wrap dress she wore to important meetings, while Dave and his team crowded around her...

His phone buzzed. Bournemouth had scored in the 89th minute. There went another fifty quid down the drain. Rod forced his attention back to the betting app, trying to ignore the warmth spreading through his lower belly.

"The lads are so fussy with their orders." Beverly's giggle carried through from the kitchen. "Charlie won't eat anything with mushrooms, Stuart has to have everything extra spicy, and Dave always wants his chicken tikka masala extra creamy with three naans..."

Rod's thumb hovered over the 'place bet' button. The familiar litany of his wife's colleagues' names struck a different chord tonight. How many lunch breaks had Beverly spent with them, learning their little preferences? How many times had she sat in that office kitchen, discussing their favourite foods, their likes and dislikes?

The soft bounce of Beverly's breasts caught his eye as she leaned around the doorframe. "I'm thinking Indian? I know everyone's usual orders by heart now - Dave's always teasing me about being such a good secretary, remembering all their little things."

Her innocent smile didn't quite match the knowing glint in her eye - the same look she'd had earlier during Love Island. But Rod was too busy calculating odds for the late kick-off to notice. He grunted noncommittally, watching Beverly's hips sway as she disappeared back into the kitchen.

His wife's voice carried on, punctuated by the tap-tap of her placing their order on her phone. "Stuart likes his jalfrezi proper hot - says it's good for the metabolism or something scientific like that. And Charlie always gets a korma 'cause he's a big baby about spice, even though he pretends he can handle it..."

Rod's mind wandered again. He imagined Beverly at The Red Lion's curved bar, her chest pressed against the wooden surface as she ordered drinks. Dave's hand on her lower back, guiding her through the Friday night crowd. Stuart's intense stare over his designer glasses. Charlie's obvious ogling...

Another betting notification snapped him back to reality. He shifted uncomfortably, surprised by his semi-hard cock straining against his joggers. What the fuck was wrong with him? He should be worried about his wife spending time with these blokes, not getting turned on by it.

Rod lay in bed, staring at the ceiling as Beverly's breathing settled into a gentle rhythm beside him. Her earlier words about Stuart helping her reach things kept replaying in his mind. The image formed unbidden - his petite wife stretching upward, her body on display, vulnerable at that moment, Stuart's tall frame looming behind her...

His cock twitched beneath the duvet. Rod shifted uncomfortably, trying to focus on his phone screen instead. The betting app showed promising odds for tomorrow's matches. Maybe a five-fold accumulator could recover some of today's losses. His thumb hovered over the potential selections.

Beverly murmured in her sleep, rolling closer. Her impressive breasts pressed against his arm through her thin nightie, warm and soft. The contact sent an unexpected jolt of arousal through him. Rod's mind drifted back to the office scenario - Stuart's hands steadying Beverly's waist as she reached up, her chest straining against silk fabric...

"Fuck's sake," Rod muttered, adjusting himself beneath the covers. What was wrong with him? He should be angry at the thought of another bloke getting that close to his wife. Instead, his cock hardened further as he imagined Stuart's eyes drinking in Beverly's curves, appreciating what Rod had grown almost blind to over their years together.

The betting app pinged with updated odds. Rod welcomed the distraction, scrolling through potential combinations. But Beverly's earlier excited chatter about Friday drinks kept intruding. He'd agreed without thinking - given his blessing for his curvaceous, naive wife to spend the evening at The Red Lion with Dave's team. The same blokes who apparently couldn't keep their eyes off her breasts during working hours.

Beverly's leg draped over his thigh as she snuggled closer in her sleep. Her impressive chest squashed more firmly against his arm. Rod's erection throbbed as he pictured her perched on a bar stool, that blue wrap dress she loved riding up her thighs, while Dave and Stuart and Charlie crowded around her...

He stabbed randomly at his phone screen, placing another stupid bet he'd probably regret. Anything to distract from these confusing thoughts. But his cock remained stubbornly hard, his mind filled with images of Beverly giggling at Charlie's crude jokes, Dave's hand on her lower back, Stuart's intense stare following her movements...

The worst part was how little it bothered him. Rod knew he should feel jealous, possessive, angry even. Instead, his erection strained almost painfully against his boxers as he imagined his well-endowed wife being admired and desired by her male colleagues.

Beverly's soft breasts pressed more insistently against him as she shifted position again. Rod swallowed hard, his thumb trembling slightly as he confirmed the bet on his phone. Another fifty quid he couldn't really afford to lose. But right now, he had bigger problems than his gambling habit - like why the thought of his innocent wife surrounded by obviously interested men was turning him on so much.


Chapter 2: Eye opening work day

Rod's phone buzzed against his cheek. He'd fallen asleep scrolling through match highlights again. The bedroom filled with the rich aroma of bacon and coffee drifting up from downstairs. His stomach growled as he stretched, joints cracking.

Rain hammered against the window. Rod pulled back the curtain, grimacing at the grey sheets of water lashing the suburban street. His Twitter feed overflowed with complaints about cancelled trains and flooding. Some Chelsea players had posted about being stuck in traffic on the way to training. Rod scrolled past endless angry commuter rants about signal failures.

The wooden stairs creaked under his feet as he headed down, following the smell of breakfast. Beverly stood at the kitchen counter, already dressed for work. Her cream blouse strained across her chest as she reached up to grab plates from the cupboard. Rod paused in the doorway, watching her impressive breasts shift beneath the thin fabric.

The pencil skirt she'd chosen hugged every curve, clinging to her hips and arse as she moved between cooker and counter. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a messy bun, exposing her neck. Rod's morning wood stirred as Beverly bent to check the grill, her skirt riding up her thighs.

"Trains are proper messed up," Rod said, scanning the travel updates on his phone. "Signal failures at London Bridge." He couldn't help tracking the bounce of Beverly's heavy breasts as she plated up bacon sandwiches, her movements making them jiggle enticingly.

"Oh no!" Beverly's full bottom lip pushed out in an exaggerated pout, her usual response to minor setbacks. "I can't miss work today - the lads are counting on me to help with the Morrison presentation." She leaned over Rod's shoulder to peer at his phone screen, giving him an unintentional view down her gaping blouse. Her deep cleavage was right at eye level, pale flesh barely contained by delicate lace.

"You could work from home," Rod suggested, his gaze fixed on her chest. "I've still got that laptop set up from last time the trains were fucked."

Beverly bounced on her toes excitedly at the solution, making her impressive breasts sway beneath her straining blouse. "You're so clever with computers, babe! Let me just message Dave to let him know."

Rod trudged up the stairs to his home office, hunting for the spare laptop whilst Beverly's giggles echoed from the kitchen. His hand paused on the laptop case as her laughter grew louder. Probably another of Charlie's messages - that cocky git was always sending her "funny" memes and GIFs.

"Oh my days!" Beverly's voice carried up the stairs. "Charlie, you're so bad!"

Rod's jaw clenched. He grabbed the laptop and headed back down, catching Beverly hastily putting her phone away as he entered the kitchen. A slight flush coloured her cheeks.

"Right then," Rod muttered, setting up the laptop. "Let's get you logged in."

Beverly leaned over his shoulder as he typed in her credentials, and he felt her breath on his neck, making him shiver. The scent of her perfume filled his nostrils. Her blouse gaped forward, giving him an eyeful of deep cleavage encased in delicate white lace. Rod shifted in his chair, trying to focus on the screen rather than his wife's impressive assets.

Teams loaded with a cascade of notification sounds. Messages popped up rapid-fire in the chat window:

"Morning gorgeous!"

"Looking forward to seeing you Bev!"

"Save me from these muppets!"

Beverly reached past Rod to respond, her breasts swaying beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. As she typed, her coffee mug teetered on the edge of the table.

"Careful-" Rod started to warn, but too late. The mug toppled, sending coffee spreading across the wooden surface.

"Oh bugger!" Beverly grabbed for kitchen roll, bending down to mop up the spill. Her blouse pulled tight across her chest, the buttons straining. Rod's gaze fixed on how the fabric stretched across her generous curves, his mouth going dry. He forced himself to look away, but not before noticing how her breasts threatened to pop free with each movement.

"You're a proper lifesaver," Beverly straightened up and wrapped her arms around him in a quick hug. He felt the heat of her body against him, making his cock twitch unexpectedly.

"No worries," he mumbled, retreating towards his office. "Just... shout if you need anything else."

Back at his desk, Rod could hear Beverly's Teams call starting up. Multiple male voices greeted her enthusiastically through the wall:

"There's our favourite admin angel!"

"Looking gorgeous as always, Bev!"

"Finally! Some decent company!"




◆◆◆

 Rod stared at his monitor, the lines of code blurring as his mind wandered. The faint hum of Beverly's Teams call drifted through up the stairs. His fingers hovered motionless over the keyboard. In fifteen years of marriage, he'd never actually witnessed her workplace interactions first-hand. The thought made him shift in his chair, an unexpected warmth spreading through his groin.

A light knock preceded Beverly's entrance. She carried her laptop in one hand, a fresh coffee precariously balanced in the other. 

"Mind if I set up in here, babe? Reception's better." Beverly placed the laptop at the far end of Rod's wide desk, her breasts swaying as she bent to plug in the power cable. "The signal's proper rubbish downstairs."

Rod grunted an acknowledgement, pretending to focus on his code while tracking her movements in his peripheral vision. Beverly settled into the spare office chair, adjusting her skirt as she crossed her legs. Her perfume drifted across the desk - something floral and sweet that made his cock twitch traitorously.

"Right then lads," Beverly's cheerful voice filled the room as she connected to her morning meeting. "You'll have to manage without my tea round today! Proper nightmare with the trains."

A chorus of theatrical boos erupted from her laptop speakers. Rod's fingers tensed on his keyboard as male voices tumbled over each other:

"What are we gonna do without our tea angel?"

"That's my day ruined!"

"Who's going to brighten up the office now?"

Beverly giggled, the sound sending an unexpected jolt through Rod's body. He forced his attention back to his monitor, but the code might as well have been written in Sanskrit for all he could focus on it.

◆◆◆

Beverly's laughter drifted across their shared home office. Though his noise-cancelling headphones covered his ears, he hadn't bothered starting any music - found himself oddly compelled to eavesdrop on his wife's Teams calls instead.

Beverly's webcam feed showed in the corner of her screen, the angle capturing far more of her impressive cleavage than seemed strictly professional. She leaned forward, presumably to read something, causing her blouse to gape open. Rod's cock stirred as he imagined her male colleagues' view.

"Proper filthy one she was, Bev!" Charlie's voice boomed through Beverly's speakers. Rod tensed, expecting his wife to be shocked by such crude talk. Instead, she giggled - that same innocent sound she made watching Love Island.

"Go on then Charlie, what happened?" Beverly prompted, shifting in her chair. Rod watched as she made a small adjustment to her webcam, probably trying to hide her boobs from those perverts.

She caught Rod's eye for a moment. There was something different in her expression - a knowing glint he'd never noticed before. But then Charlie launched into another crude joke about his conquest's oral skills and Beverly was back to her usual giggly self.

"So, there I was, right," Charlie continued, his voice thick with pride, "got her bent over the backseat of my motor..."

Rod's eyes widened as Charlie described, in graphic detail, exactly what positions they'd attempted in his pride and joy, an old 2005 BMW M3. Rather than being embarrassed, Beverly leaned closer to her screen.

"But how did she manage that position in a car?" she asked, all wide-eyed innocence. "Wouldn't the gear stick get in the way?"

The other men's raucous laughter suggested this wasn't the first time Beverly had asked such seemingly naive questions about their sexual exploits. Rod shifted uncomfortably in his chair, his erection straining against his joggers as he watched his wife's breasts bounce with her giggles.

A deeper voice cut through Charlie's boasting. "That's enough of the dirty talk for now." Dave's commanding tone made Rod's ears prick up. "Though speaking of things that are improving my morning..." There was a pause. "Beverly, that blouse is doing wonders for team morale."

"Oh, you silly!" Beverly's giggle filled their home office. "It's just my normal work top."

Rod's fingers froze over his keyboard. He glanced across at his wife, who was beaming at her screen like she'd just been praised for filing.

"Indeed," Stuart's cultured voice joined the call. "Beverly brings such impressive assets to the company. Her contribution to the team can't be overstated."

"Aww, thanks Stuart!" Beverly bounced in her chair. "That's proper sweet of you to say. I do try my best."

Rod watched his wife's face glow with pride at what she clearly took as recognition of her administrative skills. His cock twitched traitorously as he noticed how her movement had caused another button to slip open.

"Right lads," Charlie burst back in. "Speaking of impressive assets - who's up for Diamonds on Saturday? Proper high-end strip club now. The dancers' tits are almost as big as yours, Bev!"

Beverly laughed along, adjusting her blouse without seeming to realise how it drew attention to her chest. "You're terrible, Charlie! Though I bet they're not all natural like mine."

Rod's mouth went dry as he watched his wife casually discuss her breasts with her colleagues like she was talking about the weather.

"Now there's an interesting topic of conversation." Dave's voice had dropped lower, taking on a husky quality that made Rod shift in his seat. Beverly leaned forward, pressing her heavy breasts against the desk as she listened to her boss speak. "Perhaps we should schedule a team outing to compare..."

"You lot!" Beverly giggled, completely missing the predatory undertone that was making Rod's cock strain against his joggers. "Always trying to drag me to your silly boys' nights out."

◆◆◆

Rod's headphones remained silent as he continued pretending to work while watching Beverly's Teams meeting unfold. His attention drifted from his coding as Stuart's cultured tones cut through the general chatter.

"About the Morrison account meeting next week..." Stuart paused meaningfully. "I think Beverly should definitely be front and centre for that one. Her... presence tends to keep clients focused."

Rod's cock twitched as he watched Beverly beam at what she clearly took as professional recognition.

"Yeah, give 'em something to focus on!" Charlie barked out a laugh. "Those old geezers won't know what hit 'em when Bev walks in."

"Oh, stop it, you lot." Beverly adjusted her blouse, inadvertently drawing eyes to her. "I just take good notes is all."

"Among your many other... attributes." Dave's voice dripped with suggestion. "Though I must say that cream blouse does wonderful things for your... note-taking abilities."

Beverly giggled, bouncing slightly in her chair. Rod couldn't believe this was the conversation level in a modern office, he'd certainly be up before HR if he'd tried these lines on with any female staff he worked with!

"Proper professional, our Bev." Charlie's voice had taken on that cocky tone Rod was starting to recognise. "Always making sure everything's... properly presented."

The crude joke sent Beverly into another fit of giggles, her impressive chest heaving. "You're awful! Though I do try to keep everything neat and tidy."

"Oh, do you? Everything kept neat and tidy eh?" Stuart's refined accent somehow made the comment even more suggestive.

Rod shifted in his chair, his erection growing uncomfortable as he watched the men shower Beverly with increasingly explicit compliments - all carefully wrapped in just enough professionalism to maintain deniability.

"Speaking of details..." Dave cleared his throat. "That second button seems to be struggling a bit there, Bev. Not that anyone's complaining, mind."

"Oh!" Beverly looked down at her straining blouse. "These buttons are proper annoying. Always popping open at the worst times."

The chorus of male laughter that followed made Rod's cheeks burn. He watched Beverly adjust herself again, completely missing how the movement drew every eye to her chest.

"Worst times? Or best times?" Charlie couldn't resist adding. "Depends on who you ask, don't it?"

More raucous laughter. Beverly just smiled, pleased to be included in what she clearly saw as harmless office banter. Rod's cock throbbed as he realised this wasn't a one-off - this was their normal dynamic.

"Remember that time with the photocopier?" Stuart's voice carried a hint of nostalgia. "When you tried to reach the top shelf?"

"God yeah!" Beverly bounced again, "Thought I was going to fall right in! Good job you were there to catch me, Stuart."

Rod's mouth went dry as he pictured the scene - his wife's curves pressed against her colleague, her blouse gaping open as she stretched upward. From the appreciative murmurs coming through the speakers, her workmates were enjoying the memory too.

"Always happy to provide support where needed." Stuart's tone made it clear exactly what kind of support he meant. "Though I think Dave's height advantage might make him better suited next time."

"More to grab onto with." Charlie added with a snort. "For safety, like."

Beverly nodded along, completely missing the predatory undertones. "You're all so helpful! Don't know what I'd do without my boys looking after me."

Rod watched his wife beam at her screen, genuinely touched by what she saw as protective male colleagues. Meanwhile, her "boys" weren't even trying to hide their appreciation of her assets anymore - though Beverly remained blissfully unaware of the effect she had on them.

The afternoon continued in the same vein - crude jokes and suggestive comments flying thick and fast, all carefully calibrated to pass as innocent workplace banter. Beverly laughed along, adjusting her clothing unconsciously in ways that only drew more attention to her curves.

Rod's erection refused to subside as he was forced to acknowledge the reality of his wife's work situation. Every day, his innocent Beverly sat in an office full of men who clearly viewed her as more than just an administrative assistant. And she had no idea.

Rod's cock throbbed painfully in his joggers as he watched Beverly as Charlie's voice boomed through the laptop speakers, describing in vivid detail how he'd bent another female conquest over the bathroom sink at Infernos nightclub.

"So, there I was, right, pulling her knickers down..." Charlie's crude story continued. Beverly's giggles filled their home office as she hung on every word.

Rod shifted uncomfortably in his chair. The combination of his wife's innocent reactions and her colleagues' increasingly explicit chat had his erection straining against the thin fabric of his joggers. He needed to escape before he embarrassed himself.

"Going shop!" Rod stood abruptly, grabbing his wallet. "Need more beers."

Beverly barely glanced up, completely absorbed in Charlie's graphic description of exactly what positions they'd attempted in that nightclub bathroom. Her curvy flesh jiggled as she laughed at particularly crude details.

"That tight blue dress would look amazing on you tomorrow, Bev." Dave's commanding voice cut through as Rod headed for the door. "Really brings out your... eyes."

"Thanks, boss!" Beverly's delighted response followed Rod into the hallway, along with the knowing laughter of her male colleagues.

