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Introduction


This 19k word novella is the 14th in my “Cuckold Tales” series of stand-alone dark and explicit erotica.

A dark tale of a wife's submission – only not to her husband.

If you wish to contact me (be nice!), my e-mail:  contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk.

In a pure co-incidence, my lovely wife Rachel has written her first two ‘proper’ hotwife books – “Bluebird”, and the follow up "Bluebird Ascending", which are available on Kindle Unlimited, eBook, and Paperback.  The series is written almost fully from the POV of the wife – which I think brings an exciting different aspect to it.  Men like me who are into the kink do love to know what the women is thinking.  You can find the book links on our website here; https://authorchrisrider.co.uk/ , or just search for Rachel Rider on Amazon!  If you enjoy it, she also loves feedback; rachel@authorchrisrider.co.uk  – don't worry, I'm not the jealous type!

JOIN THE MAIL LIST!

Sign up here and be informed when new books by Chris & Rachel Rider are published or are ready for pre-order!
https://subscribepage.io/chrisrider


one
1: Observer Status


Matty stood in front of the wardrobe, holding two shirts. Blue or white. White or blue. Christ, why was this so difficult? Just a shirt for dinner, for their anniversary.

Ten years. That should mean something. It did mean something. Tonight would prove it.

He'd already showered, shaved carefully - but not carefully enough it turned out, there was a tiny bit of tissue stuck to his jaw where he'd nicked himself - and pulled on his good navy trousers. They were slightly tight around the waist. He'd put on weight recently. Not much, half a stone, maybe. Janet hadn't said anything, but he'd noticed the way his belt sat differently, the way his shirts strained across his belly when he sat down.

He sucked his stomach in and checked his reflection in the wardrobe mirror. Not too bad. He looked... fine. Presentable. The kind of man who could take his wife to an exclusive restaurant in central London and not embarrass her.

"Blue or white?" He turned to Janet, held up both shirts. "I'm thinking white, but does that look too... I don't know, too formal? Richard said the place was exclusive, but I don't want to look like I'm trying too hard."

Janet was sitting on the edge of the bed, phone in her hand, thumbs moving across the screen. She didn't look up.

"White's fine."

"You sure? Because I could-"

"Matty." She glanced at him. Brief. Dismissive. "White's fine. Doesn't matter."

Doesn't matter. Right. White it was, then. He pulled it on, fumbled with the buttons. His hands were shaking slightly. Stupid. It's just dinner. Just an anniversary dinner that his boss had kindly arranged because Matty had mentioned it at work, mentioned ten years, mentioned wanting to do something nice, and Richard had said, "Leave it to me." Which was generous. Really generous. Richard didn't have to do that, but he had, and Matty would have to thank him properly. Maybe a bottle of something. Whisky. Richard liked whisky. Single malts. Expensive stuff.

Matty tucked the shirt in, fastened his belt, checked himself again. The belly was still there. No point dwelling.

Janet stood. She was in her underwear: black lace bra, matching knickers, nothing he recognised, she must have treated herself – maybe he was getting lucky tonight. She was holding the dress. The dress had been laid out on the bed earlier, still in its courier box with the tissue paper folded back. Black and slinky, quite obviously expensive. The label was something Matty didn't recognise, but he knew it cost money.

Janet stepped into it, pulled it up over her hips. The fabric slid against her skin, smooth and dark, and Matty's mouth went dry. She adjusted the straps, the backless design showing her shoulder blades, the curve of her spine, and the dress fell to mid-thigh, clung to her arse, her waist, like it had been made for her body. There wasn't a zip, it just fitted perfectly.

She looks incredible.

No. Not just incredible. She looked expensive. That was the word. Like she cost money. Money Matty didn't have. Richard had just... sent it as an anniversary gift. Like it was nothing. Because for Richard, maybe it was nothing, after all Richard earned five times what Matty did, maybe more. Richard drove an Audi, lived in Belsize Park, wore suits that didn't come from Marks & Spencer.

And Janet was standing there, wearing Richard's gift, and she looked happy. Happier than she'd looked in months.

Matty swallowed. "Well. You look amazing."

"Thank you." She said it absently, already reaching for something on the dressing table.

A necklace. Thin silver chain, delicate, catching the light. Something else Matty had never seen before, had she gone shopping for her own present?

She fastened it around her neck, fingers working the clasp at the back of her neck. There was something small there, something at the clasp, but Matty couldn't see it properly from where he stood. She adjusted the chain until it sat perfectly against her collarbone, touched it with one finger, and smiled at her reflection.

"That's pretty," Matty said. His voice sounded too loud in the quiet bedroom. "Is that new too?"

Janet's hand dropped. She picked up her clutch bag from the bed, checked inside it, didn't look at him. "A gift."

A gift. "From...?"

She turned from the mirror. Her eyes met his for half a second, then slid away. "We should go soon. The Uber's arriving in ten minutes."

She hadn't answered. She'd just changed the subject. Maybe it was from her mum.

He didn't push, as pushing led to arguments, and arguments led to her being distant, and he couldn't bear her being more distant than she already was. So he nodded. Said, "Right, yeah, don't want to be late."

She was wearing perfume that smelled different, richer, not the usual stuff from Boots but something French, something that probably came in a black bottle with gold lettering.

Janet checked her phone again. The screen lit her face. She smiled, small and private, and slipped the phone into her bag.

"Five minutes," she said.

They gathered coats, keys. Matty held the door for her as they left the flat, descended the narrow stairs to Fortress Road. It was cold outside, damp pavement glistening under the streetlights, Friday evening foot traffic streaming past.

The Uber pulled up; a black Prius, slightly too warm inside when Matty opened the door. He let Janet slide in first, followed, pulled the door shut. The driver glanced back, confirmed the destination (an address in Bloomsbury, just a number, no name), and pulled into traffic.

Matty filled the silence. He always did this when he was nervous. Talked too much. Filled every gap because silence meant she might be thinking about something he didn't want her thinking about.

"This is really kind of Richard. I mean, he didn't have to do this. Arrange all this." Why had he? "I should get him something. A thank you. Do you think he'd like whisky? I could-"

"Matty." Janet was looking out the window, voice flat. "It's fine."

"I know, I just... I want to say thanks properly. He's been good to me at work, you know? Gave me that Peterson account last month, even though I thought Davies would get it. I think Richard sees potential in me. Or maybe he just... I don't know. He's generous. He's a generous guy."

Janet's fingers drummed against her thigh. "Yes. He is."

Matty watched her profile. The way the streetlights slid across her face as they drove. She looked calm, relaxed for a change. Yes, he was definitely going to get lucky tonight, he could tell – the dress made her feel sexy.

"You look amazing tonight, by the way." His voice was softer now. "Really. That dress. You look... I don't know. Like you're going somewhere important."

She turned to him. "I am."

The way she said that. Like tonight was important. Which, yeah, it was. Ten years, through ups and downs. Every couple had those barren spells didn’t they – but wine, food, tonight would be different.

Matty looked out his own window. London slid past, orange streetlights blurring into each other. Kentish Town to Camden, Camden to Euston, the streets getting quieter, more expensive. The Northern Line would've been quicker, but Janet had insisted on the Uber. "Richard's paying for it," she'd said. And Matty had nodded. His boss had paid for everything, apparently, he had been generous to a fault.

The Uber slowed. Pulled up outside a Georgian townhouse in a quiet street. The building was tall and red-bricked with sash windows, the sort that whispered old money. No signage. No restaurant name. Just a black door with a brass number plate.

This doesn't look like a restaurant. "You sure this is right?"

She nodded as she reached for the door handle.

They got out, and the Uber drove away, red taillights disappearing round the corner. The street was silent. Residential and expensive. The kind of place where people didn't make noise, where curtains stayed drawn, where discretion was currency.

Matty stared at the black door. "This doesn't look like a restaurant."

Janet was already walking towards it. Heels clicking on the pavement. She stopped at the door, pressed the buzzer. Above the door, a camera tilted, a red-light blinking. Matty stood behind her, cold January air biting through his coat, and his stomach did something uncomfortable.

After a moment, the lock clicked, and Janet pushed the door open. It swung inward, silent, and revealed stone steps descending into darkness. Red light bled up from below. Muffled music, something low and rhythmic, barely audible.

She looked back at him. "Come on."

Matty didn't move. This isn't a restaurant. "This is... are you sure this is right? There's no sign."

"It's members-only." Her voice was patient, like she was explaining something to a child. "Come on."

"But how do you-"

"Matty." Softer now, but firm. "Trust me."

Trust her. Right. Of course he trusted her. Even when she came home late smelling of after nights out with the girls. Even when she stopped reaching for him in bed. Even when she started going to the gym four times a week and bought new lingerie that he never saw her wear. He trusted her because the alternative was what? Suspicion? Paranoia? He wasn't that guy. He wasn't the jealous husband.

But standing here, outside this black door, with Janet holding it open like she knew exactly where she was going, Matty felt something cold settle in his stomach. Was she about to give him bad news, was that it?

Matty stepped forward. One foot on the top step. The music was louder now, bass thrumming up through the stone. The air smelled different. Expensive. Sandalwood, leather, and there was the smell of good food, so maybe he was worrying for nothing?

The door closed behind him with a soft, final click, and he followed Janet down the narrow staircase, red light pulsing around them, and his hands were shaking again. Not from cold this time.


two
2: Descent
The Silver Band


The stone steps down were narrow, each one worn smooth under his feet. How many people had walked down here? How many times had Janet? Red light crawled up the walls from hidden LEDs, staining everything crimson, pooling shadows in the corners like spilled wine. The air turned cooler as they descended. The smell reached him first: sandalwood incense and leather, then hints of perfume, and sweat, maybe? Not unpleasant. Just odd… sexual. He recognised it even if he couldn't define it, and that recognition twisted low in his stomach.

The staircase spat them into a large reception room. Black marble floors, so polished Matty could see himself in them, a distorted shape, anxious and small. The walls were dark wood, mirrored panels everywhere, doubling the space, making it feel infinite and wrong. An ebony desk sat in the centre, glowing amber from hidden lights. Expensive looking. Everything here was clearly expensive. A woman sat behind the desk, her blonde bob sharp as her dark-rimmed glasses, black trouser suit immaculate. She looked up and smiled.

Matty stopped. This was a very weird restaurant. The décor was all wrong. Too dark, too... something. The muffled bass he'd heard from the street was louder here, rhythmic, coming from deeper in the building. He opened his mouth to ask Janet what this place was, but the blonde woman spoke first.

"Ms Pipe, lovely to see you again."

Again.

The word hit him like a slap. His stomach lurched, cold and hollow. Again. Janet had been here before. To this place? How many times?

Janet smiled, warm and genuine. "Hello, Helena. How are you?"

"Very well, thank you. And this must be...?" Helena's gaze slid to Matty, polite curiosity, like she was cataloguing a new piece of furniture.

"My husband. Matty."

"Welcome to Le Cercle Noir, Mr Pipe. First time?"

Matty's mouth was dry, tongue thick. "I... yes. Sorry, is is...?"

"A private members' club." Helena's smile stayed professional, practised. Like she'd said those exact words a thousand times. "Your wife is a valued guest."

Again. Valued guest. Which meant Janet was a regular, and yet she'd never mentioned it to him. This expensive, dark, weird place, and Janet came here without him.

Matty looked at his wife as if for the first time. She was relaxed, smiling as she chatted with Helena like they were old friends, like this was Tesco, not... whatever this was. And Matty stood there in his cheap M&S suit, sweating under his coat, drowning.

Helena gestured to the desk. "If I could just confirm your membership details, Ms Pipe. And we'll add Mr Pipe as your guest this evening."

Janet stepped forward without hesitation. Helena tapped something on a tablet screen, nodded. "Perfect. Now, wristbands."

She opened a drawer, pulled out two fabric bands. She slid one across the polished desk towards Janet. Silver. Matty saw the word stamped into it before Janet even touched it: SUBMISSIVE.

Janet picked it up. Fastened it to her left wrist. No hesitation. No embarrassment. No shame. Her fingers didn't fumble. She didn't ask what it meant. She just knew. This clearly wasn't her first time wearing it.

Helena handed the second band to Matty. White. He turned it over. Saw the stamped text: OBSERVER.

