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Introduction

PRIVATE VIEWING: 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.




For fans of explicit hotwife erotica featuring mature women discovering their sexual power, supportive husbands who find excitement in sharing, and detailed scenes of extramarital encounters that ultimately strengthen the primary relationship, PRIVATE VIEWING delivers a sophisticated, unapologetically graphic exploration of desire, power, and marriage.


Prologue

This book is another "Hotwife Tale" by British erotica author, Chris P. Rider. Therefore the writing and spelling is 'British English', and therefore may have spellings you are not quite used to if you are American.  Please forgive our use of extra U's and our 'arse' (not ass).  




Content Warning:




This novel contains explicit adult content including consensual extramarital sexual encounters, detailed intimate scenes between multiple partners, and graphic language. The story explores themes of hotwifing, shared spouses, and voyeurism within a consensual marriage. All characters are over 18 years of age. Intended for mature audiences only.




NOTE:  As this book is self published, and edited 'in house' (by myself and my wife), some typo's might creep in.  We obviously try hard not to allow them, but if you do find them, please do contact me via a short e-mail (contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk) and I'll ensure they are corrected!  




This is my 5th full length novel, and the 7th in the "Hotwife Tales" series of stand-alone stories.  I'll list some of my others at the end of the book.




I really hope you enjoy this story - and if you are an estate agent... forgive any inaccuracies, research can only get me so far!


Chapter 1: The Slump




Vacant Possession

David sat at his laptop in their cosy living room, staring at a nearly blank Word document as evening light streamed through the bay window. His fingers drummed the table uselessly while the cursor blinked mockingly on the page. Just two paragraphs of his new story written, and those a few days ago. The literary engine that had once powered his secret erotica career had sputtered to an inglorious halt.

He tapped a few tentative words, then immediately deleted them with a groan.

"Absolute rubbish," he muttered. Awful, just like yesterday and the day before.

His side gig writing smutty novellas for Kindle had started as a lark three years ago, as a way to supplement his freelance income when travel writing assignments dried up. To his surprise, the stories had found an audience. Enough readers clicked "buy now" on his tales of confident women and the men who worshipped them to pad their joint account with a steady stream of royalties.

Until now.

David dragged his hands down his face, feeling the scratch of stubble. The cursor continued its maddening pulse. He'd started and abandoned four different stories in the past month, none progressing beyond a stuttering first chapter. His last publication was nearly six weeks ago, and sales were already dropping.

"Not again," David muttered, pushing back from his desk and running his hands through his increasingly dishevelled hair. "Come on, just one bloody paragraph. That's all I need to get started."

He stared at the intimidating whiteness of the document. Nothing. His brain felt wrapped in cotton wool, stuffed with half-formed ideas that dissolved the moment he tried to shape them into sentences.

The sound of keys in the front door broke his concentration. He quickly minimised the document, though the idea of Sue discovering his writer's block was far less mortifying than her finding the blank page where his latest erotica fantasy should be taking shape.

Even as his creative confidence had taken a battering, the simple sound of Sue coming home sent a warm flutter through his chest. Writer's block be damned, at least some things remained constant.

"In the office, love!" David called out, running a hand through his hair in a futile attempt to appear less frazzled.

Sue's voice carried from the hallway. "You wouldn't believe the day I've had. Is there any of that wine left?"

"Think there's one bottle of Malbec," he responded, rising from the chair with a stretch that made his back crack in three places. "The white’s all gone."

She walked in still wearing her conservative charcoal trouser suit, looking every bit the professional estate agent. David observed her as she removed her blazer, his eyes drawn to the way the white blouse stretched across her breasts. Fifteen years of marriage, and still the sight of her stirred something primal in him.

Sue kicked off her sensible flat shoes. Even exhausted, with her makeup slightly faded and blonde hair falling from its once-neat ponytail, she looked beautiful to him. He noticed the slight shadows beneath her eyes, sales must be tough this month.

"Bad day?" He crossed the room and kissed her, tasting the mint of the gum she always chewed before important meetings.

"The same. Another viewing, another 'we'll think about it.'" She sighed, leaning into him briefly before pulling away. "I swear people just book viewings as a hobby these days."

"Commission still down?" He followed her toward the kitchen, his own professional struggles temporarily forgotten.

"Jimmy pulled me in for a chat today. Said my numbers are the lowest they've been in five years." Her voice carried the forced lightness that David recognised as her way of masking genuine worry.

Their kitchen retained most of its Victorian charm, the original fireplace now housed their oven, and the butler sink had been restored rather than replaced. David moved to the small fridge tucked beneath the counter while Sue filled the kettle.

"Tea or that wine?" he asked, hand poised on the fridge door.

"Start with tea, end with wine," she answered, the routine so familiar they barely needed the words.

David watched her reach for mugs, noting how her trousers tightened across her bum as she stretched for the top shelf. Still a magnificent arse, he thought, allowing himself to indulge in the sight. Sue caught him looking and rolled her eyes, but the small smile that followed held fifteen years of shared understanding.

"You're incorrigible," she said, but the warmth in her voice belied any real complaint.

"Guilty as charged." He leaned against the counter, crossing his arms. "So, what's Jimmy's theory about the sales slump?"

Sue dropped teabags into two mugs before responding. "The usual corporate bollocks. Market conditions, buyer sentiment, blah blah." She paused. "But then he hinted at something else."

"Oh?" David watched her face carefully.

"He suggested I might not be 'connecting' with clients the way some of the newer agents are." The kettle clicked off, and Sue poured steaming water over the waiting teabags. "Basically implied I'm being outshone by the twenty-somethings in tight dresses."

"Wanker," David responded automatically, though his writer's brain immediately filed the situation away, purely out of professional interest, he told himself.

"He's not entirely wrong, though." Sue handed him his mug; milk, no sugar, and their fingers brushed in the familiar exchange. "Sophie landed three sales last week. Three! And Jules is closing on that mansion in Hampstead."

They migrated to the living room, settling on their worn but comfortable sofa. David felt the day's tension begin to ease as they sank into their usual spots, Sue with her legs tucked beneath her, David with his arm stretched along the back of the sofa, fingers just reaching the nape of her neck.

"Maybe they're just having a lucky streak," he suggested, sipping the tea that was exactly as he liked it.

Sue made a noncommittal noise. "Maybe. Or maybe Jimmy's right and I'm not... I don't know. Bringing enough energy? Enthusiasm?" She gestured vaguely at herself. "The trouser suits and sensible shoes aren't exactly setting the world on fire."

David studied her over the rim of his mug. There it was, that little dip in her confidence that had become more frequent lately. He'd noticed it coincided with his own creative drought, as if their professional insecurities were somehow feeding each other.

"Those trouser suits look bloody brilliant on you," he said truthfully. "And you've been selling houses for years without resorting to... whatever it is the youngsters are doing."

"Flirting, David. They're flirting." Sue's tone was matter-of-fact. "And wearing skirts that would make my mother faint."

The conversation paused as they sipped their tea, comfortable in the moment despite their shared career anxieties. David felt Sue's eyes on him and knew what was coming next.

"Rough day at the keyboard?" she asked, setting her mug down and crossing to kiss the top of his head.

David resigned himself to confession. His secret career was floundering, and perhaps sharing the burden might unblock whatever creative dam had formed in his mind.

"It's not just a rough day," he admitted. "It's been weeks now. The well's run dry."

Sue settled beside him, concern etching her features. "Your travel pieces? I thought the Yorkshire food trail article was coming along nicely."

"Not those." David hesitated, then reached for his laptop. "The... other writing."

Sue's eyebrows rose. They rarely discussed his erotica pen name directly, though she'd known about it since he'd started three years ago. It had begun as a joke between them after a particularly wine-soaked evening, David claiming he could write better smut than the paperback they'd been giggling over. The next morning, he'd actually started typing, and somehow, he had published seventeen steamy novellas since.

"Show me," Sue said, curiosity replacing concern.

David logged into his Amazon KDP dashboard and angled the screen toward her. The graph of his monthly earnings showed a clear downward trend, the last spike coinciding with his most recent publication nearly two months ago.

"See? It's dying off," he said, scrolling to show her the daily reads and sales reports. "Without new material, the algorithm buries you. I've got loyal readers, but they're drifting away."

Sue studied the screen. "Two hundred thousand page reads last month? That's still impressive."

"Down from three hundred the month before." David ran a hand through his hair. "And I've got nothing. Absolutely nothing. Every time I sit down to write, it's like I'm staring at a blank wall."

"Writer's block happens to everyone, doesn't it?" Sue's hand found his knee, the casual touch instantly grounding him.

"This feels different." David closed the sales dashboard and opened the document he'd been struggling with. "Look. Two paragraphs in six hours. And they're rubbish."

Sue leaned closer to read, her perfume enveloped him. The familiar scent triggered a cascade of memories: their honeymoon, countless dinners out, lazy Sunday mornings. He'd described that very perfume in his second novella, though he'd changed the notes slightly to protect their privacy.

As she read, David found himself distracted by her proximity. Sue had kicked off her shoes and tucked her legs beneath her, settling against his side. Without thinking, he began running his fingers through her blonde hair, loosening what remained of her work-day ponytail. The silky strands slipped between his fingers as he gently massaged her scalp.

"God, that feels nice," she murmured, leaning into his touch without looking away from the screen.

"Your hair always feels amazing," he replied, twirling a strand around his finger. "Remember when you had it cut short after we got married? I missed playing with it like this."

Sue hummed in agreement, still scanning the document. "These paragraphs aren't bad, you know. Just... incomplete."

David continued his gentle ministrations, enjoying the weight of her against him. "The problem isn't the quality. It's that nothing excites me enough to keep going. I built a following writing my naughty stories. Now I just stare at the page wondering if I've said everything I wanted to say."

"Seventeen books is a lot," Sue conceded.

"I have a small but loyal fanbase," he explained, closing the laptop and setting it aside to give her his full attention. "But they expect new releases, something fresh. But now I'm stuck. Every scenario feels like a rehash of something I've already written."

In the golden evening light filtering through their living room window, Sue looked luminous. The day's stress had melted from her features, replaced by the relaxed expression he cherished. Her hair, now fully freed from its workday constraints, framed her face in soft waves. David felt a familiar swell of affection tinged with desire.

"You know, you still take my breath away," David said quietly as Sue nuzzled into him.

Sue paused, a genuinely surprised smile crossing her face. "You sure you'd not prefer a younger model like the girls in my office?"

"That's the point," he replied, moving to wrap his arms around her waist from behind. "Some things just get better with time."

Her laugh held notes of both pleasure and disbelief. "Charmer."

David turned to Sue, watching how the evening light caught in her hair as she leaned against the kitchen counter. "What are we doing for dinner, anyway? I got caught up in failing to write and totally forgot to plan anything."

"I picked up those lamb chops from the butcher on Fortess Road. Thought we could have them with the new potatoes I got at the farmers' market." Sue pushed herself away from the counter and moved toward the fridge.

David watched the familiar way she navigated their kitchen, the slight sway of her hips, the confident movements of someone completely at home. A flash of memory hit him: Sue in her twenties, dancing in some Ibiza club, her body glowing under the pulsing lights. Back then, her hair had been shorter, her outfits barely there, and they'd stayed up until sunrise more often than not.

"Remember Ibiza?" The words slipped out before he could stop them.

Sue paused, potatoes in hand, a knowing smile spreading across her face. "Which time? The one where you got so sunburnt you couldn't move for three days, or the one where we shagged in that beach club bathroom and nearly got caught?"

"Definitely the latter." David grinned, moving to get the wine glasses from the cabinet. Their fingers brushed as Sue handed him the bottle of Malbec they'd been saving. "We were a bit wild back then, weren't we?"

"We had our moments," Sue agreed, her eyes holding his for a beat longer than necessary. "Though I remember you being quite the observer even then. Always watching, taking mental notes for your writing."

David uncorked the bottle, pouring them each a generous glass. "Not much to observe these days, apparently. My imagination's gone completely barren."

Sue took her glass, fingers trailing over his deliberately. "You just need a break and inspiration will come."

As she moved back to the chopping board, David leaned against the doorframe, sipping his wine and watching her work. Even in her work clothes, slightly rumpled from a long day, she was stunning to him. Not just attractive, though she certainly was that, but familiar in a way that went soul-deep. Her hands moved with practiced efficiency as she seasoned the chops and washed the potatoes. He knew every inch of those hands, every line, every callus.

The potatoes were soon bubbling on the stove, and the lamb was sizzling in their cast iron pan. The familiar domestic rhythm soothed something in David, even as his failed writing attempt nagged at the back of his mind.

Twenty minutes later, they settled at their dining table, a vintage piece Sue had found at Camden Market years ago, paired with four completely mismatched chairs that somehow worked together. One of David's travel articles framed on the wall caught the light, his piece on Kent's hidden food gems that had won a small but meaningful award last year.

"This is incredible," David said after his first bite of the lamb. "You've outdone yourself."

"It's the rosemary," Sue replied, reaching for her wine. "Makes all the difference."

The conversation flowed easily between them, the comfort of fifteen years together allowing silences that never felt awkward. After describing her frustrating property viewing with a particularly picky client, Sue circled back to David's writing dilemma.

"So, what do you usually do when you get stuck? With the travel pieces, I mean." She forked a potato, her green eyes reflecting genuine interest.

David considered the question, swirling the red wine in his glass. "Usually, I go somewhere new. Change of scenery helps reset my brain." He sighed. "But with the erotica, it's different. It's not about places, it's about... feelings. Connections. Desire."

"And those have dried up?" The slight arch of her eyebrow held a challenge.

"No," he replied quickly, reaching across to take her hand. "God, no. If anything, I want you more now than ever. It's just..." He struggled to articulate the problem. "Every scenario I come up with feels like something I've already written. I'm recycling ideas, and I know my readers will notice."

Sue squeezed his hand, her thumb tracing circles on his palm in a way that sent shivers up his arm. "Maybe you need some new fantasies to explore. New scenarios." Her voice dropped slightly. "New inspirations."

The warmth in her eyes made David's breath catch. Even after fifteen years, she could disarm him with a look.

"Your support means everything to me," he said, voice thick with emotion. "Most wives wouldn't encourage their husbands to keep writing smut for strangers on the internet."

Sue laughed, the sound filling their dining room. "Most wives don't get to reap the benefits of all that research."

As they finished dinner, they moved in tandem to clear the table. In the confines of their kitchen, David found himself acutely aware of Sue's proximity. Each time they passed each other, their bodies brushed, her hip against his, his arm skimming her back. The third time it happened, he caught her smiling to herself.

"What?" he asked, loading plates into the dishwasher.

"Nothing." She passed him his wine glass. "Just thinking we're like one of those married couples in your stories. The ones who still can't keep their hands off each other."

David straightened, abandoning the dishwasher to face her. "Those are my favourite characters to write."

"I know." Sue's voice held a note of pride.

The kitchen light cast a golden glow across her features as David stepped closer, backing her gently against the counter. He took the towel from her hands and set it aside, his eyes never leaving hers. When his lips finally met hers, the familiar taste of wine and something uniquely Sue made his heart race. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer as the kiss deepened.

David's hands found their way to her hips, fingers digging in slightly as fifteen years of knowing exactly how she liked to be touched guided his movements. He broke the kiss only to trail his lips down her neck, loving how her breath hitched when he found the sensitive spot just below her ear.

◆◆◆

David sat propped against the headboard, watching as Sue changed for bed. She moved around their bedroom with unselfconscious grace, removing her work clothes piece by piece. The simple act of her undressing had always fascinated him. Not just the reveal of her body, though that certainly held his attention, but the transition from professional Sue to his Sue.

She caught him watching as she unclasped her bra. "Taking mental notes for your next bestseller?"

"Trying to," he admitted. "But the words aren't coming. Just looking at you now, the way the light from the bedside lamp catches on your skin, how your hair falls forward when you lean down..." He gestured helplessly. "I should be able to capture that in words."

Sue smiled, pulling on her sleep shirt, one of his old t-shirts that she'd claimed years ago. "Maybe you're too close to it. Sometimes the things we know best are the hardest to describe."

She slid into bed beside him, curling into his side with practiced ease. His arm wrapped around her automatically, drawing her closer. Her hair tickled his chin as she settled her head on his chest.

"You'll find your words again," she murmured, voice already heavy with approaching sleep. "You always do."

David pressed a kiss to the top of her head, inhaling the familiar scent of her shampoo. "Thank you for believing that."

As Sue's breathing deepened into sleep, David stared at the ceiling, his mind stubbornly refusing to quieten. Half-formed story ideas swirled in his consciousness, characters, scenes, snippets of dialogue, but none took hold. Each promising thread unravelled as soon as he tried to follow it.

He tightened his arm around Sue, grateful beyond words for her warm presence against him. Whatever creative drought he was experiencing, at least he had her. The quiet solidarity of her support meant more than any words he could put on a page.

◆◆◆

Bottom of the Market

Sue stared at the empty inbox on her monitor, the ticking of the wall clock a mocking reminder of her stagnation. Two viewing requests for the entire week. She'd seen busier schedules during the 2008 housing crash. Her mouse pointer hovered over the refresh button, as if clicking it again might miracle up a few more potential buyers.

Nothing.

She caught her reflection in the dark patches of her screen, the sensible navy trouser suit that had been her work uniform for years now looked dated rather than classic. The pearl earrings her mother had given her for her thirty-fifth birthday completed the image of... what exactly? Dependability? Professionalism? The words Jimmy had used in her performance review last year seemed hollow now. What good was looking "trustworthy" when it didn't translate to sales?