Rod's cheeks burned as he hurried down the stairs, their continued banter fading behind him. He needed air - and definitely needed that beer.

◆◆◆

Rod lay in bed, his mind racing. Beverly snored softly beside him, her chest rising and falling slowly beneath the faded M&S cotton nightie she'd worn for the past three years. The same bloody nightie. Back when they first married, she'd worn those lacy things that showed off her curves. Now? Practical cotton that reached her knees.

Through the dim glow of the bedside lamp, he studied her peaceful face. His innocent wife. Or was she? Today had shattered that illusion somewhat. Eight hours of listening to her giggle at crude jokes, ask probing questions about sexual positions, and - most disturbingly - adjust her webcam and clothing in ways that seemed less accidental the more he thought about it.

Rod shifted onto his side, his cock already stirring as Dave's authoritative voice echoed in his memory: "That blue dress tomorrow, Bev. Really brings out your... eyes." The way Beverly had practically glowed at the attention. The knowing chuckles from the other men. Christ, did this happen every day? His boss picking out her outfits, appraising her curves like she was his personal dress-up doll?

Charlie's explicit stories replayed in his head. That graphic description of shagging some bird in the Infernos toilets. But it wasn't the story itself that had Rod's hand unconsciously moving to his crotch - it was Beverly's reaction. Those seemingly innocent questions: "But how did you manage that position?" "Wasn't the sink a bit wobbly?" "Did anyone hear you?" Each query met with appreciative male laughter while his wife just smiled and nodded along.

His erection grew harder as he remembered Stuart's calculated manipulation. That cultured voice dropped careful hints about Beverly's "impressive assets to the company" and how she "really fills out her role." The way Beverly had beamed at what she took as professional praise, leaning forward to better hear his compliments, while Stuart's eyes devoured every inch.

Beverly mumbled something unintelligible and rolled onto her side, pushing her side of the duvet away. The thin cotton nightie rode up her thighs, exposing the generous curve of her arse. Rod's breath caught in his throat. His hand moved beneath the duvet, wrapping around his already hardening cock.

Moonlight filtered through the gap in the curtains, highlighting Beverly's soft curves. Rod studied his wife's form as he began stroking himself slowly. It was just a shame she had the body of a stripper but the mind of a well-meaning church goer.

His mind wandered to the office, picturing Beverly at her desk surrounded by suited men. Dave in his tailored pinstripes, Charlie in those designer shirts that showed off his gym-honed physique, Stuart in his precise Savile Row suits. All of them stealing glances whenever Beverly leaned forward or reached for something, their professional facades barely masking raw desire. His cock throbbed harder at the contrast - these powerful men reduced to schoolboys by his wife's assets.

The image shifted to Charlie's muscled form pressing against Beverly's back, ostensibly helping her reach a high shelf. "Stuart's proper sweet," she'd said, "he always helps me reach stuff." Rod's hand moved faster as he pictured Charlie's broad chest against her, Beverly giggling innocently while his biceps flexed. The gym rat's hungry eyes fixed on her straining blouse, using any excuse for contact.

Dave's husky voice echoed in Rod's memory: "That blue dress tomorrow, Bev. Really brings out your... eyes." His cock leaked pre-cum as he imagined Beverly eagerly picking out clothes each morning, trying to please her boss while remaining completely oblivious to the effect she had. That tight dress she'd bought last month, the one that made Rod's mouth go dry - had she worn it after one of Dave's suggestions?

Beverly shifted in her sleep, the movement causing her nightie to slip further. One massive breast escaped its confines, the pale flesh glowing in the moonlight. Rod bit his lip to stifle a groan, his hand working frantically now. His mind filled with images of similar wardrobe malfunctions at work - Beverly bending over the printer, leaning across desks, stretching up to reach things. Her male colleagues watching hungrily, exchanging knowing looks while she remained blissfully unaware.

Rod's breathing grew ragged as the fantasies intensified. Beverly giggling at Charlie's filthy jokes, her impressive chest bouncing. Pressing against Stuart to look at his computer screen, her curves moulding against that expensive suit. Beaming under Dave's approving gaze as she modelled another suggested outfit. The realisation hit him like a physical force - he wasn't jealous at all. He was more aroused than he'd been in years.

Rod's hand worked furiously under the duvet, his other pushing the duvet down, preparing… his breathing ragged. Years of stifling his moans during late-night wanks meant he kept quiet even as his orgasm built. His cock pulsed, pleasure mounting as visions of Beverly's workplace antics filled his mind.

The pressure built, his balls tightening. With a stifled grunt, Rod came harder than he had in months. Hot ropes of cum sprayed across his chest, soaking into his threadbare Chelsea FC t-shirt. His hips bucked involuntarily, the intensity taking him by surprise. He bit down on his lip to keep from crying out as the waves of pleasure crashed through him.

"Fuck," he mouthed silently, grabbing tissues from the bedside table. As he cleaned himself up, the reality of what had just happened struck him. He'd just had the most intense wank of his life thinking about his wife's male colleagues perving over her. Not just perving - actively manipulating her, choosing her clothes, finding excuses for physical contact. And instead of jealousy, all he felt was arousal.

Rod tossed the soiled tissues in the bin and settled back against his pillow. Beside him, Beverly slept peacefully, one enormous breast still exposed where her nightie had slipped. He studied her in the moonlight, seeing her through new eyes. Not just his sweet, simple wife anymore, but an object of desire for powerful men. Dave's personal dress-up doll. Stuart's willing pupil. Charlie's future conquest.

His gaze traced her curves as she shifted in her sleep. Tomorrow she'd be back in that office, surrounded by suited alpha males who clearly appreciated what Rod had taken for granted. Would Dave notice if she wore that blue dress he'd suggested? Would his eyes linger on her straining buttons, knowing she'd dressed to please him?

Rod's eyelids grew heavy as post-orgasmic drowsiness set in. His last conscious thought before sleep claimed him wasn't jealousy or anger - just curiosity about what tomorrow would bring at his wife's office. And whether Dave would notice her outfit choice... and if Rod would mind if he did.


Chapter 3: Learning more

Rod's eyes glazed over at his monitor, the code blurring into meaningless symbols after a long day's work. The clock on his gaming PC showed 6:30 PM. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, ready to shut down, when the front door slammed.

Beverly burst into his home office, her cheeks flushed from the commute. Rod's eyes locked onto her blue wrap dress - the one Dave had specifically requested. The top button had come undone, offering a generous view of her impressive cleavage. She seemed over excited, to the point she'd almost run from the train station.

"You'll never believe what happened today!" Beverly gushed, perching on the edge of his desk. For once, Rod minimised his betting app, genuinely interested. He eyes seemed to sparkle with excitement as she launched into her story.

"So, we all went to the Red Lion at lunch - you know, that proper old pub round the corner from the office?" Beverly's breasts bounced as she gestured. "Charlie was teaching everyone the proper way to do tequila shots."

"Tequila? At lunch?" Rod shifted in his chair.

"Yeah! He showed everyone using my neck - said the salt stuck better there." Beverly giggled, tilting her head to demonstrate. "He's such a laugh! Though I got proper sticky, had to keep wiping my neck all afternoon."

Rod's cock stirred. "The whole office was there?"

"Well, just the lads - Dave, Stuart, and Charlie. Dave said it was good for team bonding." Beverly adjusted her dress, inadvertently showing more cleavage. "Actually, I had a proper good career chat with Dave after."

"Oh?" Rod tried to keep his voice casual. "In his office?"

"Yeah! He always pulls the blinds down - says the glare on his screen is terrible otherwise." Beverly nodded earnestly. "He's ever so interested in my development. Always calling me in for chats."

Rod's imagination went into overdrive. "What sort of development?"

"Oh, you know, professional stuff." Beverly twirled a strand of hair around her finger. "Though Stuart's the one who really helps with all the complicated bits. He's brilliant with the financial reports."

"How does he help exactly?"

"He stands behind me and explains everything." Beverly hopped off the desk and demonstrated, arching her back slightly. "Like this, see? Though it's funny - he only does it when he's wearing his posh suits. Never bothers on casual Fridays."

Rod noted the oddly specific observation from his usually unobservant wife, but his mind was too busy picturing Stuart pressed against Beverly's curves to dwell on it.

"Dave's really good about the dress code too," Beverly continued, smoothing her wrap dress. "Says these are perfect - professional but feminine, that's what he always says."

"Does he suggest outfits often?"

"Oh yeah! He's got proper good taste." Beverly beamed. "Charlie helps too - he showed me the right way to lean over the printer, so I don't flash everyone." She bent forward, demonstrating the technique. Her breasts threatened to spill out completely.

"Oh, that reminds me!" Beverly fumbled with her phone. "The lads added me to this well funny WhatsApp group today."

Rod's eyes widened as she thrust the screen towards him. At the top, in bold letters, read "Bev's Boys".

"See? They're proper sweet naming it after me." Beverly scrolled through messages, each one making Rod's pulse quicken.

"Nice view this morning Bev" read one from Charlie, accompanied by a photo clearly taken without Beverly's knowledge - her bent over by the filing cabinet, wrap dress pulled tight across her arse as she retrieved dropped papers.

"Dave says I need to be more careful with my filing." Beverly giggled, completely missing the intent behind the photo. "Though Stuart's ever so helpful, always picking things up for me now."

Rod shifted in his chair, his cock hardening as he scrolled past message after message of thinly-veiled innuendos that his wife had cheerfully responded to with innocent emojis.

"Oh, and you'll never guess what they do for birthdays!" Beverly bounced excitedly, her heavy breasts straining against her dress. "They've got this proper funny tradition - birthday spankings!"

"Birthday... spankings?" Rod's mouth went dry.

"Yeah! Charlie got twenty-eight last week - though Dave says girls get double. My hand was dead sore after giving him all those." Beverly nodded seriously. "And we play this game where everyone has to sit on the birthday person's lap. Stuart won last time 'cause he stayed on longest."

Rod's erection throbbed as he pictured his curvy wife perched on her colleagues' laps, completely oblivious to their true intentions.

"Here, let me show you how I have to get to my desk every morning!" Beverly squeezed into the narrow space between Rod's chair and the wall, boobs brushing against his shoulder. "Stuart's desk is right here, see? So, I have to proper squeeze past like this."

Rod watched, mesmerised, as Beverly demonstrated her daily office navigation, her impressive chest bouncing with each movement. He realised this same show happened every morning for her suited colleagues.

"Oh! And Dave had this brilliant idea about my tights!" Beverly exclaimed, smoothing her dress. "He says thigh-highs are more professional. Isn't that thoughtful? He even sent me some links to proper posh ones."

Rod had to adjust himself under his desk, his cock straining painfully against his joggers as he processed his wife's boss explicitly telling her to wear stockings.

"Look, here's us at lunch!" Beverly pulled up another photo. In it, she beamed innocently at the camera while squeezed between Dave and Charlie, Stuart standing behind them. All three men's eyes were locked onto her generous cleavage, their expressions hungry.

"The lighting's a bit weird though - they all look proper serious!" Beverly frowned at the photo, completely missing the obvious lust in her colleagues' faces.

"I'm gonna go change - these wrap dresses are well comfy, but they keep coming undone!" Beverly headed for the door, still chattering about her thoughtful workmates.

Rod remained at his desk, cock throbbing as he stared at the group photo. His trembling fingers emailing it on to his own account, finally admitting to himself how much their obvious desire for his wife turned him on.

◆◆◆

Rod paced his home office, unable to focus on the lines of code on his screen. His eyes kept drifting to his phone where he'd saved the group photo from yesterday. Dave's large hand rested possessively on Beverly's hip, his expensive watch glinting in the pub's lighting. Stuart loomed behind, his predatory gaze fixed on Beverly's chest, while Charlie's muscled arm pressed against her other side. And there was Beverly, beaming innocently at the camera, completely oblivious to the hungry expressions surrounding her.

After an hour of half-hearted debugging attempts, Rod made his decision. He found Beverly in the living room, fussing with her appearance before work. He watched her intently as she applied lipstick in her compact mirror.

"Think I might join you lot at the Red Lion on Friday," Rod said, aiming for casual despite his racing pulse.

Beverly's reaction was explosive. She nearly knocked over her coffee as she spun to face him. "Really? Oh my god, Rod! The lads will be proper chuffed!"

Rod's cock twitched at her enthusiasm. He watched her fumble for her phone, wondering exactly what "the lads" would be "chuffed" about.

"Let me tell them right now!" As she typed, she unconsciously adjusted her blouse, making it gape open further. Rod caught a glimpse of black lace - definitely not her usual practical bra.

"Dave's already replied!" Beverly bounced excitedly. "'Looking forward to having a proper chat, Rod.'" She read the message in her typical cheerful tone, missing the predatory undertone that made Rod's pulse quicken.

Her phone pinged again. "Oh, Stuart's so sweet - listen to this!" She cleared her throat, reading: "'Excellent opportunity to discuss Beverly's professional development with Rod. Looking forward to sharing our thoughts on her... position within the team.'"

Beverly clapped her hands together. "See? They're proper interested in my career!" She beamed at what she took as professional interest, while Rod noted the careful wording, the subtle assertion of dominance in Stuart's phrasing.

Another notification lit up her screen. "Charlie's replied too!" Beverly giggled as she read: "'Sick! Time to show Rod how we look after his missus!' Aww, and he's put loads of emojis!"

"Charlie's such a laugh, innit?" Beverly stood to adjust her skirt, hitching it slightly higher than necessary. Rod watched as she read more responses, noting how she seemed to arch her back whenever Dave's messages came through. Her entire demeanour had shifted - she was practically glowing under their attention, and Rod could see her nipples hardening visibly through the thin material of her blouse.

Rod watched Beverly flitting around their bedroom like an overexcited butterfly, her breasts bouncing as she yanked dresses from the wardrobe. His eyes tracked her movements, noting how her silk dressing gown gaped open with each reach.

"What about this one?" Beverly held up a black dress that made Rod's cock twitch. The neckline plunged dangerously low, the fabric clearly designed to cling. "Dave proper loved it last time I wore it to the office party. Said it showed real..." She scrunched her face in concentration, "...executive potential!"

"And then there's this..." She bent to retrieve a fallen skirt, giving Rod an eyeful of cleavage. The grey pencil skirt was shorter than he remembered, with a slit up the back that would test office dress codes. "Stuart suggested it for client meetings. Says it demonstrates my professional..." She blushed, tugging at her dressing gown, "...attributes better."

Rod shifted in his seat, his growing erection making his joggers uncomfortable. "Why not take both?" The words left his mouth before he'd fully processed them. "Wear the shirt to work, then change into the dress for the pub?"

Beverly's face lit up like she'd just won the lottery.  "That's well clever! Like, proper practical!" She beamed at him. "Dave always says I should be prepared for any situation, and Stuart's always going on about making the most of opportunities..."

Rod's cock throbbed as he watched her lay both outfits on the bed, smoothing the fabric with careful hands. The skirt would look professional but would show off her curves all day at the office, while the black dress... Christ, the way it looked on her body would drive them mental at the pub.

"You're a genius!" Beverly launched herself at him, wrapping him in an enthusiastic hug. Her soft curves pressed against his chest, "You're the best husband ever!"

Rod's erection strained against his joggers as Beverly squealed and squeezed him tighter. She had no fucking clue what those words meant - how he was practically gift-wrapping her for her colleagues' enjoyment. The thought made his cock leak precum.

From his position at the bedroom window, Rod watched Beverly walking to the station. Her skirt slit showing off her leg as she strode to the station. The fabric of her straining blouse threatening to burst each step, and Rod's mind filled with images of Dave, Stuart and Charlie enjoying this same show at the office. Would they gather by the window when they heard the click of her heels? Take turns watching her approach?

Back at his desk, Rod opened his phone to study the pub photo again. Dave's expensive watch glinted where his hand gripped Beverly's hip, his confident smirk suggesting he was used to taking what he wanted. Stuart's calculating gaze seemed to undress Beverly even through the photograph, while Charlie's obvious lust was barely contained by his tight shirt.

Rod's hand drifted to his cock as he imagined seeing these dynamics play out in person. Watching these suited predators circle his oblivious wife, their hungry gazes following her every movement. His erection throbbed against his palm as he remembered Beverly's innocent enthusiasm about pleasing them both with her outfit choices.

◆◆◆

Rod's heart pounded as he followed Beverly through the Red Lion's heavy wooden doors. The pub's atmosphere hit him immediately - nothing like his usual local with its football scarves and fruit machines. Designer suits and cocktail dresses replaced the usual hoodies and jeans. Rod tugged self-consciously at his faded coding t-shirt, suddenly aware of its coffee stains and stretched neckline.

Beverly bounced ahead of him, her wrap dress swaying with each step. The fabric clung to her curves, emphasizing every inch of her impractically shaped body. Rod watched multiple heads turn to track her movement through the crowd. A group of suited men near the bar nudged each other, their eyes locked on Beverly's jiggling.

"Rod!" A deep voice cut through the pub noise. "Over here, mate!"

Dave Bennett's commanding presence drew every eye as he waved them over. Even in the packed pub, people seemed to naturally part before him. His expensive suit fit his broad shoulders perfectly, the fabric clearly custom-tailored. Rod felt a flutter of arousal as he watched Dave's eyes rake over Beverly's form.

"Finally meeting the man behind our Beverly's incredible..." Dave paused meaningfully, his large hand settling possessively on Beverly's lower back, "...talents."

Beverly beamed at the compliment, completely missing how Dave's fingers splayed across her hip. Rod's cock stirred as he watched his wife lean into the touch.

Stuart Ashcroft stood slightly apart, his calculating gaze fixed on Rod's face. His slim-cut grey suit screamed Savile Row, making Rod even more aware of his shabby appearance. A slight smirk played across Stuart's lips as he noted Rod's discomfort.

"Bev! You're behind!" Charlie May's muscled form appeared, pressing a large glass of white wine into Beverly's hand. His tight shirt strained across his gym-built chest as he completely blanked Rod's existence. "Missed proper fun at lunch - had to demonstrate my special shot technique to the new girl."