He stared at the word. OBSERVER. "What's... what does that mean?"

Helena's smile stayed professional, like she was explaining a hotel amenity. "It indicates your role this evening. Observers are guests who are here to watch and learn. Very common for first-timers."

Watch and learn.

"Watch... what, exactly?"

Janet touched his arm, soothing, the way she soothed him when he panicked about work. "It's just club terminology, Matty. Don't worry about it. Just put it on."

"But yours says-"

"I know what mine says."

She knew. Janet was fastening that silver band like it was her wedding ring. SUBMISSIVE. What did that mean? And why did Matty's say OBSERVER? Why not GUEST? Why not MEMBER for Janet? Why-

He fastened the band. His fingers fumbled with the Velcro, clumsy, useless. It tightened against his wrist, snug and inescapable, marking him, branding him.

Janet's wristband gleamed silver under the amber lights. She caught him staring, smiled. "It's fine, Matty. Trust me."

And because he always trusted her, because he didn't know what else to do, he nodded.

Helena gestured to a row of small lockboxes behind the desk. "Phones and any recording devices, please. Mandatory, I'm afraid. Discretion is paramount here."

They must get some big names in here, important people maybe?

Janet was already handing over her phone, she of course new the routine, so Matty pulled his from his pocket, placed it in the lockbox Helena indicated. The door clicked shut.

"Enjoy your evening," Helena said, and gestured towards a corridor lined with red carpet, brass fixtures, heavy velvet curtains at the far end.

Janet took Matty's hand. Her palm was warm, steady, while his was clammy and cold. She led him down the corridor. The music was louder now. The bass thrummed through the floor, up through his legs, into his chest. Voices, laughter, something else underneath. Moans? No. Couldn't be. But it sounded like-

They pushed through the curtains, and a large room opened before them. Matty stopped dead.

The room was huge, circular, dark wood panelling climbing the walls like it belonged in a gentleman's club. Walnut, probably. Expensive whatever it was. Low lighting, mostly from brass Art Deco fixtures and small lamps with red silk shades scattered on tables. A central circular bar, backlit in amber, bottles gleaming like jewels. Velvet booths lined the curved walls, some with curtains drawn, others open. Chesterfield sofas, leather armchairs, couples and groups scattered throughout.

But it was the people that froze him.

A woman in a leather harness walked past. Just the harness. Straps across her tits, between her legs, nothing else. She didn't cover herself, didn't hurry. Just walked to the bar like she was fully dressed. Matty caught himself gawping and shut his mouth. A man crawled past on all fours, leather collar, leash in the hand of a woman in a sharp suit. She didn't even look down at him. Across the room, a booth, curtains open: a man kissing another man's neck whilst a woman watched, her hand moving between her own thighs, slow, lazy. Another booth, curtains half-drawn, movement behind them, rhythmic, unmistakable. A woman's moan drifted out, breathy and shameless.

This wasn't a restaurant. This was...

Matty's cock stirred. Just a pulse, low and unwelcome. He tried to ignore it.

"Janet." His voice came out strangled, urgent, too loud. "This is... what is this place?"

She was calm. So bloody calm. "It's a private club. A lifestyle club."

"Lifestyle? You mean-" He couldn't say it. Couldn't form the words. His brain wouldn't let him.

"BDSM. Swinging. Polyamory. Exploration. Yes."

She said it so easily. Like it was normal. Like they were discussing Netflix subscriptions.

"And you've been here? Before?"

She looked at him. Steady. Unashamed. "Yes."

"When? Why didn't you-"

"Matty." She squeezed his hand. "Let's sit down. Richard will explain everything."

Richard. His boss Richard will explain?

Which meant Richard knew about this place. Richard was part of this. His boss. And Janet, his wife, his quiet, professional, HR Manager wife, had been coming here. To this club. This sex club. Where people wore leather and knelt and fucked and-

Matty's legs felt weak, hollow, like the bones had dissolved. He let Janet lead him through the lounge towards a booth near the back, away from the central chaos. He tried not to stare but he couldn't help it. A woman bent over a table, her dress hiked up, a man's hand on her arse, squeezing. Another booth, curtains open, a man tied to a chair, blindfolded, a woman circling him with a riding crop, leather slapping skin. The sounds, Christ, the sounds: moans, gasps, the crack of leather, laughter, wet sounds, rhythmic sounds, sex sounds, all of it so loud, so present, so real.

This was where Janet came.

This was where his wife had been, whilst he sat at home watching Netflix, drinking Tesco wine, thinking everything was fine.

Thursdays. She said she had work drinks on Thursdays after the gym. Was this where she came? Was this-

They reached a booth. Red velvet, plush, a small brass lamp casting warm light. Janet slid in, easy, familiar. She gestured for Matty to sit beside her. He did so on automatic, his body moved but his brain lagged behind, still processing, still catching up.

A staff member appeared. Androgynous, platinum blonde hair, waistcoat and bow tie. Janet ordered champagne without looking at a menu. She knew what to order here.

Matty stared at his hands. At the white wristband naming him OBSERVER. The word seemed to glow in the dim red light.

The champagne arrived. Two flutes, bubbles rising, light catching them, golden and pretty. Janet sipped hers. Matty's sat untouched. He couldn't reach for it, his hand felt too heavy and clumsy.

And then as he scanned the room, Matty saw him.

Richard. His helpful generous boss, walking through the velvet curtains at the entrance like some bloke in the movies. Tall, broad-shouldered, dark grey suit that probably cost more than Matty's monthly salary. No tie tonight though, his top button undone making him looked more relaxed. At ease in a place like this, people fucking and doing God knows what around him.

Richard scanned the lounge, and found them, his eyes locked on Janet first and smiled.

Bugger.

[image: ]

Every Thursday

Matty watched Richard closing the distance between them and his stomach dropped. Tall, immaculate in that dark grey suit, the fabric catching the low amber light like something out of a magazine. No tie tonight, his top button undone. At ease with his surroundings in a very opposite way to how Matty felt.

Matty's first instinct was relief, stupid and pathetic and desperate. Richard's here. Richard will explain. Maybe this was a test. Some bizarre team-building exercise. Maybe Richard was about to laugh, clap him on the shoulder, say "Got you, mate!" and they'd all go to some Harvester pub and Matty could stop feeling like his brain was melting.

Except Richard wasn't looking at him, Richard was looking at Janet.

And she was looking back, and her face had changed. Softened maybe? She leaned forward slightly, like a flower turning towards the sun, and Richard smiled. Not the polite work smile Matty saw in the office every day. Something warmer.

Richard held a champagne flute already. He'd obviously been here before they arrived. This was his territory, his world.

He reached the booth and slid in opposite them, back to the wall, surveying the room like a king surveying his court. He set down his glass, leaned forward, and kissed Janet on both cheeks. Lingered on the second. His hand rested on her shoulder, fingers curling slightly.

Matty coughed, trying to pull their attention. But Janet didn't pull away, she leaned into it.

"Janet." Richard's voice was warm, low, intimate. "The dress looks perfect on you."

"Thank you, Sir." Her voice had dropped, almost submissive. "I wore it for you, as you requested."

Hold the fuck on, Sir?

Matty's throat closed. He blinked, opened his mouth, but no sound came out. His ears rang. Sir. Janet calling his boss Sir. When had that started? When had his quiet, professional wife started calling another man Sir, and why did it sound so natural coming from her lips?

Richard's hand slid from Janet's shoulder and he turned, finally, to Matty. Extended his hand across the table. "Matty, my boy."

Matty took it. The handshake was firm. Too bloody firm. Richard's fingers crushed his, ground the bones together until Matty's knuckles ached. When he pulled away his hand throbbed. What was that about?

Richard smiled. "Happy anniversary, Matty. Ten years you’ve kept hold of this beautiful woman."

"Thanks." Matty's voice sounded thin, reedy. He cleared his throat. Tried again. "And thanks for this, Richard. Really. You didn't have to-"

"Oh, I wanted to." Richard glanced at Janet again. A small, knowing smile. "We both did. It was time."

Time for what?

"Janet and I have been seeing each other, Matty."

The words landed like a fist. Direct. No preamble.

What? I must have mis-heard, he can’t mean… "What?"

"For eight months. Every Thursday."

The room tilted. Matty's vision blurred at the edges, sound muffling like his head had been shoved underwater. Eight months. The words didn't make sense. They were English, he understood them individually, but together they were impossible.

"You're joking." The laugh that came out of him was wrong, strangled, too high.

"I'm not."

Matty looked at Janet. Waited for her contradict him, to tell Richard to stop this ridiculous spiteful wind-up, to reach for Matty's hand and make it not real. Please. Please, Janet.

But she didn't. Instead she met his imploring gaze with a kind of sad calm, and her silence was worse than anything Richard could have said.

"Janet." His voice cracked. "Tell me he's joking."

"He's not joking, Matty."

The room was too loud. Moans and leather and laughter pressing in from all sides. He couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Eight months. All those Thursdays. All those nights she'd kissed him goodbye, told him she'd be home by ten, and come back with that flush, that glow he'd thought was from the gym and a wine with a friend after.

"The gym," he whispered. "You said you were going to the gym."

Janet looked down at her hands. "I know."

"And I believed you. Every single time, I-" His voice broke. Heat flooded his face, his eyes stinging, and he pressed his lips together hard, trying to hold it in. He couldn't cry. Not here. Not in front of Richard, in front of these strangers, in front of his wife who'd been lying to him for eight months.

How many times had Richard fucked her? How many times had she come home and climbed into bed beside Matty, still warm from another man, and let him kiss her goodnight whilst Richard's cum dried between her thighs?

His stomach lurched, and if he’d eaten, he’d probably be spilling his guts right now. Small mercies.

"It's more than just an affair, Matty." Richard's voice was still calm, almost gentle. Clinical. "Janet and I have a dynamic. I'm her Dominant. She's my submissive." His hand moved across the table, covered Janet's. Possessive. Casual. "My property. She's chosen that. Haven't you, Janet?"

Janet looked at Richard. Her face softened, opened, became something Matty didn't recognise.

"Yes, Sir."

"Why are you calling him that?" Matty's voice was hoarse, broken. "Janet, why would you-"

She finally looked at him. Her expression was calm and resolved. No guilt or shame showed.

"Because he's my Master, Matty. And I'm his."

Master. Property. His.

The words kept coming, piling on top of each other until Matty couldn't breathe under the weight of them. His vision swam. Black spots at the edges. He gripped the table, knuckles white, trying to anchor himself, trying not to pass out right here in this booth whilst his wife sat across from him calling another man her Master.

And underneath the devastation, underneath the nausea and the disbelief and the shock, something else stirred. Something hot and unwelcome. His cock pulsed, just once, blood rushing south, and Matty hated himself for it.

No. No, not now, not for this.

But it didn't matter what his brain wanted. His body was responding to something deeper. To Janet's submission. To Richard's control. To the fact that his wife belonged to someone else and she'd chosen it and she was happy about it.

Richard stood. The movement was sudden, commanding, and Matty flinched.

Richard extended his hand to Janet. "Come here."

She took it with no hint of hesitation and rose from the booth like she'd been pulled by a string, graceful, eager.

Richard looked down at Matty. Held his gaze. "Stay here and watch.", and then he led Janet away.

Matty should have moved. Should have followed, shouted, done something. But he sat there, frozen, useless, watching as Richard guided his wife through the lounge towards the centre of the room, his hand on the small of her back, possessive, and Janet walked beside him like she belonged there.

There was a platform in the centre of the room. Small, raised, and draped in red velvet. A spotlight above it cast a pool of warm light. Other people were noticing the pair now, heads turning, conversations quieting. This was theatre, and they knew Janet was about to perform.

Richard positioned her in the centre of the platform. Spoke to her low, words Matty couldn't hear but he could see Janet nodding, see her face, serene and eager, see the way she looked at Richard like he was the only person in the world.

"Kneel."

That command was loud enough for Matty to hear this time. Loud enough for half the lounge to hear. Janet dropped, just like that, and her knees hit the platform with a soft thud, her hands settling on her thighs, palms up submissive posture, and her head tilted back, looking up at Richard, waiting.