The mortgage payment notification had pinged on her phone that morning. Another £1,850 out of their joint account. David's writing income had been patchy lately, making her commission more crucial than ever. They'd managed their finances well enough over the years, but the spreadsheet she'd created last night showed a worrying trend. Three more months of declining sales, and they'd need to start dipping into savings.

"Oh yes, Mr. Harrison." Sophie Turner's voice carried across the office, dripping with suggestive undertones despite her professional vocabulary. "I'd love to show you that penthouse again. The master bedroom really is spectacular..."

Sue pretended to focus on updating a property listing while Sophie, all flame-red hair and confidence, settled at her desk opposite. The younger woman crossed her legs, her red dress riding up to reveal toned thighs. She caught Sue's glance and offered a friendly smile before turning back to her call.

Sophie wasn't the problem. She was genuinely good at her job, she knew the market inside out and built excellent rapport with clients. But Sue couldn't help noticing how the girl's body swayed a little across the office floor, how male clients' eyes followed her movement, how she always seemed to have a viewing booked.

"Of course, we could meet after work hours if that suits your schedule better," Sophie purred into her headset. "I understand discretion is important for someone in your position."

Sue's screen showed her numbers for the quarter in stark red text. Jimmy would be checking these figures again on Friday. The thought made her stomach clench. Twenty years in the business meant nothing if you couldn't close deals.

Her mobile buzzed with a text from David: "How's the day going, beautiful? Sending love x"

Sweet man. Always checking in. But he didn't fully grasp the pressure she felt each day sitting among these younger, hungry agents who seemed to operate by different rules. Rules that the owner and boss Jimmy Richardson clearly appreciated, judging by the gleaming sales board where Sophie and Chloe's names dominated the top spots.

Sue stood abruptly and headed toward the small kitchen area, needing distance from her empty inbox and the statistics that mocked her.

The office kitchenette, barely large enough for three people, was the unofficial hub of Prime Estates gossip. The coffee machine gurgled as Sue entered, finding Chloe Evans already there, stirring something suspicious into her energy drink.

"Morning, Sue," Chloe said, her plum-coloured lips curved in a smile that never quite reached her eyes. At twenty-eight, she was the most recent hire but already climbing the sales ladder with remarkable speed.

"Morning," Sue replied, reaching for her sensible thermal mug, "How's your week shaping up?"

Chloe's eyes lit up. "Just closed on that two-bedroom in Chalk Farm! You know, the one with the questionable water pressure?"

"The Ferguson property? That's been on the market for months." Sue couldn't hide her surprise. That flat had structural issues that had scared away at least three serious buyers she knew of.

"The husband couldn't sign fast enough," Chloe giggled, adjusting her low-cut blouse in a move that seemed practiced. "Amazing what a private viewing and a bit of personal attention can accomplish."

Sue's fingers tightened around her mug. The implication was clear enough.

"Congratulations," she managed, keeping her tone neutral as she reached for the coffee pot.

Ryan Phillips entered, his boyish face brightening at the sight of Chloe. "Heard about your sale. Jimmy's chuffed."

Chloe preened. "Just good at reading what clients want, that's all."

The double entendre hung in the air as Sue busied herself with her coffee, feeling oddly like the adult supervisor at a teenage party. She'd started at Prime Estates when most of these agents were still in secondary school. Yet here she was, being subtly edged out of relevance by techniques she'd always considered unprofessional.

"What about you, Sue?" Ryan asked, seemingly remembering his manners. "Any promising leads?"

"Two viewings this week. Quality over quantity." The lie felt sticky in her mouth.

"That's the spirit," Chloe said with false brightness. "Though in this market, we need both, don't we?"

The kitchen suddenly felt stifling. Sue remembered when she'd been the one sharing success stories, when junior agents had looked to her for guidance. Now she was the cautionary tale: what happened when you didn't adapt.

"Speaking of quality," Chloe continued, lowering her voice conspiratorially, "Jimmy's bringing in a new client today. Some tech entrepreneur with stupid money looking for a statement property in Hampstead."

"And let me guess," Sue said, unable to stop herself. "You're handling it?"

Chloe's smile was razor-sharp. "He hasn't decided yet. Said he wants to meet everyone first."

Code for: whoever catches his eye, Sue knew.

"Well, best of luck," Sue said, raising her mug in a mock toast before retreating back to her desk.

As she walked through the office, she passed Sophie, now standing by the large property map on the wall, pointing out locations to a silver-haired gentleman in an expensive suit. The man was nodding, but his eyes were fixed on Sophie's figure rather than where she was pointing.

Sue settled back at her desk, opening the property database to search for anything that might appeal to a tech entrepreneur. If Jimmy was bringing in a whale, perhaps she could prepare some suitable options. Strategy and preparation had always been her strengths.

Her email pinged, a cancellation for one of her two viewings. The clients had found something with another agent.

Fucking perfect.

The pressure was building, like a physical weight across her shoulders. She glanced down at her sensible black loafers, then across at Sophie's red heels. Twenty years ago, she'd have worn something similar without a second thought. Before mortgages and responsibility and the creeping self-consciousness that came with passing forty.

Jimmy Richardson's booming Yorkshire accent suddenly filled the office as he emerged from his private room. "Morning, team! Big day ahead, let's make some magic happen!"

His eyes scanned the office, landing briefly on each agent before moving on. When his gaze reached Sue, she saw the flicker of something… disappointment? Dismissal?  Before he continued his morning ritual of checking the sales board and then heading back into his private office.

Sue's desk phone trilled, startling her from the hypnotic misery of staring at her empty inbox. She snatched up the receiver, heart quickening.

"Prime Estates, Sue Maxwell speaking."

"Hello there," came a male voice, confident and with the faintest hint of a northern accent. "I'm calling about the Semi-Detached house in Primrose Hill, NW1. The one that's been renovated?"

Sue hurried to pull up the listing. It was one of her better properties, four bedrooms, immaculate inside, and a south-facing garden that practically sold itself in the summer months. Having spent so much on restoring it, the owners had insisted on pricing it ambitiously, but the market had stalled in the three weeks since listing.

"Yes, of course. That property is absolutely beautiful." She sat up straighter, energy flooding back into her voice. "Are you looking to arrange a viewing?"

"Possibly. My wife and I are relocating from Manchester next month. We've seen the virtual tour online, but I'd like to get a feel for the place in person."

Sue pulled her diary towards her, scanning for gaps. A genuine buyer with job relocation, typically serious and motivated. The perfect client. Her pulse quickened. Perhaps this was the turning point she needed.

"I could show you round Monday afternoon if that works? Or I have a slot on tomorrow morning?" She held her breath, this could be big.

"Oh, I'd not want to take up your Saturday, Monday would be perfect. Say, two o'clock?"

"Brilliant." She tapped in the details, trying to contain her excitement. "And may I take your name, sir?"

"Mark Thompson. My wife Emily will be joining me too."

"Wonderful, Mr. Thompson. I'll text you the address and my contact details right after this call. The property really is exceptional, the current owners have preserved all the period features while modernising where it counts. The kitchen extension is particularly impressive."

"Sounds promising. And, um, what was the asking price again? I saw it online but just want to confirm."

This was always the tricky part. Sue took a breath. "They're asking two point eight million."

The pause on the other end stretched just a fraction too long.

"I see. That's... at the upper end of our budget."

Sue recognised that tone immediately. The polite retreat, the mental crossing-off of possibilities. She hurried to recover. "The owners are motivated sellers, Mr. Harper. They've already purchased their next property, so there's definitely room for negotiation."

"Right, well, I'll think about it," he said, the enthusiasm now noticeably dampened. "We'll see you Monday at two, anyway."

"Looking forward to it," Sue replied, trying to keep her voice buoyant even as her hopes deflated. "Have a lovely day."

She hung up, making the appointment note in the system before slumping back in her chair. She'd have to prepare a strong case for why the property was worth the money, maybe pull some comparable sales data, emphasise the potential for further value increases. The Thompsons sounded like sensible people; perhaps they'd respond to logic and facts rather than just emotional appeal.

Through the glass partition separating her desk from the main floor, Sue spotted a familiar figure approaching Chloe's workspace. Male, early thirties, in a smart casual outfit that screamed "tech industry money." He'd been browsing the window display when Sue arrived that morning.

Chloe was already on her feet, tablet in hand, showing him something that made him lean in with interest. Her fitted black dress rode up slightly as she perched on the edge of her desk, angling the screen so he could see it better. His eyes flicked between the tablet and Chloe's exposed thighs.

Sue didn't need to hear their conversation to recognise the body language. Chloe's animated gestures, the man's increasingly engaged nodding, the way she occasionally touched his arm to emphasise a point. Sue strained to see which property they were discussing. When Chloe flipped to a new listing, Sue caught a glimpse of familiar brickwork.

The Leverton Street terrace. Of course.

Her stomach dropped. Chloe was already working on poaching her property. The Thompson’s viewing suddenly seemed less promising. If this bloke viewed it first and made an offer today...

Sue watched as Chloe laughed at something the man said, tossing her glossy hair over one shoulder. The man was nodding now, reaching for his phone as Chloe opened her diary. A viewing being arranged, right before her eyes.

The cruel irony wasn't lost on her. While she'd been going through proper channels and procedures, her younger colleague had spotted an opportunity and pounced. No appointment necessary, just intercept them while they're still browsing.

Sue turned back to her computer, trying to focus on updating her other listings. She still had the Thompsons. Nothing was certain in this business until contracts were exchanged. She'd simply have to make a better impression than Chloe.

A burst of applause from the other side of the office drew her attention. Jimmy Richardson had emerged from his office, his tall frame commanding attention as he stood beside Sophie's desk. The redhead was beaming up at him, a signed contract in her hand.

"Attention everyone!" Jimmy's voice boomed across the office. His Yorkshire accent always became more pronounced when he was excited. "Our Sophie's just closed on the Hampstead penthouse. Full asking price, cash buyer, thirty-day completion."

More applause rippled through the office. The Hampstead penthouse had been listed at just under five million. Even at the standard commission rate, that was a substantial payday for both Sophie and the firm.

"That's how it's done, people," Jimmy continued, his hand now resting on Sophie's shoulder, fingers lightly squeezing in what looked more like a caress than congratulation. "Identify the right buyer, understand their needs, and guide them home."

Sophie was practically glowing under the attention, her green eyes bright with triumph. "The client's already recommended us to two of his colleagues," she added. "I'll be following up with them this afternoon."

Jimmy's hand slid slightly lower on her back. "That's my girl. Always thinking ahead."

Sue busied herself with her computer, stomach churning as she pulled up the office website. She navigated to the 'Recent Sales' section and began updating Sophie's listing, marking it as 'SOLD' in bold red letters. The fourth property this month to bear Sophie's name and that glaring red stamp of success.

The weight of her own blank sales column pressed down on her. The Thompsons’ viewing Monday suddenly seemed like her last chance to prove her worth. She'd have to bring her A-game, brush up on the local schools, check the latest comparable sales, maybe even bring coffee and pastries to create a welcoming atmosphere.

Through her peripheral vision, she could see Jimmy still standing by Sophie's desk, their heads now close together as they reviewed something on her computer screen. His large hand remained on her lower back, thumb making small circles that nobody else seemed to notice or care about.

Sue clicked 'update' on the website, watching as Sophie's latest triumph went live for all the world to see. As the page refreshed, the tally of Sophie's sold properties increased yet again, while Sue's remained static.

The contrast couldn't have been clearer.  


Chapter 2: Bottom of the Market




Change of Use Application


Over steaming bowls of pasta arrabbiata, David watched Sue pick at her food, pushing it around more than eating it. "How are those new developments selling? The ones near Hampstead Heath?"

Sue's shoulders slumped slightly as she reached for her wine glass. "Slowly. Too slowly."

There it was again, that look she got when talking about work. The crease between her eyebrows that hadn't been there a year ago, the tightness around her mouth.

"My figures are dropping even further," she confessed, twirling pasta around her fork without lifting it. Then her expression brightened slightly. "I did book a viewing for Monday though, a couple relocating from Manchester. But the house is nearly three million, and I could tell it might be too rich for them."

David nodded, hearing both the hope and the pre-emptive disappointment in her voice. She was already preparing for failure, a protective mechanism he recognised all too well from his own creative struggles.

"That's something, though," he offered. "You never know with these things."

Sue took a small bite, chewed thoughtfully. "Chloe might be poaching one of my properties."

"Oh?"

"She was showing it to a walk-in while I was on the phone booking my viewing. That's how they operate, intercept clients before they even make appointments." Her voice had taken on an edge he rarely heard.

David raised an eyebrow. "Sounds like you need to be more... proactive."

The word hung between them, loaded with suggestion.

After dinner, they moved to the living room sofa, wine glasses refilled. David deliberately sat close, his thigh pressed against hers, his arm stretched along the back of the sofa behind her shoulders. She needed to feel supported right now, not judged. The warmth of her body against his was a reminder of how much he treasured her, how desperately he wanted to see her shine again.

"Tell me about these younger agents," he said, fingers gently playing with a strand of her hair. "What exactly makes them so successful?"

David watched Sue's expression change as she continued her explanation. The wine had loosened her tongue, bringing forth an edge of bitterness he rarely heard from her.

"Sophie, well her skirts barely cover her arse," Sue said, taking another large sip of wine. "She's always crossing and uncrossing those long legs of hers during client meetings. And Chloe? Christ, her blouses might as well be transparent. I swear she undoes an extra button whenever a male client walks in."

David listened intently, picturing these younger women with their short skirts and see-through blouses. He'd witnessed similar tactics when researching his novels in upscale London bars, attractive women using their sexuality as currency, as power. An image flashed in his mind, one he'd entertained more times than he cared to admit over the years, of Sue commanding that same attention, those same hungry looks he'd noticed other men giving her when she wasn't aware.

He noted the flush on Sue's cheeks, the way her fingers tightened around glass stem. There was something beyond professional frustration here, perhaps a flicker of envy? He took a deep breath, weighing his next words carefully.

"Maybe they're onto something?"

Sue's head snapped up, eyes widening. The glass froze halfway to her lips.

"What exactly are you suggesting?" Her voice was dangerously quiet.

Careful now, he thought. This needs to be her choice.

"I'm just thinking out loud," David said, keeping his tone casual while his heart raced. "Sex sells. Always has. In advertising, in business, everywhere really. Even in writing." He gestured vaguely toward his laptop where his stalled erotica manuscript lay hidden.

Sue placed her glass down with deliberate care. "You think I should... what? Hike up my skirts? Unbutton my blouse? Flash a bit of cleavage to sell houses?"

"That's not-"

"Because that's essentially prostitution, isn't it? Trading on my sexuality to make sales?"

David ran a hand through his hair. This was heading south quickly. "No, that's not what I meant. Look, you're stunning, Sue. Why not show it off a bit? I've seen how men look at you when we're out, even in those trouser suits you insist on wearing."

"When men look at me? What are you talking about?" Her indignation seemed genuine, but there was something else beneath it; uncertainty, perhaps curiosity?

"You honestly don't notice?" David couldn't help the smile that crept across his face. "There was that waiter at Giovanni's last month who nearly walked into another table because he was watching you. And that bloke in the art gallery who followed us through three rooms pretending to be interested in landscapes."

Sue's expression shifted from indignation to surprise. "You noticed all that?"

"Of course I noticed," David said, surprising himself with his honesty. "And I've been noticing for years. I just never said anything because... well, I wasn't sure how I felt about it."

Sue studied his face carefully. "And how do you feel about it?"

David took a slow breath. "Proud, mostly. That my wife still turns heads. And if I'm being completely honest..." He paused, wondering if he should reveal this long-held secret. "It excites me too."

"So, what exactly are you proposing?" Sue asked, reaching for her wine again.

David took a moment, collecting his thoughts. "No more trouser suits. Instead, dresses, skirts... clothes that make you feel confident."

"You want me to dress like a tart?" Sue interrupted, her tone incredulous.

Time to be honest, he thought, meeting her gaze directly.

"No, like the confident woman you used to be. The one who knew exactly how gorgeous she was and didn't apologise for it."

David shifted closer on the sofa, his hand finding hers. "Remember Ibiza? How you used to dance? Every bloke in the club watching you, and you loving every minute of it."

Sue blushed, the memory clearly vivid for her too. "That was ages ago. Before mortgages and job pressures and-"

"Before you started hiding," David finished gently.

She looked down at their joined hands. "I'm not hiding."

"Aren't you?" David's voice dropped lower. "You were irresistible then. Still are, if you'd let yourself be."

The room felt charged suddenly, threads of possibility vibrating between them. David watched her face carefully, saw her swallow hard, the pulse at her neck quickening.

"And you'd be okay with other men looking at your wife in that way?" Sue asked, watching him closely.

"More than okay. I'd be proud."

God, more than proud, bloody excited. The thought sent a jolt of arousal through him that was familiar yet still surprising every time. Images that had filled his private fantasies for years flashed in his mind: Sue commanding attention, turning heads, being desired by others while ultimately coming home to him. It was a secret thrill he'd never dared confess until now.

"You'd actually like that?" Sue's voice was hushed, searching his face for any sign of insincerity.

"I would," he admitted, feeling a strange relief at finally saying it aloud. "Knowing other men want what's mine? Knowing you come home to me regardless?" He shook his head slightly. "There's something powerful in that. Something I've thought about more than I probably should admit."