Beverly giggled, allowing herself to be tucked between Charlie's bulk and Dave's authoritative presence. "You're terrible! Though that thing with the lime was well impressive."

Rod shifted his weight, fighting his growing erection as he watched his wife naturally gravitate toward these alpha males. Her tits pressed against Charlie's arm as she sipped her wine.

"Speaking of impressive," Stuart's cultured voice cut in, "Beverly's oral presentations have been exceptional lately. Such natural... talent."

"Proper grateful for your coaching, ain't she Stuart?" Charlie winked. "Though my bird from Saturday could've given her some competition. Similar assets, if you know what I mean." He mimed an exaggerated hourglass shape.

Beverly laughed along, completely missing the predatory gleam in their eyes. "You're such a tease! I bet she wasn't as good at filing though."

Rod watched his wife float in their attention, her cheeks already flushed from the wine. Her wrap dress had loosened slightly, offering teasing glimpses of her black bra as she gestured animatedly. Dave's hand remained firmly on her lower back, his thumb now stroking small circles against the fabric.

◆◆◆

Rod shifted uncomfortably on his sticky chair as Charlie stepped back from the bar, his tight shirt straining across his muscled chest.

"Check this out, Bev!" Charlie dropped into a pose, biceps bulging. "Proper form, innit? This is how you get guns like these." He flexed again, making his pecs dance beneath the fabric.

Beverly's eyes widened, her wine glass frozen halfway to her lips. "Wow Charlie, that's well impressive!"

"Bet Rod doesn't work out like this, eh Bev?" Charlie winked, reaching out to squeeze Beverly's shoulder with one large hand.

Rod watched his wife shake her head, giggling as she openly admired Charlie's physique. Her boobs heaved against her wrap dress as she laughed.

"The male peacocking display is fascinating, isn't it?" Stuart's cultured voice cut through Rod's thoughts. "Primitive yet effective." He swirled his expensive whisky, studying Beverly over the rim of his glass. "I've been observing how Beverly's presence has transformed our office dynamics. The impact on male motivation is remarkable."

Stuart's hand brushed Beverly's knee as he reached for his drink. "Though some... assets... are clearly more motivating than others." His long fingers lingered for a moment before withdrawing.

Beverly bounced excitedly in her seat, gesturing with her nearly empty wine glass. The movement caused her wrap dress to gape open, revealing a generous glimpse of black lace bra and heaving cleavage.

Dave moved with smooth authority, his large hands adjusting Beverly's neckline. "Careful there, love." His fingers traced the edge of the fabric, touching more skin than necessary. "Can't have you giving the whole pub a show..." He paused meaningfully. "Yet."

Rod's cock twitched at that 'yet', his imagination running wild with possibilities. He shifted again on his barstool, trying to hide his growing erection.

The men took turns buying rounds - but only for Beverly. Charlie returned with another large white wine, Stuart produced a fancy cocktail, while Dave kept the prosecco flowing. None of them even glanced at Rod's empty beer bottle.

Beverly grew increasingly tipsy, her laugh getting louder, her movements more exaggerated. Her hardly contained breasts bounced freely as she gestured, the wrap dress threatening to expose more with each animated story.

"Time for shots!" Charlie announced, producing a tray of tequila. "Now Bev, let me show you proper technique again, I don't think you got it first time." He pressed close behind Beverly, his gym-built chest against her back. "First, the salt..."

Rod watched, cock throbbing, as Charlie slowly dragged his tongue up Beverly's neck. His lips lingered far longer than necessary, making Beverly giggle and squirm. Dave and Stuart exchanged knowing looks while Rod gripped his empty bottle tighter.

"You don't mind how friendly we all are with your Beverly, do you Rod?" Rod tensed as Dave's eyes locked onto his. The pub's noise faded into the background as Dave's question hung in the air between them.

Before Rod could form a response, Beverly reached across the table for her prosecco. Her shoe stuck for a moment on the sticky floor, and she tumbled backwards with a squeal, landing directly in Dave's lap. His large hands immediately steadied her, one gripping her hip while the other splayed across her bare thigh where her dress had ridden up.

"Oops!" Beverly giggled, making no move to get up. "I'm proper wobbly in these heels." She wriggled slightly, settling more firmly against Dave's broad chest. His fingers tightened visibly on her hip.

Rod's cock hardened as he watched Dave's thumb trace small circles on Beverly's exposed thigh. His wife seemed completely oblivious to the intimate contact, chattering away about how she "never could handle her fizz."

The tension broke when Beverly suddenly announced she needed the loo. She stood too quickly, swaying on her heels. As she stepped forward, her wrap dress caught on Stuart's expensive watch. The fabric pulled, then gave way with a soft rip. Beverly's heavy tits spilled free, barely contained in black lace that left little to the imagination.

"Bloody hell," Charlie breathed, openly staring at Beverly's exposed chest. His eyes were wide, fixed on her heaving cleavage.

Stuart's knowing smirk spoke volumes as he carefully detached his watch from the torn fabric, his movements deliberately slow. His fingertips brushed the swell of Beverly's breast as he withdrew his hand.

Dave rose from his seat with exaggerated care. "Let me help you with that, love." His large hands moved toward the gaping fabric but made no real attempt to cover Beverly's exposed flesh.

Rod watched, cock throbbing almost painfully now, as his wife stood there giggling. "Such a clumsy cow, ain't I?" Her soft boobs continued to strain against the delicate lace, visible to half the pub. She seemed in no hurry to cover herself, still swaying slightly.

The moment stretched out endlessly. Charlie's hungry stare. Stuart's calculated smirk. Dave's possessive touch as he finally helped Beverly rearrange her dress. Rod's erection pressed against his jeans as he watched other men openly lusting after his wife.

"Right," Rod managed, his voice hoarse. He fumbled for his phone, pulling up Uber. "Better get you home, love."

"Awww, no!" Beverly pouted as the men voiced their disapproval. Charlie made exaggerated sad puppy noises while Stuart raised an eyebrow.

"But we were just getting started," Dave protested, his hand still resting on Beverly's lower back.

Beverly stumbled over to Rod, pressing her curves against him as she wrapped her arms around his neck. "You're no fun," she mock-complained, but allowed him to guide her toward the door. She twisted in his grip, blowing kisses over her shoulder. "Night night my lads! Love you all!"

◆◆◆

Rod and Beverly stumbled up the stairs, her intoxicated giggles echoing down the hallway. His cock remained uncomfortably hard from watching the pub events unfold. Beverly's wrap dress still gaped open, giving tantalising glimpses of black lace beneath.

"Careful!" Rod steadied her as she wobbled dangeriously. His hands found her hips, fingers digging in as memories of Dave's grip in the same spot flooded back.

They spilled into their bedroom, Beverly immediately kicking off her shoes while Rod closed the door. When he turned back, his breath caught as she watched her try to free herself from her dress.

"The lads were proper fun tonight, weren't they?" Beverly slurred, giggling as she fought with the fabric. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each movement. "Dave's such a gentleman, always helping me with my clothes..."

Something snapped in Rod. He crossed the room in two strides and pushed her backwards onto their bed. His cock strained against his jeans as he loomed over her.

"Tell me more about the lads," he demanded, surprising himself with his directness.

Beverly's eyes widened momentarily before another giggle escaped her lips. She sprawled back on their duvet, making no attempt to cover her exposed cleavage.

Rod frantically pulled at his clothes, nearly tripping as he kicked off his jeans. Beverly's drunken chatter continued, spurring his arousal higher.

"Charlie's got such big hands, ain't he? Not like yours..." She bit her lip, watching Rod struggle with his shirt buttons. "And Stuart, the way he looks at me sometimes..." Her voice trailed off as Rod practically tore her knickers down her legs.

She panted in his arms as Rod fumbled with her bra clasp. "Dave likes this bra," Beverly mumbled. "Says it's proper... professional." He finally freed her breasts, nipples visibly hard in the dim light.

"Well, we all saw enough of it down the pub, didn't we?" Rod challenged, his cock throbbing at the memory.

Beverly's grin turned wicked. "Didn't get no complaints, did I?" she giggled, arching her back.

Rod grabbed Beverly's hips and thrust into her with one rough movement, groaning at how wet she felt already. His drunken mind connected the dots.

"Thinking about your work husbands?" The words escaped his mouth before he could stop them, shocking himself with his boldness. The alcohol had stripped away his usual inhibitions.

Beverly's only response was a deep moan as she arched her back, pressing her massive tits up towards him. The movement made Rod's cock throb inside her.

"Bet Dave would love to see you like this," Rod panted, driving into her harder. His hands gripped her soft flesh tighter as images from the pub filled his head. "All three of them, watching you take my cock..."

Beverly whimpered at his words, her fingers clutching the sheets beneath them. Her body shook with each of Rod's thrusts.

"Stuart's so tall," Beverly gasped suddenly, caught up in their shared fantasy. "When he stands behind me at work... oh god..." Her words sent jolts of electricity through Rod's cock as he pictured his wife trapped between Stuart's height and her desk.

Rod's alcohol-addled mind raced with fresh memories from the pub - Charlie's lips lingering on Beverly's neck during that shot, Stuart's hand casually resting on her knee under the table, Dave's possessive grip on her hip as she sat in his lap. His cock swelled even harder inside her as he realized how much he'd enjoyed watching other men wanting his wife.

"Maybe next time..." Rod grunted, feeling his orgasm building rapidly, "maybe next time they can do more than look..."

Beverly cried out at his words, her whole body shuddering beneath him as an unexpected orgasm ripped through her. The sight of his wife coming undone at the thought of her colleagues pushed Rod over the edge.

He came harder than he had in years, his cock pulsing inside her before he collapsed onto the bed beside her. Through the drunken fog, he heard Beverly murmur something that sounded like "proper perfect husband" before they both passed out, still partially dressed.

Rod's last conscious thought before sleep claimed him was of Dave's large hand spread possessively across Beverly's hip, and how much he wanted to see more. The realization should probably have worried him, but in his current state, it only made his spent cock twitch with renewed interest.


Chapter 4: Turning point

Rod's head throbbed as he shuffled into their sun-drenched kitchen. The Chelsea FC logo on his old t-shirt felt like it was mocking him, though he'd had the sense to switch to beer after those initial shots. His joggers hung low on his hips as he fumbled with the coffee maker, deliberately making more noise than necessary with the metal spoon against ceramic.

The harsh scraping sound achieved its desired effect. Beverly stumbled through the doorway, her silk dressing gown barely containing her breasts as they swayed freely underneath. Her makeup had smeared into raccoon eyes, and her usually perfectly styled hair stuck out at bizarre angles.

"Bloody hell, did you have to?" She squinted against the sunlight streaming through their kitchen windows, one hand pressed against her temple.

Rod watched his wife carefully as she collapsed into a chair, noting the dark purple mark on her neck she hadn't discovered yet. The love bite stood out starkly against her pale skin - though he couldn't quite remember if he'd been the one to leave it there.

"Oh my god, my head's proper killing me." Beverly groaned, letting her forehead rest against the cool wooden table.

Rod grabbed paracetamol from the cupboard and filled a glass with water, sliding both across to her. The movement made the water slosh, and Beverly winced at the sound.

"Here. How much do you remember after Charlie started buying those tequila shots?"

Beverly's brow furrowed as she attempted to piece together the previous night. "It's all a bit fuzzy after that, if I'm honest. Charlie was showing me something about proper technique?" She swallowed the pills, grimacing. "Did I end up sitting in Dave's lap at some point?"

Rod studied her face carefully, trying to gauge exactly how much of the night's events had made it into her hungover memory. His own recollections of their drunken bedroom activities felt surprisingly vivid in comparison.

Rod's cock twitched as the memories of last night's drunken sex flooded back. The things he'd said about Dave and "the lads" watching Beverly... His face flushed hot with the vivid recollection of how wet she'd been, how hard he'd come while talking about them.

"It's all a bit fuzzy after that, if I'm honest." Beverly's admission sent conflicting emotions coursing through Rod. Relief that she didn't remember his dirty talk warred with disappointment at losing that moment of sexual connection.

Beverly shifted in her chair, the silk dressing gown gaping open slightly. Rod's eyes fixed on the generous swell of her breasts as she adjusted the fabric, his body responding despite his hangover.

"I didn't do anything stupid, did I?" She bit her lip, genuinely concerned. Rod shook his head, deciding to keep last night's revelations to himself.

"Hang on..." Beverly's fingers found the mark on her neck. "Did you give me this last night?" Her eyes widened as she prodded the bruise. "Oh god sorry babe, I'm sure we had fun when we got home..."

Rod watched her fidget with her gown again, the movement making her breasts sway beneath the silk. His mouth went dry.

"Dave's gonna proper take the piss on Monday." Beverly groaned, dropping her head into her hands. "I can't believe I fell in his lap. So embarrassing."

The mention of Dave's name made Rod's cock stir again as he remembered his wife sprawled across their boss's thighs. He shifted in his seat, trying to focus.

"How about we go shopping?" The words left his mouth before he could stop them. "Could get you some new work clothes if you want?"

Beverly's whole demeanour changed instantly. She sat up straighter, hangover temporarily forgotten, her eyes bright with excitement. The movement caused her dressing gown to slip again, and she absently adjusted it, giving Rod another glimpse of deep cleavage.

"Really? You're the best husband!" She bounced slightly in her chair, making her breasts jiggle enticingly. Rod gripped his coffee mug tighter.

Beverly tapped her fingers against the kitchen table, eyes bright with shopping possibilities. "Right, so we could start at John Lewis, they've got some proper nice work stuff. Then maybe Zara - though their sizing's well dodgy for girls with my..." She gestured vaguely at her chest.

Rod nodded, trying to focus on her words rather than how the silk dressing gown gaped open with each animated gesture.

"Oh! And that new boutique Dave mentioned - Curves or something? He reckons they've got dead nice wrap dresses." She bounced slightly in her chair, making the silk ripple. "Could pop into M&S too, get some new tights since mine keep laddering at work. Funny how that keeps happening when I squeeze past Stuart's desk..."

Her stream of consciousness continued, listing more shops. Then she giggled, a slight flush colouring her cheeks. "Could even check out Ann Summers... you know, just for a laugh?"

"Yes!" Rod's response came too quickly, too eagerly.

Beverly paused mid-sentence, giving him an odd look. For a moment, something flickered in her eyes - a flash of knowing calculation that seemed out of place on her usually innocent face. But then she was back to her bubbly self, rattling off more shop names.

"Proper exciting this! Let me go grab a quick shower and we can head out." She stood, adjusting her dressing gown where it had twisted around her thighs. "Won't be long!"

Rod watched her leave, unable to tear his eyes away from how the silk rode up with each step, offering teasing glimpses of her thighs. Her hips swayed as she climbed the stairs, the movement making the gown shift and cling in ways that had his cock stirring despite his hangover.

Once she was out of sight, he adjusted himself in his joggers, already uncomfortably hard. Pulling out his phone, he checked his bank balance - wincing slightly at the figure. But as the sound of the shower started upstairs, he found himself not caring about the cost. The memory of Beverly sprawled across Dave's lap made his decision for him.

◆◆◆

Dave's head throbbed as he unlocked his corner office door. Even through the half-drawn blinds, the Saturday morning sunlight felt like needles in his eyes. He fumbled with the paracetamol packet, cursing under his breath.

The empty office building's silence magnified every sound - his Italian leather shoes clicking across the floor, the rustle of his rumpled suit jacket as he draped it over his chair, the crinkling of the water bottle as he unscrewed the cap.

Beverly's forgotten cardigan caught his eye, still hanging on his coat rack where she'd left it Thursday. The soft pink material carried a hint of her perfume. His cock stirred despite his hangover as memories of last night flooded back.

Sinking into his leather chair, Dave loosened his expensive tie and pulled out his phone. The photo gallery told quite a story - Beverly stumbling "accidentally" into his lap, her amazing tits nearly spilling from that wrap dress. His thumb traced the curve of her cleavage on the screen.

The next shot showed her bent over the pub table, reaching for her drink. The dress had ridden up, giving everyone a view of her stocking tops. Dave smirked, remembering how he'd positioned himself for the perfect angle while pretending to steady her.

But it was Rod's face in the background of each photo that really interested him. The husband's expression as Charlie demonstrated body shots using Beverly's neck. The eager nod when Dave suggested Beverly sit between them. The way Rod's eyes had followed Dave's hands as they "helped" adjust Beverly's clothing.

"Fucking perfect," Dave muttered, scrolling through more images. He'd known guys like Rod before - the ones who got off on watching their wives being desired. But Beverly's husband was showing even more promise than expected.

His phone buzzed with an incoming message. Beverly's name popped up on screen:

"OMG such a headache! But Rod proper loved meeting everyone last night - he's taking me shopping for new work clothes today! Might get some of those wrap dresses you said looked professional... "

Dave's hangover faded as blood rushed south. He shifted in his chair, adjusting himself as he typed a reply: "Excellent idea. Remember what I said about necklines - we want to maintain proper office standards. "

Dave pressed his fingertips together and leaned back in his leather chair. The harsh glare from his laptop screen illuminated his face in the darkened office. With practiced efficiency, he created a new folder titled "Team Development" on his encrypted drive.

"Let's get this properly documented," he muttered, opening a fresh document. His fingers hovered over the keys as he considered his first target - Rod Dunaway.

The husband's behaviour patterns were fascinating. Dave had seen countless partners react with jealousy or anger when their wives received male attention. But Rod... Dave's lips curled into a knowing smile as he typed:

SUBJECT: ROD DUNAWAY

Dave cracked his neck and opened the employee handbook. The HR section required careful consideration. His eyes scanned the harassment policies, mentally noting potential pitfalls. Everything needed proper documentation to maintain plausible deniability.