Matty's breath stopped. She'd never knelt for him. Not in ten years of marriage. But for Richard, she dropped like her legs had been cut out from under her, like kneeling was what she'd been waiting to do all evening.

Richard moved behind her. His hands found the zip of her dress. Pulled it down, slow, deliberate, and Matty watched the fabric part, watched Richard slide it off her shoulders, down her body, pool it at her knees. She kneeled there in black lace, and Matty's cock throbbed.

Expensive lingerie. Matty hadn't bought it. Richard's lingerie. Richard's plaything.

The room seemed to hold its breath – then Richard's hands moved over her body. Possessive and bold. He cupped her breasts through the lace, thumbs brushing her nipples, and Janet's breath hitched. She seemed needy as she arched into his touch, pressing herself into his hands like she couldn't help it.

Matty's cock was hardening properly now. Thickening in his trousers, undeniable, shameful, and he couldn't stop it.

Richard pulled her back to her feet and unhooked her bra. He let it fall, leaving her small and perfect breasts exposed for all to see, and he cupped them again, squeezed, pinched her nipples hard until she gasped. His other hand slid down her stomach, hooked into the waistband of her knickers, and pulled them down slowly – like unwrapping a present for the viewers. Janet stepped out of them and stood there naked except for her heels and the silver chain.

Richard positioned her. Hands on her hips, turning her slightly so the lounge could see her profile, so Matty could see everything. Her breasts. Her flat stomach. The smooth bare skin between her thighs. When had she started shaving her cunt completely? She'd never done that for him.

Richard tilted her chin up. Made her look into his eyes.

"Who do you belong to?"

His voice carried, loud enough for Matty to hear across the room. Loud enough for everyone to hear.

"You, Sir."

"Say it again. Louder."

"I belong to you, Sir." Her voice was clear, certain, shameless.

"And who's watching?"

Janet's eyes flicked towards the booth. Towards Matty. Held his gaze for one long, devastating heartbeat.

"My husband, Sir."

"Good girl."

Richard's hand slid between her thighs with no warning. Just his hand cupping her cunt, possessive, and Janet's knees buckled slightly. He held her up with his other arm around her waist, kept her standing, kept her on display whilst his fingers moved against her.

"Spread your legs."

She did – moving her feet shoulder-width apart, and now Matty could see Richard's hand moving, could see his fingers sliding through her folds, and even from here, even across the room, Matty could see the wetness glistening on Richard's fingers.

She's soaked, fucking dripping wet – all for him.

Matty's cock strained against his trousers, thick and aching, and he pressed his hand against his lap, trying to hide it, but it throbbed under his palm.

Richard slid two fingers deep inside her, and Janet gasped, loud and sharp, and her hands flew to Richard's shoulders, gripping, steadying herself.

"Stay still," Richard barked. "Hands at your sides."

Janet's hands dropped immediately, obeying his command, her fists clenched, trembling, whilst Richard finger-fucked her in front of the room. Slow at first, deliberate, his fingers sliding in and out, wet sounds audible even over the lounge's ambient noise, and Janet's breathing was ragged, desperate.

"How does it feel?" Richard's voice was calm, conversational, like he was asking about the weather.

"Good, Sir." Her voice shook.

"Better than your husband?"

A pause as Matty held his breath. Say no…

"Yes, Sir. So much better."

The words hit him like a punch. So much better. Not just better. So much better. Ten years of marriage, and Richard's two fingers were better than anything Matty had ever done.

Richard's pace increased. Harder. Faster. His fingers curling inside her, hitting some spot Matty had never found, never even known existed, and Janet's moans were getting louder, higher, desperate.

"Don't come yet," Richard said. "Not until I tell you."

"Yes, Sir." She was panting now, her thighs trembling, her whole body taut and straining.

"Tell your husband what I'm doing to you."

Janet's head turned. Found Matty across the room. Her eyes locked on his, and she spoke, breathless, shameless.

"He's fingering me, Matty. In front of everyone. His fingers are inside me and I'm so close, I'm so fucking close, and I can't come until he lets me."

Matty couldn't breathe. His hand was pressed against his cock now, unconsciously rubbing slightly through the fabric, and he couldn't stop, couldn't help it.

"Do you like it?" Richard asked her.

"Yes, Sir. I love it."

"Do you want more?"

"Please, Sir. Please."

"Beg."

"Please, Sir, please let me come, I need it, I need you, please, I'll do anything, just please-"

"Come."

The word was a command, and Janet obeyed. Her body convulsed, back arching, head thrown back, and she let out a noise - high and unrestrained and filthy, echoing through the lounge, and her thighs clenched around Richard's hand whilst her cunt spasmed around his fingers.

Richard held her through it. Kept his fingers buried inside her, working her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was sobbing, until her legs gave out and he had to hold her upright with his arm around her waist.

And then, slowly, he withdrew his fingers.

They were soaked: glistening and coated in her slick wetness.

Richard looked across the room directly at Matty. Then he brought his fingers to his mouth and slowly sucked them clean. Tasting her. No; savouring her.

And then he smiled.

The lounge erupted in polite applause. Scattered at first, then spreading, patrons clapping, appreciating the performance, and Janet straightened, flushed and glowing and beautiful, and she smiled too, and Richard kissed her forehead, tender, possessive, like she'd done well, his toy had pleased him.

Matty sat frozen in the booth. His hand pressed against his aching cock. His face burning. His eyes wet.

This was real. This was happening. His wife had just come on another man's fingers in front of a room full of strangers, and she'd loved it, and Matty had watched, and he was hard, and he hated himself, but he couldn't look away.

Richard helped Janet off the platform. Draped her dress over her arm but didn't let her put it back on. Led her towards the corridor at the far end of the lounge, the one that led to private rooms, and Janet followed, naked except for heels and the chain, and she didn't look back.

Matty sat there. Alone in the booth. His champagne untouched. His cock hard, hands shaking.

Footsteps approached, and a well-dressed staff member appeared beside the booth, leaned down, and spoke quietly.

"You'll have a better view from the Viewing Gallery, sir. I can show you the way."

Matty looked up. Blinked. His brain felt slow, thick.

The chap waited patiently, no judgement on his features. So Matty stood on weak legs, unsteady, but they carried him. He followed towards the corridor, towards the stairs, towards whatever came next, because he couldn't stop now, couldn't leave, could only follow and watch and accept what he'd become.

An observer. A cuckold. A husband who stayed.
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3: The Cuckold's Gallery


The corridor narrowed around them, red carpet soft underfoot, walls pressing close on either side. The air thickened, warm and humid, and Matty could smell it properly now. Sex. Sweat. Something sharp and musky that coated the back of his throat, made his stomach clench and his cock pulse traitorously in his trousers.

This is it. This is really happening.

Private Room 1. Private Room 2. The doors were closed but the sounds leaked out anyway. A woman's high, breathy moan, climbing higher, breaking into a sob. The rhythmic creak of a bed, fast, relentless, the headboard slamming against the wall. The sharp crack of leather on skin, then a gasp, shocked and hungry, and someone laughing afterwards, low and filthy and satisfied.

People were fucking in those rooms. Right now. Maybe husbands and wives, like him and Janet, except nothing like him and Janet because Janet had never moaned like that, never gasped like that, never begged like that.

Had she? With Richard, she has.

Matty kept walking, kept his eyes forward, kept his gaze focussed on the staff member leading him, didn't look at the doors.

A couple stepped out of Private Room 3. The woman was adjusting her dress, grinning, her hair wild and tangled, lipstick smudged across her mouth. The man behind her was tucking in his shirt, her lipstick smeared across his collar, across his throat, marking him. They walked past Matty without a glance or pause, like stepping out of a room where you'd just fucked was as ordinary as leaving the pub after a pint.

Maybe it was here? Maybe everyone in this place was fucking someone who wasn't their spouse, and it was normal, expected, Thursday bloody night at Le Cercle Noir.

A man crawled past on all fours. Naked except for a leather collar buckled tight around his throat. A woman held the leash, stilettos clicking on the floor, her face calm, serene, like she was walking a dog. Matty pressed himself against the wall to let them pass, and the man crawled by, eyes glazed, blissed out, seeing nothing.

He looked happy. Content. Like being on his knees, being led by a woman who wasn't even looking at him, was exactly where he wanted to be.

Is that what I look like? Is that what I'm going to look like?

Matty was walking towards a room where his wife, his wife, was about to be fucked by another man. By Richard, his boss. And Matty was going to sit in a chair and watch it happen because he’d been told that he'd have a better view from the gallery.

A better view.

Better view of what? Better view of Richard's cock sliding into her? Better view of her face when she comes for him?

Leave. Just turn around and leave. Walk out. Get a taxi. Go home. Pour a drink. Pretend this never happened.

But his legs kept moving forward. One foot in front of the other. Following like a good employee, like a good husband, like a good little cuckold.

The staircase was narrow, black carpet underfoot, brass handrail polished to a mirror shine. Matty could see his reflection in it as the chap gestured up. He could see himself reflected; pale, sweating, and pathetic.

"Just up here, sir."

Matty climbed. Each step felt like walking to his own execution. Or maybe his own awakening. He didn't know which was worse.

The gallery was exactly what he'd expected. Intimate, that's the word, like this was a private screening, a special showing, couples and singles settling in to watch the entertainment.

Plush red velvet seats arranged around a low rail, and down below were glass-walled rooms, each spotlit, every corner visible, every act on display.

Six people were already seated around. Matty counted them without meaning to, anxious habit, always counting, always measuring. Two couples, sitting close, hands-on thighs. A man on his own, older, wedding ring catching the light. A woman on her own, younger, legs crossed, smiling faintly.

They glanced up when Matty walked in. Curious. Assessing. Taking in his white wristband, his sweating face, his obvious discomfort. Then they looked away, back to the rooms below, and Matty knew what they were thinking.

First-timer. Observer. Cuckold.

They'd all seen men like him before.

Marcus pointed to a seat, "Best view of Room 7 from here, sir."

Matty sat. The seat was soft, expensive, the kind of plush velvet that belonged in a West End theatre, not a place where men came to watch their wives get fucked. The comfort felt obscene.

"Can I get you a drink, sir?"

Matty shook his head, his tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth, throat tight.

Marcus nodded, professional, and withdrew. His footsteps receded down the stairs, fading, and then Matty was alone.

Surrounded by strangers in their velvet seats, but alone.

He looked down at the three rooms spread out below him like specimens under a microscope.

Private Room 5 on the left. A woman tied to a large wooden ‘X’ cross, wrists and ankles bound, blindfolded, naked, her body taut and waiting. A man circled her with a flogger, leather tails trailing across her skin, teasing, and she gasped every time he touched her. Matty's stomach clenched. Is that what Richard does to Janet? Ties her up? Makes her beg?

Private Room 9 on the right. A couple on a bed, slow, unhurried, the man's hands gentle on the woman's body, mouths moving together, tender, intimate. That one hurt more. That one looked like love, and Matty didn't know if he and Janet had ever looked like that, even at the start.

And in the centre. Private Room 7, currently empty. White sheets on the bed, smooth, waiting. Leather cuffs attached to the bedposts.

No privacy. None. Everything that happened in that room would be visible. Every thrust. Every moan. Every moment of Janet coming apart for Richard while Matty sat here in his comfortable seat and watched. Was Janet going to be fucked in that room?

Everyone in this gallery knew it. The husband who came to watch his wife get fucked by someone better.

Matty's hands gripped the armrests, fingers digging into the velvet, knuckles white, and his cock throbbed, hard and insistent against his trousers. He hated that. Hated that his body was betraying him, that he was sitting here, waiting for his wife to be fucked by another man, and he was hard.

What does that make me?

But he knew. He'd always known.

Movement below. The door to Private Room 7 opened, and Matty's stomach dropped, heart slamming against his ribs.

Richard entered first. Still in his suit though he'd shed his jacket somewhere. Shirtsleeves rolled to his elbows, forearms strong and tanned. He moved with ease, confident, like these rooms were his workplace.

Maybe he brings women here all the time. Maybe Janet's just one of them.

Then Janet stepped in behind him.

Completely naked now but still wearing the silver chain Richard had probably gifted her too. Her hair was loose over her shoulders, dark and glossy under the lights. She looked small next to Richard, delicate and feminine in a way Matty had forgotten she could be, in a way she never looked with him.