Sue's eyes darkened as she processed his words. He could almost see the wheels turning, possibilities unfolding.

"Let's start small," David suggested, not wanting to push too far too quickly. "Just dress differently, see how it feels. No pressure to do anything else."

Sue took another sip of wine, her lipstick leaving a perfect imprint on the glass. "You honestly think it would help with sales?"

"I think confidence sells houses," David said carefully. "And dressing in a way that makes you feel powerful creates confidence."

He watched her consider it, the spark of interest in her eyes unmistakable now. She's tempted, even if she won't admit it yet.

"It's mad," Sue muttered, but without conviction.

"Sometimes mad works," David said with a small shrug. "Look, you're in a rut. Professionally and..." he hesitated, "maybe personally too. We both are. Maybe this is exactly what we need."

Sue tilted her head, studying him. "And what do you get out of it, besides a wife who might start bringing home bigger commission cheques?"

David swallowed, decided to be completely honest. "Maybe seeing you embrace that side of yourself again would inspire me. God knows I need something to kickstart my writing."

He hadn't intended to make this about his creative block, but there it was. The truth hanging between them. His writer's imagination was already racing ahead, scenes forming in his mind with Sue at their centre, confident, desirable, powerful.

"What if it goes too far?" Sue asked quietly. "What if someone gets the wrong idea?"

"Define 'too far,'" David countered gently. "And define 'wrong idea.' Maybe we need to reconsider our definitions."

Sue's eyes widened slightly. "David Maxwell, what exactly are you saying?"

"I'm saying I trust you," he replied simply. "And I'm saying that sometimes exploring boundaries can be... fun."

David watched Sue closely, worried he might have pushed too far with his suggestions. The lamp cast a warm glow across her face as she considered his words, illuminating the subtle play of emotions across her features.

"Let's start small," he suggested, his voice gentle. "Just dress differently, see how it feels. No pressure to do anything else."

She reached for her wine glass again, running her finger around its rim in that thoughtful way she did when processing something new. David noted the spark of interest in her eyes, unmistakable despite her attempt to appear merely contemplative. She's tempted, even if she won't admit it yet.

"I would need a new wardrobe," Sue said after a long moment, her tone practical but with an undercurrent of excitement that made David's pulse quicken. "These trouser suits and sensible blouses are all I've got for work."

David couldn't suppress the grin that spread across his face. "I know some great boutiques in Covent Garden. Places where they understand the difference between sexy and tacky."

Sue raised an eyebrow at his ready answer.

"Research for writing," he explained quickly. "I like my female characters to be well-dressed."

A small smile played at the corner of her lips. "Of course."

This is actually happening, David realised with a thrill that coursed through his body. His mind raced ahead, imagining Sue transformed, confident, turning heads wherever she went. The thought was unexpectedly arousing.

"What about the office?" Sue asked, interrupting his thoughts. "Sophie and Chloe will know exactly what I'm doing. They'll think I'm pathetic, trying to compete with them at their own game."

David leaned forward, taking her hands in his. "They'll be jealous, that's what they'll be. You've got more class in your little finger than those girls have altogether. You won't be copying them, you'll be showing them how it's done properly."

Her smile widened at that, a flash of her old confidence returning. She sat up straighter, shoulders back, chin lifted slightly. David recognised the look, he was winning her over.

"So, what exactly are you suggesting?" Sue asked, curling her legs up beneath her on the sofa, unconsciously creating a more intimate space between them. "Shorter skirts? Lower necklines?"

David's mouth went dry as he imagined it. "Both, eventually. But we start with cuts that flatter you. Dresses that show off your figure rather than hiding it."

She nodded slowly, considering. "I could do that."

"And stockings instead of tights," he added, his voice dropping lower.

Sue's sharp intake of breath didn't go unnoticed. Her cheeks flushed pink, and she fidgeted slightly, crossing and uncrossing her legs. David felt an answering heat in his own body. She's getting turned on by this too.

"Stockings are such a hassle," she protested weakly.

"That's the point," David countered, daring to trace a finger along her knee. "The effort, the sensation of them against your skin all day. The knowledge that beneath that professional exterior is something... less professional."

Sue bit her lower lip, her eyes darkening. "Anyone would think you've given this some thought."

"Writer's imagination," he replied with a small shrug, though his racing heart belied his casual tone. "Always working, even when the words won't come."

They sat in charged silence for a moment, the possibilities expanding between them.

"What about flirting?" David asked finally, his voice sounding rough to his own ears.

Sue hesitated. "With clients?"

He nodded. "Why not? You're naturally charming when you relax. You draw people in."

"There's a difference between being personable and flirting," Sue pointed out.

"A line that those other agents are crossing with great success," David reminded her. "I'm not suggesting you do anything you're uncomfortable with. Just... don't pull back if the opportunity presents itself."

His writer's mind was already spinning scenarios, Sue leaning close to a client, her hand lingering on an arm, a shared laugh over property details. The images sent a rush of blood southward, surprising him with their intensity. This could be exactly what we both need.

Sue moved closer on the sofa, curling against his side, her head resting on his shoulder. The familiar scent of her shampoo mingled with wine as she spoke. "You really wouldn't mind? Your wife flirting with other men?"

David's arm tightened around her shoulders, his voice growing husky. "Mind? Sue, the thought of you turning heads..." He let the implication hang between them, not quite ready to articulate the full extent of his interest.

"But surely there should be boundaries," Sue said, her fingers tracing abstract patterns on his thigh. "Lines we don't cross."

David nodded, his throat tight with unexpected desire. "Absolutely. You control how far it goes. I trust you completely."

And I'll enjoy every minute, he added silently, feeling himself harden at the possibilities his imagination conjured. The thought of Sue recounting her day, telling him about the men who had admired her, perhaps even desired her... it was intoxicating in a way he hadn't anticipated.

"Maybe we could try it for three months," Sue suggested, her voice thoughtful. "See if it makes any difference to my sales figures."

"Three months," David agreed, his heart racing at her acceptance. "If it doesn't work, we can re-evaluate."

Sue shifted, turning to face him more directly. "But you have to help me shop. Pick out things you think would work."

Perfect, he thought, a rush of excitement flooding through him. I get to help create this transformation.

"It's a deal," David said, trying to keep the eagerness from his voice and failing miserably.

Sue laughed, the sound lighter than he'd heard in months. "You're enjoying this idea far too much, David Maxwell."

"Can you blame me?" he asked, pulling her closer. "The prospect of my gorgeous wife embracing her sexuality, letting the world see again what I've always known was there?"

Their faces were inches apart now, the booze and conversation creating an electric atmosphere between them. Sue's lips parted slightly, her eyes fixed on his mouth. David closed the distance, kissing her with a passion that had been simmering all evening.

Her response was immediate and hungry, her body pressing against his as her arms wrapped around his neck. Minutes passed as they lost themselves in each other, the kiss deepening, hands beginning to wander with purpose.

David pulled back reluctantly, breathing hard. "Tomorrow, we shop?" he asked, his voice rough with desire.

Sue nodded enthusiastically, her eyes bright, "Tomorrow."

My sexy wife is coming back, David thought as they melted into another embrace.

◆◆◆

Later that night, David lay in bed listening to Sue's steady breathing beside him. Sleep eluded him as his mind raced with possibilities, both for their marriage and his writing. Images and scenarios tumbled through his thoughts, fragments of stories involving confident women embracing their sexuality, supportive partners encouraging exploration.

Maybe this is exactly the inspiration I've been needing.

Quietly, careful not to wake Sue, David reached for the notebook he kept on his bedside table. For the first time in weeks, ideas were forming, words begging to be captured. He began to write.

◆◆◆

Retail Therapy

Sue stirred awake to the glow of early morning light filtering through the blinds. David slept beside her, his breath steady and peaceful in the quiet dawn. She stared at the ceiling, fragments of last night's conversation replaying in her mind.

Maybe he's right. When did I become so... safe?

She'd once been the girl who danced on tables in Ibiza, who'd dragged David into that beach club bathroom and-

The memory made her cheeks flush. Now she wore sensible shoes and thick tights, blending into office furniture while the likes of Sophie Turner commanded the room with a flip of that fiery red hair.

She slipped from under the duvet, careful not to wake David, and padded to their en-suite. The woman in the mirror looked tired, pretty enough still, she supposed, but missing something vital. That spark. That confidence. Her fingers traced the lines at the corners of her eyes. Forty-two wasn't old, not really.

Back in the bedroom, she opened her drawer and pulled out the day's underwear. Plain beige M&S bra, matching knickers, thick black tights.

"Bloody hell," she muttered, staring at the serviceable garments. They were the epitome of giving up. Safe, reliable, invisible. Just like her career had become.

By the time David woke, Sue had already showered and was nursing a cup of tea at the kitchen counter, fully dressed in another one of her trouser suits, though perhaps for the last time, if she followed through with what she'd been considering since dawn.

"Morning, love," David yawned, shuffling toward the kettle. "You're up early for a Saturday."

Sue pushed a plate of toast toward him. "I've been thinking."

"Dangerous," he teased, dropping a quick kiss on her forehead.

"About last night." She watched him carefully, looking for any sign he'd recanted his suggestions in the cold light of day. "About the shopping."

David paused, tea bag suspended over his mug. "Oh?"

"I think it's time you put your money where your mouth is," She smirked. "Literally. Get your credit card out and take me to those clothes shops in Covent Garden you mentioned."

David's eyes widened, his mouth forming a perfect "O" of surprise.

"The ones you’ve 'visited for research'?" She made exaggerated air quotes. "Unless you've actually been taking other women there?" She kept her tone light, knowing full well he hadn't.

"God, no! I'd never-"

"I know," she laughed. "I'm teasing. But you have been checking them out, haven't you? For your stories?"

David's sheepish grin confirmed it. "Well, I couldn't exactly describe boutiques I'd never seen, could I? But it was purely professional."

"Professional perving, more like." She nudged him gently. "So, when can we go?"

His face lit up like a kid on Christmas morning. "Really? Brilliant! I know just the places. Give me twenty minutes to shower and we'll head out. The earlier we get there, the better, before the Saturday tourist crowds."

His unbridled enthusiasm was contagious. She felt a flutter in her stomach, part nervousness, part excitement. It reminded her of their early dating days, when every outing had felt like an adventure.

"No black trouser suits," she promised.

"No black trouser suits," he echoed, grinning as he rushed off to get ready.

◆◆◆

Two hours later, Sue stood outside a boutique in Covent Garden, her fingers tightening around David's hand. The mannequins in the window wore dresses that seemed to be composed of more space than fabric, short, tight, and utterly unlike anything in her wardrobe.

Those dresses are something Sophie would wear...

She hesitated, one foot on the threshold. What if she looked ridiculous? What if she was too old for this? What if-

The gentle pressure of David's hand on her lower back broke through her spiralling thoughts.

"We're just looking," he said softly. "No pressure."

Inside, the boutique was all mood lighting and minimalist displays. A sleek saleswoman with a perfect blonde bob glided over.

"Can I help you find anything today?"

"Just browsing for now, thanks," Sue replied, already gravitating toward a rack of black dresses, high-necked, below knee-length, safe.

David followed, examining the price tags with raised eyebrows. When the saleswoman drifted away, he leaned close.

"Sue, love, you've got rails of safe boring clothes at home. Let's try something different."

She shot him a look. "I'm not wearing something that barely covers my bum."

"Not asking you to." He guided her toward another section. "But how about some colour? Something that shows off those legs I love so much?"

The dresses here were still elegant but more fitted, with lower necklines and hemlines that would skim above the knee rather than below it. Sue found herself drawn to a deep emerald wrap dress.

"This would match your eyes," David said, holding it against her.

"It's very... fitted." But she couldn't deny it was beautiful.

"Try it on? Just to see?"

The changing room was spacious, with flattering lighting that somehow minimised every imperfection. Sue stripped down to her beige underwear and pulled the emerald dress over her head. The fabric whispered against her skin as it settled into place, hugging curves she'd forgotten she had.

Christ. I actually have a waist.

She opened the changing room door to find David waiting expectantly.

"Well?" she asked, suddenly self-conscious.

His sharp intake of breath was all the answer she needed.

"You look... Sue, you're stunning."

The saleswoman materialised beside them. "The colour is perfect with your complexion. Would you like to try some others?"

Before Sue could answer, the woman was already selecting more dresses, a ruby red sheath, a sapphire blue with a cowl neck, and a black number that was nothing like the safe options she'd initially gravitated toward.

"This last one would be perfect for client meetings," the saleswoman suggested. "Professional but with a bit of edge."

Sue disappeared back into the changing room, emerging in each outfit to David's increasingly appreciative gaze. The black dress was a revelation, still appropriate for work but with a slit that showcased more than enough leg to turn heads.

"Stockings would complete that look perfectly," the saleswoman remarked casually.

"I was just thinking that," David agreed, a little too quickly.

Sue rolled her eyes at him, but her mind was already racing ahead. Stockings instead of tights. The sensual glide of silk against her thighs. The private knowledge of a lace top beneath her professional exterior.

"Show me the shorter ones," she heard herself say, nodding toward a display of mid-thigh dresses she'd initially dismissed.

David's eyebrows shot up.

"Are you sure?"

"No," she admitted. "But I wasn't sure about any of this yesterday either."

For the next hour, Sue tried on clothes she would have walked past a day earlier. A crimson dress that stopped mid-thigh. A pencil skirt that hugged every curve. Blouses that dipped just low enough to show her ample cleavage without crossing into inappropriate territory.

With each outfit, she felt something shift inside her. This wasn't just about selling houses or competing with younger agents. It was about reclaiming something she'd let slip away, her confidence, her sensuality, the parts of herself she'd packed away along with her clubbing clothes and dancing shoes.

"What do you think?" she asked, twirling in a navy dress that was simultaneously elegant and provocative.

Looking at David's face, the undisguised admiration, the hint of desire, she already knew the answer.

◆◆◆

As she stepped back into the main boutique, Sue's mind was still processing the transformation that had occurred in that changing room. She'd gone in as the sensible estate agent who'd forgotten how to command attention and emerged... well, she wasn't entirely sure yet, but something had shifted.

"Fancy a coffee break?" David suggested, nodding toward a café across the street with outdoor tables sheltered under striped awnings. "You look like you could use a moment to process all that."

Sue glanced back at the counter, where the saleswoman was carefully folded her selections, the emerald wrap dress, the black work dress with the daring slit, the crimson mid-thigh number she still couldn't believe she'd chosen, and several blouses that showcased her figure rather than hiding it.

"What about the clothes?" she asked.

David grinned. "Give me a minute. You wait outside if you like?"

He left Sue to step out into the sunshine, wondering what he was up to. Through the window, she watched him approach the counter, credit card in hand, speaking animatedly to the assistant. Sue's stomach tightened. Those prices had been eye-watering.

We can't really afford this, can we, not now?

But then again, if David was right, if these clothes could help her recapture something of her former self and boost her career, perhaps it was an investment rather than an indulgence.

The boutique door swung open, and David emerged triumphantly, laden with glossy shopping bags.

"You bought all of it?" Sue asked, half-horrified, half-thrilled.

"Worth every penny," he replied, his eyes bright with something she hadn't seen in ages, a mixture of pride and excitement. "Come on, I'm gasping for a coffee."

They crossed the still-quiet street together, David juggling the bags as Sue found them a table outside. The autumn air was crisp but not unpleasant and watching the Saturday shoppers bustle by felt wonderfully normal after the surreal experience of trying on clothes she wouldn't have glanced at twenty-four hours earlier.

"What can I get you?" A waitress appeared at their table, notepad ready.

"Two lattes and..." David scanned the chalkboard menu. "Do you fancy sharing a slice of that chocolate cake? It looks massive."

Sue nodded, suddenly ravenous. Shopping, it seemed, had awakened her appetite along with other dormant aspects of herself.

With the waitress gone, David reached across the table and took her hand. "So? Verdict on the morning so far?"

Sue's fingers curled around his. "I'd forgotten how fun dressing up could be," she admitted. "It's been so long since I've worn anything that made me feel..."

"Sexy?" David supplied, his thumb tracing circles on her palm.

"Visible," she corrected, though she knew "sexy" wasn't far off the mark. "It's like I've been hiding in plain sight."

David's gaze softened. "You've always been gorgeous, Sue. You just stopped letting yourself believe it."

The waitress returned with their coffees and a slice of chocolate cake that was indeed enormous, topped with a swirl of cream and chocolate shavings. Sue took a sip of her latte, letting the warmth spread through her chest as she contemplated the morning's revelations.

"I'm nervous about wearing these to work," she confessed, nudging one of the shopping bags with her foot. "What if I look ridiculous? What if everyone laughs?"

"They won't," David sounded so certain. "And if they do, sod them. Though I bet the only reaction you'll get is envy from Sophie and her friends."

Sue pictured herself walking into the office in that black dress and proper stockings, not tights, actual stockings with lace tops and a suspender belt. The thought sent a peculiar thrill through her. How long had it been since she'd dressed to be noticed?

"I might just turn a few heads," she mused.

"Undoubtedly," David agreed, digging into the cake.

"You know what this means, though?" Sue's tone turned playful as she stole a forkful. "You'll have to up your game. I'll have all these men ogling me, and there you'll be in your worn jeans and that cardigan with the hole in the elbow."

David laughed, but Sue noticed something else flicker across his features, a momentary darkening of his eyes that puzzled her.