"Can't have any nasty surprises," he murmured, creating a new section:

RISK MITIGATION

The team dynamics were evolving perfectly. Dave started a new page:

TEAM ROLES & APPROACHES

Charlie May:

Stuart Ashcroft:

Dave Bennett (Self):

Beverly Dunaway:

Dave scrolled back through his notes, adding specific examples:

BEVERLY RESPONSES

The pieces were falling into place. Dave created a final section:

CURRENT STATUS:

Dave sat back in his office chair, eyes scanning the dark office. His fingers moved across the keyboard with purpose as he typed:

NEXT STEPS - BEVERLY DEVELOPMENT

Phase 1 - Client Entertainment

Phase 2 - Office Integration

Dave paused, taking a slow sip of water. His hangover headache was fading as he focused on the task at hand. Opening his phone, he drafted a message to Beverly:

"Following our team discussion Friday, I'd appreciate your support with Monday's Morrison presentation. 9AM sharp in my office for prep. Rod - feel free to join the debrief drinks after if you're free. Maintaining proper work-life balance is essential."

He smirked, imagining Rod's reaction. The husband's eagerness was becoming more obvious by the day. Dave added the message to his "evidence" folder before continuing his office inspection.

Rising from his desk, Dave's footsteps echoed through the empty building. The print room offered excellent possibilities - Beverly already spent plenty of time bent over the machine. One small adjustment to the camera angle would create a perfect blind spot.

The supply closet dimensions were ideal - just enough space for two people to get "accidentally" locked in. Dave made a note to have maintenance "check" the door mechanism next week.

The conference room table was solid enough to support considerable weight. Dave ran his hand along the polished surface, picturing Beverly spread across it during a late "client meeting."

Back at his desk, Dave composed a final group message:

"Team - Looking forward to Monday's presentation. Beverly - dress to impress. Stuart will handle the technical aspects while Charlie assists with physical arrangements. Rod - drinks after? We can discuss Beverly's growing role in the company."

Saving Friday's photos to his encrypted drive, Dave gathered his jacket. He locked his office door with a satisfied smile, already anticipating Monday's possibilities.

The empty office felt charged with potential as his footsteps faded down the corridor. Everything was proceeding exactly according to plan.

◆◆◆

Rod shuffled into John Lewis behind Beverly, her excitement palpable despite last night's heavy drinking. His wife's dress swished around her curves as she navigated between clothing racks, drawing appreciative glances from other Saturday shoppers.

"Just hang on a sec, babe." Beverly fumbled in her handbag for her phone. "Need to let Dave know we're getting me some new bits for work."

Rod's cock twitched as he watched her type out a message to her boss. There was something oddly arousing about Beverly keeping Dave informed about her weekend activities. The casual way she deferred to him about more than just work matters made Rod's mouth go dry.

"Right, all sorted!" Beverly bounced enthusiastically, "Dave says to make sure I get proper office-appropriate stuff."

An elderly couple walked past, the husband's eyes lingering on Beverly's chest as she stretched up to examine a display of blouses. Rod noticed how her dress rode up, revealing more thigh than strictly necessary. He wasn't sure if she was genuinely oblivious to the effect or playing it up for attention.

"Ooh, this one's gorgeous!" Beverly pulled down a royal blue blouse with a plunging neckline. "Dave always says blue brings out my eyes." She held it against herself, the silky fabric clinging to her curves.

Rod watched a young male sales assistant pretend to fold nearby jumpers while clearly checking out Beverly's assets. His wife seemed absorbed in examining the blouse, but Rod noticed how she kept adjusting it lower across her chest.

"What about this one?" Beverly reached for another blouse, this one in cream with an even lower cut. She held it up, giving both Rod and the hovering sales assistant a perfect view of her cleavage as she bent forward slightly.

Each new selection seemed designed to show off more of Beverly's impressive bust. Rod's cock hardened as he imagined her wearing these outfits at the office, surrounded by Dave and "the lads" in their suits.

◆◆◆

Rod followed Beverly toward the changing rooms, his arms laden with her selections. The young sales assistant practically tripped over himself opening the curtained cubicle for Beverly, earning himself an eyeful of her cleavage as she thanked him.

"Won't be a tick!" Beverly chirped, disappearing behind the heavy burgundy curtain. Rod settled onto the provided chair, positioning himself to watch both the curtain and the mirror opposite.

The first outfit was a cream silk blouse paired with a pencil skirt. Beverly drew back the curtain wider than necessary, adjusting the buttons directly in front of the mirror. "What do you think?" She twisted to check the fit, the fabric straining across her chest.

An older male assistant materialised, straightening already neat clothing racks nearby. His eyes locked onto Beverly's reflection as she tugged the blouse lower.

"Might need the next size up," Beverly mused, bending to examine the hem. The curtain gaped further, giving both Rod and the assistant a glimpse of black lace.

Rod's cock stirred as he watched the assistant's obvious interest. The man's wedding ring caught the light as he pretended to refold a stack of shirts, his gaze never leaving Beverly's display.

The royal blue blouse came next. Beverly "struggled" with the buttons, leaving the curtain pulled half-open as she adjusted herself. "These bloody things are proper fiddly," she complained.

The assistant found another reason to hover, offering "assistance if madam requires it." Rod shifted in his seat, his erection growing uncomfortable as he watched Beverly giggle and decline while still fumbling with the buttons.

Moving onto skirts, Beverly seemed to spend an age checking each hemline. She bent forward, then straightened, then bent again, each movement accompanied by little sounds of consideration. "Got to make sure nothing shows when I'm reaching for files," she explained innocently.

Two younger men browsing nearby abandoned any pretence of shopping, their attention fixed on Beverly's performance. Rod noticed how she seemed to take longer with each skirt, her movements becoming more exaggerated.

"I should probably practice bending over properly," Beverly announced, demonstrating with particular thoroughness. "Don't want to give anyone at work an accidental show, do I?"

The older assistant dropped the hanger he'd been holding.

◆◆◆

Rod's eyes widened as Beverly steered them into Boux Avenue. The bright pink store front loomed before them, mannequins in lacy underwear drawing his attention.

"Can't wear those new blouses without proper support underneath, can I?" Beverly tugged his hand, leading him past displays of silk and lace. "Dave's always going on about maintaining professional standards."

A perky sales assistant bounced over, her name badge reading 'Sophie'. "Can I help you find anything?"

"Just need some new work bras." Beverly gestured at her chest. "Got to keep the girls under control in the office, ain't I?"

Rod watched as his wife rifled through the displays, bypassing the practical beige options for increasingly revealing designs. She held up a black lace balconette, the material more holes than fabric.

"This one's proper sophisticated," Beverly mused, adding it to her growing pile. "Stuart mentioned black looks professional."

The collection in Beverly's arms grew - deep blue lace, wine red silk, emerald satin. Each bra seemed designed more for the bedroom than the boardroom. Rod shifted uncomfortably, his cock stirring as he imagined these barely-there garments under Beverly's work blouses.

"Need your opinion on the fit," Beverly announced, heading for the changing rooms. "Can't have anything popping out during presentations."

The changing area was empty except for a young man waiting outside the women's section, phone in hand but eyes darting toward Beverly as she passed. Rod noticed how the lad adjusted his position when Beverly pulled the curtain, leaving a deliberate gap.

"How's this one look?" Beverly's voice carried as she modelled the black lace. Rod wonder how those delicate cups managed to contain her. The young man's mouth was wide open in shock as he stared through the gap.

Rod found himself stepping back, positioning himself to watch both Beverly's show and the stranger's increasingly obvious arousal. His own cock hardened as the lad shifted again, trying to hide his erection while maintaining his view.

"The blue one next," Beverly called out, the curtain gap widening as she changed. "Got to make sure it works with that new blouse."

Rod watched Beverly pulling off her bra, her large breasts swaying free. The young man's eyes widened; his phone was completely forgotten in his hand. Rod's cock throbbed as he observed the lad's reaction - the very obvious bulge that had formed in his jeans.

"How's this look, babe?" Beverly called out, cupping her heavy breasts. "Proper supportive, yeah?"

The stranger shifted his weight, clearly struggling to contain himself. His breathing grew ragged as Beverly's fingers traced the undersides of her breasts, checking the fit of the new bra.

A sharp gasp cut through the air. "Oh my god!" Beverly yanked the curtain closed. "Rod! There was... did you see... that bloke just..."

Rod hurried over to the curtain. "You alright, love?"

"He saw my tits!" Beverly's voice came out strangled. "That pervy little... I thought it was you looking! I can't believe he saw everything!"

"Just stay calm," Rod said, noting how the young man had scarpered. His own erection pressed against his jeans as he pictured the stranger's hungry stare. "Get dressed and we'll sort out the ones you want."

Rustling sounds came from behind the curtain, punctuated by Beverly's mortified muttering. "Can't believe it... proper embarrassing... what if someone from work finds out..."

At the counter, the saleswoman's perfectly groomed eyebrows rose as Beverly piled up her selections. "These are for work," Beverly explained, still flustered. "Got to look professional, ain't I?"

Rod caught the knowing look that passed between the saleswomen as they folded the barely-there lace and silk. These were clearly bedroom pieces, not office wear. His cock twitched again, imagining Dave's reaction to catching glimpses of black lace under Beverly's blouses.

"That's two hundred and forty pounds," the saleswoman announced, her tone carefully neutral. Beverly didn't seem to notice the raised eyebrows as she chattered about proper office attire.

◆◆◆

Rod followed Beverly into Ann Summers, the pink storefront making his cheeks flush. His wife's breasts bounced as she practically skipped inside, drawing looks from passing shoppers.

"Just for fun, yeah?" Beverly giggled, tugging his hand. "See what they've got?"

Her nervousness seemed oddly forced. Rod watched as she navigated straight to the raciest displays without hesitation, bypassing the tamer items entirely. For someone who claimed to never shop here, she moved with surprising confidence between the racks of barely-there lingerie.

"What about these?" Beverly held up a collection of tiny thongs in various colours. "Charlie's always joking about visible panty lines in my work skirts..."

Rod's cock stirred as she selected matching sets in what she called "office-appropriate" colours - deep blue, black, wine red. The same palette as her new "professional" bras, but these were pure sex - all straps and see-through lace.

"Stuart says proper underwear builds confidence," Beverly explained, adding another scrap of silk to her growing pile. "He's got all these psychological theories about dressing for success."

The shopping bags multiplied as Beverly worked her way through the store. Rod's arms ached from carrying her selections from John Lewis and Boux Avenue, the logos clearly visible to everyone they passed. Each new addition seemed designed more for the bedroom than the boardroom.

"These are perfect for work," Beverly chirped, holding up something that was more strings than fabric. "Dave's gonna proper lose it when he sees these..."

They made their way through the shopping centre, Beverly bouncing ahead while Rod followed with their purchases. He noticed other men's heads turning, their eyes lingering on his wife's curves. His cock throbbed with a mixture of pride and arousal as Beverly remained seemingly oblivious to the attention.


Chapter 5: Escalation

The soft morning light filtered through the bedroom curtains as Rod stirred awake to the sound of running water. Beverly's cheerful humming drifted through the bathroom door, some pop song from Love Island he vaguely recognised.

Their weekend's shopping haul lay spread across the bed - bags from John Lewis and Boux Avenue scattered around, but the pink Ann Summers bag caught Rod's bleary eye. It sat prominently displayed on Beverly's pillow, the logo facing outward like some kind of statement.

Rod's morning wood twitched as he recalled the changing room incident. The young lad's face when Beverly had "accidentally" flashed him. The way his wife had pretended to be mortified while she clearly enjoyed the attention. His cock hardened further at the memory.

The shower shut off, and Beverly's humming had grown louder. Rod watched the bathroom door, his erection tenting his boxers as he pictured his wife's curves dripping wet. The weekend's revelations had awakened something in him - a hunger to see others wanting Beverly.

Steam billowed out as Beverly emerged wrapped in a white towel, her blonde hair dark and slicked back, minimal makeup already applied. Her breasts strained against the towel's confines as she moved to the dresser.

"Morning babe!" Beverly chirped, reaching for her moisturiser. The towel slipped - seemingly by accident - pooling at her feet. Rod's breath caught as he took in his wife's naked form. She'd shaved completely bare, her skin pink and smooth.

"Had to get proper smooth down there," Beverly giggled, catching his stare in the mirror. "These new knickers are tiny! Can't have any bits poking out, can I?" She bent to retrieve the towel, giving Rod a perfect view.

"The weekend shopping was proper good fun," Beverly continued, rubbing lotion into her legs. Her heavy breasts swayed with the movement. "Dave's gonna love that blue blouse - he always says it brings out my eyes."

Rod's cock throbbed painfully against his boxers as Beverly casually name-dropped her boss. The way she emphasised "eyes" made it clear they both knew Dave wasn't looking at her face.

Rod watched Beverly hold up lingerie sets against her naked body in their bedroom mirror. His cock strained painfully in his boxers as she compared different options.

"Which set do you reckon Dave would prefer?" Beverly's question made Rod's breath catch, not what he'd prefer… her boss. She held up a black lace set before shaking her head. "Nah, too obvious innit?"

She selected a white lace push-up bra, the delicate material barely containing her. The matching thong was tiny, a mere whisper of fabric that would barely cover her freshly smooth pussy.

"Help me with this, babe?" Beverly turned her back, holding her hair up. Rod's hands trembled as he attempted to fasten the bra clasps. His fingers brushed against her warm skin, making his cock twitch. She adjusted the straps, her breasts spilling over the cups most obscenely.

Moving to the pile of new blouses, Beverly began trying them on. Each one seemed more revealing than the last. A blue silk that gaped between the buttons. A cream wrap top that showed half her bra.

"Stuart says pastel colours really suit my complexion," Beverly mused, selecting a sheer pink button-up. Rod watched as she deliberately left the top three buttons undone, plenty of her creamy flesh on display and the new white lace bra was clearly visible through the thin material.

Beverly turned to the skirts next, modelling each option. She bent over repeatedly, checking the lengths in the mirror. Each time she bent, the tiny white thong was completely visible, barely covering anything.

"Charlie always says I've got proper nice legs," Beverly giggled, selecting the shortest option, a black pencil skirt that barely covered her arse. She smoothed it over her curves. "Reckon this one's a winner?"

Rod watched as Beverly lifted the delicate gold chain from her new jewellery box. The thin necklace caught the morning light as she fastened it, letting it settle between her breasts.

"Draws the eye, don't you think?" Beverly adjusted the pendant, making her cleavage jiggle in the process. She picked up a pair of tights, then tossed them aside with a giggle. "Nah, Stuart says bare legs are more... professional."

Her hips swayed as she slipped her feet into sleek ankle boots, the heels adding extra height. She took a few practice steps, her arse swinging with exaggerated movement. Rod's cock twitched as he imagined her walking through the office like that.

Beverly posed before the full-length mirror, smoothing her hands over her curves. "Do I look proper professional?" She tugged at her blouse, somehow managing to display even more cleavage. The skirt rode higher as she turned, checking herself from every angle.

"It's not slutty at all?" She bit her lip, eyes meeting Rod's reflection. Her hands kept adjusting the outfit, each movement somehow making it more revealing rather than less.

Rod's erection strained painfully against his boxers as he watched his wife's display. Beverly caught him staring and a knowing smile spread across her face.

"Oh! Does someone like his wife looking sexy for her work husbands?" She sashayed over, pressing her body against his. Her lips brushed his in a quick kiss, her body pressing warmly against his. The contact made his cock throb.

Moving to her handbag, Beverly deliberately bent over - giving Rod a perfect view of her barely-covered arse. She pulled out a spare pair of knickers, waving them teasingly.

"Just in case... accidents happen!" She tucked them into an inside pocket with a wink. Rod watched as she pulled out her phone, striking poses in front of the mirror. Each position seemed carefully calculated to show off her assets, movements too practiced to be truly spontaneous.

Beverly's camera clicked rapidly as she captured different angles. Rod's breath caught as she arched her back, pushed out her chest, pouted her lips - poses he'd never seen her practice, but she seemed to know instinctively.

Finally ready to leave, Beverly pressed against Rod one last time. Her lips brushed his ear as she whispered, "Can't wait to tell you what they think..."

She pulled away with a deliberate wiggle, her hips swaying dramatically as she walked out. Rod stood frozen, cock achingly hard, mind spinning as he watched his wife's exaggerated departure.

◆◆◆

Rod carried the large glass of red wine into the living room, his eyes drawn immediately to Beverly sprawled across their grey fabric sofa. Her work blouse gaped open, several more buttons undone than when she'd left that morning, giving him a perfect view of her white lace bra. The skirt he'd watched her model just that morning had ridden dangerously high up her thighs as she lounged, feet free of the ankle boots she'd worn to work.

"Here you go, babe." Rod handed her the wine, settling himself closer than he normally would. The Love Island theme tune blasted from their TV, but for once he wasn't immediately reaching for his phone to check the football scores. "So... um... how was work?"

Beverly's red lips curved into a knowing smile behind her wine glass as she took a long sip. Her blue eyes sparkled with barely contained amusement. "Oh my god, you should've seen their faces when I walked in!"

She shifted position, causing her skirt to ride even higher. Rod caught a glimpse of white lace that matched her bra.

"Charlie proper walked straight into the door frame! Weren't even looking where he was going." Beverly giggled, her impressive chest bouncing with the movement. "And Stuart! You know how he's always so proper posh and put together? Dropped his designer glasses right in his coffee when I bent over to pick up some files."

She paused to take another sip of wine, clearly enjoying Rod's rapt attention. "Dave called an immediate team meeting. Said it was about a new account we're trying to do business with, but he barely looked at the PowerPoint once. Just kept asking me to write things on the whiteboard..."

◆◆◆

Rod watched his wife as she demonstrated an impromptu printer performance.

"Had to bend right over like this." Beverly arched her back dramatically, mimicking the pose. "Printer kept jamming, proper nightmare. Charlie was behind me the whole time, bless him. Said he wanted to make sure I didn't fall."

Her skirt rode up as she recreated the scene, giving Rod another flash of white lace that matched her partially visible bra. His cock stirred as he pictured Charlie's muscled form hovering behind Beverly's bent figure.

"Then Stuart offered to help adjust my chair height. Proper gentleman he is." Beverly giggled, taking another sip of wine. "Though he insisted on doing it while I was sitting in it. Said he needed to get the ergonomics just right."