She wasn't looking at the gallery. Wasn't looking for Matty. She was looking at Richard, only Richard, and her face was soft, open, eager.

Richard closed the door behind them.

Matty's breath caught, and he thought he might be sick, or might cum, might die right here in this velvet seat.

The show was about to begin.
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Smaller by Comparison

Richard stood behind Janet in the centre of the room, and his hands settled on her bare shoulders possessively. The thumbs pressed into her collarbones, denting the pale skin, marking territory. Mine, those hands said. Not yours anymore. Matty had touched those shoulders this morning, helped her with her coat, and she'd barely registered it. But now, with Richard's hands there, she straightened, breasts lifting, spine elongating, becoming something Matty couldn't recognise through the glass. Taller. Offered. His.

Her breasts were small and pale, nipples dark and hard in the warm air. Matty knew them, had touched them, kissed them, but they looked different now. Richard's hands cupped them from behind, large and tanned against her pale skin, and his thumbs brushed over her nipples. Janet's head tilted back against Richard's chest, mouth opening in a gasp, and even through the glass Matty heard it – and he realised small discrete ensured head hear every word, every sound from that room.

A moan, soft and eager, breathy and high.

Christ.

She'd never made that sound with him. Not once. Not ever. Not in ten years of trying, of asking "is this good?" mid-thrust, of hoping she'd make noise, any noise, just to prove she was enjoying it. But with Richard, with his hands barely on her tits, she was moaning like she'd been gagged for a decade and finally got permission to speak.

Matty's cock pulsed, thick and traitorous, and he pressed his thighs together, trying to hide it from himself.

No. Don't. Don't get hard watching this.

But it was too late. He was already hard. Had been hard since the lounge, since the reveal, since Richard had led Janet to the platform and made her kneel, and now, watching Richard's hands on her body, watching her respond, watching her become someone Matty didn't recognise, his cock throbbed again, sticky heat spreading in his boxers, shameful and undeniable.

Richard's mouth moved against Janet's ear, lips close, breath stirring her hair, and he spoke. Low. Quiet. Matty couldn't hear the words this time, but he saw Janet's face change, saw her lips part, saw her nod.

Her lips formed words; Yes, Sir.

Just Sir, like he owned her, like she was his to command, like the vows she'd made to Matty ten years ago in a registry office in Camden were just words on paper, meaningless, void.

Richard's hands moved lower, sliding over her stomach, her hips, fingers splayed wide, claiming every inch, and Janet's breathing quickened. Her chest rose and fell, small breasts moving with each breath, nipples still hard, still peaked, and Matty's throat was dry, tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth.

Richard turned her around, hands firm on her shoulders, and Janet faced Matty now. Faced the entire gallery.

Her eyes didn't search for him. Didn't scan the glass barrier, didn't try to find her husband in the dark rows above. She looked only at Richard, pupils wide, lips parted, breathing fast, and it was like Matty didn't exist, like he'd never existed, like she'd erased him from her mind the moment Richard's hands touched her skin.

Richard tilted her chin up with one hand, the other sliding into her hair, fingers tangling, gripping, pulling slightly, and Janet's mouth opened wider, eager, waiting. He kissed her, deep and claiming, tongue in her mouth, and Janet kissed back, pressing into him, her small hands clutching at his shirt, nails digging into the fabric. Matty could see the way her body moved, the way she pushed her breasts against Richard's chest, the way she made these small desperate sounds in her throat, muffled by his mouth.

The woman in the seat to Matty's left leaned into her partner, whispered something low, breath hot against his ear, and the man smiled, hand moving to her thigh, sliding higher. They were getting off on this. Watching Janet. Watching Matty's wife be kissed and claimed and undressed by another man, watching her submit, watching her want it, and Matty's face burned, hot and prickly, sweat beading at his temples.

The solo man two seats over had his hand in his lap, not even hiding it, rubbing himself through his trousers, slow strokes, eyes fixed on Janet's naked body, on her arse, her tits, her smooth cunt, and Matty's face burned hotter, shame crawling up his neck, but his cock throbbed harder, pulsing against his zip, and he hated it, hated himself.

They all know. Everyone in this room knows. Knows what I am. The husband. The cuckold. The man sitting here watching his wife get fucked by someone better, someone bigger, someone who makes her moan just by touching her tits.

Richard broke the kiss, pulled back, and Janet swayed slightly, lips swollen and red, eyes dazed, unfocused. She looked drunk. Fucked-out already and Richard hadn't even put his cock in her yet. He turned her with a hand at the small of her back, guided her towards the bed, and she moved without hesitation, without a word, like she knew exactly what to do.

She climbed onto the bed, the white sheets smooth and cool under her knees, and lay back without being told.

She knew the routine.

How many times? How many Thursdays? How many times had she lain on this bed, on these sheets, arms already lifting above her head because she knew Richard would tie her up, knew he'd fuck her, use her, make her scream, and she wanted it, she'd wanted it every single time, and she'd never told Matty, never even hinted, just kissed him goodbye on Thursday mornings and come home late smelling of wine and lies?

Richard picked up her left wrist, gentle but firm, and fastened a leather cuff around it. The cuff was lined with soft padding, black leather, expensive, built for this, and he attached it to the bedpost with a metal clasp that clicked into place, final, binding. Then her right wrist. Same process, calm, methodical, no rush, like he'd done this a thousand times. Her arms stretched above her head, secured, wrists bound, and she tested the restraints once, pulling slightly, checking, and the cuffs held.

She wasn't struggling. Wasn't trying to free herself. She was settling into it, body relaxing, sinking into the mattress, offered up like a sacrifice.

Richard stood at the foot of the bed, looking down at her, and his hand moved over her body, slow, possessive, checking her. Over her breasts, squeezing lightly. Over her stomach, flat and pale. Over her thighs, spreading them slightly, and Janet let him, legs falling open, no resistance, no hesitation. Then he reached between her legs, spread her open with two fingers, and even from the gallery Matty could see the wetness there, slick and glistening, obvious.

She was so wet already, before Richard had even touched her properly, before he'd done anything except kiss her and tie her up, Janet was dripping, and Matty's eyes stung, because she'd never been wet like that for him. He'd always had to work for it, spit on his fingers, rub her clit for ten minutes whilst she lay there politely, waiting for him to finish.

But for Richard, she was soaked and ready.

Richard spread her legs wider, positioned them how he wanted, thighs apart, knees bent, feet flat on the bed, cunt open and exposed, and he stepped back. Looked at her. Admired her. Then he looked up, directly at the glass, eyes scanning the watchers, and even though the glass was supposed to keep the gallery invisible, Richard's gaze tracked, searched, and stopped.

Right where Matty was sitting.

And he smiled. Slow and satisfied, lips curling, eyes crinkling at the corners, and it was the smile of a man who'd won, who'd taken everything, who knew exactly where Matty was sitting, knew Matty was hard, knew Matty couldn't leave, couldn't stop watching, couldn't do a single fucking thing except sit there and take it.

Richard's hands moved to his belt.

Matty tensed, his muscles locking, breath shallow and fast, heart slamming against his ribs like it was trying to break out, and his hand moved to his lap, pressing against the bulge there, trying to ease the ache, trying to hide it from the strangers beside him even though they probably already knew, probably saw him squirming, sweating, leaking into his boxers like a teenager at his first strip club.

Richard unbuckled, pulled it free from the loops with a smooth motion, leather sliding through fabric, and let it drop to the floor. His hands moved to his shirt buttons, unfastening them one by one, slow, deliberate, performing. For Janet. For the gallery. For Matty.

The shirt fell open, revealing his torso. Lean and muscular, grey chest hair dusted across defined pecs, tanned skin, the body of a man who looked after himself, who had money for personal trainers and expensive gyms, who didn't sit at a desk all day eating meal-deal sandwiches and thinking about going for a run but never actually doing it.

Richard shrugged the shirt off, draped it over the chair in the corner, and Matty's stomach clenched, twisting itself into knots.

Richard's body was better. Just better. Broader shoulders, defined chest, flat stomach, no soft middle, no paunch, no love handles, nothing. Of course Richard's better. Why wouldn't he be? He's better at everything. Better job, better car, better flat, better body, better at making Janet moan, better at being a man. Just... better.

Richard's hands moved to his trousers, unfastened the button, pulled down the zip. Let them drop to the floor and stepped out of them, kicking them aside with the casual ease of a man who'd undressed in front of audiences before, who didn't care, who had nothing to hide.

He stood there in black boxer briefs, and his cock was clearly already hard, straining against the fabric. The outline was visible, thick and long, pressing against the material, tenting it, and Janet was staring at it, eyes locked on, lips parted, breathing fast, pulling against the restraints not to escape but to get closer, to get her mouth on it, her hands on it, now.

Richard hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers, and pulled them down in one smooth motion, and his cock sprung free, thick and heavy, bobbing slightly before settling into a hard upward curve.

Matty's breath stopped, his lungs empty, chest locked.

Fuck.

It was big. Not porn-huge, not fake-huge, but real-heavy, the kind Matty had glimpsed in changing rooms and looked away from, ashamed, knowing he didn't measure up. Eight inches, maybe nine, thick as Matty's wrist, veins running up the shaft like cords under taut skin. The head dark red, almost purple, already slick with precum, a bead of it clinging to the slit, catching the light.

Jesus Christ.

Matty had known Richard would be big. He'd known from the way Janet looked at him, the way she moved around him, the way she'd knelt without hesitation. But knowing and seeing were different things. Seeing was a punch to the gut, a knife between the ribs, proof stamped in flesh that Matty was small, inadequate, nothing. Four and a half inches on his best day, average girth if he was generous, and he'd always told himself it was fine, it was enough, Janet had never complained. But she'd never praised it either, and now he knew why. Because recently she'd been comparing. Every time they'd had sex, every time Matty had fumbled with a condom, apologised for coming too quickly, asked if she'd finished, she'd been comparing him to this. To Richard's massive cock, to the cock she'd been taking every Thursday, the cock that filled her properly, stretched her, made her scream.

Richard wrapped his hand around his cock, stroked once from base to tip, slow, showing off, and even his hand barely circled it. The foreskin was gone, head exposed, and when he stroked up, another bead of precum welled, thick and clear, dripping down the side.

Janet gasped. Audible even through the glass, a choked sound, desperate, and her body arched on the bed, back lifting, thighs shifting, pressing together then apart, rubbing, needy, and Matty could see the wetness between her legs, slick and obvious, dripping onto the sheets.

She's dripping. She's fucking dripping just from looking at his cock.

And Matty's cock throbbed. So fucking hard. It pulsed in his trousers, leaking a wet spot into his boxers, sticky and shameful, and he knew if he looked down he'd see it, a dark patch spreading, obvious, pathetic. Shame flooded him, hot and sick, crawling up his throat, but his cock didn't care. His cock was harder than it had been in months, maybe years, and it throbbed again, pulsing with his heartbeat, because this, this, was what turned him on. Not his wedding night, not Janet's body under him, not any of the fumbling, apologetic sex they'd had over ten years. This. Watching his boss's massive cock, watching his wife's eyes lock onto it like she'd found religion, watching her need it, knowing she'd never needed Matty's cock, not like this, not ever.

What kind of man gets hard watching this?

He was hard and he was watching and his hand was pressing against his lap, rubbing through the fabric, and he couldn't stop, didn't want to stop, and fuck, fuck, fuck.

Richard climbed onto the bed, kneeling between Janet's spread legs, his cock jutting forward, thick and ready, bobbing slightly with each movement, and Janet's eyes tracked it, followed it like a magnet, hungry, desperate, and her tongue darted out, licked her lips, leaving them shining wet.

Matty's hand pressed harder against his lap, rubbing in small circles through the fabric of his trousers, and shame flooded him again, hotter this time, because he was doing this, he was touching himself in a room full of strangers whilst watching his boss kneel between his wife's legs, watching Richard's massive cock hover inches from her cunt, and Matty couldn't stop, couldn't look away, couldn't do a single thing except sit there and watch and want more.