"I mean, who knows," she pushed further, curious now, "if this works out, maybe I'll trade you in for a younger model. Get myself a proper toyboy."

There it was again, that same look, but stronger this time. Not anger, definitely not anger. Something else entirely. Something that made the air between them suddenly charged.

Is he... turned on by that?

The realization hit her like a physical jolt. The idea of other men looking at her, wanting her, it wasn't making David jealous. It was exciting him.

Well, that's... interesting.

She filed the observation away for later examination, not quite ready to unpack what it might mean for them both. Instead, she took another sip of her latte, letting the conversation drift to safer ground.

"This cake is divine," she commented, watching David collect himself. "Just what we needed after all that shopping."

David's expression returned to normal, though a certain heat lingered in his gaze. "Speaking of which," he said, a roguish smile playing at his lips, "if we're going to properly abuse my credit card today, there's one more stop we need to make."

Sue raised an eyebrow. "Oh?"

"You need new underwear," he stated matter-of-factly. "Can't put those gorgeous dresses over beige cotton, can you?"

Heat crept up Sue's neck. "David!" she hissed, glancing around to make sure no one had overheard. "We've spent enough already."

But even as she protested, something inside her thrilled at the suggestion. The idea of matching her new outer confidence with something equally daring underneath, secret silk and lace that only she, and David, would know about, was undeniably appealing.

"It's not just about the clothes, is it?" she said softly. "It's about feeling different. Being different."

David nodded. "Exactly. And," he added with a wink, "I wouldn't mind if you gave me a private show tonight. That crimson dress with something black and lacy underneath?"

Sue felt herself blushing again, but this time it was accompanied by a pleasant warmth spreading through her body. How long had it been since they'd flirted like this? Since she'd felt desired in this particular way?

"Alright," she agreed, surprising herself with her eagerness. "One more stop. But then we're done spending for the day."

David's smile was worth every pound they'd spent and every pound yet to come. Sue finished her latte, watching him over the rim of her cup, feeling younger and more alive than she had in years.

She wanted to feel sexy selling houses, yes. But perhaps more importantly, she wanted to feel sexy for herself. And for David, whose appreciative gaze reminded her of earlier, wilder days, days she was suddenly eager to recapture.

Sue followed David from the coffee shop, adjusting her grip on the shopping bags as they wound through the Saturday crowds. Covent Garden buzzed with energy, street performers drawing circles of onlookers while shoppers hurried between boutiques. She spotted their next destination before David pointed it out, a discreet storefront with elegant lingerie displays in the window.

"Aphrodite's Closet," she read aloud, heat rising to her cheeks. "Bit on the nose, don't you think?"

"Best selection in London," David replied with that same eager look he'd worn all morning.

Sue hesitated at the entrance, eyeing the mannequins in their delicate lace ensembles. Very different from the multipack cotton she typically bought. Sensible, comfortable, forgettable. Like her career lately.

"I'm not sure..." she started, but David was already holding the door.

Inside, the boutique was surprisingly large, with plush carpeting that muffled their footsteps. Display tables featured artfully arranged collections of bras and knickers in every colour imaginable. Along the walls, mannequins modelled complete sets with suspender belts and stockings. The lighting was soft, flattering, intimate.

A slender woman with a tape measure draped around her neck approached. "Welcome to Aphrodite's. Anything particular you're looking for today?"

"Just browsing for now," Sue said quickly, still acclimating to this unfamiliar world of silk and lace.

"Take your time." The assistant smiled knowingly. "I'll be nearby if you need sizing advice."

As the woman glided away, Sue turned to David, expecting to find him in his element. Instead, he looked distinctly awkward, hands shoved in his pockets, gaze darting everywhere except the displays.

Sue bit back a laugh. "What happened to Mr. Confident Shopper?"

"I'm fine," he muttered, studying a nearby rack of satin robes with excessive interest.

What is it with men in women's underwear shops? she mused to herself, allowing a little giggle to escape. Despite writing erotica, David seemed completely out of his depth surrounded by actual lingerie rather than fictional descriptions.

Sue decided to rescue him. "Why don't you find a seat while I look around?"

Relief washed over his face. "Good idea. Give me a shout if you need, um, opinions."

As David retreated to a velvet ottoman near the changing rooms, Sue turned her attention to a table of matching sets. Her fingertips brushed over a black lace bra, delicate yet supportive. Nothing like her practical beige armour.

"No more sensible cotton knickers," she decided firmly, picking up the matching thong. The barely-there fabric felt impossibly soft between her fingers.

She moved through the collections, selecting pieces that caught her eye, a burgundy balconette bra, emerald knickers with scalloped edges, a navy set with subtle embroidery. With each item, her earlier embarrassment faded, replaced by a growing excitement.

This wasn't just about work. This was about rediscovering parts of herself she'd packed away years ago.

After fifteen minutes, Sue approached David with an armful of selections. His eyes widened at the pile of lace and silk.

"That's... quite a collection."

"Just getting started," she replied with newfound confidence.

Something shifted in David's expression. He stood, apparently over his initial discomfort, and followed her to another display. Here, the lingerie was sheerer, more provocative. He reached past her to lift a transparent black bra with delicate embroidery and matching high-waisted knickers.

"This under that grey dress..." he murmured, holding it against her.

Sue's imagination sparked instantly. The grey dress with its professional cut, concealing this whisper of black lace underneath. Walking into viewings knowing what lay beneath her business attire. The secret power of it.

"Your new toyboy would definitely approve," David added with a wink.

Sue froze, studying his face. There it was again, that same flush, that darkening of his eyes when he mentioned other men admiring her. Not jealousy, no, excitement.

"My what?" she asked carefully.

"You know, from earlier. Trading me in for a younger model?" He kept his tone light, but she caught the undercurrent, the testing of waters.

"Is that something you think about?" she pressed, genuinely curious now. "Other men finding me attractive?"

David's cheeks reddened. "I just think you deserve to feel desired. By everyone, not just me."

This was a side to David she hadn't known about or perhaps had forgotten during their years of comfortable marriage.

"I'll add them to the pile then," she decided, adding the black set to her growing collection.

They moved to the hosiery section next, where David regained his confidence. He picked up a pack of sheer black stockings, examining them with exaggerated seriousness.

"You know, stockings are far more professional than tights," he stated with a completely straight face.

"Professional?" Sue laughed. "How exactly?"

"Well," David lowered his voice, "they're more breathable. Better for those long house viewings. And..." he winked, "they make an excellent impression at important meetings."

"With whom, exactly?"

"Important people. Very important people who appreciate... attention to detail."

Sue shook her head, laughing at his ridiculous justification. But as she browsed the selection, she had to admit the idea appealed to her. The sensual slide of silk against her thighs, the private knowledge of lace tops hidden beneath her hemline.

He's not wrong about the effect they have, she thought, selecting several pairs of hold-ups with lace tops, and others designed to be worn with suspenders.

"These aren't really work wear," she muttered, fingering the delicate lace band of one particularly luxurious pair. "But in for a penny and all that."

From nearby, she overheard two younger women discussing their office wardrobes.

"It's all about how you present yourself," one was saying, examining a pair of stockings similar to those Sue had chosen. "My supervisor told me directly that my promotion came because I 'carried myself with confidence.' That was after I started wearing better lingerie."

"Seriously?" her friend replied.

"Absolutely. It changes how you move, how you hold yourself. It's not about anyone else seeing it, it’s about knowing it's there."

Their conversation hit Sue differently now, resonating with her own planned transformation. These weren't just clothes; they were armour of a different kind.

With renewed purpose, Sue added black and red suspender belts to her growing pile. She imagined walking into Prime Estates on Monday, greeting Jimmy and the others with newfound confidence, knowing she looked good both outside and underneath. What if her dress rode up just enough to show a glimpse of lace top and suspender clip against her thigh?

The mental image was unexpectedly arousing. Sue felt a flush of heat rise through her body as she selected lacy half-cup bras and skimpy thongs. She could feel David's eyes on her and the items in her hands, could almost sense how much it was turning him on, imagining her in them. The realization that she was getting physically aroused while shopping for underwear was both embarrassing and thrilling.

At the lingerie counter, the assistant expertly sorted through Sue's selections. "These would make lovely matching sets," she suggested, grouping bras with coordinating knickers and suspenders. "The burgundy bra works beautifully with these chocolate stockings, or you could go for contrast with the cream."

Sue noticed David eagerly nodding along to every suggestion. "Someone's getting carried away!" she teased him.

The assistant smiled. "You'll need some red stockings to go with this set," she observed, indicating a scarlet suspender belt.

Before Sue could respond, David was halfway across the shop, returning moments later with three pairs of red stockings, both hold-ups and traditional styles with lace tops for suspenders.

"These should work, right?" he asked breathlessly, like an excited puppy bringing back a thrown ball.

Standing at the main counter, watching their purchases mount up as the assistant scanned each item, Sue felt a moment of panic. The total was climbing rapidly.

"This is a lot..." she whispered to David.

He squeezed her hand reassuringly. "Think of it as an investment in your career," he murmured, his voice low enough that only she could hear. But his tone and the heat in his eyes suggested he was thinking of other benefits too.

◆◆◆

 

Sue stumbled out into the bustling street, blinking in the midday sun. A strange buoyancy filled her chest as David trailed behind, laden down with glossy bags. Had she really just spent that much on underwear? On herself?

Past a display window, her reflection caught her eye, a woman she barely recognised. Sue paused, studying herself with surprise. Her shoulders were pulled back, chin lifted, and was she, yes, swinging her hips slightly as she walked. Not the cautious, apologetic stride of Sue-the-failing-estate-agent, but something altogether more confident.

"What?" David asked, noticing her stare.

"Nothing," Sue smiled, running a hand through her blonde hair. "Just... I look different somehow."

"You look like you again," David replied, adjusting his grip on their purchases. "The Sue who used to make men's heads turn in Pacha."

Sue laughed but secretly thrilled at the comparison. That girl had seemed so far away lately, lost beneath sensible suits and declining commission cheques.

"One more stop," David announced, nodding toward a boutique with a sleek window display of designer footwear. "If we're doing this, let's do it properly."

Sue hesitated. "Haven't we spent enough?"

"We're investing in your career," he reminded her with a wink that sent pleasurable tingles down her spine. "Besides, what's the point of sexy dresses if you're pairing them with those practical flats you usually wear?"

Sue glanced down at her comfortable ballet pumps. Sensible. Safe. Boring. Like everything else in her wardrobe until today.

"Alright then," she agreed, surprising herself with her eagerness. "One more shop."

Inside, the boutique was minimalist and expensive-looking. Shoes displayed like museum pieces on illuminated shelves. A far cry from the chain stores where she usually bought her footwear.

A saleswoman approached. "Looking for anything specific today?"

"Work shoes," Sue answered, then clarified, "Professional but... stylish." What she meant was sexy but couldn't quite bring herself to say it.

"What heel height are you comfortable with?"

Sue began to answer with her usual "nothing over two inches," but caught herself. That was the old Sue talking. Pre-shopping-spree Sue.

"I'm open to suggestions," she heard herself say instead.

The saleswoman's expression brightened. "Wonderful. Let me bring you some options."

While they waited, David settled onto a plush bench, arranging their bags beside him.

"Having fun?" Sue asked.

"More than I’d expect from going shopping," he admitted. "You look so alive today."

Before Sue could respond, the saleswoman returned with several boxes. Opening the first, she revealed a pair of black court shoes with thin, four-inch heels.

"These are our most popular for professional settings," she explained. "Classic but with enough height to make a statement."

Sue would normally have dismissed them immediately, but today she reached out, running a finger along the smooth leather. "I'll try these."

More options appeared: a deep burgundy pair with gold accents, nude ones with delicate ankle straps, and emerald green suede that matched her new wrap dress perfectly.

As Sue slipped the black courts onto her feet, she felt instantly taller, her posture adjusting automatically to accommodate the height. Standing, she took a few tentative steps toward the full-length mirror.

The transformation was remarkable. The heels changed everything, her stance, the way her calves tensed, how her bottom lifted slightly. She pictured herself walking into Prime Estates on Monday, these heels announcing her presence before she even spoke.

"Sophie was right about one thing, heels do change how you carry yourself," Sue murmured, turning to view her profile.

"You look incredible," David breathed from his seat, his eyes tracking her movements with undisguised appreciation.

Sue tried on each pair in turn, growing more comfortable with the height as she moved around the boutique. With the green suede heels, she performed a little twirl that made David's eyes darken appreciatively.

"We'll take the black and the red shoes," he announced suddenly.

"David! That's ridiculous," Sue protested, though weakly.

"Career investment," he repeated firmly, pulling out his credit card.

Half an hour later, they merged onto the crowded tube platform, David now thoroughly encumbered with shopping bags. Sue felt almost drunk with excitement as they squeezed into the carriage, finding seats toward the end.

The train lurched forward, and Sue found herself pressed against David's side, the bags clustered around their feet. A wicked impulse struck her. Glancing around at their fellow passengers, mostly engrossed in phones or newspapers, she reached into one of the Aphrodite's Closet bags.

"What are you doing?" David whispered, eyes widening as she extracted a tissue-wrapped package.

Sue unwrapped it slowly, revealing the raciest set she'd purchased, blood-red lace with black accents, barely there and unmistakably provocative. She held it up between them, not caring if anyone saw.

"Maybe we should test how these pieces work together when we get home?" she murmured, watching David's pupils dilate. The hunger in his eyes made her feel powerful in a way she hadn't for years. God, I'd forgotten how good this feels.

David swallowed hard. "You're killing me," he whispered hoarsely. "You know that, right?"

Sue smiled, letting her fingers trail over the delicate lace before slowly rewrapping it and returning it to the bag. Something primal stirred within her at David's reaction, the knowledge that she could affect him so intensely with just a suggestion.

A businessman sitting opposite glanced their way, quickly averting his eyes when Sue caught him looking. Rather than embarrassment, Sue felt a flash of satisfaction. Let him look. Let them all look. She was done being invisible.

As the tube rattled between stations, her phone buzzed with an incoming message. Still riding high on her newfound confidence, Sue fished it out of her handbag, half-expecting a text from one of her friends asking about her weekend.

Instead, she saw the Prime Estates notification icon. On opening the message, her eyebrows lifted in surprise.

"What is it?" David asked, noticing her expression.

"A second viewing has been arranged for Monday," Sue explained, excitement bubbling through her. "For that expensive house in Primrose Hill. One o'clock, so there's time after showing the couple around first thing."

"That's great," David said, squeezing her hand.

Sue scrolled through the details. "It's with someone called James Crawford." She paused, noticing something unusual. "The office has put two stars against his name. That means he's a high-value client."

She turned the phone so David could see, pointing out the asterisks beside the name.

"Looks like my Monday just got a lot more interesting," she continued, already picturing herself leading this important client through the elegant Primrose Hill property. But this time, she wouldn't be in her navy trouser suit with sensible shoes. This time, she'd be wearing...what? The black dress with the slit? The emerald wrap dress that showed just enough cleavage to be noticeable without being inappropriate?

And underneath... Sue's thoughts drifted to the bags at their feet, filled with lace and silk and possibility.

She showed David the message on her phone, a smile playing about her lips. "See? Maybe this new me is bringing us luck already?”


Chapter 3: Opening Doors

The First Viewing

Sue arrived at the Victorian property thirty minutes early, wanting time to prepare herself mentally for what lay ahead. As she climbed out of her car, the cool morning air kissed her stocking clad legs, a sensation she hadn't experienced during a work day in years. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she approached the elegant three-story home on Primrose Hill, keys jingling nervously in her hand.

Catching her reflection in one of the gleaming bay windows, Sue stopped short. The woman staring back at her looked like a stranger, a confident, sensual stranger wearing a fitted black dress that hugged every curve of her body. The dangerous split running up her right thigh revealed tantalising glimpses of her stockings with each step. Her new black heels gave her an extra three inches of height, transforming her posture and elongating her legs.

"Bloody hell," she whispered to herself. "Is that really me?"

She smoothed her hands over the expensive fabric, feeling both terrified and exhilarated. The slit in her dress had seemed almost modest in the boutique changing room with David's encouraging smile. Now, standing on the street in broad daylight, it felt deliciously scandalous. Beneath her dress, the black lace bra and matching knickers made her skin tingle with awareness. Sue hadn't worn anything this provocative to work, well ever.

David's words from that morning echoed in her mind: "You're gorgeous, and it's about time everyone else noticed it too."

Sue took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, and strode toward the front door. She felt powerful, visible, confident.

Inside, she moved efficiently through the house, opening curtains and switching on lights to showcase the property's best features. The home was a stunning example of Victorian architecture, tastefully renovated to blend period features with modern conveniences. At nearly three million, it needed to impress immediately.

The sound of tyres crunching on gravel alerted her to the Thompsons' arrival. Sue watched through the living room window as a gleaming Range Rover pulled up outside. A tall, broad-shouldered man emerged first, Mark Thompson, she presumed. He looked considerably more imposing than she'd imagined from their brief phone conversation about relocating from Manchester. He walked around to open the passenger door, revealing a slender blonde woman in an expensive-looking beige dress, his wife Emma Thompson.

Sue's stomach fluttered with anticipation as she smoothed her dress one last time and moved to the entrance. She opened the door just as they reached the steps.

"Mr. and Mrs. Thompson? Sue Maxwell, Prime Estates. Lovely to meet you both in person." She extended her hand, noticing how Mark's eyes widened slightly as they travelled from her face down to her legs.