Rod shifted in his seat, adjusting his growing erection as Beverly described Stuart's hands on her chair, occasionally brushing against her thighs as he made "minor adjustments."

"Dave called me into his office loads today. Funny thing - he kept saying the sun was causing glare on his screen, so we had to close the blinds." Beverly's cheeks flushed slightly. "Must've been proper bright today, yeah? Had to close them every single time."

The wine was clearly loosening Beverly's tongue as she moved on to describing lunch. "We ordered in from that new Thai place. Got a bit messy though - proper embarrassing!"

Rod watched her chest heave as she laughed about dripping sauce down her new blouse. "Charlie was ever so sweet, offered me his gym towel to clean up. Though Stuart reckoned unbuttoning more would help stop it staining..."

Her fingers toyed with the already loose buttons as she spoke. "Dave agreed - said it was better to protect your investment in my new work wardrobe."

Beverly's face grew increasingly flushed as she detailed her afternoon activities. "Had to keep popping into Dave's office - he wanted my input on everything today! I think I could be in line for a promotion if this keeps up."

She shifted on the sofa, her skirt riding up further. "Stuart needed help with his presentation too - said my note-taking skills were essential. Kept having me lean over his desk to check the formatting."

Rod noticed how Beverly's breathing had quickened as she recounted the day's events, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath the straining fabric of her blouse. Her cheeks were properly flushed now, whether from the wine or the memories, he wasn't sure.

Rod shifted on the sofa, his cock straining against his jeans as Beverly drained her wine glass. 

"Oh! Almost forgot to tell you - Dave wants us all going for drinks again this Friday." Beverly bounced excitedly, "He proper loved my new outfit today, said I should wear that tight blue dress we got. You know, the one with the low back?"

Rod's mouth went dry as he remembered how that particular dress had looked in the changing room. How the sales assistant had practically walked into a display watching Beverly try it on.

"Stuart reckons we need more team building exercises too." Beverly twisted a strand of blonde hair around her finger. "Says my... what did he call them? Oh yeah - my 'assets to the company' need proper development."

She leaned forward to put her empty glass on the coffee table, giving Rod another view down her blouse. "Charlie's invited me to his gym as well! Says he can show me some special stretches." Her cheeks flushed pink. "Proper nice of him, innit?"

Rod watched his wife squirm slightly on the sofa, noticing how she kept crossing and uncrossing her legs. Something about her movement seemed different from this morning.

"Speaking of stretches..." Beverly bit her lip, reaching for her handbag. "Something proper embarrassing happened after lunch."

Rod's cock throbbed as Beverly pulled out a scrap of white lace - the tiny thong she'd put on that morning. It was completely soaked through.

"Had to take it off in the ladies!" Beverly's voice dropped to a whisper.  "I'm not sure why, but they just were soaking," She twisted the ruined knickers between her fingers. "So, I've been... um... free and easy all afternoon."

Rod's brain short-circuited as he processed this information. His wife had spent the entire afternoon commando, her smooth pussy bare under that tiny skirt, surrounded by men who clearly wanted her.

"Hang on," Rod managed to croak out. "Didn't you pack spare knickers this morning?"

Beverly's eyes widened comically. "Oh my god, you're right! I totally forgot about them!" She giggled, reaching over to squeeze Rod's thigh. "I'll have to remember that next time. Though..." She glanced down at the soaked thong. "Might need to pack more than one spare pair."

Rod nearly came in his jeans right there, watching his wife casually discuss soaking through multiple pairs of knickers while surrounded by her sexually charged office environment.

◆◆◆

Rod leaned back in his office chair, the glow from his monitor casting shadows across empty beer cans. His fingers hovered over the keyboard as he opened yet another social media tab. Beverly's gentle snores drifted down from their bedroom upstairs, but sleep was the last thing on his mind.

He'd meant to finish debugging that troublesome code but found himself drawn to Beverly's online presence instead. Her activity had exploded recently - new accounts popping up across platforms. The latest was Bluesky, already gathering attention despite being barely a week old.

The morning's selfie caught his eye immediately. His cock stirred as he studied the image, Beverly in their bedroom, phone held high to capture maximum cleavage in her new blouse. The timestamp showed 7:15 AM, right after their morning dress-up session.

"New work look! Feeling proper professional! x" read the caption. Rod's eyes narrowed at the deliberate angle, the way she'd arched her back just so, pushing her boobs out even further than normal.

The comments section told its own story. Charlie's response appeared within minutes of posting: "Looking fit as always Bev!" followed by a string of flame emojis. Rod's hand unconsciously moved to adjust himself as he pictured the junior account manager's obvious appreciation.

Stuart's comment displayed his typical calculated approach: "Very becoming. The office will benefit from such... professionalism." The deliberate pause conveyed through those ellipses made Rod's cock twitch.

Dave's contribution carried the weight of authority: "Perfect choice. Looking forward to our meeting later." Rod knew exactly what kind of meeting that had turned into, remembering Beverly's flushed face when describing those closed blinds.

Beverly's responses maintained her innocent facade. "Aww thanks Charlie, you're such a sweetheart!" and "Stuart you're proper good for my confidence!" Each reply garnered more male attention, more suggestive comments.

Scrolling through her recent timeline revealed a clear pattern. Each photo seemed carefully crafted to show just a bit more skin, draw just a bit more attention. The engagement grew with each post - likes and comments exclusively from men, many from other departments Rod didn't even know.

Then he found the office group photo, posted late afternoon. His breathing quickened as he took in the details. Beverly stood front and centre, her blouse now sporting several extra undone buttons. The black lace of her bra - definitely not the white one she'd left home in - peeked through deliberately.

Dave, Stuart, and Charlie crowded behind her, pressed close in the frame. Their expressions ranged from Dave's knowing smirk to Charlie's obvious lust. The caption read simple: "Best team ever! Love my work family!"

Rod squinted at the screen, finger scrolling on his mouse to zoom deeper into the office photo. Dave's large hand gripped Beverly's hip possessively, fingers spread wide across the thin fabric of her skirt. The team leader's gold signet ring glinted in the harsh office lighting, marking his territory.

Stuart's tall frame loomed behind Beverly, pressed against her back in what appeared to be an innocent group pose. But Rod noticed how his wife's body curved into the contact, the analyst's expensive suit jacket brushing her exposed shoulders.

Charlie's muscled arm snaked around Beverly's tiny waist, gym-honed bicep flexing unnecessarily. His wedding ring-free hand splayed across her stomach, pulling her closer than strictly necessary for a work photo.

Beverly's smile beamed at the camera with practiced innocence, head tilted just so to maximize her cleavage. But Rod spotted the knowing glint in her eye, the way she pressed back against Stuart while leaning into Dave's grip. The timestamp revealed this was taken at 4:45 PM - just before she would have set off home to him.

The comments section exploded beneath the image. Sandra from Accounts offered a strained "Looking lovely hun! x" while Katie in HR added a forced "Great team spirit!" Their terse responses contrasted sharply with the male engagement.

"Proper lucky to have you on the team," Charlie commented, following up with "That new outfit's doing bits!" Three other junior accounts men quickly agreed.

"Your professional development continues to impress," Stuart wrote, his precise language carrying layers of meaning. "The way you handle... challenging situations shows remarkable adaptability."

Dave's comment appeared last: "Excellent team building session. Looking forward to more... productive evenings ahead." Beverly's response maintained her innocent facade: "Aww thanks boss! Love my work family!"

The comment chain grew as more male colleagues joined in, each response more suggestive than the last. Beverly played along with practiced naivety: "You lot are proper sweet!" and "Just trying to be a good team player!"

Rod's cock strained against his joggers as he scrolled, forcing him to adjust himself. His hand shook slightly as he right-clicked, saving the photo to a growing folder labelled "Bev Work Pics" on his desktop.

His mind filled with images of the office's reaction to Beverly's transformation - the way Charlie probably watched her bend over the printer, how Stuart likely stood too close during presentations, Dave's expressions during their private meetings.

Scrolling back through Beverly's timeline, Rod's erection grew painfully hard. A pattern emerged through her recent posts - each photo showing slightly more skin, poses becoming more provocative while maintaining plausible deniability.

Three weeks ago: Beverly at her desk, blouse buttoned properly but camera angle down her top. Two weeks ago: "Casual Friday" shots with progressively shorter skirts. Last week: Multiple "accidental" upskirt shots while "organizing files" and "reaching for supplies."

The male attention increased exponentially with each post. What started as innocent "looking good Bev!" comments evolved into barely-veiled innuendo from across the company. His wife's responses remained carefully crafted, playing the naive office sweetheart while clearly encouraging more attention.

◆◆◆

Rod's hands hovered over the keyboard, fresh beer sweating beside his mousepad. The monitor's glow cast shadows across his home office as the clock ticked towards midnight. He glanced at the incognito browser window, cursor blinking in the search bar.

"Wife flirting with colleagues," he typed, then quickly jabbed the backspace key. He took a long pull from his beer, condensation dripping onto his Chelsea FC t-shirt.

The cursor continued its rhythmic blink, mocking his hesitation. Rod shifted in his chair, adjusting himself as memories of Beverly's social media photos flashed through his mind. His fingers returned to the keys.

"Turned on by wife with other men"

The search results made his breath catch. Forums, articles, stories - all describing exactly what he'd been feeling. His eyes fixed on a new term: "hotwife."

The definition made his cock throb against his joggers. Married women enjoying sexual freedom with their husband's knowledge and encouragement. Men who got off on sharing their wives. Entire communities dedicated to what he'd thought was his own twisted fantasy.

Rod clicked through to Reddit, finding himself in communities full of men describing situations eerily similar to his. Their wives' "innocent" flirting at work. The thrill of watching other men desire them. The mixture of jealousy and arousal that kept them up at night.

One post caught his eye - a husband describing his wife's office transformation. The gradually more revealing clothes. The "accidental" bending over. The male colleagues' growing boldness. Each detail matched Beverly's behaviour perfectly.

The comments section filled with other men sharing similar experiences. Their wives in low-cut tops at work meetings. "Innocent" lunch dates with male colleagues. Photos sent from office bathrooms. Rod's hand drifted to his crotch as he read, recognizing his own situation in their stories.

A thread about office flirting drew him deeper. Husbands described watching their wives dress for work, knowing exactly what effect they'd have on their colleagues. The deliberate wardrobe malfunctions. The "naive" responses to obvious advances. Rod's cock strained as he remembered Beverly's morning routine, her careful selection of increasingly revealing outfits.

Rod clicked through to a psychology journal article, his eyes widening at the academic analysis. "Compersion - the joy of witnessing a partner's sexual pleasure with others." The technical language made his cock throb harder. Charts showed arousal patterns in men watching their wives flirt, matching exactly what he'd been experiencing.

"The evolutionary basis for male arousal from partner-sharing stems from sperm competition..." Rod shifted in his chair, his free hand rubbing his erection through his joggers as he read. The scientific validation of his desires only made them stronger.

His mind wandered to Beverly bent over Dave's desk, her new pencil skirt hiked up around her waist. Dave's large hands gripping her hips, showing her who was really in charge at the office. Stuart would be watching from his ergonomic chair, making notes on Beverly's "professional development."

Rod's hand slipped inside his joggers, wrapping around his throbbing cock. He pictured Charlie's muscled form pressing against Beverly's back, helping her "reach something" from a high shelf. Her body would react naturally as Charlie's gym-honed body trapped her against the filing cabinet.

The amateur videos filled his screen - busty wives in office wear being shared by multiple colleagues. Rod stroked himself faster as he watched a blonde bent over a desk, her husband filming as two suited men took turns with her. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, reminding him of how Beverly moved when she walked.

"Fuck," Rod groaned, imagining Beverly sandwiched between Stuart's tall frame and Charlie's muscled body. Dave would be directing the scene from his leather chair, telling Rod's wife exactly how to please his employees. Rod's cock leaked pre-cum as he pictured himself watching from the corner, filming every moment of his wife's office slut transformation.

His hand moved frantically now as a new video started - a husband recording his wife's first time with her boss. The woman's innocent act reminded him so much of Beverly, right down to the giggle as she "accidentally" flashed her cleavage. Rod's balls tightened as he watched the boss bend her over, claiming her while her husband encouraged them.

Rod came explosively, biting his lip to stay quiet as ropes of cum splashed across his Chelsea FC shirt. Through his post-orgasm haze, he heard Beverly moving around upstairs. Panic shot through him as footsteps approached the stairs.

His trembling fingers slammed the video window closed, though he left the psychology articles open. His heart raced from both his intense orgasm and the near discovery, cock still twitching in his cum-covered hand.


Chapter 6: More Pub Fun

Rod's heart pounded as they entered the Red Lion. The familiar pub smell of stale beer and worn carpets hit him but tonight felt different. Beverly's fingers intertwined with his, her new dress catching the dim lighting. The neckline plunged dangerously low, drawing appreciative glances from the after-work crowd.

"Proper busy tonight," Beverly chirped, pressing closer as they navigated through the packed bar. Her soft globes pressed against Rod's arm with each step, reminding him how visible they were in that dress. The fabric clung to every curve, shorter than anything she'd worn before.

Through gaps in the crowd, Rod spotted them. Dave lounged against the back wall, command radiating from his relaxed posture. Stuart perched elegantly on a bar stool beside him, while Charlie leaned forward, elbows on the sticky table. Multiple empty glasses already crowded the surface between them.

Rod's cock stirred as he watched their reactions. Dave's eyes locked onto Beverly's chest, a predatory smile playing across his lips. Stuart's gaze travelled slowly up her legs, while Charlie made no attempt to hide his open staring. Pride and jealousy warred in Rod's gut as he guided his wife toward their table.

"Oi oi! Look who's finally made it!" Charlie's voice boomed over the pub noise. He jumped up, muscled frame blocking their path as he pulled Beverly into a tight hug. Rod watched her press against Charlie's chest, noting how his large hands settled low on her back.

Stuart raised his whiskey in greeting, studying Rod's reaction with calculated intensity. "Good of you to join us," he purred, his cultured tones carrying hidden meaning.

"Beverly." Dave's deep voice cut through the noise. "You look absolutely stunning tonight." His large hand patted the seat beside him. "Come sit by me - we need to discuss that Morrison contract."

Rod's erection grew as Beverly bounced excitedly toward Dave, her dress riding higher with each step. She settled beside him, Dave's thigh pressing against hers as he shifted to make room. The table's position forced Rod to sit opposite, giving him a perfect view of Dave's hand settling possessively on Beverly's bare knee.

◆◆◆

Three rounds in, Charlie slammed his empty glass down. "Right! Enough boring work chat - time for some proper fun!" His grin turned wicked. "Truth or Dare, anyone?"

"Oh my god, I proper love that game!" Beverly clapped her hands, her chest bouncing enthusiastically. She missed the hungry looks exchanged between the men.

"Excellent suggestion," Stuart murmured, swirling his expensive whiskey. His eyes met Rod's over the rim of his glass. "I'm sure Rod agrees - don't you?"

Rod shifted in his seat, an unexpected thrill coursing through him at Charlie's suggestion. His eyes darted to Dave, seeking the older man's reaction. A part of him craved Dave's approval, wanting to prove he could be part of their inner circle.

"I'll start!" Charlie's voice boomed across the table. "Bev - truth or dare?"

Beverly twirled her wine glass, her lips moved as you could almost imagine the clogs turning in her head, "Dare! No... wait... truth! No, dare!" She dissolved into giggles.

"Right then." Charlie leaned forward, biceps flexing beneath his tight shirt. "Show us your knickers!"

Rod's pulse quickened. He watched Beverly's face, expecting shock or outrage. Instead, she pouted playfully, her lipstick catching the pub's dim light.

"Charlie May! You cheeky sod." She wagged her finger at him. "That's not happening." But Rod caught the impish glint in her eye, the way she shifted in her seat to press closer to Dave. His cock stirred, confused by his own reaction to her playing along with their crude humour.

"My turn!" Stuart's cultured voice cut through the tension. "Beverly, truth - what's the largest cock you've ever had?"

Beverly's face lit up with innocent enthusiasm. "Oh, that's easy! Only been with Rod, ain't I? So, your answer is, a lovely five inches!"

Rod felt his face burn. Charlie sprayed his beer across the table. Dave's deep laugh rumbled through the group. Stuart's calculated smirk spoke volumes.

"Five inches?" Charlie wiped his mouth. "Proper massive that, innit Bev?"

Rod wanted to sink into the sticky pub carpet. But as the laughter continued, he felt something shift. They weren't mocking him - they were including him in their circle. Dave caught his eye and nodded, a gesture of acceptance that made Rod's chest swell with unexpected pride.

The questions grew bolder. Beverly leaned across the table to hear Stuart's story about a fishing trip gone wrong. Her movement pressed her hip against Stuart's thigh. Rod watched Dave notice the contact, saw his approving nod.

'She loves the attention,' Rod thought, his cock hardening as guilt and excitement battled in his gut. Beverly's laughter rang out, genuine and unrestrained, as she stayed pressed against Stuart's leg.

◆◆◆

Rod leant against the bar, watching as the DJ's choice of some classic house music drew people onto the small dance floor. Beverly squealed in delight as Dave took her hand, leading her into the crowd. Charlie and Stuart followed, boxing her in as the beat picked up.

"Come on Rod, join us!" Beverly called out, but he shook his head, content to observe. His cock stirred as Dave's large hands found her waist, guiding her movements. She moved with natural rhythm, letting Dave press closer as the dance floor filled.

Stuart slid behind her, his tall frame towering over her as Charlie completed their circle. Rod's breath caught as he watched his wife dance between the three suited men, their expensive aftershave mingling with her perfume. Her laughter carried across the pub as Dave leaned down, whispering something that made her throw her head back with delight.

The song shifted to something slower, more sensual. Dave pulled Beverly closer, his fingers splaying possessively across her lower back. Rod gripped his pint glass tighter, his erection growing as he watched them move together. Pride swelled in his chest - his wife was the centre of attention, desired by these powerful men.