Yes, he wanted more. Wanted to see Richard push inside her, wanted to hear her scream, wanted to see her take that massive cock, stretch around it, come on it, and the shame was so hot, so overwhelming, that his vision blurred, eyes stinging, but his cock throbbed harder, leaking more, and he rubbed again, pressing his palm flat against the bulge, trying to ease the ache but only making it worse.

I'm the husband who watches. The cuckold. The man sitting here, hard as a rock, whilst his boss fucks his wife.

And maybe he'd always been this. Maybe Janet had always known. Maybe that's why she'd married him. Someone safe. Someone small. Someone who'd stay, no matter what.
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The Glass Between Them

Richard rubbed the head of his cock against her. Not entering yet, just teasing, sliding through the wetness there, and even from the Gallery, Matty could see it. The slickness. How fucking wet she was. So fucking wet. Richard's cock head glistened too now, slick with her, and Janet's hips rolled, trying to angle herself, desperate to take him in. But Richard held back. Controlled. Savouring her need.

"Tell me what you want," Richard said, loud enough for the Gallery to hear.

"You, Sir. Please."

"Be specific."

"Your cock, Sir. Please, I need your cock inside me."

"Why?"

"Because... because I need it. I need to be filled. Please, Sir."

"Filled by what? Say it properly."

Janet's voice broke, desperate. "I need to be filled by your huge cock, Sir. Please. I'm begging you."

Richard smiled. "And what about your husband's cock? Doesn't that fill you?"

The pause was brief but devastating.

"No, Sir. It doesn't. It never has."

Matty's stomach clenched, yet his screamed for attention.

"Why not?"

"Because it's too small, Sir. Because you're so much bigger. So much better."

Richard's hand moved to her throat. Not choking, just holding.

"How much bigger, Janet? Tell him."

She turned her head slightly, facing the glass, facing where Matty sat in the darkness. Her voice carried clearly.

"Twice as big, maybe more. I don't know, I've never measured, but it's... God, Sir, it's so much thicker, so much longer, and when you're inside me I feel full. I feel owned. Matty never... he never came close."

Someone in the Gallery gasped. Soft, shocked. Matty's face burned. He didn't turn to see who it was, he couldn't.

"Have you ever come from his cock?" Richard asked.

"No, Sir. Never."

"Not once in ten years?"

"Not once."

Richard laughed. Amused and satisfied. "Poor Matty."

Then he pushed his hips forwards slowly.

Matty held his breath. Didn't even realise he was holding it until his lungs burned. He gasped, the sound loud in his own ears, and forced himself to watch. Inch by inch. The head disappeared first, stretching her. Janet's mouth opened. Silent at first, lips forming a perfect O, and then the sound came. Tinny through the speaker but clearly audible. A low moan. Guttural and raw. She's never made that sound with me.

Richard kept pushing. Slow and relentless. More of his thick shaft vanishing inside her. Matty could see it. Could see every inch as it slid in. Could see Janet's body accommodating it, accepting it, welcoming it in a way she'd never welcomed him.

Richard paused halfway. Halfway. Just the first half of that massive cock inside her and Janet was already falling apart. He held there, making her feel it, making her adjust to his size. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady, fingers digging into soft flesh possessively. Janet's back arched off the bed, shoulders lifting, wrists pulling against the leather cuffs. Her face. Christ, her face. Pleasure and pain and desperation all tangled together. The sounds she was making. Breathy gasps. Little whimpers.

"Does it hurt?" Richard asked.

"Yes, Sir. A little."

"Good. That means you're feeling it. Feeling how much bigger I am than him."

"Yes, Sir. I feel it. Oh God, I feel it."

Then Richard pushed deeper.

Janet cried out. Louder this time. The sound sharp, piercing. Her body tensed, thighs trembling, and Richard kept going. Kept filling her. Inch after inch disappearing until Richard's groin pressed tight against hers, until he was buried inside. Then he just stopped. Held. Balls deep. His cock completely inside Matty's wife. He looked down at her, satisfaction on his face, then up at the Gallery, directly at the glass ceiling. That small smile again. Knowing. Triumphant.

Matty couldn't breathe.

Watching Richard's massive cock buried inside her body. Watching her stretch around it. Watching her take it. All of it. Every thick veiny inch. She was moaning, pulling at the restraints, arching her back, and Richard was so deep inside her that Matty could see it. The slight bulge in her lower belly. That's his cock. That's Richard's cock pressing against her from inside. Filling her so completely she’s almost cumming.

The wet spot on his trousers was spreading, a dark patch forming right there at his crotch where anyone could see. He shifted in his seat, pressed his hand against his lap. Tried to hide it. His cock pulsed again, aching, and he knew. If I touch it properly, if I stroke it even once, I'll come. Right here. Right now. In seconds.

He couldn't. Not here in front of these people. But God, he wanted to. Wanted to pull his aching cock out and stroke himself raw whilst he watched Richard fuck his wife, wanted to come watching her take that huge cock.

The shame is so hot. So overwhelming.

Richard started to move; pulled back slow, is cock sliding out, glistening, slick with Janet's wetness. Matty could see it, see the veins running up the shaft. See the way Janet's cunt lips clung to it, reluctant to let it go. Then Richard thrust back in. Hard and fast, groin slapping against hers - a rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh. And Janet screamed - a high, desperate, ecstatic sound.

She's never screamed for me. She'd always been quiet during sex, polite even. The occasional soft moan if Matty was lucky, but mostly silence. Her body beneath him, waiting for it to be over so she could grab her vibrator. But with Richard, she was loud and uninhibited. The sounds kept coming: moans and gasps and broken words. "Yes, yes, oh God, yes." Richard kept thrusting, steady rhythm, controlled power. His hips moving like a machine, in and out, filling her over and over. The bed started to move, itself creaking under his powerful thrusts. The frame hitting the wall with each, rhythmic, relentless.

"How long does your husband usually last, Janet?"

She could barely speak. "Two... three minutes, Sir."

"And how long have I been fucking you?"

She glanced at the wall clock visible through the glass. "Ten minutes, Sir."

"And I haven't even started properly yet."

Janet moaned. “I know, Sir. You're so much better.”

Matty's chest tightened. Ten minutes. Richard had been inside her for ten minutes and he was still going, still hard and still in control of himself. Matty would've already apologised and fallen asleep by now.

Richards hands roamed her submissive body - sliding up to her breasts. Squeezing and pinching her nipples, hard enough that Janet gasped, her back arching higher. Then one hand moved to her throat. A sign of his dominance and ownership. His fingers wrapped around her neck, thumb pressing against her pulse point. Janet's eyes rolled back, lids fluttering.

And fuck did she cum. From his hand on her throat and his cock inside her. No extra clit stimulation. She just came. Her body convulsed, back arching so high her shoulders lifted off the mattress, wrists pulling hard against the cuffs. She screamed again. Louder this time. Wordless and primal. Her thighs clamped around Richard's waist, pulling him deeper, holding him inside her whilst her body shook.

I never made her come from penetration. Not once. Matty had tried. Early in the marriage, he'd asked if she could, and she'd said not really. That most women couldn't, that it didn't matter. That she enjoyed sex anyway. And he'd believed her and stopped trying. Settled for the occasional polite orgasm after five minutes of oral, her hand in his hair, gentle pressure, guiding him. Even those felt obligatory. Like she was doing it to make him feel better.

But clearly she could. Clearly she'd been lying? No… more likely she just couldn't with him. With his small cock. His quick thrusts. His apologetic fumbling. But with Richard? With his thick cock and his dominance and his confidence? She came easily. Loudly and desperately.

The couple to Matty's right were kissing now. The woman's hand was down the man's unbuttoned trousers, stroking him whilst they watched the scene below. The solo man two seats away had unzipped, pulled his cock out and wanked himself openly with no apparent shame. His eyes were locked on Janet's body.

And Matty sat there, hands pressed against his own cock through his trousers, rubbing slowly, not even man enough to pulls his own out and properly enjoy it.

Everyone in this Gallery knows what I am. Knows I'm the husband. The cuckold. The man watching his wife get fucked by a better man.

On the bed below, Janet's orgasm subsided. Her body went limp, panting, trembling. She'd just cum. Really cum. Harder than Matty had ever seen. Richard slowed his thrusts to a stop, gentler now, letting her recover. His hand left her throat, stroked her face instead. Almost tender. He leaned down, kissed her forehead, murmured something Matty couldn't hear. Probably telling her she's a good girl. His good girl.

For a moment, Matty thought it was over. Thought Richard would pull out, release her, let her rest.

Then Richard's hips moved again. Much harder this time. Faster too. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her onto his cock with each thrust, and Janet's moans started up again. Richard was talking again, his voice loud enough to carry through the glass. Deep. Commanding.

"You love this, don't you?"

"Yes, Sir. I love it."

"Love my cock?"

"Yes. God, yes."

"Better than your husband's?"

No hesitation. Not even a pause. "Yes, Sir. So much better. There's no comparison."

Richard laughed. "Tell me the truth, Janet. When you fuck your husband, do you think about me?"

Silence. Just for a beat. Matty's heart stopped.

"Yes, Sir. Every time."

The words hit him like a fist. Every time. Every single time they'd had sex in the last eight months, she'd been thinking about Richard. About his cock. About his hands. About the way he made her scream. And Matty had never even suspected.

"Do you fake it with him?"

"Sometimes, Sir. To make it end faster."

"And with me?"

"Never, Sir. I couldn't fake this if I tried."

Richard thrust harder. The bed frame slammed against the wall. "Tell him."

No. Matty's stomach dropped. No, don't. Please don't.

Janet's head turned towards the glass. She probably couldn't see through it, couldn't see Matty sitting there in the darkness, but she knew where he was. Knew he was watching. She spoke to him, her voice breathless but clear.

"Matty, I'm sorry. I'm sorry but it's true. Richard fucks me better. His cock is bigger. So much bigger. He makes me come. You never... you never made me feel like this. Not once. I used to lie there waiting for you to finish. Thinking about shopping lists. About work emails. Anything but what you were doing to me."

A woman in the Gallery gasped loud, and Matty felt eyes on him. Heads turning, all of them looking at him. The beta cuckold. The husband with the small cock and the bored wife. His face burned, and yet his cock throbbed all the harder.

They know I'm pathetic. That my wife thinks about shopping lists whilst I fuck her. That she has to fake it just to make me stop.

Richard's hand moved between Janet's legs. Found her clit. Rubbed in hard unforgiving circles. "You're going to come again."

"Yes, Sir. Oh God, yes."

"How many times did your husband make you come in ten years?"

"I don't know, Sir. Maybe... twenty? Thirty? Not many."

"And how many times have I made you come in eight months?"

"Hundreds, Sir. I've lost count."

Richard's voice rose, performing now, making sure the Gallery heard every word. "That's because your husband's cock is tiny and he doesn't know how to use it. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Sir. That's right."

"Say it again. Say it to him."

Janet's eyes found the glass again, "Your cock is tiny, Matty. And you don't know how to use it. You never satisfied me. Not once. I've been faking it for years."

Laugher in the gallery now. Soft and quickly stifled, but Matty heard it. His stomach twisted. His cock leaked more. The wet patch was spreading down his thigh now. Obvious and undeniable proof that this turned him on.

I'm so fucking hard. She's destroying me and I'm harder than I've ever been in my life.

Richard pulled out suddenly. His cock sliding free, glistening, pulsing. He reached up, unfastened Janet's wrist cuffs. Quick efficient movements. She was free. Arms dropping to the bed. Richard's voice cut through her panting.

"On your hands and knees. Look up to face your husband."

Janet scrambled. Legs shaky, she rolled over, got onto all fours, arse up waiting. She was facing the Gallery now. Facing Matty. Her face was flushed, sweaty, hair plastered to her forehead. She looked wrecked. Beautiful. Alive.

Richard knelt behind her. Positioned himself. One hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock to her entrance. He pushed in again. No gentleness. Just control. Janet cried out, head dropping, and Richard gripped her hips with both hands and started to fuck her properly.

Fast and brutal, using her as a thing to get himself off. The sound of flesh slapping flesh echoed through the room, the bed frame screaming against the abuse, and Janet was screaming too, high and desperate and broken. Matty watched in awe, her breasts swaying with each thrust. Her face twisted in pleasure. And behind her, Richard's cock, thick and glistening, pounding into her cunt, disappearing and reappearing, over and over.