"Call me Mark, please." His northern accent was thick but pleasant as his large hand enveloped hers, holding it a moment longer than necessary. "This is Emma."

Sue caught the tightening of Emma's smile as her husband's eyes lingered on the split in Sue's dress. Emma's handshake was brief and cool.

"Shall we begin the tour?" Sue gestured toward the entrance hall, turning with deliberate slowness to lead the way. The subtle scent of Emma's expensive perfume mingled with tension as they followed her inside.

In the entrance hall, Sue felt a new confidence flow through her. This was her territory, after all. She'd been selling homes for nearly two decades, even if recent months had been challenging.

"The hallway features the original tessellated tiles," Sue explained, bending slightly to trace the intricate pattern with her fingertip. "They've been painstakingly restored, as have the cornices and ceiling roses throughout."

She was acutely aware of Mark's gaze following her movements, the split in her dress revealing a generous glimpse of stocking-clad thigh. Emma stepped forward, placing herself subtly between her husband and Sue.

"What are the local schools like?" Emma asked, her voice crisp. "Not that we have children, but resale value is important to consider."

"Excellent question." Sue straightened, meeting Emma's eyes directly. "Primrose Hill Primary is rated Outstanding by Ofsted, and there are several prestigious private schools within walking distance. The educational options are a significant factor in the area's property values."

Emma nodded, seemingly satisfied with the professional response.

"Let's continue to the living areas," Sue suggested, leading them through to the double reception room.

As they progressed through the house, Sue found herself walking with more sway in her hips than usual, enjoying how the fabric of her dress moved against her skin. The stockings beneath made her feel deliciously secret and sensual.

"The kitchen is one of this property's strongest features," Sue announced as they entered the expansive space at the rear of the house. "It was designed by Smallbone, with marble worktops and integrated Miele appliances."

She moved around the central island, gesturing to various features while Mark followed her every movement. Emma remained near the doorway, her arms folded across her chest.

"All the cabinetry includes soft-close mechanisms," Sue continued, reaching up to demonstrate one of the higher cupboards. The action caused her dress to ride up slightly, revealing the hiding lace again.

There was a soft thud as Mark, distracted by the view, nearly walked straight into the kitchen island.

Emma cleared her throat pointedly. "The garden aspect is north-facing, I presume? That's less than ideal for morning light."

Sue lowered her arm, smoothing her dress back down with a small smile playing at her lips. The momentary flash of stockings had been accidental, but Mark's reaction sent a thrill of power through her. This was exactly what David had talked about, using what nature had given her.

"Actually, it's north-east," Sue corrected smoothly. "You still get beautiful morning light in the kitchen and dining area. The previous owners specifically designed the extension with that in mind. See how the roof lanterns bring additional light in throughout the day?"

Emma's eyes narrowed slightly, but she nodded, moving closer to examine the garden view. Mark remained where he was, his eyes still fixed on Sue.

"The worktops are Carrara marble," Sue continued, running her hand along the cool surface. "Extremely durable and timeless."

"Beautiful," Mark agreed, though his eyes hadn't left Sue. "Everything looks... beautiful."

Sue felt heat rise to her cheeks, a mixture of embarrassment and satisfaction. This was new territory, having a client look at her this way while his wife stood mere feet away. Yet she couldn't deny the confidence it gave her. For months she'd felt invisible, overshadowed by younger colleagues. Now she was holding the attention of both Thompsons, Mark's obvious interest and Emma's barely concealed annoyance both confirmed she was making an impression.

As Emma stared fixedly out at the garden, Mark moved closer to Sue. "What do you think is this property's most... attractive feature?" he asked, his voice dropping an octave.

The double meaning wasn't lost on Sue. She met his gaze directly, keeping her voice professional while allowing a small smile. "That depends entirely on what you're looking for, Mr. Thompson."

Before he could reply, Sue led the Thompsons through the French doors into the garden, a sudden sense of liberation washing over her as the spring breeze caught her dress. The fabric clung momentarily to her curves before billowing slightly, outlining her figure in a way that would have mortified her old self. Now, with David's encouraging words still fresh in her mind, she found herself enjoying the sensation.

"This garden has to be one of this property's most attractive features," Sue explained, gesturing toward the manicured lawn. "You'll get sunlight throughout the day, which is quite rare for London gardens."

Mark Thompson moved to stand beside her, his eyes barely acknowledging the carefully trimmed hedges and flowering borders she was pointing out. Instead, he positioned himself at an angle that gave him a perfect view of her profile, pretending to examine the York stone patio with exaggerated interest.

"Quality stonework," he commented, crouching down to run his hand over the surface while his gaze travelled up Sue's legs. "You don't see craftsmanship like this in newer properties."

The breeze picked up again, pressing Sue's dress against her thighs. A week ago, she would have tugged anxiously at the hem. Today, she merely smoothed it with deliberate slowness, feeling a rush of power as Mark's attention followed her hands.

Sue noticed Emma had drifted to the far side of the garden, suddenly becoming extremely interested in the mature planting. Her rigid posture spoke volumes.

"The previous owners were quite keen gardeners," Sue called over to her. "They installed an irrigation system throughout the beds, making maintenance relatively straightforward."

Emma nodded tightly, bending to examine a cluster of spring bulbs. "Lovely daffodils," she remarked, her voice clipped. "Though I prefer something more... disciplined in a garden."

Sue caught the double meaning, surprised by how little Emma's disapproval bothered her. The woman's icy demeanour only highlighted the effect Sue was having on Mark, confirming David's theory that her new approach might actually work.

"Shall we head upstairs to view the bedrooms?" Sue suggested, deliberately making eye contact with Emma rather than Mark.

Back inside, Sue led the way up the elegant staircase, acutely aware of her stockings beneath her dress. With each step, the split in her dress parted slightly, potentially offering tantalising glimpses to anyone following behind. The thought sent a thrill through her that was both terrifying and intoxicating. She'd worn stockings and suspenders for David many times, but never for anyone else's benefit.

Halfway up, she heard Emma clear her throat sharply.

"Actually," Emma announced, her voice suddenly brittle, "why don't we split up? I'll check the bathroom while you show Mark the master bedroom."

Sue turned, catching the edge in Emma's voice and the tight set of her jaw. The woman wasn't even attempting to hide her suspicions anymore.

"Of course," Sue replied smoothly, maintaining her professional tone. "The main bathroom is just to your left at the top of the stairs. It features the original Victorian claw-foot bath."

Emma nodded curtly and brushed past, leaving Sue alone with Mark on the staircase. His eyes held hers for a moment, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

"After you," he said, gesturing for Sue to continue.

In the master bedroom, Sue felt a new awareness of the space, the king-sized bed dominated the room, impossibly intimate now that she was alone with Mark. She moved quickly toward the built-in wardrobes, focusing on the property's features rather than the warmth spreading through her body.

"The walk-in wardrobe was custom-built by the current owners," Sue explained, stepping inside the generous space. "Note how the lighting is motion-activated, and each section is cedar-lined to protect clothing."

Mark followed, standing closer than necessary. In the confined space, his cologne mingled with her Chanel No. 5, creating an oddly intimate atmosphere. He was close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body.

"Very impressive storage," he commented, reaching past her to examine one of the drawers, his arm brushing against hers. "Emma would love this, she has quite the collection of designer pieces."

Sue stepped sideways, maintaining a professional distance while demonstrating the various storage features. "The shoe racks pull out like this, and these drawers are felt-lined for jewellery."

As she turned to show him the tie rack, Sue caught sight of Emma standing rigidly in the bedroom doorway, arms crossed tightly across her chest. How long had she been watching them?

"The main bathroom's adequate," Emma announced flatly. "Though the water pressure seems questionable."

"Let me show you the ensuite," Sue offered quickly, gesturing toward the doorway off the master bedroom. "It was completely renovated last year with Italian marble throughout."

The ensuite bathroom was a vision in white and grey marble, with a freestanding roll-top bath positioned beneath the window. Sue moved confidently into the space, pointing out the heated towel rails and underfloor heating, aware of both Thompsons following her inside.

"The rainfall shower is a particular highlight," she explained, leaning over the edge of the bath to demonstrate the controls. As she stretched forward, she caught her reflection in the mirror opposite, and Mark's reflection too, his eyes unmistakably fixed on her bottom as the split in her dress revealed the curve of her hip.

The realization sent a jolt through Sue's body. She straightened quickly, turning to face them both. Emma was standing in the ensuite doorway, shooting daggers with her eyes. If looks could kill, Sue would have dropped dead on the Italian marble.

"The water pressure is excellent throughout," Sue continued, maintaining her composure. "And the boiler was replaced just eighteen months ago."

"How... convenient," Emma remarked icily.

Sue led them back downstairs, her professional mask firmly in place despite the electric tension. In the entrance hall, Emma suddenly became extremely talkative, firing questions at machine-gun pace.

"What's the council tax band? Are the windows double-glazed throughout? Has the roof been checked recently? What about the neighbours, any disputes on record? Is there a history of subsidence?"

Sue answered each query with practiced ease, aware of Mark's eyes following her every move as she walked from the hallway into the living room to point out the original fireplace. His gaze felt like a physical touch, trailing down her back and lingering on her legs.

"The council tax is band H, as you'd expect for a property of this size and location," Sue explained. "All windows were replaced with heritage-approved double-glazing five years ago. The roof was completely renovated three years ago with a twenty-year guarantee."

She moved toward the window to show them the view of the street, conscious of how her silhouette would be outlined against the light. "There are no neighbour disputes on record, and no history of subsidence. The property has been thoroughly surveyed, and all reports are available for your solicitor to review."

Emma stepped between Sue and Mark, positioning herself in his line of sight. "And the chain situation? Are the owners already in their next property?"

"They're relocating to the Cotswolds," Sue replied. "They've already completed on their purchase there, so this property comes with no upward chain, they're motivated sellers."

Mark circled around his wife, moving to examine the cornicing in a corner that just happened to give him an unobstructed view of Sue.

"It seems to tick all our boxes, wouldn't you say, Emma?" he asked, though his eyes remained fixed on Sue.

Sue's heart still raced as Emma suddenly glanced at her watch and forced a thin smile that didn't reach her eyes.

"Well, this has been most informative," Emma said, her voice clipped like pruned hedges, "but I'm afraid we have another appointment across town. We really must be going."

"Of course," Sue replied, smoothing her dress with a subtle gesture that drew Mark's gaze downward once more. "But before you leave, did you want to see the smart home system? It controls everything from heating to security and can be operated remotely."

Emma's lips pressed into a hard line. "I think we've seen quite-"

"Actually, I'd be very interested," Mark interrupted, stepping forward. "I'm quite keen on home automation. Takes just a minute to show me, right?"

Emma's nostrils flared as she checked her watch again. "Fine. Two minutes, Mark."

"The control hub is just here in the hallway," Sue explained, moving toward a discreet panel near the front door.

Mark followed closely, too closely, positioning himself directly behind her as she tapped the touchscreen to bring the system to life. The warmth of his breath tickled her neck, sending unexpected tingles down her spine.

"You can adjust all the lighting throughout the property," she demonstrated, tapping through the menu. Her fingers trembled slightly as she felt him shift even closer. "There are sixteen different zones, which allows for complete customization."

"Fascinating," Mark murmured, though his eyes weren't on the screen. His hand brushed against hers as he reached to touch the display. "And security?"

Sue swallowed hard, acutely aware of his proximity and Emma's piercing stare from across the hallway. "The system includes cameras at all entry points, motion sensors, and a direct link to a security company. You can monitor everything remotely through this app." She pulled out her phone to show him the interface, and he leaned in close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body.

"Very comprehensive," Mark commented, his voice dropping to a near whisper. "I do appreciate... thoroughness in all things."

The double meaning hung in the air between them. From the corner of her eye, Sue saw Emma's face harden into a mask of controlled fury.

"The heating can be controlled room by room," Sue continued, desperately trying to maintain her professional composure. "Which is particularly energy-efficient."

"Emma's always cold," Mark remarked, standing close enough that his suit jacket brushed against Sue's back. "I run rather hot myself."

"Mark!" Emma's voice cracked like a whip. "We're going to be late."

Sue stepped away from the panel, putting a respectable distance between herself and Mark, though her skin still tingled where he'd been standing so close. She led them toward the front door, aware of how the split in her dress revealed glimpses of her stockings with each step.

"Thank you for the tour," Emma said stiffly, already halfway out the door. "We'll be in touch if we have any interest."

Mark, however, lingered on the threshold. He extended his hand to Sue, his eyes holding hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. "It's been a pleasure meeting you, Sue. Truly."

His handshake was warm and firm, his thumb brushing subtly across her palm. One second passed, then two, then three, his grip loosening but not releasing entirely. Sue felt a flush creep up her neck, her pulse quickening as his eyes darted briefly to her lips.

"Likewise, Mr. Thompson," she managed, her voice sounding strange to her own ears. "I hope Prime Estates can help you find your perfect London home."

"I think you just might," he replied, his voice low enough that Emma couldn't hear from where she stood impatiently by the car.

Emma's voice cut through the moment. "Mark! The appointment!"

He finally released Sue's hand, though reluctantly. "My card," he said, slipping his business card into her palm. "My direct number. For any... property matters."

"Thank you," Sue replied, tucking it into her dress pocket.

As Mark finally turned away, Emma practically seized his arm, pulling him toward their Range Rover with barely concealed fury. Though Sue couldn't make out the words, Emma's harsh whisper carried on the spring breeze, the tone unmistakable.

Sue lingered in the doorway, watching as Mark opened the passenger door for his wife. Emma slid in stiffly, her back ramrod straight, refusing to look at her husband. Mark circled around to the driver's side, casting one final glance back at the house, at Sue, before climbing in.

Through the large bay window of the living room, Sue observed the drama unfolding in the vehicle. Emma's hands flew animatedly as she spoke, her face flushed with anger. Mark seemed to be attempting to placate her, his own hands raised in a gesture of innocence, though the smile playing at the corner of his mouth suggested he wasn't taking her fury entirely seriously.

Sue should have felt guilty, perhaps, for being the apparent cause of their marital discord. Instead, she found herself fascinated by the tableau, by the power of her newfound allure. The woman gesticulating wildly in the Range Rover was the very picture of jealousy, jealousy that Sue, invisible Sue with her declining sales figures, had provoked.

The Range Rover's engine roared to life, and the vehicle pulled away from the curb with a little more acceleration than necessary. Emma was still talking, or perhaps shouting, as they disappeared around the corner.

Sue exhaled slowly, then broke into a giggle, not able to hold it in any longer. Shoulders still shaking with the comedy of what she’s just witnessed, she closed the front door and leaned against it. What had just happened? Had she really just deliberately flirted with a client while his wife watched? Had she enjoyed it?

The answer, she realised with a start, was yes. She had enjoyed every second.

She glanced at her watch, twenty minutes before her next appointment, just enough time to touch up her makeup and gather her thoughts.

In the downstairs bathroom, Sue examined her reflection. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with excitement. She looked younger somehow, more vibrant than she had in years. She reapplied her lipstick, a shade of red that David had selected during their shopping trip, watching as the colour transformed her face.

She adjusted the neckline of her dress slightly, showing just a hint more cleavage than she would have dared yesterday.

Sue took out her phone, checking for messages. Two missed calls from Jimmy, probably inquiring about the viewing. One text from David: "How's it going? Knock them dead x"

She smiled, typing a quick response: "Just finished first Primrose Hill viewing. You were right about the dress. Will tell you everything tonight x"

Today, for the first time in ages, Sue felt like she could reclaim her place. Mark Thompson's undisguised interest and Emma's jealousy were proof that David's suggestion wasn't as mad as it had initially seemed.

◆◆◆

Private Viewing

Sue checked her lipstick one more time in her compact mirror, mainly just a routine to calm her nerves before he second showing. She snapped the compact shut as the distinctive purr of a high-performance engine drew her attention. A sleek black Aston Martin that screamed money glided to a stop outside the Primrose Hill property, its polished surface gleaming in the afternoon sun.

The driver's door opened smoothly, and her next client stepped out with effortless grace. Sue felt her pulse quicken as she took in his tall, lean frame, impeccably dressed in what was clearly a bespoke suit that showcased broad shoulders without a wrinkle in sight. His salt-and-pepper hair was expertly cut, neither too fashionable nor too conservative, striking the perfect balance of distinction and style.

As he approached, he removed his sunglasses, revealing striking blue eyes that immediately assessed her with undisguised appreciation. Sue felt herself standing taller, shoulders back, suddenly grateful for David's insistence on the black dress with its strategic split.

"Mr Crawford?" Sue extended her hand, conscious of how her voice had automatically softened. "I'm Sue Maxwell from Prime Estates."

"James, please." His handshake was firm and confident, his manicured nails and expensive watch, "The pleasure is all mine."

His eyes held hers, and Sue felt a flutter of excitement in her stomach. This wasn't the crude ogling she'd received from Mark Thompson; this was something more refined, more deliberate.

"Shall we begin the tour?" Sue asked, turning to open the front door, aware of his gaze following her movements.

The door swung open to reveal the entrance hall with its original Victorian tessellated tiles. She found herself swaying slightly on her heels as she walked, emphasising the movement of her hips beneath the fabric of her dress.

"Beautiful original features," James commented, his cultured voice rich with genuine appreciation as he examined the ornate cornicing. "They don't make them like this anymore."

"The current owners have been meticulous about preserving the period details while updating for modern living," Sue replied, turning to face him and catching his eyes quickly darting up to meet hers. The knowledge that he had been watching her sent a thrill through her body.