Beverly spun suddenly, losing her balance in her high heels. She fell forward, catching herself against Dave's broad chest. Her face tilted up to meet his gaze, cheeks flushed from dancing. Instead of stepping back, she lingered, pressed against him as Stuart and Charlie moved closer, steadying her.

Jealousy and arousal warred in Rod's gut as he watched Dave's hands settle on Beverly's hips, steadying her. "Just dancing," Rod told himself, taking another long drink. "Just a bit of fun." But his cock throbbed as Dave's thumbs traced small circles on Beverly's sides, her dress riding up with each movement.

His phone felt heavy in his pocket. He realised he wanted to record this moment - his wife surrendering to the music between three obviously aroused men. His phone camera followed Beverly's uninhibited movements, the way she let Dave guide her body, Stuart's calculating smirk as he pressed against her back - it was intoxicating.

The song changed again, something with a harder beat. Charlie grabbed Beverly's hand, spinning her away from Dave. She laughed, falling against Charlie's muscled chest as Stuart and Dave watched appreciatively. Rod noticed how naturally she moved between them, accepting their touches and attention while shooting him reassuring smiles.

Rod realised he was enjoying this new dynamic - being the protective husband who allowed these powerful men to flirt with his wife. Dave caught his eye across the dance floor, raising his whiskey glass in acknowledgment. Rod's chest swelled with pride at the approval, even as Beverly ground playfully against Charlie.

"Oi mates!" Charlie's voice boomed over the music. "That new place round the corner's supposed to be proper good tonight. Reckon we should check it out?"

Rod found himself nodding eagerly, not wanting the evening to end. Beverly bounced excitedly at the suggestion, still pressed between Stuart and Dave as Charlie made his way to the bar to close their tab.

Rod watched the men guide his wife through the crowd, their hands never leaving her body. His arousal peaked as Dave whispered something that made Beverly giggle and press closer. 

◆◆◆

Rod sprawled on their sofa, flicking through photos from last Friday night on his phone. His cock stirred as he lingered on a shot of Beverly sandwiched between Dave and Stuart on the dance floor. Her face flushed with alcohol and excitement, Dave's large hands spanning her waist while Stuart pressed against her back.

"Proper mental night that was," Beverly called from the kitchen. The kettle clicked as she made her evening tea. "Charlie's still giving me stick about falling into Dave's lap when I tripped."

Rod shifted on the sofa, adjusting himself as he remembered that moment. How Beverly had giggled, making no move to get up as Dave's hands steadied her hips. Stuart watching with that calculating smirk while Charlie wolf-whistled.

"The lads were well-behaved though, weren't they?" Beverly bounced into the living room, the sight of how that made her body move made Rod swallow hard. "Apart from Charlie trying to get me to do body shots again."

Images from the club they'd moved onto after the pub flooded Rod's mind. Beverly bent back across their table, giggling as Charlie's lips brushed her neck. Dave's approving nod when Rod hadn't objected. Stuart's quiet suggestion that Beverly might enjoy trying it herself.

"Your birthday's coming up next week," Rod said, his mouth dry as Beverly curled up beside him. Her breasts pressed against his arm as she peered at his phone screen. "Was thinking maybe we could have the lads over here? Bit of a house party?"

He expected her usual giggling hesitation. Instead, she turned to him with a smile he'd never seen before - confident, almost feline.

"About bloody time," she said, her voice different. Deeper. Knowing. "Been waiting ages for you to suggest that."

"What do you mean?" Rod's mouth went dry as she stalked toward him.

"Oh, come on Rod." Beverly perched on his desk, deliberately letting her skirt ride up. "You ain't really bought that I'm that thick, have you? Like I don't know exactly what I'm doing when I 'accidentally' drop stuff in front of Dave's office? Or how Stuart gets proper excited when I press up against him reaching for files?"

Rod's cock stiffened instantly. "You... you've been playing us?"

She laughed - not her usual girlish giggle, but a proper throaty sound. "Mate, I've been playing the lot of you. The innocent act? Blokes proper love it. Makes 'em feel well clever, like they're corrupting me." She leaned forward, her own eyes looking down as she pushed herself forward, forcing the material between her buttons to bulge, showing she was implicitly aware of how any movement could best bring attention to her chest. "Even you fell for it. Though I clocked how hard you got listening to my 'naive' stories about the office."

"But... all this time?"

"Remember last week when Charlie was doing that shot thing?" She ran a finger down his chest. "I knew exactly what I was doing, bent over like that. Just like I know you saved that photo of me with the lads from lunch. The one where Dave's got his hand on my arse?"

Rod swallowed hard. "You saw that?"

"Took that photo three times till I got my tits looking just right." She grinned. "The boys think they're well clever, but who d'you think came up with 'Bev's Boys' for the WhatsApp group?"

"Fucking hell," Rod breathed. "You're brilliant."

"Yeah, I am." She straddled his lap now, her skirt hiking up further. "And now you're finally up for showing me off proper, we can stop pretending. Unless..." She ground against his obvious erection. "You want me to keep playing thick little Beverly for a bit longer? The lads do love thinking they're corrupting their office bimbo."

The realisation hit Rod - his wife hadn't been corrupted by her colleagues. She'd been orchestrating everything, playing them all like fiddles. And somehow, that made him harder than ever.

"The birthday party," he managed to gasp as she moved against him. "You already got plans, ain't you?"

Her smile turned wicked. "Mate, you ain't got a clue. Dave thinks that French maid outfit was all his idea..." She kissed him hard, then whispered against his lips: "Just wait till you see what I've actually got planned."

Rod stared at his wife in amazement, his hands sliding up her thighs. Everything he thought he knew about their situation had just shifted, but his cock was throbbing harder than ever at the revelation. His supposedly naive wife had been mugging them all off - himself included - and doing it proper clever.

"Tell me more," he groaned as Beverly's hand slipped between them to stroke his erection through his trousers. "Tell me everything you've been up to."

◆◆◆

Rod sat on their bed, still reeling from Beverly's revelations downstairs. His cock hadn't softened since she'd dropped her innocent act. Now he watched in amazement as she positioned herself carefully against their headboard, her assets shown off to their best in her low-cut dress.

"Right, first things first - invites." Beverly adjusted the laptop screen, her movements deliberately sensual now she wasn't playing naive. "Dave always checks his phone after his evening workout, so timing's proper important."

She demonstrated her usual "innocent" selfie pose, then showed Rod the calculated adjustments - slightly arched back, hint of tongue between teeth, one dress strap slipping.

"See the difference?" She turned the screen to show Rod her message threads. "Look how I play each of them different."

Rod's cock twitched as he scrolled through Beverly's conversations. Stuart's messages were all careful innuendo wrapped in psychological observations. Charlie's texts were pure filth, each one cruder than the last. But Dave's messages made Rod's breath catch - commanding, possessive, yet maintaining just enough professional distance for deniability.

"Proper clever, ain't it?" Beverly smirked, arranging herself on their pillows. "Now, let's get some proper birthday invite photos. Get your phone ready."

She adjusted her dress, letting it gape open further than usual. "See how I always look like it's accidental?" She bit her lip in that way that drove Stuart mad, tilting her chin to emphasize her cleavage. "The trick is making them think they're well smart for noticing."

Rod's hands shook slightly as he took photos, watching his wife demonstrate the techniques she'd been using to drive her colleagues wild. Each pose looked natural yet perfectly calculated for maximum effect.

"That's it," Beverly purred, letting one dress strap fall. "Now you're getting it. Stuart loves when I bite my lip like this - makes him think he's proper clever, spotting my 'unconscious' signals."

Rod watched Beverly's manicured fingers dance across her phone screen. His cock twitched as she crafted her message to Dave, tilting the screen so Rod could see.

"Just a quick invite to my birthday drinks next Friday... winking emoji" Beverly's voice carried none of its usual work brightness. "Watch this - he'll try to take control in three... two..."

The reply came instantly. "Dress code: Whatever makes the birthday girl feel special. Although I'll have a think about it, as it's your birthday, I think it should be something special, that will help bolster team morale."

Beverly winked at Rod, carefully crafting her response. "Oh gosh, really? blushing emoji That would be so kind of you..."

"Now for Stuart..." Beverly shifted on their bed, arranging herself against the headboard. She held up one of Stuart's recommended psychology books, positioning it carefully between her breasts. "He thinks he's grooming me with all this literature bollocks."

Rod's breath caught as Beverly snapped the photo, her cleavage perfectly framed by the book's edges. She added text: "Finally starting that chapter on sexual repression you mentioned. Finding it proper fascinating! Some bits are well confusing though..."

"He'll love that," Beverly smirked. "Thinks he's breaking down my inhibitions through education."

Her phone buzzed with Stuart's response: "Excellent progress, Beverly. Perhaps we could discuss the more... complex concepts over drinks?"

"Last but not least..." Beverly adjusted her top, letting it gape open. "Charlie's dead simple. Watch this."

She snapped a photo looking down her top. "Quick question - reckon these new sports bras from that website you mentioned would be good for my size? Getting proper sweaty in my current ones at the gym!"

Charlie's response was instant: "PHWOAR!  Deffo need proper support for those weapons!  Happy to check the fit... "

"Oh, you're awful!" Beverly replied with a string of laughing emojis. "Such a bad influence!"

She turned to Rod, her innocent act completely gone. "See how easy they are? Each thinking they're the clever one."

Rod watched Beverly's practiced checking of her socials, dropping a new photo into the public gaze, his cock twitching as she then opens the work group chat.

"What about something proper naughty?" Beverly's eyes gleamed with mischief. "Get them all worked up before bed?"

She stretched languidly on their bed, her dress riding up. "Your choice, babe. Whatever photo you want me to send them. I'll pose however you like..."

Rod's breath caught. After years of vanilla marriage, seeing this calculating side of his wife had his head spinning. He grabbed his phone, considering the possibilities.

"Stand by the mirror," he commanded, surprising himself with his boldness. "Like you're checking your outfit."

Beverly complied, adjusting her pose with practiced expertise. The dress gaped open, revealing the edge of her lacy bra. She arched her back slightly, making her breasts strain against the fabric.

"More," Rod growled, his cock rock hard. "Let the strap slip."

Beverly's eyes locked with his in the mirror as she followed his direction. The dress strap fell, taking her bra strap with it. The photo captured her knowing smirk perfectly.

"One more," Rod breathed. "Bend forward a bit... pull the hem up… further… further, actually, tuck one side into your knickers, like it's caught accidentally/"

The second shot caught Beverly's cleavage in all its glory, the dress barely containing her assets, and one cheek of her curvy full arse bare to the lens. Her expression was pure innocence, but her eyes blazed with calculated desire.

Beverly selected the more revealing shot, typing quickly: "Getting ready for bed... Rod reckons this photo's alright to share with you lot? He is my husband after all, so I trust his judgment!  Night night boys! xxx"

Their phones erupted instantly. Charlie's response came first - a string of flame emojis followed by "FUUUUCK". Stuart's carefully worded message about "fascinating developments in group dynamics" barely masked his obvious arousal.

Dave's reply made Rod's cock throb: "Very... trusting husband you've got there, Beverly. Looking forward to discussing this level of sharing at your birthday drinks."

Beverly caught Rod's eye, her smirk pure evil. "Now we wait, babe. Let them stew..."

◆◆◆

Rod's morning coffee sat untouched, growing cold as he thought about their conversations last night, replaying all the recent events with a new perspective. Beverly moved around their kitchen with practiced grace, her silk dressing gown swishing against bare thighs as she prepared toast.

Buzz

Another notification lit up Beverly's phone on the counter. Their eyes met across the kitchen, sharing a knowing look. The previous night's revelations still felt surreal to Rod - his seemingly innocent wife's confession of her careful manipulation of her colleagues had his head spinning.

Buzz... buzz

"Right on schedule," Beverly smirked, picking up her phone. "Dave always checks his messages at eight after his morning workout."

Rod's heart raced as Beverly held out her phone, displaying Dave's message:

"Morning Beverly. Been thinking about the party. As your team leader, I want to ensure everything's perfect. I've got some specific suggestions for your outfit."

"Right on time," Beverly's voice carried none of its usual work-brightness. "Told you he'd need to establish control first thing."

Rod's cock stirred as another message appeared:

"Found exactly what you need at Ann Summers. French maid outfit. Short enough to show those gorgeous legs of yours. Rod, make sure she gets it. Here's the link:"

Beverly tapped the link, pulling up a product page that made Rod's mouth go dry. The outfit left little to the imagination - a scrap of black satin that would barely cover Beverly's curves.

"Look how short it is, babe," Beverly purred, leaning over Rod's shoulder. "Barely covers my arse." Her breath tickled his ear as she added, "Though I noticed you didn't spot I've already got this page bookmarked..."

Buzz

Dave's next message appeared: "And these to go with it:

Rod - consider these mandatory requirements."

Beverly's giggle at Rod's obvious arousal held none of her usual innocence. "He loves thinking he's giving you orders, doesn't he?" Rod feels her eyes drop to his growing tent in his pyjamas, "and I think someone likes receiving them."

Buzz.

"Dave:  One more thing. another essential item for the evening: [Link to medium jewelled butt plug] This need to be worn before and during party. Non-negotiable."

Rod's eyes widened at Dave's latest message, the link to the jewelled butt plug making his mouth dry. The sleek steel and pink crystal sparkled on the screen, leaving nothing to imagination about its intended use.

"Oh, that old thing?" Beverly stretched languidly, her dressing gown gaping. "I left the Ann Summers catalogue open on that page weeks ago. Stuart's been ever so interested in 'analysing' my reactions whenever he mentions anal play in our psychology chats."

Her phone buzzed again. Stuart's message appeared: "The symbolism of the French maid outfit is fascinating. Submission wrapped in playful innocence. Beverly, we should discuss the psychological implications before the party."

Beverly's laugh held none of her usual workplace giggle. "Watch this - he'll spend hours overthinking my reply..." Her fingers flew across the keyboard: "Ooh, that sounds proper interesting Stuart! The outfit does make me feel all funny when I think about it... maybe you can explain why?"

"See how I added the innocent emoji?" She showed Rod the screen. "Drives him mental when I play dumb. He'll spend all morning crafting the perfect response to 'guide my sexual awakening.'"

The phone vibrated again - Charlie this time: "FUUUCK YES! Proper dirty maid! Gonna need help with my "cleaning" Bev!"

Beverly rolled her eyes affectionately. "Bless him. At least he's honest about what he wants."

The group chat exploded with notifications. Rod watched Beverly check each one with calculated timing.

Rod's heart pounded as Beverly positioned herself in front of their bedroom mirror. She adjusted her silk dressing gown to show just enough thigh and cleavage while keeping the overall effect seemingly accidental.

"Watch this," Beverly murmured, holding up her phone. "The key is making it look rushed and unplanned."

She moved slightly as she took the photo, creating a strategic blur that softened the edges while highlighting her curves. 

"See how the blur makes it look more amateur?" Beverly showed him the photo. "Too perfect and they'd suspect I planned it. Dave especially loves thinking he's catching genuine moments."

She sends it to the group chat, and Rod hears her count to five, then she types another message, “Oops, didn't mean to send that! Was trying to show Rod my old Halloween maid outfit... is it anything like what you meant, Dave?"

The response was instantaneous. Rod's phone buzzed first - Dave's message appearing in their private chat: "Much shorter needed. Take her shopping today. Send proof of purchase."

Beverly's knowing smirk held none of her usual workplace innocence. "He's so predictable..." She reached into her bedside drawer, pulling out a crumpled Ann Summers receipt. "Already got exactly what he'll 'make' us buy."

Rod watched the group chat explode with notifications. Stuart launched into a detailed analysis of the "accidental vulnerability" displayed in Beverly's photo. Charlie's response was simpler - a string of fire emojis followed by "FUCK YES".

"Notice how Dave messaged you privately?" Beverly showed Rod her screen. "He needs to feel in control, like he's directing you rather than me. The others are easier - Stuart needs to feel clever, and Charlie... well, Charlie's just happy to see tits."

The messages continued flooding in. Rod's cock hardened as he watched Beverly orchestrate their responses with practiced ease. She'd timed everything perfectly - the "accidental" photo, the innocent question, the way she'd let her dressing gown gap open while showing Rod the screen.

"Dave's probably sat at his desk right now," Beverly purred, "thinking he's so clever, making my husband take me shopping for slutty outfits. If only he knew we'd already picked everything out..."


Chapter 7: House Party

Rod closed their bedroom door behind them, his eyes drawn to items laid across their bed. Beverly had predicted Dave's demands perfectly - a skimpy French maid's outfit with matching accessories spread out like some erotic still life. The sheer black stockings, towering heels, and gleaming jewelled butt plug made his cock twitch. A bottle of lube completed the display.

"Just wait for the party next week, babe! You're going to love how it all comes together." Beverly's giggle held that edge of knowing confidence that still caught him off guard sometimes.

They perched on the edge of their bed, Rod's mind racing with thoughts of what the upcoming party would bring. His mouth felt dry as he struggled to voice his concerns. "So, about the, um, this party..."

Beverly turned to face him, her expression a perfect mix of coy invitation and understanding. "You want to talk about boundaries, don't you? Like what we're both comfortable with."

"Right, yeah, I just... I want to make sure we're on the same page." Rod's fingers twisted nervously in the hem of his shirt as pornographic scenarios flickered through his mind. The reality of what they were planning made his heart race. "You know, if... if you're going all the way with them, I just want to know if I get... to share you too?"

Beverly leant closer, a mischievous glint in her eye that made his pulse quicken. "What did you have in mind, Rod?" Her voice dripped with sensuality, making his cock strain against his joggers.

"Like, will they use condoms? Or just, you know... let them cum in you?" The words came out shaky, the concept simultaneously terrifying and thrilling.

"Absolutely no condoms," she replied, her tone brooking no argument. "This is all about letting go, babe. I want to feel every bit of it. And trust me, they'll know what to do." She bit her lip, clearly aroused by the prospect.