"Look at him," Richard commanded. "Look at your husband whilst I fuck you."

Janet lifted her head. Her eyes found the glass. Found where Matty sat. She held his gaze whilst Richard fucked her from behind, relentless, and her mouth opened, sounds pouring out.

"I'm sorry, Matty. I'm so sorry. But I need this. I need him. I need his cock. I can't go back to yours. I can't. It's not enough. You're not enough."

Richard's hand came down on her arse. A sharp slap. The sound cracked through the room. Janet yelped, then moaned. Richard hit her again. Harder. Her arse reddened. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, chasing her own pleasure.

"Whose pussy is this?" Richard demanded.

"Yours, Sir."

"Say it louder."

"It's yours, Sir. My pussy is yours."

"And your arse?"

"Yours, Sir."

"Your mouth?"

"Yours, Sir."

"Your whole fucking body?"

"Yours, Sir. All of me. I'm yours. I'll always be yours."

Matty's hand moved on his lap. Rubbing himself through the fabric. Pressing hard. Too hard. He was so close, so fucking close.

"Do you love him?" Richard asked, his thrusts never slowing.

Silence. Janet's breathing was ragged, desperate.

"Answer me."

"I... I don't know, Sir."

"But you love my cock."

"Yes, Sir. God, yes. I love your cock. I love serving you. I love being yours."

"Would you leave him for me if I asked?"

Another pause. Longer. Matty's heart stopped.

"Yes, Sir. If you wanted me to."

Richard laughed. "I don't. I have other sluts to take care of, and I like having you both ways. The obedient wife at home and the desperate slut here. Don't I, Janet?"

"Yes, Sir. I'm your slut."

"Say it again."

"I'm your slut, Sir. Your desperate, cock-hungry slut."

"And what's your husband?"

"He's... he's just my husband."

"Just?"

"He's nothing, Sir. Compared to you, he's nothing."

The words landed. Final and devastating. And Matty's cock pulsed, hard, right on the edge.

Richard's hand moved to Janet's clit again. Rubbing fingers a blur. "Come for me. Come on my cock whilst your husband watches."

Janet's whole body tensed. Her back arched, head thrown back, and she came. So hard it was almost violent. Her thighs shaking, her arms collapsing, face pressed into the mattress whilst her arse stayed up, Richard's cock still buried deep, and she screamed into the sheets.

Richard kept fucking her through it. Harder. Faster. Drawing it out until she was sobbing, until her legs gave out completely and she collapsed forward, and Richard followed her down, pinning her to the mattress with his weight, his cock still inside her, still moving, relentless.

"Twenty minutes," Richard said, loud enough for the Gallery. "I've been fucking her for twenty minutes and I'm still not done. Could your husband manage that, Janet?"

She could barely speak. "No, Sir. Never."

"What's his record?"

"Three minutes. Maybe four."

Laughter from the Gallery. Multiple people this time. Matty's face burned. His body was on fire. Shame and arousal twisting together, inseparable.

Richard pulled out. Sat back on his heels. His cock jutted up, thick and hard and still glistening with her wetness. "Get up. Ride me."

Janet rolled over. Slow, trembling. She'd just cum twice and she looked destroyed. But she climbed onto him anyway. Straddled his lap, and reached down, guided his cock to her entrance, and sank down slow. Gasping as she took him inch by inch until she was fully seated, until he was buried inside her again.

Richard's hands settled on her hips. "Now fuck yourself on my cock. Show your husband how desperate you are for it."

Janet started to move. Lifting herself up, sinking back down. Slow at first, then faster. Grinding. Chasing her own pleasure. Her breasts bounced with each movement.

"Tell him what you're doing," Richard said.

"I'm fucking myself on your cock, Sir. I'm using you. I'm taking what I need because you let me. Because you own me."

"And do you enjoy it?"

"Yes, Sir. Oh God, yes. I love it. I love being yours. I don't ever want to go back."

"Back to what?"

"Back to him. Back to boring, quick, disappointing sex with my husband. I need you, Sir. I need this. Please don't take it away from me."

"I won't. As long as you keep being a good girl."

"I will, Sir. I'll be so good. I'll do anything you want. Anything."

"Would you let me share you?"

Janet's rhythm faltered. "Share me, Sir?"

"With other men. If I wanted to watch you get fucked by someone else, would you?"

"If... if you wanted me to, Sir."

"That's my good slut."

She moaned at his words of praise and bounced faster. Her hands on his chest, bracing herself, grinding down hard. Richard's thumb found her clit again, and Janet's movements became frantic, desperate, chasing the third orgasm, and Matty watched her face, watched her lose herself completely, watched her become someone he didn't recognise.

She came yet again, her body seizing, shaking, and she collapsed forward onto Richard's chest, gasping, sobbing, and Richard held her, one arm around her back, the other hand still between her legs, drawing out every last tremor.

"Good girl," Richard murmured. "Such a good girl."

Janet was crying now. Properly crying with tears streaking down her sweaty face. But it wasn't sadness. It was overwhelming release. She was saying something over and over, muffled. Matty strained to hear.

"Thank you, Sir. Thank you. Thank you."

Richard kissed the top of her head tenderly and then looked up at the Gallery. Directly at Matty.

And he smiled.

Richard shifted. Rolled them over so Janet was on her back again, pinned beneath him. His cock still inside her. Still hard. He'd been fucking her for over twenty minutes and he hadn't come yet. Hadn't even slowed.

"Last one," Richard said. "Give me one more and then I'll fill you up."

Janet nodded. Exhausted yet obviously still willing. "Yes, Sir."

Richard started moving again. Long, deep strokes. His hand moved to her throat again. Holding and possessing. Janet's eyes fluttered closed. Her hands gripped his forearms. She was completely gone. Lost in it.

"Open your eyes. Look at the glass."

She did. Her gaze unfocused, hazy, but pointed at where Matty sat.

"Tell him you're mine."

"I'm yours, Sir."

"Tell him you'll always be mine."

"I'll always be yours, Sir. Forever."

"Good girl."

Richard's pace increased. Harder. Faster. The bed frame was slamming against the wall now, the sound like a drum, rhythmic, relentless. Janet's moans climbed. Higher. Louder. Building towards something.

"Come with me," Richard commanded. "When I fill you, you come."

"Yes, Sir. Yes, please."

Richard thrust deeper a few more times, sweat now dripping down his chest onto her. Then his whole body tensed. His hand tightened on her throat, enough to make her face redden, and he came, whilst buried deep inside her, flooding her, and Janet screamed. The fourth orgasm ripped through her, violent, devastating, and her body convulsed beneath him, her legs wrapped around his waist, holding him inside her whilst he emptied himself into her cunt…

Matty came. Untouched. Just from watching.

His cock pulsed in his trousers, hard violent jerks. Heat flooded his groin, wet, sticky, spurting, soaking through his pants, through the fabric of his trousers. He bit his lip harder, tasted more blood. His thighs clenched. His hands gripped the armrests so hard his knuckles went white. He came, and came, watching his wife's cunt filled with another man's cum. Watching her smile. Watching her cling to Richard like he was the only thing keeping her alive.

The orgasm tore through him. Brutal. Shameful. The best he'd ever had.

When it was over, when his cock finally stopped pulsing, when the last aftershock faded, Matty slumped panting in his chair. The wet patch on his trousers was obvious now. Dark spunk marks spreading from his crotch down his thigh. He could smell himself. Cum and sweat and shame.

The couple beside him glanced over and spotted the stain. The woman smirked. Whispered something to her partner and they both laughed. Soft, knowing.

Matty wanted to die, for the ground to swallow him up.

On the bed below, Richard was pulling out slowly. His cock emerged, softening slightly, coated in cum and Janet's wetness. He looked satisfied. Like he'd just finished a good workout. Janet lay beneath him, wrecked and beautiful.

Richard leaned down and kissed her forehead. "You did so well, darling."

"Thank you, Sir."

He helped her sit up. Stroked her hair. Then he looked up at the Gallery one more time. Raised his hand. Gestured and mouthed; Come down.

Matty's stomach dropped.

No. Please. Not now.

But Richard wasn't asking.
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It Gets Easier

Matty stood on wobbly legs, weak as water, and he gripped the armrest harder, knuckles white, forced himself upright. The wet patch was worse than he'd thought, dark and spreading from his crotch halfway down his left thigh. So bloody obvious. Fucking undeniable; he'd come in his trousers. No one had touched him, no one had said a word, and he'd spunked himself like a teenager at his first wank.

He pulled his jacket off the back of the chair, held it bunched in front of him, awkward and pathetic and exactly what a cuckold would do. Pathetic. But it covered the stain, mostly. If no one looked too closely.

Around him, the other patrons were standing too, stretching, gathering empty glasses, adjusting clothes. The show was over, for now at least. The couple to his left whispered to each other, touching, aroused, their hands already wandering. They didn't look at Matty. Why would they? The solo man two seats away was tucking his shirt back into his trousers, face flushed, breathing hard. He caught Matty's eye for half a second, nodded once. Solidarity, maybe, or just acknowledgement from one cuckold to another.

Matty took a step towards the exit, and his thighs almost stuck together, fabric wet and clinging. It was cold now, the cum cooling against his skin. Christ. He needed to get out of here, needed to clean himself up. Needed to pretend this hadn't happened, even though he'd sat in that chair and watched his wife get fucked and come so hard he'd nearly blacked out.

"First time?"

Matty flinched, nearly dropped his jacket. Turned, to a woman he didn’t recognise stood beside him. Older, maybe early fifties, elegant in that way women who wear expensive dresses to sex clubs are elegant. Dark hair swept up, wedding ring catching the low light. Had she watched the whole time? Did she see him come?

"Yes." His voice came out hoarse, cracked, barely a whisper.

She smiled, small and sad, like she'd been exactly where he was now standing. "It gets easier," she said. "Or maybe... maybe you just get used to it." Her eyes flicked down to his jacket, the way he was clutching it over his crotch, then back to his face. "Either way, you're not alone."

She patted his arm, brief and gentle, then walked past him towards the stairs.

Matty stood frozen. She'd said it gets easier. Like this was normal, something that will happen again. Like Matty was just another cuckold in a long line of them, another husband who'd sat in that gallery and spunked himself watching his wife come for another man. Maybe this place churned them out, one after another, broken men who couldn't stop watching, couldn't stop getting hard, couldn't stop wanting it.

Is that what I am now? His face burned. His cock twitched, half-hard already just thinking about it. Just another fucking statistic. Another beta cuck?

He moved towards the stairs, one foot in front of the other, because what else was he going to do? Turn around? Go back to the Gallery? Sit down and wait for the next show? No. He had to move. Had to keep going. Even if he didn't know where he was going, even if the only place left to go was that room, that Glass Room, where Janet was waiting with Richard, where they'd just fucked and would probably fuck again, where Matty would have to stand there and watch and pretend he was okay with it.

The Gallery attendant, Imogen by her name badge, stood by the exit. She didn't look at his trousers. Didn't comment. Just nodded as he passed, professional, discreet. This wasn't the first time she'd seen a man leave the Gallery with cum-stained trousers. Wouldn't be the last. Matty was just another name on a list, another cuckold in the books.

God.

Matty gripped the handrail as he descended slowly. His legs were still weak, shaking, each step a reminder of what he'd just done. What he'd just watched. His cock was soft now, sticky, uncomfortable, the fabric of his pants chafing with every movement. Cold and wet and clinging. Christ, can everyone else smell it too?

At the bottom, the same floor manager was waiting, big and calm, with a posture that made Matty feel even smaller, even weaker. He glanced at Matty's jacket shield, but his face, didn't comment. Just gestured down the corridor, professional, like Matty was just another guest heading back to his room.

"Private Room Seven. Second door on the left."

Matty nodded. His throat was tight, dry, like all the words had been fucked out of him too. He walked.

The corridor smelled of sex. Sweat and lube and something musky, animal, the stink of cum and cunt and bodies fucking. Expensive perfume failing to mask it, clinging to the air. Sounds leaked from behind closed doors: moans, high and breathy; rhythmic thuds, flesh on flesh; laughter, low and dirty. A couple passed him, dishevelled, her lipstick smeared, his shirt untucked, holding hands and smiling like they'd just had the best fuck of their lives. They didn't look at him. Why would they? He was nobody. Just another guest, just another cuckold heading back to his wife, back to the room where she was waiting with the man who'd just fucked her senseless.