Leading him into the kitchen, Sue was acutely aware of the split in her dress revealing glimpses of her stockinged legs with each step.

"Everything is controlled through this software," Sue explained, picking up a tablet from the kitchen island. She moved around to stand beside James, deliberately brushing past him in the confined space. His cologne, something expensive and masculine, made her breath catch. She handed him the tablet, their fingers touching briefly, sending unexpected tingles up her arm.

"The lighting, heating, music, even the blinds can all be controlled from here," she continued, leaning in slightly to tap the screen, bringing the system to life. She was close enough to feel the warmth radiating from him, close enough that her breast almost brushed against his arm.

"Very impressive," James murmured, his attention divided between the tablet and Sue's proximity. "I entertain quite frequently. This would certainly impress my guests."

Sue stepped back slightly, regaining her composure. "Let me show you the garden access. It's perfect for summer entertaining."

She moved toward the bifold doors that separated the kitchen from the garden, aware of James following closely behind. As she reached for the handle, the mechanism stuck slightly, a common issue with these doors that she'd encountered before.

"They can be a bit temperamental," Sue admitted, pulling harder.

"Allow me," James said, stepping directly behind her. His chest was almost touching her back as he reached around her to grasp the handle. Sue could feel his breath warm against her neck, sending shivers down her spine. Together they wrestled with the stubborn mechanism, the proximity causing heat to bloom across Sue's skin.

When the door finally yielded, sliding smoothly along its track, neither moved immediately. Sue remained hyper-aware of his body just inches from hers, the heat between them seemingly unrelated to the spring sunshine now pouring through the open doorway.

"These things just need a firm hand sometimes," James said softly, his voice close to her ear.

Sue stepped out into the garden, grateful for the fresh air cooling her flushed cheeks.  "It's a wonderful space for entertaining," Sue said, her voice noticeably huskier than before. "The previous owners hosted some lovely summer parties here."

"I can see that," James replied, moving to stand beside her. "I host a midsummer party every year. This would be perfect."

He moved closer as Sue pointed out the various features of the garden; the irrigation system, the lighting scheme, the Indian sandstone patio. Their shoulders touched as they stood side by side, discussing the possibilities the space offered. The spring breeze shifted direction, carrying his cologne to her once more, making her skin prickle with awareness.

"The seating area at the bottom would be perfect for more intimate gatherings," Sue suggested, gesturing toward a secluded patio area partially screened by decorative bamboo.

"Intimate gatherings are something of a specialty of mine," James remarked, his eyes meeting hers with unmistakable intent.

Sue felt a rush of heat flood her body, settling low in her abdomen. She was suddenly, acutely aware of the dampness between her thighs, her body responding to his presence in a way that was both unexpected and thrilling. The realisation that she was becoming aroused during a property viewing should have horrified her professional self, but instead, it only heightened her excitement.

This wasn't just about selling a house anymore. This was about the power she felt radiating through her body, the confidence David had helped her rediscover. Her husband's encouraging words echoed in her mind: "Show them what you've got." Well, she was certainly doing that, and the results were intoxicating.

What harm was there in enjoying this moment? David had practically pushed her toward this new approach. He wanted her to embrace this side of herself. The thought of telling him about this encounter later, watching his eyes darken with desire as she described James's appreciative glances, only added to her arousal.

As they stood in the dappled shade of a mature apple tree, Sue met James's gaze directly, allowing herself to enjoy the electricity crackling between them. This wasn't the awkward, somewhat crude attention from Mark Thompson. This was sophisticated, controlled, and infinitely more exciting, a dance of mutual appreciation between adults who recognised what was happening but maintained the veneer of professional interaction.

"Shall we continue to the upper floor?" Sue suggested, her voice barely above a whisper.

As they re-entered the main house, Sue gestured toward the staircase, her heart beating a frantic rhythm against her ribs. "The upper floor has four bedrooms, including the master suite which takes up the entire rear of the property."

As she placed her hand on the polished banister, she deliberately slowed her pace, adding an extra sway to her hips as she ascended. She could feel James's eyes on her, following her movements like a physical touch.

"Is this the original banister?" James asked, his voice closer than she expected.

Sue glanced over her shoulder to find him just a step below, his hand sliding along the smooth wood mere inches from hers. In the confined space of the stairwell, the air between them seemed charged with electricity.

"Yes, it's Victorian mahogany," she replied, her voice huskier than intended. "The owners had it professionally restored rather than replaced. They were quite insistent on maintaining the authentic features wherever possible."

Her fingers trailed along the wood as she continued upward, occasionally brushing against his. Each fleeting contact sent tiny sparks coursing through her body, settling low in her abdomen. This was entirely new territory for Sue, this deliberate flirtation, this heady awareness of her own sexuality. In all her years as an estate agent, she'd never experienced anything like the crackling tension that now enveloped her and her client.

What would David think when she told him about this tonight? The thought sent another thrill through her body. He'd encouraged her to embrace this side of herself, to use her femininity as an asset. Would he be aroused hearing how she'd deliberately swayed her hips for another man? How she'd enjoyed the heat of James's gaze?

At the top of the stairs, Sue turned toward the master bedroom, painfully conscious of James following close behind. The bedroom was flooded with afternoon light, highlighting the super king-sized bed that dominated the space.

"The master suite includes a walk-in wardrobe and ensuite bathroom," Sue explained, moving toward a door on the far wall. She pushed it open to reveal a generous dressing area lined with built-in storage. "As you can see, there's substantial hanging space."

James stood at the threshold, his tall frame nearly filling the doorway. "Perfect for an extensive suit collection," he commented, his eyes deliberately raking over her black dress, lingering on where it hugged her curves. "I imagine you have quite a wardrobe yourself."

Sue felt heat bloom across her cheeks, spreading down her neck to her chest. "I've been expanding my collection recently, actually," she admitted, thinking of the shopping spree with David.

"It suits you," James said simply, his blue eyes darkening slightly. "The black is... striking."

Sue led him across the bedroom to the ensuite, grateful for a moment to collect herself. The bathroom was immaculately finished in white marble with brass fixtures that gleamed in the soft lighting.

"The bath features therapeutic jets," Sue explained, stepping forward to demonstrate. She leaned over the large freestanding tub, reaching for the ornate taps. The position required her to bend at the waist, the fabric of her dress pulling tight across her backside.

In the large mirror opposite, Sue caught James's reflection. He did not attempt to hide his appreciation, his gaze fixed on her curves as she remained bent over the tub. Rather than straightening immediately as her old self would have done, Sue took her time adjusting the taps, explaining the rainfall shower features in detail while watching him watch her in the mirror's reflection.

"The water pressure is excellent," she continued, finally straightening and turning to face him. "And the heated towel rails ensure you're always wrapped in warmth when you step out."

The small bathroom suddenly felt much smaller as James moved closer, ostensibly to examine the shower controls. His arm brushed against hers as he reached past to test the shower head's height.

"I'm quite tall," he explained with a smile that suggested he was perfectly aware of the effect his proximity was having on her. "It's important these things can be adjusted."

Sue nodded, not trusting her voice as she led him back into the bedroom. Her skin tingled where he had touched her, and she was increasingly aware of the dampness between her thighs. What was happening to her? She'd never reacted this way to a client before. Yet somehow the thought of sharing these details with David later only intensified her arousal.

James paused at the foot of the bed, pressing his hand against the mattress to test its firmness. "High quality," he commented approvingly before sitting on the edge. He patted the space beside him with a raised eyebrow. "Care to verify my assessment?"

Sue's professional instincts warred briefly with her newfound boldness. She compromised by perching professionally on the edge of the bed, maintaining a respectable distance but allowing her skirt to ride up slightly, revealing a flash of stocking top where the lace met her thigh.

James's eyes dropped to the exposed skin, his expression appreciative but controlled. "Memory foam topped with a natural latex layer," Sue explained, her voice remarkably steady despite the chaos of sensations flooding her body. "It offers excellent support while adjusting to your body's contours."

"I can see why the current owners might be reluctant to leave it behind," James remarked, his gaze returning to meet hers, a knowing smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

Sue stood, smoothly adjusting her dress. "The fourth bedroom is currently used as a home office," she continued, leading him across the landing.

The office was smaller than the bedrooms but flooded with natural light from a large sash window. A built-in desk ran along one wall, with bookshelves above.

"This would be perfect for remote working," James commented, moving to the window to assess the view. "I often work from home several days a week."

Sue noticed for the first time that his left hand bore no wedding ring, the skin unmarked by any tan line that might suggest one had recently been removed. She found herself unreasonably pleased by this observation.

"The built-in desk includes cable management and power points," Sue explained, stepping closer to demonstrate. James moved to stand beside her, close enough that their thighs almost touched as she pulled out the concealed keyboard tray. "Everything is designed to maintain the clean lines while offering full functionality."

The brush of his suit against her arm sent goosebumps racing across her skin. 

"Very cleverly designed," James agreed, his voice low. He turned slightly toward her, bringing them face to face, barely a foot apart. "Rather like this viewing experience. Professional on the surface, with hidden features that reveal themselves gradually."

Sue met his eyes, recognising the deliberate double entendre. In her old trouser suits, with her old mindset, she would have stepped back, created distance, redirected to the property features. Now, she found herself holding his gaze, enjoying the simmering tension between them.

"The best experiences are often those that unfold layer by layer," she replied, surprising herself with her boldness.

James's smile widened, appreciation and something hungrier flickering in his eyes. "I couldn't agree more, Sue. Shall we continue the tour? I'm intrigued to discover what other... features this property might reveal."

Sue motioned toward a door off the main hallway. "And here we have the media room," she said, a hint of pride in her voice. "The current owners had it custom-designed with acoustic treatments."

James followed her into the darkened room, their footsteps muffled by the thick carpeting. Sue fumbled for the light switch, accidentally brushing against James in the process. Even that momentary contact sent a shiver racing along her skin.

The lights came up dimly, revealing plush reclining seats arranged in two rows before a massive projection screen. The walls were covered in dark fabric panels, and ceiling-mounted speakers promised an immersive audio experience.

"The projector is included in the sale price," Sue explained, her voice sounding unnaturally loud in the acoustically dampened room. "It's a top-of-the-line model, and all the equipment is controlled through this."

She reached for the property details folder to show him the technical specifications, but her fingers trembled slightly. The folder slipped from her grasp, papers scattering across the carpeted floor.

"Oh! How clumsy of me," Sue exclaimed, immediately crouching down to gather them.

James knelt beside her, his expensive suit rustling softly. "Let me help," he offered.

Their hands reached for the same sheet, his warm fingers covering hers. In the dimly lit room, the contact felt electric. They stayed frozen for a moment, neither pulling away. Sue felt her breath catch as she raised her eyes to meet his.

The darkness cocooned them, creating an intimate bubble that seemed to exist outside the normal rules of a property viewing. James's cologne enveloped her, spicy and masculine. His eyes, even in the dim light, held an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

"Thank you," Sue managed, her voice barely above a whisper. She was acutely aware of how close they were, kneeling together in the near-darkness, his hand still lightly covering hers.

James smiled, a slow, deliberate curve of his lips. "My pleasure," he replied, his voice dropping to match her hushed tone.

He finally withdrew his hand, helping her gather the remaining papers. As they both stood, Sue was certain the space between them had diminished somehow. Had he moved closer, or had she? The room suddenly felt airless, charged with possibility.

"As you can see," Sue continued, struggling to maintain her professional demeanour, "it's perfect for entertaining. Film nights, sporting events..." Her voice trailed off as James stepped closer still, ostensibly to examine the control panel she was indicating.

"I can think of numerous ways to enjoy this space," he commented, his voice low and smooth as velvet.

Sue led him back into the hallway, grateful for the brighter lighting that restored some semblance of normality. "Through here is the main reception room," she said, moving toward double doors that opened onto an elegant living space.

The viewing continued with the same electric undercurrent running beneath their professional exchanges. Each room seemed to shrink around them, each demonstration of a feature became an opportunity for proximity, for fleeting touches that could be dismissed as accidental but felt anything but.

By the time they returned to the entrance hall, Sue's body hummed with awareness. Her stockings clung to her dampened thighs, and each breath seemed to carry his scent deeper into her lungs.

Standing by the front door, James lingered, making no immediate move to leave. His eyes moved over her one last time, an appreciative gaze that felt almost like a physical caress.

"Thank you for a... thorough showing," he said, his voice low and intimate. "You've certainly made this property very appealing."

Sue extended her business card, the gesture professional even as her pulse raced beneath her skin. "Please don't hesitate to contact me if you have any questions or would like to arrange a second viewing."

James's fingers brushed deliberately against hers as he took the card, the contact sending another jolt of electricity through her body. His thumb caressed the embossed surface of the card before he slipped it into his inner jacket pocket.

But then, as though remembering himself, he straightened slightly. The intensity in his eyes didn't diminish, but a professional veneer settled over his expression.

"I have another viewing across town, so I can't give you an answer yet," he said. "But I'll be in touch, soon."

Sue nodded, suddenly uncertain whether the charged atmosphere had been entirely in her imagination. "Of course. I understand."

She stood in the doorway, watching as he walked to his car. His movements were confident and measured, his shoulders perfectly straight beneath the impeccable cut of his jacket. The Aston Martin purred to life, and with a brief wave, James pulled away from the curb.

Sue remained there a moment longer, her body still buzzing from their interactions. The morning's viewings had left her feeling strangely conflicted. She had enjoyed the power of attracting both men's attention, loved feeling desirable again after years of being overlooked. The heady rush of Mark Thompson's crude appreciation followed by James Crawford's sophisticated interest had awakened something she'd thought long dormant.

Yet as she walked to her own modest car, doubt began to creep in. Neither viewing seemed likely to result in a sale. Mark Thompson clearly couldn't afford the property, and James Crawford, despite his obvious interest in her, had been noncommittal about the house itself.

Sliding into her car's leather seat, Sue caught her reflection in the rear-view mirror. Her lipstick was slightly smudged, her cheeks flushed. Was David wrong about this approach? Maybe she was kidding herself, trying to compete with Sophie and Chloe. They were in their twenties, with tight bodies and the natural confidence of youth. She was forty-two, with curves that spoke of comfort and contentment rather than hours at the gym.

Her confidence, so carefully built up over the shopping trip and buoyed by the men's reactions, began to waver. Perhaps she was making a fool of herself, desperately clinging to a sexuality that had passed its prime.

She started the engine, pulling away from the curb with a mix of arousal and uncertainty churning in her stomach. The drive back to the office would give her time to compose herself, to decide how much of today's events she would share with David tonight. Would he be excited by her flirtations? Jealous? Or worse, amused at her attempts to play at being sexy again?

◆◆◆

Office Politics

Sue hesitated outside Prime Estates' glass frontage, smoothing the black dress over her hips with trembling hands. Through the window, she spotted Sophie and Chloe huddled at Sophie's desk, both looking like panthers ready to pounce on their prey. They glanced up at her approach, and Sue's courage nearly failed her.

God, what am I doing? I must look ridiculous. A forty-two-year-old woman trying to dress like someone half her age.

But then she straightened her shoulders, remembering the way James Crawford's eyes had lingered on her legs earlier, how Mark Thompson had practically tripped over himself watching her bend over. The memory gave her a burst of confidence. She tugged the hem of her dress and pushed open the door.

The office fell oddly quiet as she entered. Sue's heels clicked decisively on the hardwood floor as she walked in, the sound seeming to echo in the sudden silence. Sophie's perfectly glossed mouth formed a small 'o' of surprise. Chloe nearly spilled her coffee, her eyes widening as they travelled from Sue's loose blonde waves down to her four-inch heels.

Well, at least I've made an impression.

Walking to her desk, Sue became acutely aware of Ryan Phillips doing a theatrical double-take from his position by the printer. His eyes bulged comically, and he abandoned whatever document he'd been collecting.

"Bloody hell, Sue, you look... different." His eyes drifted down to her stockinged legs, lingering where the slit showed more.

She managed a confident smile, though her stomach churned with anxiety. "Good different or bad different?" she asked, surprised by how steady her voice sounded.

"Good. Definitely good." Ryan's cheeky grin spread across his face. "What's the special occasion? Got some high-roller viewings today?"

Sue placed her handbag on her desk. "Maybe I just fancied a change."

Stuart Roberts materialised beside her desk, clutching a property listing he could have easily emailed. His eyes gleamed as they took in her transformation.

"Love the new look," he said, leaning unnecessarily close. She caught a whiff of his expensive aftershave. "Very... professional."

Sue caught Sophie rolling her eyes behind him. The redhead whispered something to Chloe, who smirked in response.

Maybe David was right about the effect.

Jules Hart approached while Sue was logging into her computer. The younger woman's expression held none of the cattiness Sue had expected.

"That dress is gorgeous! Where did you get it?" The genuine admiration in Jules' voice helped settle Sue's nerves. She found herself relaxing as they discussed boutiques.

"It's from this little place in Covent Garden," Sue explained, feeling a warm flush of pride. "I went on a bit of a shopping spree this weekend. Thought it was time for a change."

"Well, it's a brilliant change," Jules said with refreshing sincerity. "I've got a client who'd love that boutique. Would you mind texting me the name?"

As Jules wandered back to her desk, Sue noticed Jimmy Richardson watching from his glass-walled office. Their eyes met briefly, and he gave her an appreciative nod before returning to his phone call. Something about that small gesture sent a thrill through Sue's body.