Rod's mind filled with images of Beverly surrounded by multiple men, their hands roaming over her curves. His cock throbbed at the thought, primal arousal warring with his lingering uncertainties.

Rod shifted uncomfortably on the bed, his eyes drawn to the gleaming jewelled plug. His throat felt dry as he forced out the words. "And what about, erm, limits? You've never really been into oral, and never anal - yet the plug?" His breath caught as he whispered the next part. "Will all your holes be available for them?"

Beverly's lips curved into a knowing smirk as she played with a strand of her blonde hair. "Of course. You're going to watch me be their little slut, aren't you?"

The words sent blood rushing to Rod's cock. He gulped, trying to steady his voice. "As long as I get to use your mouth and arse... after?" The question came out barely above a whisper, his heart pounding as he waited for her response.

"I'll think about it, Rod." Beverly rolled her eyes playfully. "But only if you're a very good boy. A girl needs to save something for her lovers." Her tone shifted, becoming more dominant, making Rod's cock throb with need even as his stomach tightened at her dismissal.

Images flooded Rod's mind - Beverly on her knees before Dave, bent over Stuart's desk, Charlie's muscled form pressed against her curves. His hand unconsciously moved to adjust himself as he pictured watching it all unfold. "So, what... what kind of behaviour do I need to show?" His voice quavered with nervous excitement as he sought her approval.

"Oh, just support me and keep that adorable attitude of yours." Beverly leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. "Your excitement will be enough, just knowing how much you love seeing me with them." Her hand brushed his thigh teasingly. "You'll be allowed to play with yourself obviously. But leave me to the big boys yeah?"

Rod's emotions swirled - pride at how desirable his wife was, jealousy at the thought of sharing her, and overwhelming arousal at the scenario she described. His cock strained against his joggers as he processed her words. Would he really be okay watching her with other men?

"You really want this, don't you?" The question came out half incredulous, half hopeful as he studied her face.

Beverly's eyes glinted with predatory confidence as she leaned closer to Rod. "I do. It's going to be so liberating for both of us." Her voice dripped honey and sin. "You'll see me in a way that both terrifies and excites you."

Rod's cock strained against his joggers at her promise. His mind raced with images of Beverly surrounded by his colleagues, her curves on display as they claimed what he'd always kept to himself. The thought made him dizzy with conflicting emotions.

"I just need to get used to it," he admitted, shifting on the bed to ease his growing erection. The idea of her with other men still shocked him, yet his body's reaction betrayed how much it thrilled him.

"Exactly," Beverly purred, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she traced patterns on his thigh. "And just think, by the end of the party, you might find an entirely new way to love me..." Her fingers danced higher, making his breath catch. "And watch me having fun."

Rod gulped hard, his mouth dry as desert sand. The reality of what she suggested hit him full force - surrendering to Beverly's desires, becoming part of her new world. His cock throbbed painfully as he imagined watching Dave's large hands roaming over her curves, Stuart positioning her just so, Charlie's muscled form pressing against her.

Beverly leaned in close, her nose brushing against his. Her perfume wrapped around him, familiar yet somehow more potent now. "Now, do you promise to be the best husband?" Her breath tickled his ear. "Because if you are, I'll make sure you get a taste of everything after that night."

Rod nodded fervently, his voice emerging shaky and thick with need. "I promise." The words fell from his lips like a prayer, sealing his fate.

Beverly sat up straighter, radiating control and purpose. The sight of her confident smile made Rod's heart race as she reached for her phone. "Good. Now, let's finalise those party details."

◆◆◆

Rod sat perched on the edge of their sofa, watching Beverly greet her work colleagues at the front door. His cock twitched as she bounced forward to hug each arrival, her French maid's outfit riding dangerously high. The skirt barely covered her arse cheeks, and the stocking tops drew every eye to her thick thighs.

Dave arrived first, naturally. His confident stride carried him straight to Beverly, one large hand settling on her hip while the other delivered a casual pat to her bottom. Rod's breath caught as Dave's fingers obviously probed, checking for the jewelled plug he'd demanded she wear.

"Good girl, properly prepared," Dave smirked, his hand lingering possessively. Beverly responded with that practised innocent giggle that Rod now knew was completely calculated.

Stuart and Charlie arrived together minutes later, their eyes immediately drinking in Beverly's exposed flesh. Rod watched his wife flutter between their house guests, leaning forward in her knowing way to serve drinks, pulling eyes to the low-cut uniform top.

By eight o'clock, the drinking games had begun. Beverly perched between Dave and Stuart on the sofa, while Charlie sprawled in the armchair opposite, his position giving him a perfect view of her tiny maid outfit. Rod noticed how Beverly kept adjusting her position, spreading her legs wider with each movement, playing the innocent wife while looking every inch the office slut.

"Truth or dare?" Dave's commanding voice cut through the general chatter. His hand rested casually on Beverly's thigh, fingers toying with her stocking top.

"Dare!" Beverly bounced excitedly, causing her breasts to strain against the tight uniform. Rod's cock hardened as he watched the other men's eyes lock onto her chest.

Dave's smirk grew predatory. "Show us if you're wearing any knickers under that tiny excuse for a skirt."

Beverly turned to Rod, her expression a perfect mix of uncertainty and excitement. He nodded, knowing his role in their carefully choreographed performance.

The room fell silent as Beverly slowly gripped her skirt hem. Rod watched the other men lean forward as she gradually raised the material, revealing inch after tantalising inch of thigh above her stockings. When the pearl thong came into view, the collective groan of appreciation made Rod's cock throb painfully in his jeans.

"Rod," Dave's voice carried absolute authority. "Take off her knickers."

Rod moved forward on shaking legs as Beverly kept her skirt modestly in place. His fingers found the thin straps of her thong, sliding them down her thighs while the material of her skirt still preserved some mystery. The pearl thong was soaked when he pocketed it, and Beverly's breathy moan suggested she was extremely excited already.

Rod watched Dave rise from the sofa, stretching his tall frame before turning to him with that commanding smirk. "Music, Rod. Let's make this a proper party for your wife."

His hands trembling slightly, Rod fumbled with his phone, connecting it to their Bluetooth speakers. A slow, sensual rhythm filled the room as Dave extended his hand to Beverly.

"Get us all some more beers mate," Dave called over his shoulder as he pulled Beverly against his chest. Rod's cock twitched at how small his wife looked in Dave's embrace, her French maid's outfit already riding up as Dave's large hands settled on her hips.

By the time Rod returned from the kitchen with fresh drinks, Dave had Beverly pressed firmly against him. His hands roamed freely over the flimsy uniform, one sliding down to grip her arse while the other traced the outline of her breasts through the tight fabric. Beverly's eyes were closed, her head tilted back as Dave's touch grew bolder.

Stuart and Charlie sat forward in their seats, eyes locked on the display before them. Charlie adjusted himself obviously through his jeans while Stuart's usually composed expression had grown hungry. Rod distributed the beers with shaking hands, playing the perfect host while his wife moaned softly in another man's arms.

Dave's fingers slipped under the short skirt, and Rod caught Beverly's sharp intake of breath. The hem rose higher as Dave's hands explored underneath, revealing the tops of her stockings to their eager audience. Rod's own cock strained against his jeans as he watched Dave's fingers disappear further beneath the fabric.

"My turn," Stuart's cultured voice had grown husky as he rose from the sofa. Dave released Beverly with obvious reluctance, giving her arse a final squeeze before guiding her toward Stuart's waiting arms.

Rod watched his wife press herself against Stuart's lean frame, her hips beginning a slow grind that made Stuart's careful façade crack. His usual analytical expression dissolved into raw need as Beverly moved against him. Charlie shifted restlessly in his chair, his hand now openly rubbing his obvious erection through his jeans.

Beverly caught Rod's eye over Stuart's shoulder, throwing him a knowing wink as Stuart's lips found her neck. Rod heard Stuart whispering something in her ear that made her giggle and press closer, his hands gripping her hips to guide her movements against him.

Charlie leant forward in his chair, draining his beer. "You know what Bev? That bird from The Box last week - she gave me a proper lap dance. Like, grinding and everything. Bet you couldn't match her moves."

Rod watched Beverly's eyes flash at the challenge, her French maid's outfit already askew from dancing.

"Course I could! I'm better than some stripper." Beverly pouted, playing up her tipsy state. "Want me to prove it?"

Dave's commanding voice cut in. "As team leader, I should evaluate your skills first." He settled back into the sofa, patting his thighs, "Show us what you can do, Beverly."

Rod fumbled with his phone as Beverly sashayed toward Dave. He found a slow, grinding rhythm and watched his wife position herself astride Dave's thighs, grinding herself down against him.

"Is this sexy?" Beverly asked, her voice breathy as she began moving her hips. "Am I doing it right?" Her tempting breasts swayed inches from Dave's face as she gripped his shoulders for balance.

Dave's large hands settled on Beverly's hips, guiding her movements. "That's it... proper good girl." His fingers dug into the flimsy uniform material as Beverly ground against his obvious erection.

Stuart leaned forward, analysing the display. "Notice how she instinctively seeks maximum contact with the groin area. A total natural." His usual clinical tone had grown husky.

Rod's cock throbbed as he watched Dave's hands roam over his wife's body, sliding down to grip her arse through the tiny skirt. Beverly's "innocent" act slipped slightly as she moaned at the contact.

"My turn for evaluation." Stuart's cultured voice carried an edge of need as he beckoned Beverly over. Rod quickly changed the music to something with more bass as his wife straddled Stuart's lap.

Beverly's movements grew more overtly sexual as Stuart's hands explored her curves. Rod noticed a wet patch forming on Stuart's expensive trousers where Beverly ground against him.

"Proper my go now!" Charlie was practically bouncing in his seat. "Show me what you've got, Bev!"

Rod watched Beverly stumble slightly as she moved to Charlie, her coordination affected by arousal more than alcohol. Charlie's hands immediately grabbed her arse, pulling her roughly against him.

"Fucking hell, your tits are even better close up!" Charlie's crude appreciation made Beverly giggle as his fingers found her breasts, squeezing through the uniform top. The wet patch she left on his jeans was immediate and obvious.

Rod changed tracks again, his hand shaking slightly as he watched his wife practically fucking Charlie through their clothes. Beverly's carefully maintained "innocent" persona had cracked completely, replaced by raw need as Charlie groped her enthusiastically.

Dave's commanding voice cut through the music. "I think that proves you're better than any stripper, Beverly. But maybe we should conduct a proper... performance review?"

"Time to take care of your team, Beverly," Dave's commanding voice sent shivers through Rod's body. The team leader gestured at his crotch where a dark wet patch had formed in his expensive trousers. "Can't leave us all like this."

Rod watched his wife's eyes lock onto Dave's bulge, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. The movement seemed less calculated now, pure instinct taking over her practised innocence.

"Help your wife out of that uniform, Rod." Dave's tone brooked no argument. Rod's trembling fingers found Beverly's zip, slowly revealing more creamy flesh as he drew it down. His cock throbbed painfully as Beverly shrugged the French maid's outfit off her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet.

The sound of zips being lowered drew Rod's attention. His eyes widened as the men revealed their cocks. Dave's thick eight inches stood proud, while Stuart's slightly longer but slimmer shaft curved upward elegantly. Charlie's gym-toned body was matched by an impressively thick member that jutted aggressively forward.

Beverly's gasp seemed genuine for once as she took in their sizes. "Oh my god," she breathed, her carefully maintained innocent act slipping. "They're all so... big." Her eyes flicked to Rod for a moment, and he felt himself flush, knowing his five inches couldn't compare.

Dave's large hand tangled in Beverly's hair, guiding her to her knees before him. Stuart and Charlie moved to flank her, their cocks level with her face. Rod's breath caught as Beverly leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste Dave's precum.

Rod watched in awe as his wife took Dave's length into her mouth. She'd never shown such enthusiasm with him, always giggling and pulling back after a few tentative licks. But now she worked Dave's shaft expertly, her head bobbing as she took him deeper.

Stuart's hand joined Dave's in Beverly's hair, guiding her mouth to his cock next. Rod's own erection strained against his jeans as he watched Beverly worship Stuart's length, her technique showing none of the hesitation she'd always displayed at home.

Charlie grew impatient, his thick shaft pressing against Beverly's cheek as she sucked Stuart. "Proper gagging for it, ain't you Bev?" His crude words made Beverly moan around Stuart's cock.

Rod couldn't tear his eyes away as Beverly alternated between the three men. Her lips stretched wide around their girths, saliva dripping down her chin as she took them deeper than Rod had thought possible. The wet sounds of her enthusiasm filled the room.

The contrast between their sizes and his own was stark. Rod's cock throbbed as he watched Beverly worship the larger men, her hands barely able to wrap around their thick shafts. She seemed transformed, her innocent act completely abandoned as she devoured their cocks with obvious hunger.

Each time Beverly switched between men, Rod noticed how she grew more aggressive, more desperate. Her technique with them was nothing like the tentative, giggly attempts she'd given him. She seemed to know exactly how to please these larger cocks, taking them deep into her throat while her hands worked their shafts.

Rod's heart hammered in his chest as Dave manhandled Beverly onto the coffee table. His wife's breasts heaved with each excited breath as Dave positioned himself between her spread thighs. The stockings and heels were all that remained of her French maid's outfit, the butt plug peeping out from where it still filled her arse.

"Time to properly fuck this office slut," Dave growled, his thick eight-inch cock pressing against Beverly's visibly wet entrance. Rod's own cock throbbed painfully in his jeans as he watched Dave's impressive length start to stretch his wife.

Beverly arched her back as Dave entered her roughly, driving deep in one powerful thrust. Her theatrical giggles from earlier transformed into raw, animal moans. "Oh, fuck yes! Your cock is so fucking big... stretch my tight married pussy!"

Rod fumbled with his zip, freeing his aching cock as he watched Dave establish a punishing rhythm. Beverly's tits rippled with each thrust, drawing Charlie's immediate attention. The younger man's hands eagerly grasped her heavy breasts, squeezing and pinching her nipples as Dave pounded her.

"Such a good little slut," Stuart's cultured voice had grown husky as he moved to Beverly's head. Her moans were muffled as Stuart fed his long cock between her lips, the position over the table's edge giving him perfect access to her throat.

Rod tried to pace himself, gripping his cock loosely as he watched the three men use his wife. The contrast between Dave's thick shaft stretching Beverly's pussy and Rod's own modest size was stark. Beverly's muffled moans around Stuart's cock grew more desperate as Dave's powerful thrusts intensified.

"Fucking hell, her tits are fucking amazing," Charlie grunted, manhandling Beverly's heavy breasts. His rough treatment only seemed to excite her more, her body writhing between the three men as they used her holes.

Beverly pulled off Stuart's cock with a wet gasp. "Harder! Fuck me harder with that big cock!" Her voice was raw with genuine need as Dave responded by increasing his pace. Rod's hand moved faster on his own shaft before he forced himself to slow down, not wanting to cum too soon.

Dave's large hands gripped Beverly's hips, pulling her onto his thick length as Stuart reclaimed her mouth. The wet sounds of both holes being thoroughly fucked filled the room, punctuated by Beverly's muffled moans and the men's grunts of pleasure.

Rod watched in awe as his previously "innocent" wife took both cocks expertly, her body responding to the rough treatment with obvious enthusiasm. Charlie continued mauling her tits, his fingers squeezing hard leaving red marks on her skin, clearly enjoying how they bounced and jiggled with Dave's powerful thrusts.

The coffee table creaked under their combined movements as Dave's pace grew more brutal. Beverly's legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper as Stuart fucked her throat. Rod's cock throbbed in his loose grip as he watched his wife being thoroughly claimed by her colleagues.

Rod watched Charlie sprawl back onto their sofa, his muscular frame taking up the full length. The younger man's thick cock stood proudly upright as Beverly moved to straddle him, her stockinged legs trembling slightly. She bit her lip in anticipation as she positioned herself over Charlie's impressive shaft, her pussy almost appearing to open up to welcome it.

"Fuck me, look at those tits," Charlie groaned as Beverly sank down onto him, taking his cock inside. Her head fell back, a guttural moan escaping as she took his full length. Rod's cock throbbed as he watched his wife's pussy stretch around Charlie's girth. Rod groaned, knowing exactly how hot and welcoming her pussy was, and how Charlie must be feeling in that moment.

Beverly started a steady rhythm, her heavy breasts bouncing wildly with each movement. Charlie's hands reached up to grasp them, roughly kneading the flesh as Beverly rode him. The wet sounds of their joining filled the room.

Stuart moved alongside Beverly, his long cock level with her face. She turned eagerly to the side, opening her mouth as Stuart fed his length between her lips. Rod's hand moved faster on his own shaft as he watched his wife take both men simultaneously.

"Need some lube." Dave's commanding voice snapped Rod from his trance. He stumbled forward, his neglected cock swinging as he retrieved the bottle from beside the sofa. Dave took it with a knowing smirk, and Rod quickly retreated to his watching position.

Dave's large hands gripped the jewelled base of Beverly's plug. With a swift movement, he pulled it free, making her squeal around Stuart's cock. Her exposed hole gaped slightly, making Rod's breath catch. Dave coated his thick length generously with lube, then pressed the head against Beverly's puckered entrance.

Charlie's hips thrust up and down like a jackhammer, making Beverly's whole body shake. Her breasts bounced violently in Charlie's grip as Dave slowly pressed forward. Rod fumbled for his phone, knowing he needed to capture this moment.

Beverly's muffled moan around Stuart's cock grew louder as Dave's impressive girth stretched her arse. Rod's hands shook slightly as he took photos, making sure to capture every detail of his wife being filled by multiple men.

"Proper airtight now," Charlie grunted, still hammering upward. "Taking cock in every hole like a good office slut."

Rod's cock leaked precum as he watched Beverly sandwiched between the three men. Any trace of her innocent act had vanished, replaced by raw animal need as she was thoroughly used by her colleagues. His hand moved faster on his shaft as Dave established a steady rhythm in her arse.