Second door on the left, the Glass Room. Matty stopped in front of it. His hand hovered over the door handle. Knock. You have to knock. Richard had summoned him. Janet was in there waiting. Had to face them. Had to stand there and look at his wife, freshly fucked, and pretend he was fine, pretend this was what he wanted, pretend his cock wasn't already stirring again just thinking about it.

He knocked, and the door opened immediately, like Richard had been waiting. He filled the doorway, shirtless now, trousers unbuttoned but still on, hanging low on his hips. Sweat glistened on his chest, that silver-grey hair matted and damp. He smiled, warm and satisfied, the smile of a man who'd just fucked another man's wife and knew he'd do it again.

Run! You should run. Walk away. Get a taxi home!

But he didn't move.

"Matty." Richard's voice was casual, friendly even. "Come in. We're not finished yet."
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4: Clean-Up Duty
The Taste of Acceptance


Matty dawdled in the doorway, hand gripping the frame like it might hold him upright. The room was smaller than it had looked from above, warmer too, and the air was thick with the smell of sex. Christ, he could taste it. Could taste what they'd done.

Janet was on the bed. Not collapsed or broken, just lying on her back on the rumpled white sheets, legs still spread slightly, chest rising and falling with deep, satisfied breaths. Her skin glistened with sweat. Her hair was matted to her forehead. Her thighs were wet, glistening, and between them-

Holy fuck.

Between her thighs, Richard's cum was leaking out. Thick and white and fucking obscene, dripping from her cunt, pooling on the sheets beneath her. So much of it. How much can he cum? Christ, his balls must be working overtime!

It was still leaking, a slow ooze, her body pushing it out, but she wasn't closing her legs. Just lying there, exposed, waiting.

She's waiting for me.

Richard moved across the room, casually buttoning his trousers. Unhurried like he'd just finished a workout, not like he'd spent twenty minutes destroying Matty's wife’s cunt. He glanced up as Matty hesitated in the doorway and smiled faintly. That smile, infuriatingly self-satisfied - a smile of a man who'd won.

"Come in, Matty. Close the door."

Get a taxi. Go home. Pack a bag. File for divorce. Start over - that's what a real man would do. That's what any man with self-respect would do.

But his legs carried him forward anyway. Into the room, and now he was inside, with his wife and her Master.

"Matty."

Janet's voice. It was soft but firm. Not pleading or apologising, just calling him the way she used to call him from the kitchen when dinner was ready, when she needed him to open a jar, when she wanted him close. Except now she was on the bed, naked and cum-filled, and she was calling him into this. Into whatever the fuck this was.

"Please," she said. "Don't spoil this."

Don't spoil this. As if Matty walking away would be the thing that ruined it. Not the eight months of lying. Not Richard's cock in her cunt. Not the cum still leaking from her body, thick and white and proof of everything. No, Matty not playing along would be the problem.

Can’t breathe. Can't think. He just nodded. Stepped further into the room, legs shaking, until he stopped a few feet from the bed. Close enough to see every detail now. The way Richard's cum clung to her inner thighs, streaked down towards her arse. The way her cunt was swollen, pink, still gaping slightly from Richard's thick cock. The way more cum leaked out as he watched, slow drip, pooling beneath her.

She'd been properly fucked. He’d cum so deep inside her. And she let him – no, she wanted it. And she looked content. Satisfied.

Richard finished fastening his belt, picked up his shirt from the chair. He didn't hurry. Didn't seem concerned that Matty was standing there, staring at his wife's cum-filled cunt like it was a car crash. He just pulled on his shirt, buttoned it slowly, methodical, then turned to face Matty fully.

"She needs cleaning up." Richard's voice was calm, matter-of-fact, like he was discussing the Peterson account or asking Matty to fetch a file. "Properly."

Matty's mouth opened but no words came out. He knows what he's asking. He knows. The cum inside her. Richard wanted Matty to clean it out. With his mouth… his tongue. Lick his cum from my wife's cunt.

He'd seen it in porn of course. Creampie eating. The ultimate cuckold act. The husband kneeling between his wife's legs, licking another man's cum from her body, tasting it, swallowing it, accepting his place. He'd always thought it was fantasy. Extreme… Something no one actually did – yet he’d often pictured himself doing it.

And now Richard was standing there, waiting for Matty to do it.

"I..." Matty's voice cracked. "What do you mean?"

Richard's smile didn't falter. "I think you know what I mean. I came inside her, and now you're going to clean her. All of it. Every single drop."

"I can't do that. I can't, I..."

"You can." Richard's tone was still calm, still kind, but there was steel underneath now, cold and absolute. "Or you can leave." He paused, let that sit there between them, heavy as a stone. "But if you leave, Matty, you don't come back. You leave and you lose her. Completely and forever. Is that what you want?"

No. God, no. Matty looked at Janet. She was watching him, silent, her green eyes steady. Not pleading. Not angry. Just waiting. Waiting to see what he'd choose.

Like there's a choice.

"Stay," Richard said, softer now, almost gentle. "Clean her. Show her you understand. That you accept this. That you accept her." He picked up his jacket from the bed, folded it over his arm, precise even now. "Your choice."

Your choice. But it wasn't, was it? Because the alternative was losing her. Going home alone. Sleeping in their bed alone. Waking up alone. Growing old alone. And Matty had spent his entire adult life terrified of being alone. Ever since Dad left. Ever since Mum worked herself to exhaustion and barely looked at him. Ever since he realised that love was conditional, that it could be withdrawn without warning, that you had to earn it, keep earning it, or you'd end up with nothing.

His legs moved before his brain caught up. One step. Another. Then he was at the foot of the bed, staring down at Janet's body. At her spread legs. At the mess between them. Richard's cum, thick and white, still leaking from her swollen cunt. So much of it. How am I supposed to...?

Janet shifted slightly, bent her knees, let her legs fall open wider. Offering herself. Not demanding. Just giving him access. Her voice was soft when she spoke.

"It's okay, Matty. You can do this. I know you can."

Can I? Can I really kneel between my wife's legs and lick another man's cum from her cunt?

His cock stirred. Thickening in his already-ruined trousers, pressing against the damp fabric.

Yes. Apparently I can. Apparently I want to.

He sank to his knees at the foot of the bed. The carpet was soft beneath him, plush, but his knees ached anyway. He shuffled closer, hands braced on the mattress, and then he was there. Eye-level with her cum dripping cunt.

The smell hit him first; stronger here, sharper. Sex and sweat and the unmistakable musk of Richard's cum and his wife’s ripe cunt. Matty's stomach turned. His cock throbbed. Both. Always both.

Janet's hand found his hair. Stroked gently, like she used to when they'd lie in bed on Sunday mornings, when things were normal. "Go on," she whispered. "My good boy. You're doing so well."

Good boy. Like he was a dog. Like he was a pet. And it shouldn't make his cock harder, but it did. Christ, it does.

He leaned in. Closed his eyes and opened his mouth.

The first lick was tentative. Just the tip of his tongue, barely touching her inner thigh where a streak of cum had dripped. The taste hit him immediately; salty and bitter. Thick on his tongue, coating his mouth. Richard's cum. Mixed with Janet's arousal, but unmistakably his. Matty's stomach lurched. His cock pulsed.

"That's it," Janet murmured. "Keep going. Clean me properly."

Matty licked again. Up her thigh, following the trail of cum, towards the source. His tongue moved slowly, methodically, licking up every trace. When he reached the junction of her thigh and groin, he paused, swallowed. The taste was overwhelming now, thick and clinging, coating his throat. He felt sick. He felt aroused.

He felt like he was exactly where he belonged.

"Don't stop," Janet said, her fingers tightening in his hair. Not painful, just firm. Guiding. "You need to clean inside too. Get it all."

Inside. Matty's breath hitched. His face was inches from her cunt now. From the swollen, used opening where Richard's cum was still leaking. So much of it. Thick globs clinging to her lips, dripping down, and Matty was supposed to lick it. Suck it out. Swallow it.

He pressed his tongue to her cunt. To the source.

The taste exploded. Overwhelming, and so fucking thick it coated his tongue instantly, filled his mouth, and he gagged slightly but didn't pull back. Couldn't pull back. Janet held him there, and he kept licking, kept tasting, kept swallowing.

More cum leaked out. Fresh and so warm. Straight from inside her onto his tongue. Matty's mind reeled. This was inside her. This was deep inside her cunt. Richard's cum. And now I'm tasting it. Swallowing it. His cock was rock hard now, straining against his trousers, and he pressed his hips against the mattress, trying to ease the ache.

"That's my Matty," Janet whispered. Her voice was tender, almost loving. "Such a good husband."

Husband. The word felt hollow. Meaningless. He wasn't her husband anymore. Not in any way that mattered. He was... something else. Something smaller. Her friend. Her obedient little friend who cleans up after her Master.

But he licked deeper. His tongue pressed into her entrance, scooping out more cum, thick and warm and obscene. It coated his mouth, his throat, and he swallowed again, taking it all, and Janet's hips shifted, pressing against his face, encouraging him.

"Use your fingers too," she said. "Get it all out."

Matty's hand trembled as he brought it up. Slid two fingers inside her. Her cunt was hot, wet, slippery with Richard's cum. He curled his fingers, scooped, pulled them out. They were coated. White and thick and dripping. He stared at them for a beat, then brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean.

The taste was stronger now. Undiluted. Pure Richard. Matty's stomach turned. His cock throbbed. He pushed his fingers back inside, scooped more, brought them to his mouth. Again. And again. Cleaning her out, one fingerful at a time, whilst Janet stroked his hair and murmured encouragement.

"I told master you’d be an obedient boy."

Behind him, Richard was watching. Matty could feel his gaze, heavy and satisfied. He glanced back over his shoulder, saw Richard leaning against the wall, arms crossed, phone in hand. He was smiling. Amused. Enjoying this. Enjoying watching me debase myself.

Richard's phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen, smiled wider. "Busy night," he said lightly. Pocketed his phone. "Don't let me interrupt. Keep going."

Matty turned back to Janet. His face burning. His cock aching. He licked her again. Deeper. Sucked at her cunt, drawing out more cum, swallowing it, hating himself, wanting more. His tongue worked her thoroughly, licking every fold, every crevice, until the taste of Richard began to fade, replaced by just Janet's wetness, her arousal.

When he finally pulled back, his face was wet, slick with cum and saliva and her juices. His jaw ached. His tongue felt thick, coated. Janet looked down at him, her expression soft, satisfied.

She stroked his cheek. "You did so well. I'm proud of you."

Proud. Like he'd accomplished something. Like licking another man's cum from her cunt was an achievement.

Richard pushed off the wall, straightened his jacket. "Now that she's clean, we need to discuss the new arrangement."

Matty's stomach dropped. New arrangement. He knew what was coming. Could feel it in the air, heavy and final.

Richard's voice was calm and booked no disagreement, "Janet is mine now. My property. Which means you don't touch her anymore. No fucking. No blowjobs. Nothing sexual."

The words landed like a fist to the gut. Matty's head snapped up, eyes wide, staring at Richard. What? What the fuck? She's my wife. My wife. But even as the thought formed, he knew how pathetic it sounded. How hollow. She was Richard's now. Had been for eight months. The marriage certificate on the wall at home didn't mean a thing.

"What?" The word came out strangled, broken.

"You heard me." Richard's expression didn't change, didn't soften. "She's mine. Her body is mine. Her cunt, her mouth, her arse - all mine. You don't get to use them anymore."

"But we're..." Matty looked at Janet, desperate, searching her face for denial, for protest, for anything. "Janet, you can't, you can't mean this, we're..."

"It makes sense, Matty." Her voice was quiet but steady, like she was explaining something simple, something obvious. She sat up slightly, propped on her elbows, looking down at him still kneeling between her legs. "I'm Richard's now. My body belongs to him. It's only natural." She reached down, touched his face, her fingers gentle. "You understand, don't you? Why would I want your... your pathetic little cock when I have him?"