She crossed her legs, aware of how the movement caused the slit in her dress to part, revealing a flash of stocking top. Stuart, still hovering, nearly dropped his papers.

"Was there something else you needed, Stuart?" Sue asked, injecting a hint of teasing into her tone.

"Er... no. Just thought you might want to see this new listing in Camden. Four-bed, garden flat. Might suit your Thompson clients."

Sue took the papers, letting her fingers brush against his. "Thanks. I'll take a look."

As Stuart retreated to his desk, Sue caught Chloe staring at her. The brunette's expression was a mixture of surprise and calculation, as though reassessing a competitor she'd previously dismissed.

Sue opened her emails, finding three new property enquiries waiting, more than she'd received in the past week combined. The confidence building within her grew stronger.

Sophie sashayed past in a scarlet dress that barely covered her thighs. "Nice outfit, Sue," she said, her tone suggesting surprise that Sue could pull it off. "Special occasion?"

"Just felt like a change," Sue replied, meeting Sophie's gaze directly. "After all, as Jimmy keeps reminding us, presentation is everything in this business."

Sophie's lips tightened. "Well, you certainly look... different."

Sue stood her ground as Sophie's words hung in the air, resisting the urge to fidget with her dress. Before she could formulate a response to the backhanded compliment, a booming voice cut through the tension.

"Sue!" Jimmy Richardson's voice thundered across the office. She turned to see him replacing his phone handset, a broad grin splitting his face. Her stomach performed a little flip as her boss strode over, his confident gait drawing every eye in the office. Sue couldn't help noticing how his gaze slowly travelled from her face down to her heels, lingering on the curves her new dress accentuated so well.

"Just got off the phone with James Crawford," Jimmy announced, reaching her desk and perching casually on its edge. The polished wood creaked slightly under his weight as he leaned closer.

"Full asking price, he didn't even haggle," he declared, his Yorkshire accent growing more pronounced with his excitement. "He wants to move fast, said something about a very thorough viewing."

His knowing smirk made heat rush to Sue's cheeks. She was acutely aware of how close his knee was to hers, almost touching where the slit in her dress revealed her stockinged thigh. The scent of his cologne mingled with the lingering memory of James Crawford's more subtle fragrance from the earlier viewing.

The office erupted into a chorus of congratulations. Sophie's "Well done!" floated across the room, the words right but the tone strained, like stretched elastic about to snap. From the corner of her eye, Sue noticed Chloe suddenly becoming intensely focused on her computer screen, her lips pressed into a thin line.

Sue sat straighter in her chair, a surge of confidence flooding through her body like warm honey. The black dress no longer felt like a costume but a second skin. Maybe this new approach isn't so crazy after all.

Jimmy leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a rumbling murmur that seemed designed to bypass everyone else in the room. "Whatever you did during that viewing, keep doing it." His dark eyes drifted appreciatively over her transformed appearance, lingering on the places where the fabric hugged her curves. "This style suits you."

Sue felt that now-familiar tingle starting at the base of her spine, the same electric sensation she'd experienced when James Crawford stood too close behind her in that master bedroom. Her mind immediately jumped to how David would react when she told him about this moment. David's going to love hearing about this...

As Jimmy pushed himself off her desk and walked away, his hand briefly squeezed her shoulder in a touch that lasted just a heartbeat too long to be purely professional. Sue became acutely aware of how the office dynamic had shifted around her like tectonic plates. The younger agents were shooting speculative glances her way, reassessing the competition. Male colleagues who'd barely noticed her existence last week suddenly found urgent reasons to pass by her desk.

Ryan Phillips ambled over to her desk, casual in a way that seemed slightly forced. "I'm off to Pret for lunch. What would you like?" he asked, jangling his keys in his hand.

Sue looked up, surprise momentarily rendering her speechless. In three years working together, Ryan had never once offered to pick up lunch for her. She tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, suddenly shy despite her newfound confidence.

"A chicken baguette would be lovely," she replied, reaching for her purse.

Ryan waved away her attempt to pay. "It's on me," he insisted with a wink. "I'll get you something sweet too. Celebration for the Crawford deal."

As he sauntered toward the exit, Sue noticed Sophie watching the interaction with narrowed eyes. The younger woman whispered something to Jules, who shot Sue a curious look.

The buzz of her phone drew Sue's attention away from the office politics. A text from David lit up her screen: "How did the viewings go?"

She smiled, warmth spreading through her chest as she typed her reply: "Full asking price offer! Can't wait to tell you ALL about it..." After a moment's hesitation, she added a winking emoji, imagining David's reaction when he saw it. That would drive him crazy until she got home. Her mind drifted to thoughts of how she'd describe Jimmy's appreciative gaze, James Crawford's lingering touches during the viewing. Each detail would fuel David's desire, creating a feedback loop of arousal between them.

Ryan returned with her lunch and a chocolate muffin "for the celebration," placing both on her desk with a flourish. As she thanked him, Sue realised she was actually enjoying the attention rather than finding it uncomfortable. The power of being desired was addictive, especially when combined with professional success.

She took a bite of her baguette, wondering what David would suggest next. How much further would this transformation take her? And how much further was she willing to go?


Chapter 4: Reaping the Rewards

Full Disclosure


David paced the kitchen, the sizzle of onions and garlic hitting the pan barely registering. His mobile sat within arm's reach on the granite worktop, screen dark after that last tantalising text from Sue. 

That winking emoji at the end had set his imagination ablaze. David stirred the vegetables mechanically, barely tasting the wine he'd opened upon getting her message. He'd been half-hard since her text came through two hours ago, his body locked in a state of anticipation that made focusing on anything else bloody impossible.

The familiar sound of her key in the lock sent a jolt through his system. He set down the wooden spoon, wiped his hands on a tea towel, and turned toward the kitchen doorway.

"David?" Her voice carried down the hallway, different somehow, fuller, more confident.

"In the kitchen," he called back, leaning against the counter to appear casual while adjusting himself discreetly.

The click of heels on the hallway tiles grew louder, then she appeared in the doorway. David's mouth went dry.

The black dress they'd purchased together clung to her curves, the slit revealing her lace adorned thigh. Her blonde hair fell in slightly dishevelled waves past her shoulders, and her makeup, subtle but enhancing her features, looked slightly smudged. The dress was slightly creased after a full day's wear, but somehow that only added to her appeal.

"Well?" she asked, one hand on her hip, turning slightly to give him the full effect. "What do you think of successful Sue?"

David crossed the kitchen in three strides. He cupped her face in his hands and kissed her deeply, pressing her against the doorframe. The heat of her body against his was intoxicating.

"I think," he murmured against her lips, "that I want to hear absolutely everything."

Sue laughed, a low, throaty sound that went straight to his groin. "Pour me a glass of that wine first. It's been quite a day."

David reluctantly pulled away and reached for a second glass. Sue kicked off her heels with a groan of relief, wiggling her stockinged toes against the cold tile.

"God, these are gorgeous but bloody murder after eight hours," she said, accepting the glass he offered.

David ushered her to the kitchen table, pulling out a chair. "Sit. Tell me everything. Start with the Thompsons."

Sue took a long sip of wine, crossing her legs so the slit in her dress parted further, revealing the lace tops of her stockings. David's gaze fixed on that exposed strip of flesh.

"The husband couldn't keep his eyes off me," she began, voice dropping lower. "His poor wife kept trying to position herself between us. It was actually rather fun, watching her panic every time I bent over to demonstrate something."

David's imagination supplied vivid images of Sue bending forward, the dress riding up her thighs. "And what exactly did you demonstrate?"

Sue smiled wickedly over her wine glass. "Oh, various things. The kitchen cupboards. The shower controls. I made sure to reach for things on high shelves whenever possible." She laughed. "The poor man nearly walked into furniture several times."

The onions began to burn in the pan, but David couldn't tear himself away. He leaned forward, elbows on the table.

"His wife practically dragged him out at the end, but not before he slipped me his business card with his personal mobile scribbled on the back." Sue's eyes sparkled with mischief. "She was absolutely furious in the car. I couldn’t stop laughing as I watched them arguing as they drove away."

David's heart hammered in his chest. "And you enjoyed it? Having that effect on him?"

"God, yes." Sue uncrossed and recrossed her legs, giving him another glimpse of stocking top. "I felt powerful. Desirable." She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Wet."

The kitchen suddenly felt ten degrees warmer. David cleared his throat. "And the second viewing? Crawford?"

Sue's smile widened. "James Crawford. Now he was something else entirely. Sophisticated. Confident. Arrived in an Aston Martin wearing a bespoke suit that probably cost more than our monthly mortgage." She took another sip of wine. "He knew exactly what he was doing too. Not like Thompson, all obvious staring and fumbling. Crawford was... subtle. Deliberate."

David reached for his own wine glass, mesmerised by the flush creeping up Sue's neck as she spoke.

"He stood so close behind me when I was demonstrating the bifold doors to the garden. I could feel his breath on my neck." She touched her nape absently. "And in the master bedroom, he sat on the mattress and patted the space beside him. Asked me to join him to test if it was 'supportive without being too firm.'"

"And did you?" David's voice came out hoarser than intended.

Sue nodded slowly, eyes never leaving his. "I perched on the edge. Let my skirt ride up just enough to show the top of my stockings. I could see it in his eyes when he noticed."

David shifted in his chair, painfully hard now. "Tell me what happened in the office when you got back."

Sue laughed, finishing her wine. "Absolute pandemonium. The whole place fell silent when I walked in. Ryan nearly gave himself whiplash doing a double-take. Stuart kept finding excuses to hover around my desk." She leaned back, stretching like a cat. "Even Jimmy couldn't stop staring. He came over to tell me Crawford had offered full asking price, no haggling, and he was practically drooling."

"Full asking price? No negotiation at all?" David was genuinely impressed. "That's incredible, Sue."

"I know!" She beamed with pride. "Jimmy said, and I quote, 'Whatever you did during that viewing, keep doing it.'"

David reached across the table, taking her hand. "I'm proud of you. Not just for the sale, though that's brilliant, but for trying something new. For taking a risk."

Sue's expression softened. "It was terrifying at first. I felt ridiculous, like I was playing dress-up. But then I saw how men were looking at me, and..."

"And?" David prompted.

"And it felt good." She squeezed his hand. "Really good. Better than I expected. But the best part was knowing I'd be coming home to tell you everything."

The burning smell from the stove finally registered. David jumped up to move the pan off the heat, cursing under his breath.

"Dinner might be a bit charred," he said, stirring the blackened edges of the vegetables.

Sue stood, moving to the fridge. "Do you really care about dinner right now?" She leaned over deliberately, giving him a perfect view of her curves as she reached for the chilled wine bottle.

David watched her, his writer's mind cataloguing every detail: the way the dress fabric stretched across her arse, the flash of lace through the slit, the confident tilt of her head. The woman before him was still his Sue, but somehow transformed, radiating a sexual energy he hadn't seen in years.

"Not particularly," he admitted, setting the pan in the sink.

◆◆◆

David stepped through their bedroom doorway, unable to take his eyes off the transformed woman before him. His pulse raced as he watched Sue's fingers drift to the belt of her black dress, toying with the silken material. The darkened room cast a soft glow against her blonde hair, giving her an almost ethereal quality that stirred something primal in him.

Sue turned to face him, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "I've never felt like this before," she admitted, fingers playing with her dress belt. "All day, every man I met... they looked at me differently. Like I was..." She paused, blushing.

"Desirable?" David suggested, moving closer. "Sexy?" He reached for her belt, slowly unknotting it. "Because you are, Sue. You always have been." The belt slipped free, and he saw her shiver as he dropped it to the floor.

The sound of the belt hitting the carpet seemed to echo in the quiet room. David's fingers tingled where they'd brushed against her waist. She stood before him, the dress now hanging looser, revealing a teasing glimpse of the black lace bra they'd purchased together. Her green eyes locked with his, filled with a mixture of vulnerability and newfound confidence.

Sue's hands came up to the dress's zip, but David took her hands and stopped her. "Not yet, I want to know more," he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

He guided her hands back to her sides, letting his own fingertips trail down her arms. The contact sent visible shivers through her body. David circled Sue slowly, taking in every detail, the slight crease in her dress from sitting all day, the loose strand of blonde hair that had escaped her styling, the faint scent of her perfume mixed with something more primal.

"Tell me everything," David urged, stopping behind her. He stepped close enough that his breath warmed the nape of her neck. "Every look. Every moment you felt their eyes on you."

Sue's head tilted back slightly, almost unconsciously seeking more contact. "When I bent over in the kitchen to show the storage space," she began, her voice husky, "Thompson nearly walked into the counter. His wife saw it happen, saw him staring at my legs."

David's hands settled on Sue's hips, feeling the heat of her skin through the fabric. "And how did that make you feel, knowing his wife was watching him want you?"

"Powerful," Sue admitted, the word coming out almost as a gasp when David's lips brushed the sensitive skin behind her ear.

He turned her around to face him, his eyes dark with hunger. Slowly, he sank to his knees before her, his hands sliding down her sides as he did. The position shift felt symbolic, he was worshipping this new version of his wife, acknowledging her power.

David ran his hands up her stockinged legs, pushing her dress higher and higher. The silky material of her stockings slid beneath his fingertips, igniting sparks of desire with each inch revealed. The tops of the stockings came into view, black lace against pale skin, then higher still, the narrow strip of exposed flesh between stocking and knicker.

His fingers traced the delicate edge of her suspender belt, marvelling at how the accessory transformed his wife's body into something almost architectural in its beauty. David caught his breath as his gaze travelled higher, noticing the dark patch of dampness that had formed on her black lace knickers.

"You enjoyed that, didn't you? Having that married man want you while his wife watched?" Sue's breath hitched as his fingers reached her stocking tops. "I... yes," she admitted. "Is that awful of me?"

David looked up at her face, framed by her cascading blonde hair, lips parted, and cheeks flushed. The vulnerability in her question touched something in him, even in this moment of transformation, she was still his Sue, still concerned with being good.

"Not at all," David assured her, his own arousal building as he watched his normally reserved wife squirm under his touch. "Tell me again about the businessman. The one who made the offer." His fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, and Sue moaned softly.

"He… he was confident, good looking… sexy," she managed, her voice catching as David's fingers moved higher, tracing the edge of her knickers.

David watched the expressions play across Sue's face; desire, excitement, and something else: pride. The realization came to him that what turned him on most wasn't just the thought of other men wanting his wife, but how it made Sue feel about herself.

His fingers played with the suspender clips, occasionally brushing against her inner thigh. Each touch elicited small gasps from Sue, her body responding to him more urgently than it had in years.

"Tell me more about Crawford," David urged, his own breathing irregular now. "What did he do that made you wet like this?" He brushed his thumb across the damp patch on her knickers, making her hips jerk forward involuntarily.

Sue's eyes fluttered closed for a moment. "He stood so close behind me when I was showing him the bifold doors in the garden. I could feel his chest almost touching my back." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "His breath was on my neck, and when I looked up, I caught him watching me in the reflection of the glass."

David's cock strained against his jeans as he pictured the scene. The image of this rich suited gentleman standing behind Sue, his breath hot on her neck, sent a surge of arousal through him so intense it was almost painful. His mouth went dry, pulse throbbing in his ears.

"Did he touch you?" he asked, his voice rough with desire, barely recognising the primal sound that escaped his throat.

Sue nodded, biting her lip in that way that always drove him mad. Her green eyes darkened as she held his gaze, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

"His hand on my waist when I leaned over to show him the bath fittings. Just for a moment, but..." She moaned as David hooked his fingers into her knickers, drawing them down her legs.

The black lace clung to her skin, damp with evidence of her arousal. David felt a possessive hunger rise within him as he watched the fabric slide down her stockinged legs. The sight of his wife - his Sue - standing before him in nothing but stockings, suspender belt, and her partially unzipped dress sent blood rushing to his already painfully hard cock.

"And did my sexy wife like that?" David asked, helping her step out of the sodden lace. He fought to keep his hands steady, wanting to prolong this moment, to savour every second of Sue's confession.

Sue's answer was cut off by a gasp as he pushed her dress up further, exposing her to his hungry gaze. In the dim light of their bedroom, he could see how wet she was, glistening with desire.

"You're soaking," he observed, his voice thick with arousal. His fingers itched to touch her, to slide through that wetness, but he held back, wanting to hear more. "Has thinking about James kept you this wet all afternoon?"

David watched Sue's face, the way her pupils dilated at the mention of Crawford's name. A thrill shot through him, a complex cocktail of jealousy and fierce desire. He'd never experienced anything like this before, this desperate need to claim what was his while simultaneously wanting to know every detail of another man's interest in her.

Sue's fingers fumbled with her dress zip. Her hands trembled slightly, whether from arousal or nervousness he couldn't tell. The black fabric parted further, revealing more of her flushed skin.

"Not just James," she admitted, letting the black dress fall away to reveal her black balconette bra. The new lingerie they'd bought together pushed her breasts up enticingly, creating a cleavage that begged for his touch. "The way every man in the office looked at me after... even Jimmy came over to congratulate me."

Her nipples strained against the lace as David's hands cupped her breasts. The weight of them filled his palms perfectly, familiar yet somehow new in this context. He ran his thumbs over the hardened peaks, watching Sue's eyes flutter closed in pleasure.

"Tell me about Jimmy," he urged, not recognising this version of himself that wanted to know more, that found intense arousal in his wife's stories. "What did he say to you?"