"That's it," Dave growled, his hands gripping Beverly's hips. "Taking all our cocks like you were made for it." Rod's phone captured short videos of the obscene display, his wife's body stretched and filled completely by her well-hung co-workers.

Rod's free hand stroked his cock as he watched Beverly writhe between the three men. Her body tensed, back arching as another orgasm ripped through her.

"So full... so fucking full!" Beverly wailed around Stuart's cock, her words muffled but desperate. Charlie's relentless pounding from below and Dave's thick shaft stretching her arse had her cumming almost continuously.

"That's it, take it like the office slut you are," Dave growled, his fingers digging into Beverly's hips. "Going to be getting this treatment a lot from now on."

Stuart pulled his cock from Beverly's lips, letting her cry out properly. "Our company whore needs regular servicing, doesn't she?" His cultured voice had grown rough with lust.

"Proper dirty little slut," Charlie grunted, still obsessively groping Beverly's huge bouncing tits. "These fucking tits, mate. Fucking incredible."

Beverly's whole body convulsed as another orgasm hit. "Please... fill me up... breed your office whore!"

Rod's cock throbbed painfully as he watched Dave's rhythm grow erratic. The team leader's groan of release sent shivers down Rod's spine as he emptied himself deep in Beverly's arse.

Stuart was next, painting Beverly's face and tits with thick ropes of cum while Charlie continued hammering up into her pussy. Dave and Stuart high-fived over Beverly's trembling form, making Rod's cock leak precum.

"Fucking take it all!" Charlie roared, his gym-honed body tensing as he erupted inside Beverly. His hands never left her breasts, squeezing and pinching as he filled her pussy.

The sight of his cum-covered wife being thoroughly bred by her colleagues pushed Rod over the edge. His own release splashed across his stomach and the floor as he watched Beverly collapse forward onto Charlie's chest, cum leaking from her well-used holes.

Dave was already pulling his expensive trousers back on, checking his Rolex. "Pub's still open. Fancy a pint?"

Stuart adjusted his designer glasses, tucking himself away. "Capital idea. Could use a whiskey after that workout."

Charlie seemed reluctant to release Beverly's breasts, still fondling them as she lay limp across him. "Proper good fuck that was. Your tits are fucking amazing, Bev."

Rod watched the men dress, their casual banter a stark contrast to the debauchery of moments before. Beverly remained sprawled on the sofa where Charlie had finally deposited her, cum coating her body and leaking from her stretched holes.

"Same time next week?" Dave suggested, shrugging on his jacket. Rod nodded eagerly as he gathered cleaning supplies, ready to tend to his thoroughly-used wife.

◆◆◆

Rod watched the front door close behind Dave and the others, his heart still racing from the evening's events. The sound of their drunken laughter faded as they headed towards the pub. Beverly remained sprawled on the sofa, cum glistening on her skin in the soft lamplight.

"Come here, babe." Beverly's voice had changed completely - no trace of her usual giggly, innocent tone remained. The transformation made Rod's spent cock twitch as he moved closer.

"That went perfectly," Beverly purred, pulling him down beside her. Her hand found his, squeezing gently. "You played your part beautifully. The perfect supportive husband, just eager enough but not too obvious."

Rod felt himself flush with pride at her praise. "You were amazing. The way you handled them all..." He gestured at her cum-covered body. "They had no idea you were in control the whole time."

Beverly's laugh was rich and knowing. "Did you see Dave's face when he thought he was commanding me? So convinced he was the one in charge." She stretched languidly, wincing slightly. "Though I have to admit, that cock of his lived up to expectations."

"The photos..." Rod fumbled for his phone. "Want to see how perfect you looked taking all three of them?"

"In a minute." Beverly's hand found his growing erection. "First, I want to properly thank my wonderful husband for letting me live out our fantasy." Her fingers squeezed him through his jeans. "For playing along so perfectly while I got thoroughly fucked by my well-hung colleagues."

Rod groaned as Beverly's skilled touch brought him fully hard again. "The way you acted all innocent at first..."

"I know." Beverly's voice dripped satisfaction. "Poor naive Beverly, she doesn't understand why the lads stare at her massive boobs." Her free hand cupped one cum-splattered breast. "Though, ouch, Charlie's obsession with them was a bit much. Bless him."

"Stuart believed every word of his psychological manipulation..." Rod's breath hitched as Beverly unzipped his jeans.

"Mmm, he did." Beverly's knowing smirk was so different from her office persona. "Too busy analysing my 'submissive tendencies' to realize I was the one pulling his strings." She leaned closer, voice dropping to a whisper. "Now, shall we get cleaned up and celebrate our successful manipulation in private?"

◆◆◆

Rod watched Beverly stretch out on their bed, the white towel barely covering her curves. Water droplets from her shower glistened on her skin, drawing his attention to the marks scattered across her body. Deep purple love bites decorated her breasts, while finger-shaped bruises wrapped around her hips. His cock stirred in his boxers despite having cum twice already that evening.

"You can't take your eyes off them, can you babe?" Beverly's voice held none of the giggly innocence from earlier. This was pure sex and confidence. Even her tone had transformed now they were alone.

"They... they really marked you up..." Rod's voice caught as he traced a particularly dark bruise with his finger.

"Mmm, and those are just the ones you can see..." Beverly stretched languidly, making the towel ride higher. Rod's cock twitched at the implication of hidden marks in more intimate places.

"I've been watching so much porn lately," Rod admitted, his cheeks flushing. "Ever since I first suspected... I found myself searching for hotwife videos. Busty wives with multiple men." He swallowed hard. "Like tonight."

Beverly's knowing smirk made his heart race. She'd been ten steps ahead of him this whole time. "Tell me what you liked best about tonight..." she purred.

"When Dave... when he was in your arse..." Rod's cock strained against his boxers at the memory. "And you looked right at me..."

"While I was moaning like a proper slut around Stuart's cock?" Beverly's crude words from his normally innocent wife made Rod throb. "You loved seeing me stuffed airtight, didn't you?"

"I know... I could see how much you loved it." Rod couldn't take his eyes off her. She was glowing, more radiantly beautiful than ever in her thoroughly fucked state.

"I need this now, Rod," Beverly's voice grew husky. "Need to be filled, used..." She shifted, letting the towel fall open slightly.

"Dave's already talking about client meetings..." She bit her lip, watching Rod's reaction.

"You want to fuck them too?" Rod's voice cracked with arousal.

"Want me to be the office slut properly?" Beverly's question made Rod nod eagerly, his cock fully hard again at the prospect.

"Such a good husband, sharing your wife..." Beverly purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. The innocent giggles from earlier were gone, replaced by raw sexuality.

"I love watching you take those big cocks," Rod breathed, his own modest erection straining against his boxers. Why does my smallness excite me so much? The thought made his cock leak precum.

Beverly's eyes sparkled with mischief. "I need more than just the office boys though..."

"Other men from outside the office too?" Rod's voice cracked with arousal.

"As many as I want?" Beverly's towel slipped off her, revealing more marks across her breasts. Rod's cock throbbed at the sight. She's insatiable now... perfect.

His eyes fixed on a particularly dark love bite just above her nipple as her hand slid between her legs. "Want to taste where they've been?"

"Please..." Rod whimpered, his cock leaking steadily now.

"Such a good cuck for me..." Beverly's words made Rod's entire body pulse with need. That word... makes me throb.

"No going back now..." Beverly's voice held both warning and promise.

"Don't want to. Love you like this." More than ever actually, Rod realised as his cock strained painfully against his boxers.

Beverly pulled him up onto the bed, kissing him deeply. Rod moaned as he tasted other men on her tongue, his cock pressing against her thigh through his boxers. Both knew this was just the beginning.

She spread her legs, showing Rod her used holes, still wet and slightly gaping. "Still full of their cum..."

Rod dove between her thighs eagerly, his cock leaking constantly now.

"My perfect husband..." Beverly stroked his hair as he lapped at her.

"My beautiful hotwife..." Rod mumbled against her pussy, everything finally making perfect sense.


Epilogue "Business Development"

Dave leaned back in his leather chair, glancing at the quarterly reports on his monitor while running his fingers through Beverly's blonde hair. Her head bobbed steadily beneath his desk, her skilled tongue working his thick shaft as she knelt between his spread legs, his trousers bunched around his ankles.

"That's it, good girl," he murmured, scrolling through the impressive numbers with his free hand. Team productivity had shot up 40% since their "arrangement" began three months ago. Funny how having a busty office slut available on demand improved morale.

His mind drifted to how perfectly his plan had worked. Taking innocent little Beverly - Rod's naïve wife with those stupidly large tits - and gradually corrupting her into their communal plaything. Though in hindsight, perhaps she hadn't been quite as innocent as she'd pretended. The speed with which she'd embraced her new role suggested hidden depths.

Beverly's tongue swirled around his cockhead, making him grunt softly. He tightened his grip in her hair, remembering how she'd looked at that first team meeting after her birthday party - still playing shy despite having taken all their cocks the weekend before. Now she was under his desk most mornings, starting his day with those perfect cock-sucking lips.

The Morrison contract meeting next week would be interesting. Those old boys wouldn't stand a chance once Beverly served coffee in her new low-cut blouse. Dave smirked, imagining their faces. Though they'd have to earn it like everyone else had. Maybe he'd have Rod take notes while Beverly worked her magic.

The arrangement had worked out perfectly. Charlie got her at lunch, usually bent over the supply closet shelves. Stuart preferred after hours, playing his psychological games in the conference room. And Dave... well, Dave took her whenever he wanted. Rod got sloppy seconds at home, probably licking their cum from his wife's used holes.

Beverly's oral skills had improved dramatically with practice. Each of them had their specialities - Charlie loved her tits, Stuart her arse, but Dave enjoyed her mouth best. Especially during morning meetings like this, multitasking between work and pleasure.

His calendar was filling up nicely with client entertainment opportunities. The team's success meant more prospects to convert, and Beverly would be instrumental in closing those deals.

◆◆◆

The bathroom door clicked shut, leaving Beverly alone in the corporate restroom. Her fingers worked frantically between her legs, her other hand stifling her moans as she perched on the toilet seat. Her breasts heaved against her tight blouse, still damp where Dave had marked them earlier.

God, she loved this. Loved how they all thought they were using her, corrupting her. Even Dave, who'd just spent twenty minutes with his cock down her throat, thought he was the one in control. The thought pushed her closer to the edge.

She pictured Rod at home, probably wanking over the photos she'd just sent him of Dave's cum on her tits. Her husband had turned out to be such a perfect partner in this game. The orgasm hit hard, making her bite her lip to keep quiet.

Beverly took a moment to catch her breath, then straightened her skirt and stepped out to the mirrors. Her reflection showed exactly what she wanted the world to see - the office bimbo who'd given in to temptation. Mascara slightly smudged, lipstick messy from Dave's cock, a pearly drop of cum still clinging to her cheek.

"Proper mess, ain't I?" she whispered to her reflection, grinning as she wiped Dave's cum away with a tissue. Her hands moved efficiently, adjusting her clothing, fixing her makeup. To anyone watching, she'd look like a woman trying to hide evidence of a shameful encounter. Perfect.

She pulled out her phone, checking her cleavage was perfectly displayed in her partially unbuttoned blouse. The next client meeting was in an hour - plenty of time for the rumours about her and Dave to reach the conference room. Stuart would be taking notes, analysing every detail. Charlie would be proper obvious about staring at her tits.

And she'd play her part perfectly. The eager-to-please admin who just couldn't help herself around powerful men.

Beverly smirked at her reflection one last time, then typed a quick text to Rod: "Phase 2 started. As you have just seen I got Dave's cum on my tits to prove it. Gonna let Stuart catch me adjusting my knickers next. You're gonna love hearing about this tonight. xx"

Dropping her phone back into her handbag, Beverly checked her lipstick one final time. Outside, she could hear her male colleagues in the office, all of them thinking they were the ones pulling the strings.

"Bloody amateurs," she muttered, then giggled - her practised, breathy laugh that made men's cocks twitch. Time to get back to work. After all, those contracts wouldn't sign themselves, and she had just the assets to close the deals.

The bathroom door swung shut behind her as she sashayed back to her desk, already planning her next "accidental" display. Being the office slut was turning out to be the best career move she'd ever made.
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A Marriage Evolved

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.

A Wife Controlled

Emily Harrington has embraced her new lifestyle with her loving husband James's enthusiastic support. As their journey of exploration continues, the departure of her first lover marks the end of an era - but new horizons beckon as Emily discovers fresh desires and pushes her boundaries further than ever before.

When a chance encounter with a young admirer leads to increasingly daring adventures, Emily finds herself caught between exhilarating pleasure and mounting pressure. As her husband watches proudly from the sidelines, she begins to explore the world of adult entertainment under the guidance of experienced industry professionals. Her natural talent and uninhibited nature quickly catch the attention of producers and fellow performers alike.

However, not everything is as it seems. Dark forces are at work, and Emily soon finds herself trapped in an increasingly dangerous web of manipulation and control. Her young admirer reveals a predatory nature that threatens not just her newfound freedom, but her entire world. With her marriage, career, and reputation at stake, Emily must find the strength to take back control of her destiny.

As she navigates these treacherous waters, Emily discovers unexpected allies in old friends and new acquaintances. Her husband James proves to be her strongest supporter, helping her turn the tables on those who would seek to exploit her. Together, they devise a plan to expose the truth and reclaim their power dynamic.

Throughout her ordeal, Emily's experiences lead her to question her own desires and boundaries. The line between pleasure and danger becomes increasingly blurred as she explores the depths of her submission while maintaining her core strength. Her journey of self-discovery takes unexpected turns, leading her to consider new career possibilities that would have seemed unthinkable mere months ago.

The clubs and private parties of London's exclusive adult scene become both her playground and battlefield. As Emily's reputation grows, so do the opportunities presented to her. But with greater visibility comes increased risk, and she must carefully balance her public persona with her private life.

With James by her side, Emily emerges from her trials stronger and more confident than ever. Their relationship deepens through each challenge, proving that true love can weather any storm. As they look to the future, new doors open - but shadows lurk in unexpected places, hinting at challenges yet to come.

This second instalment in “The Harringtons” series delves deeper into themes of trust, power, and personal growth. Emily's journey from a confident wife to an independent performer showcases the strength found in vulnerability and the power of honest communication in relationships. As the story concludes, readers will find themselves eagerly anticipating what the future holds for this remarkable couple.

Emma's Secret Society

Emma Williams has always found escape in romance novels, carefully hiding her spicier reads behind Jane Austen on her classroom bookshelf. But when her growing Bookstagram following and increasingly explicit book reviews start attracting attention, Emma discovers a hunger for more than just reading about adventure—she wants to live it.

Her supportive husband Jordan has never considered sharing his wife, but Emma's newfound confidence and their deep trust lead them to explore new possibilities together. When their regular movie nights with Jordan's university friends begin taking on a different tone, Emma realises these men she's known for years are seeing her in an entirely new light. Each brings something unique to her journey: Dan's gentle strength, Marc's passionate intensity, Tom's artistic vision, and Ryan's arrogant challenge to everything she thought she knew about herself.

But it's Ryan who proves the most complicated. Their antagonistic relationship masks a deeper connection—one that becomes impossible to ignore when Emma discovers he's been secretly following her book reviews under the username DarkDomReader. A snowstorm forces them to confront their feelings, leading to an arrangement none of them expected but all of them needed.

What starts as exploration evolves into something deeper, as Emma navigates relationships with each man while maintaining the primary bonds with Jordan and Ryan. From steamy photography sessions and culinary seduction to passionate encounters, Emma discovers different facets of her sexuality with each unique connection. Her Instagram following grows as she documents her journey through book reviews that become increasingly personal, drawing thousands of followers into her world of literary and literal passion.

Through it all, Emma remains the confident centre of this reverse harem romance, calling the shots and setting boundaries while exploring her deepest desires. Her transformation from shy English teacher to empowered seductress drives the narrative, proving that quiet bookworms often hide the wildest dreams. The men in her life support and encourage her journey, each adding their own chapter to her story while respecting her marriage and choices.

This steamy contemporary romance features multiple fan-favourite tropes: reverse harem, enemies to lovers, forced proximity, best friend's wife, and hotwife dynamics. The story explores themes of sexual awakening, polyamory, trust, and the power of honest communication in relationships. While explicit in its intimate scenes, the focus remains on emotional connections and character growth throughout.

Readers will find themselves drawn into Emma's world, where book recommendations lead to real-life adventures, and social media becomes a playground for exploration. The story celebrates female sexuality and empowerment while maintaining the emotional depth that romance readers crave. From the initial spark of attraction to the final fiery resolution, every scene builds upon the growing connections between characters.

The Personal Trainer

The Personal Trainer
A Hotwife Tales Novella
Jessica Swan never expected a gym membership to change her marriage. When her supportive husband Mike encourages her to work with Blake, Elite Performance Fitness's most sought-after personal trainer, she's only thinking about getting in shape.

Blake Thompson is professional, hands-on, and knows exactly how to push his clients to their limits. His reputation for transforming bodies is matched only by his ability to read couple dynamics, especially when a husband seems particularly encouraging.

As the training sessions progress, Jessica finds herself responding to more than just Blake's exercise regime. The way he positions her, corrects her form, and praises her progress awakens something she never knew she needed. Meanwhile, Mike's encouraging presence adds an unexpected layer of excitement to their sessions.

When a chance encounter in the steam room raises the temperature beyond professional boundaries, Jessica discovers her husband's surprising reaction. Could Mike's supportive behaviour be more than just innocent encouragement?

As Jessica explores her emerging desires with both men's explicit approval, she discovers that sometimes the strongest marriages are built on complete trust, open communication, and shared adventures. But crossing boundaries at the gym might just give her the workout of her life...

A steamy tale of trust, desire, and modern relationship dynamics, "The Personal Trainer" explores what happens when professional touches become something more - with her husband's full encouragement.

This novella features consensual adult situations, passionate encounters, and married couples exploring alternative lifestyle choices. Part of the Hotwife Tales series but can be read as a complete standalone story.
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