Pathetic little cock. She'd said it so easily, so gently, like it was just a fact. Not cruel or mocking, just true. Pathetic. That's what I am. That's what I've always been. Matty's throat closed. His cock throbbed, still hard, still leaking into his already-ruined trousers, and he hated himself for it. Hated that her words made him harder. Hated that being called pathetic, being told he'd never fuck her again, made his cock pulse and ache and beg for release.

"Please," he whispered. Not sure what he was begging for anymore. Permission to fuck her? To touch her? To pretend this wasn't happening?

Janet's expression softened. She looked up at Richard, biting her lip, almost shy. "Sir... if Matty is good... surely I could… maybe I could give him a hand job now and then? As a reward? When he's been very, very good?"

Richard considered this, tilting his head slightly, like he was weighing options. Then he smiled. Indulgent. Generous. Like Janet had just asked if they could get dessert.

"If he's good," Richard said slowly, savouring the words. "If he obeys. If he accepts his place. Then yes. You may relieve him. With your hand. As a treat. But only when I say so. Understood?"

Janet nodded eagerly. "Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

Richard looked down at Matty, still kneeling on the floor, face wet with cum and saliva, cock hard and leaking in his trousers.

"You're lucky, Matty," Richard said. "Lucky to have such a generous wife. Most cuckolds don't even get that much."

Cuckold. The word hung in the air, heavy and final. That's what he was now. Officially. A cuckold. The husband who stayed. The husband who licked another man's cum from his wife's cunt and got hard doing it.

Matty could only nod. Lucky. Because what else was he going to say? No, I won't accept this, I'm leaving? He'd already made his choice. He'd knelt. He'd licked and tasted Richard's cum and swallowed it and done it willingly, eagerly even, and now he was being told he was lucky to get a hand job from his own wife. If I obey.

He'd sealed his fate the moment he stepped through that door.

Richard pulled on his jacket, checked his watch. "I should go. I have another sub to break in." He glanced at Janet, smiled. "Thursday, as usual?"

"Yes, Sir. I'll be here."

"Good girl." He leaned down, kissed her forehead, possessive, tender. Then he straightened, looked at Matty one last time. "You did well tonight, Matty. Better than I expected. You understand your place now, don't you?"

"Yes," Matty whispered.

I understand. I'm nothing. I'm pathetic. I'm a cuckold.

"Good." Richard walked to the door, opened it, paused with his hand on the frame. "See you Monday, Matty. Usual time. And don't worry," he glanced back, that small smile, "I won't mention this at the office. Our secret's safe with me."

And then he was gone, and the room fell silent except for Matty's ragged breathing and the faint hum of the ventilation system somewhere above.

See you Monday. Like nothing had happened. Like Monday would be just another day at the office, reports and emails and Richard in his corner office, and Matty at his desk, and both of them knowing exactly what had happened here. Does he tell people? Does he laugh about it with his other subs? Does everyone know?

Janet shifted on the bed. Sat up fully, swung her legs over the side. She looked tired but content. Satisfied, like she'd just had the best night of her life. She probably has.

"Come here," she said softly. Patted the bed beside her.

Matty climbed to his feet. His legs were weak, shaking, and he had to lean on the mattress slightly as he moved around to sit beside her. The sheets were damp beneath him. Sweat and cum and evidence. He sat stiffly, hands on his knees, staring at the floor.

Janet's hand found his. Squeezed gently. "Thank you," she said. "For staying. For understanding. I know this is hard."

That was one word for it. Matty's cock was still semi-hard in his trousers, and he felt sticky,. Dirty, used. Like I'm the one who got fucked. And maybe I did. Just not physically.

"I do love you, Matty." Her voice was quiet, almost wistful. "You're my best friend. My husband. That hasn't changed."

Best friend. Not lover. Not partner. Best friend. The kind of guy you told your secrets to, not the kind you fucked. The safe one. The one who'd always be there, waiting, whilst you went off and got your needs met elsewhere.

"But I need Richard too. I need what he gives me. And this..." She gestured around the room, at the bed, at the evidence of what they'd done. "This is who I am now. Can you accept that?"

Can I? Matty's throat was tight. His eyes burned. But he nodded. What else am I going to do? Leave? Go home alone? Sleep in an empty bed for the rest of my life? "Yes," he whispered. "I can accept it."

Janet smiled. Leaned in, kissed his cheek. Soft. Chaste. Like they were friends saying goodnight. "Good. I knew you would Matty. My sweet, good boy."

Good boy. The words that used to make him feel warm now just made him feel small. But his cock twitched anyway. Pavlovian. I'm being trained. Conditioned. To accept this. To crave this. To get hard from being called a good boy whilst my wife's cunt is still wet with another man's cum.

"I need to get cleaned up," Janet said. Stood, held out her hand. "Come on."
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Sleep Well

The Uber was silent. Just the hum of the engine, the swish of wet tyres on tarmac, and Matty pressed against the door like he could disappear into it. Orange streetlights slid past the window in a smeary blur. Janet sat beside him, scrolling through her phone, the silver chain around her neck catching the light. She'd showered at the club, dried her hair, reapplied just enough makeup to look normal. She looked like herself again. Normal. The Janet who picked up Tesco groceries and laughed at Would I Lie to You? on a Friday night. Not the Janet who'd been Richard's slut, moaning like a fucking porn star.

But Matty could still taste her. Could still taste him.

His hands rested in his lap, fingers laced tight enough to ache. They smelt of soap, that industrial shite from Le Cercle Noir's bathroom, but underneath it, clinging and faint, the musk of sex. Of Richard's cum. Of Janet's cunt. He'd scrubbed them twice under scalding water, nails digging into his palms, and it hadn't helped. Could still smell it. Could still taste it.

Janet glanced over, smiled small and tired. "You alright?"

He nodded. Didn't trust his voice. What would he even say? Yeah, love, I'm great. Just tasted another man's from your cunt. Best anniversary ever.

She went back to her phone. Her thumbs moved quick, typing something, and Matty's stomach twisted. Richard probably. Thanking him. Telling him she'd got home safe. Telling him... what? That her husband had done well tonight?

The Uber pulled up outside their building. They climbed out. Janet's heels clicked on the pavement, sharp and precise. Matty followed, legs heavy, his coat damp from the night, his trousers stiff and uncomfortable against his thighs, the dried cum making the fabric scratch.

Inside the flat, Janet dropped her bag by the door, kicked off her shoes, and went straight to the bedroom. Matty heard her moving around, the wardrobe door sliding open, the rustle of clothes. Then the bed creaked. Then nothing.

She was asleep within minutes. Matty knew because he stood outside the bedroom door, listening like a fucking weirdo, and her breathing went slow and even, satisfied and content, like she'd had a brilliant night out and come home to her safe little flat and her safe little husband and now everything was exactly as it should be.

She's happy. She got what she needed.

Matty turned away. His chest felt tight. He went to the living room, didn't bother with the lights, just sat down on the sofa in the dark, still wearing his coat, still in his ruined trousers. The orange glow from the streetlights outside filtered through the thin curtains, painting everything flat and shadowed. The flat smelt of old cooking, of home. Normal. Safe. Boring.

His phone buzzed in his pocket.

He pulled it out. The screen was too bright in the darkness, made him squint. A text. From Richard.

RICHARD: Happy Anniversary, Matty. Sleep well.

Matty stared at the screen. The words didn't change. Didn't get less fucking obscene. Happy Anniversary. Like Richard had just bought them dinner. Like tonight had been a favour, a gift, a nice gesture from a thoughtful boss. Sleep well. Like Matty could sleep. Like he'd ever sleep again without seeing Janet's face, her mouth stretched around Richard's cock, her eyes rolled back, completely gone.

He pressed the heel of his hand against his hard cock, trying to stop it, trying to will it away, but it thickened anyway, pushing against the damp fabric of his trousers, aching and insistent and so fucking shameful he wanted to die. He closed his eyes. Don't. Don't think about it. Think about something else. Anything else.

But all he could see was Janet, on the bed, wrists and ankles restrained, spread wide, vulnerable and waiting. Richard pushing into her, that thick cock disappearing inch by inch inside Matty's wife, and Janet's face twisting, pleasure and pain and need all mixed together. The sounds she'd made. Those raw, guttural cries that didn't even sound human. So much bigger, Sir. So much better. Please, please, fuck me harder.

And all he could see was himself. Kneeling on the floor beside the bed, tongue out like a dog, licking Richard's cum from her sloppy stretch cunt. The taste of it, bitter and thick, coating his mouth, sliding down his throat. Janet stroking his hair, whispering good boy, like he'd finally done something right, like he'd finally figured out what he was for.

Matty unzipped his trousers. They were already ruined, stiff with dried cum from when he'd come in the gallery without even touching himself. What did it matter?

He pulled his cock out, already leaking and needy. Four and a half inches, maybe less, slick with precum. Pathetic. He'd always known it was small, average at best, the kind of cock that made women go quiet and say it's fine, really, it's not about size. But now he'd seen proof. Richard's cock, thick as Matty's wrist, eight or nine inches of solid fucking meat, and Janet had taken it all. Screamed for it. Begged for more.

Janet had been lying for ten years.

His hand moved, slow strokes, base to tip. His breath came faster, shallow and ragged. The flat was silent except for the faint hum of the radiator and the wet, obscene sound of his fist working his cock. He thought about Richard. About the way Richard had looked at him through the glass, that knowing smile, that look that said I own her now, and you're going to watch. About the way Richard had ordered him to kneel, to clean, and Matty had obeyed without question, without hesitation, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

He thought about the Gallery. About the other people watching, strangers who knew exactly what he was. The married man in the front row, white wristband marking him as participant, cum staining his trousers, watching his wife get fucked by another man. The woman who'd leaned over and whispered it gets easier. Had she been married once? Had she sat where Matty sat, watched what Matty watched, felt what Matty felt? Did it get easier? Did the shame ever stop burning?

Did he want it to?

His hand moved faster. His cock throbbed in his fist, slick and hot, leaking steadily. He imagined Richard moving into their flat. Taking over. Taking the bedroom, the marital bed, relegating Matty to the spare room with the broken bed frame and the boxes they'd never unpacked. Matty lying awake at night, listening through the thin walls. Hearing Janet moan, loud and shameless. Hearing Richard's low commands, that's it, good girl, take it all. Hearing the bed creak, rhythmic and relentless, the headboard banging against the wall. Hearing her come. Again. And again. And again.

And there'd be an audience. Richard would invite people over. Patrons from Le Cercle Noir, strangers with expensive watches and knowing smiles. They'd sit in the bedroom, perched on chairs Richard would arrange, sipping champagne whilst Richard fucked Janet in Matty's bed, in Matty's flat, and Matty would be locked in the spare room, door barred from the outside, trousers around his ankles, cock in his hand, wanking to the sounds of his wife being used.

And he'd come. Every single time. Hard and desperate and ashamed, spilling over his fist whilst strangers laughed and Richard grunted and Janet screamed.

Because that's what he was now. That's what he'd always been.

Matty's orgasm slammed into him, brutal and sudden, no warning, just his cock jerking in his fist and cum pulsing out, hot and thick, spilling over his fingers, dripping onto his already ruined trousers. He bit down on his lip, stifling the moan that wanted to rip out of him, his body convulsing, thighs clenching, arse lifting off the sofa. The orgasm rolled through him in waves, each one dragging another spurt of cum out, and he couldn't stop it, couldn't control it, just kept coming and coming whilst the image of Janet's face, covered in Richard's cum, stayed burned behind his eyelids.

When it was over, he slumped back against the sofa, panting. Cum cooled on his hand, sticky and disgusting. His phone buzzed again beside him. Another text. He didn't look. Didn't care. Could be Richard. Could be Janet, awake in the next room, telling him to come to bed. Could be anyone.

He stared at the ceiling. At the orange glow of the streetlights bleeding through the curtains. At nothing.

This was his life now. Husband and cuckold, the man who watched and cleaned and stayed because leaving meant being alone and being alone meant nothing, meant disappearing, meant the seven-year-old inside him whose dad fucked off without a word finally being right about everything.

And Monday would come. And Richard would be at the office, sitting in his corner office with the view of King's Cross, and Matty would knock on the door and say good morning and hand over his reports and pretend everything was normal.

Because that was normal now.

THE END
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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