"He perched on my desk," Sue whispered, arching into his touch. "So close I could feel the heat of his leg next to mine. He told me to keep doing whatever I'd done with Crawford." She bit her lip again. "He couldn't stop staring at my legs when I crossed them."

David felt his cock twitch against his zip. The thought of Sue's boss eyeing her up, probably imagining the same things David was now doing, sent another unexpected bolt of pleasure through him.

"If you could see yourself," David growled, deftly unhooking her bra. The cups fell away, revealing her breasts in full. They looked fuller somehow, her nipples darker and more engorged than he'd seen in years. "No wonder they couldn't keep their eyes off you."

He lowered his mouth to one peaked nipple, and Sue arched into him with a cry. The taste of her skin, the salt and sweetness unique to her, made his head swim. He sucked harder, gratified by her moan of pleasure.

"David... please... I've been aching for you all day."

Her words sent another surge of blood to his groin. The thought of Sue sitting at her desk, surrounded by colleagues, secretly wet and thinking about coming home to this, to him, was intoxicating.

She reached for his belt, but he caught her hands again. Despite his own desperate need, he wanted this to last, wanted to extract every detail from her, to understand exactly how this transformation had affected her. Each confession added another layer to his arousal, stoking the fire building inside him.

"Not yet. Tell me more about James. What would you have done if he'd tried to kiss you in that master bedroom?"

The question made Sue writhe beneath him, her stockinged legs wrapping around his waist. He felt powerful, still fully clothed while Sue lay exposed except for her stockings and suspenders. The contrast heightened his awareness of her vulnerability, her willingness to share not just her body but these new, potentially dangerous fantasies.

"I... I don't know," she gasped, but David could tell she was lying.

Her eyes darted away from his, unable to hold his gaze. The flush on her cheeks deepened, spreading down her neck to her chest. David recognised the signs. Sue had always been a terrible liar, especially in moments of intimacy.

He pinned her hands above her head, grinding his clothed erection against her bare core. The rough denim of his jeans must have created a delicious friction against her sensitive flesh, judging by the way she moaned and raised her hips to meet him.

"Tell me the truth, Sue. What did you want to happen?"

His voice was commanding in a way it rarely was. This new dynamic between them had awakened something dormant in him, some primal need to assert himself even as he encouraged her explorations. The contradiction should have confused him, but in this moment, it felt perfectly natural.

"I wanted him to touch me," she confessed in a rush, her hips bucking against him. The words tumbled out now, as if a dam had broken. "When he sat on the bed and patted the space beside him... God, David, I wanted to let him pull me down, let him..."

She broke off with a moan as David finally freed himself from his jeans. His cock sprang free, achingly hard, leaking at the tip from the intensity of his arousal.

David stared down at his wife, taking in the sight of her; flushed, panting, legs spread wide and inviting. Her blonde hair fanned out across their pillows, her lips swollen from his kisses. She looked utterly debauched and completely beautiful.

"My beautiful, sexy wife," David groaned, positioning himself at her entrance. "Do you know how hard it makes me, thinking about other men wanting you?" He thrust into her in one smooth movement, making them both cry out. She was impossibly wet, her inner walls clutching at him desperately.

The sensation nearly undid David immediately. He couldn't remember the last time Sue had been this ready for him, this slick with desire. The knowledge that it was thoughts of other men, and of this James Crawford specifically, that had brought her to this state should have troubled him. Instead, it sent a fresh surge of blood to his already throbbing cock.

David gripped her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh where the suspender straps bit into her skin. The contrast of textures beneath his hands, her smooth skin, rough lace, silken stockings, heightened his awareness of every sensation. He pulled back slowly, watching himself disappear back into his wife's body, mesmerised by the sight.

The base, animal part of his brain roared with satisfaction. Mine, it seemed to say with each thrust. Mine, despite who else might look. Mine, despite who else might want. Mine, despite who else she might fantasise about.

Sue's legs wrapped around him, the silk of her stockings sliding against his back as she pulled him deeper. Her hands clawed at his shoulders, nails digging in hard enough to leave marks. The slight pain only added to his pleasure, reminding him that this wasn't their usual careful lovemaking. This was something new, something primal.

"Tell me more," David panted, maintaining a steady rhythm that had Sue's breasts bouncing with each thrust. "Tell me exactly what you were thinking when he stood behind you."

Their coupling was frenzied, months of pent-up passion finally breaking free. Sue babbled between kisses, telling him how she'd deliberately swayed her hips walking up the stairs, how she'd let her skirt ride up just enough to drive James mad with glimpses of stocking tops. Each confession drove David closer to the edge.

"I bent over more than I needed to," she gasped, arching beneath him. "When I was showing the bath controls. I could feel his eyes on my arse."

David groaned, the image vivid in his mind. He could picture it perfectly; Sue's black dress riding up, the curve of her bottom accentuated as she leaned forward, James Crawford's hungry gaze taking in every detail. The mental image should have made him jealous. Instead, it made him thrust harder, deeper.

Something dark and possessive roared through David's veins at her confessions. He drove into her harder, claiming her with his body even as her mind wandered to another man. The contradiction should have confused him, but in this moment, everything made perfect sense. He wanted Sue to be desired. He wanted her to feel beautiful and wanted and sexy. And he wanted to be the man who ultimately received the benefit of that desire.

Sue's legs tightened around him, her movements becoming more erratic. David recognised the signs, she was close. He adjusted his angle, hitting that spot inside her that always drove her wild. Her eyes widened, lips parting in a perfect O of surprise and pleasure.

"Did you think about this?" David demanded, driving into her relentlessly now. "While you were with him, did you think about coming home to me? About telling me everything while I fucked you?"

"Yes!" Sue cried, her inner muscles beginning to flutter around him. "All day, every time someone looked at me, every time I caught James staring, I thought about telling you, about this moment."

The confession was everything David needed to hear. It validated the strange new dynamic between them, her explorations weren't a threat to their marriage but an enhancement of it. She wasn't seeking to replace him but to bring her experiences back to him, to share them in a way that heightened their intimacy.

David felt his own orgasm building, the pressure becoming almost unbearable. He reached between them, his fingers finding the sensitive bundle of nerves at the apex of Sue's thighs. He circled it precisely how she liked, watching her face contort with pleasure.

"Come for me, Sue," he commanded, feeling her muscles clenching around him more insistently now. "Come thinking about him looking at you, wanting you, and knowing you're coming home to me."

When Sue came, it was with James's name on her lips, immediately followed by David's. The combination sent him over the edge, spilling into her with a guttural groan. 

The intensity of his orgasm left David gasping, spots dancing behind his eyelids. He collapsed beside Sue, careful not to crush her with his weight. For long moments, neither of them spoke, the only sounds in the room their ragged breathing gradually returning to normal.

David stared up at the ceiling, his mind reeling. What had just happened? He'd never considered himself the type of man who would be aroused by thoughts of his wife with another man. He'd never even fantasised about it before. Yet here he was, having just experienced one of the most intense orgasms of his life, triggered precisely by that scenario.

He turned his head to study Sue's profile. Her eyes were closed, lips curved in a satisfied smile. The flush on her cheeks had softened to a gentle glow. She looked utterly content, and more importantly, she looked like herself, his Sue, the woman he'd loved for all these years. Different, perhaps. More confident, certainly. But still fundamentally his wife.

The realisation calmed something in him. This wasn't about replacing what they had but enhancing it. Adding new dimensions to a relationship that had, he could now admit, become somewhat predictable over the years.

Sue's eyes fluttered open, meeting his gaze. There was vulnerability there, a question. Did he regret what had just happened? Was he judging her for the confessions she'd made in the heat of passion?

David smiled, brushing a strand of damp blonde hair from her forehead. He knew her well enough to read the uncertainty in her eyes. "That was incredible," he said softly, reassuring her.

Sue's body relaxed, tension he hadn't even noticed draining away. She shifted closer, resting her head on his chest. The feel of her stockinged legs against his was still erotic, despite his spent state.

"I should dress like this more often," Sue murmured sleepily against his chest. David smiled, already mentally composing the scene for his novel. "Definitely," he agreed. "And next time..." he paused, testing the waters, "maybe you won't have to stop at just flirting with a client."

Sue's soft intake of breath and the way her inner muscles clenched around him still inside her told David everything he needed to know about how that suggestion made her feel.

◆◆◆

Morning Briefing

David lay propped against the headboard, morning light filtering through their bedroom curtains, watching Sue prepare for another day at Prime Estates. His cock stirred as she rolled black stockings up her legs, remembering how they'd felt wrapped around him last night.

"Christ, I could get used to this view every morning," he murmured, admiring how her movements had become more deliberately sensual since their shopping trip.

Sue glanced over her shoulder, a small smile playing on her lips. The confidence from yesterday's success radiated from her, a full-price offer on her first day with the new look, and the office practically falling over themselves. She'd woken up different somehow. The hesitation that had dogged her for months had melted away.

"I think..." Sue paused, holding up two outfits against her half-dressed body. "Something a bit more daring today?" The shorter black pencil skirt and tight emerald silk blouse made David's pulse quicken. He remembered Sue describing Jimmy Richardson's appreciative glances, and knew all the men in the office would appreciate this new outfit too.

"Definitely the skirt," he encouraged, his voice husky with morning desire. "Show off those stockings you're so carefully putting on."

"You know," Sue said, stepping into the skirt and adjusting it to sit dangerously high on her thighs, "I kept thinking about what you said last night. About James..." She met David's eyes in the mirror, a mixture of nervousness and excitement in her expression. "About not stopping at flirting next time."

David swallowed hard, his morning wood becoming more insistent beneath the duvet. The memory of how wild she'd been last night, calling out another man's name followed by his own as she came, had haunted his dreams. "And what did you think about that suggestion?"

He watched as she buttoned the emerald silk blouse, leaving one more button undone than she would have yesterday. The black lace of her bra peeked through, the material pulled tight across her breasts.

"Don't you dare do that up any further," he said, unable to tear his eyes away. "It's perfect."

Sue turned to face him properly, worrying her lower lip between her teeth. "You wouldn't be jealous? If I... if something happened with a client?" Her hands smoothed the skirt nervously, inadvertently drawing attention to how it barely covered her stocking tops when she moved. "I mean, last night, when I told you James touched my waist..."

"Come here," David said softly, patting the bed beside him.

As Sue sat, her skirt rode up further, and he placed his hand on her thigh, feeling the silky material beneath his fingers. The contrast between the black stockings and her pale thigh above the lace tops made his mouth dry.

"Of course, I feel some jealousy, that's only natural. But did you see how hard it made me, hearing about James wanting you? About how you bent over more than necessary to give him a view?"

Sue's cheeks flushed. "It felt so wicked. So unlike me." She paused, tracing a pattern on his bare chest. "But also, exactly like me from years ago. Before we settled down."

David's fingers ventured higher up her thigh, brushing the bare skin above her stocking top. "You were always sexual, Sue. We both were. Remember how we couldn't keep our hands off each other when we first met?"

"God, yes. That time in the cinema..."

"The balcony at your friend's wedding..."

They both laughed, the memories sparking something between them that had grown dormant in recent years.

"I'm not saying jump into bed with another James Crawford," David clarified, though his cock throbbed at the mere suggestion. "But the flirting, the power you felt, why not explore that? See where it takes you?  No pressure, not expectations."

Sue bit her lip again. "What if... what if I wanted to? Go further, I mean." She couldn't quite meet his eyes. "The thought of it kept me awake half the night. After you fell asleep."

David's breath caught. "Tell me."

"I kept imagining what might have happened if Emma hadn't been there during the Thompson viewing. Or if James had made a move in that master bedroom." Her voice dropped to barely above a whisper. "And it excited me. Is that terrible?"

"No." David's hand continued its slow journey up her thigh. "It excites me too. Thinking about you being desired. Being wanted."

"But you're my husband."

"And you're my wife. Nothing changes that." He cupped her face with his free hand. "I want you to feel alive again, Sue. You were buzzing yesterday. I've not seen you like that in years."

Sue leaned into his touch. "And your writing? Did it help?"

A slow smile spread across David's face. "After you fell asleep, I wrote three pages of notes. The words just poured out."

Her eyes widened. "Really? That's wonderful!"

"It seems we've found my muse." His fingers slipped beneath the hem of her skirt, finding the damp heat between her legs. "No knickers? My, my, Mrs. Maxwell."

Sue's breath hitched. "Thought I'd try something different today." She pressed against his hand. "Chloe mentioned once that she never wears them at work. Said it gives her confidence."

David's cock twitched violently at that revelation. "Christ, Sue."

"Too much?" There was uncertainty in her voice.

"Not enough," he growled, pulling her down for a kiss.

She responded eagerly, then pulled back with reluctance. "I can't be late. Not after yesterday's success."

"Later, then." David's voice was thick with promise. "You can tell me all about how it feels to sit across from clients knowing you're bare beneath that tiny skirt."

Sue applied the red lipstick carefully, her movements more confident than yesterday. "Jimmy's got some big clients coming in today," she said casually, but David caught the undertone in her voice.

"Oh?" he prompted, watching her cheeks flush in the mirror.

David's eyes lingered on his wife as she leaned towards the mirror. The transformation was remarkable. Beyond the obvious changes in her wardrobe and makeup, there was something in her posture, a newfound awareness of her body that made his breath catch. Her reflection showed cheeks tinged with pink that hadn't come from any cosmetic.

"Two property developers from Manchester," she continued, adjusting her blouse to show just a hint more cleavage. "Jimmy specifically requested me to show them around that new development in Primrose Hill." The way she said it made David's imagination run wild.

The words hung in the air between them. Her boss Jimmy Richardson, with his Yorkshire charm and wandering eyes, had specifically asked for Sue. Not Sophie with her miniskirts, not Chloe with her transparent blouses. The implications weren't lost on either of them. David felt the familiar twist of arousal in his gut, watching Sue's fingers toy with the neckline of her blouse, pulling it fractionally lower to reveal the swell of her breasts against dark red lace.

"The new development?" David asked, forcing his voice to remain steady. "The penthouse apartments with the rooftop terraces?" He'd seen the brochures scattered across their dining table last week, glossy images of floor-to-ceiling windows and minimalist furnishings. The perfect backdrop for whatever might unfold.

She nodded, her eyes meeting his in the mirror. "Jimmy said they need the personal touch. His exact words." Her mouth curved into a smile that David hadn't seen in years. Mischievous. Almost predatory. "Said I'd made quite the impression on James Crawford, and he thought I'd be perfect for these gentlemen."

"Well then," David said, rising from the bed and moving behind her. "You'd better make sure you look absolutely irresistible." He helped her adjust the blouse, his fingers lingering on her skin. "These Manchester boys won't stand a chance."

His hands trembled slightly as he tugged the silk material, revealing just enough to be provocative without crossing into unprofessional territory. Standing this close, he could smell her perfume, something expensive they'd bought on their shopping trip. Vanilla and amber with an undercurrent of something muskier, more primal. His fingers brushed the warm skin above her décolletage, feeling her pulse quicken beneath his touch.

"Jimmy said they're both single," Sue added, leaning back slightly into his chest. "Both in their forties. Property portfolio worth millions, apparently."

David's hands moved to her shoulders, kneading gently. "And both about to be entranced by my wife, I'd imagine." His voice had dropped lower, rougher. He watched her reflection as his hands worked, saw how her eyes half-closed with pleasure.

"They'll be taking Jimmy for lunch after the viewing," she continued. "At that new place in Mayfair. Jimmy said I should join them."

The implication was clear. A business lunch with three powerful men, all of them aware of Sue's transformation, all of them likely to compete for her attention. David's cock strained against his boxers at the thought.

Sue turned in his arms, careful not to smudge her lipstick. "You're sure about this?" she whispered. "About me being more... available?" Her skirt had ridden up again, and David couldn't resist sliding his hand along her stocking top. "More than sure," he assured her. "Just promise to tell me everything."

His fingers traced the lace tops of her stockings, feeling the contrast between silk and warm skin. The pencil skirt she'd chosen was shorter than anything she'd worn to work in years, tight across her hips and riding up her thighs with the slightest movement. Beneath it, he knew, she wore nothing but the stockings and suspender belt—a secret that would fuel her confidence throughout the day.

"Everything?" Sue asked, her voice breathy as his fingers ventured higher. "Even if..."

She didn't finish the sentence, but she didn't need to. The unspoken possibility hung between them, electric with potential. Even if she let one of them touch her. Even if she touched one of them. Even if more than that happened in some upscale Mayfair hotel after lunch.

"Especially then," David said, his voice rough with desire. "Every detail. Every touch." His fingers found the heat between her legs, confirming what he already knew, she was slick with arousal just discussing the possibilities.

Sue inhaled sharply, pulling back slightly though it clearly took effort. "I'll be late," she murmured, though she made no move to step away from his touch.

"Can't have that," David agreed, reluctantly withdrawing his hand. "Not when Jimmy's specifically requested you."

He watched as she smoothed her skirt, checked her lipstick once more, and gathered her composure. There was something different in her eyes now, a glimmer of anticipation, a newfound power she was only beginning to understand.

She leaned down to kiss him, deliberately leaving a red lipstick mark on his cheek. "Have a good day writing," she murmured. "Maybe I'll give you some new material to work with." As she sashayed towards the door, David called after her: "Good luck with those developers. Don't do anything I wouldn't write about!" Her knowing laugh as she descended the stairs told him everything he needed to know about her intentions for the day.


Chapter 5: Beating the Block

David sat at his desk, flipping through the handwritten notes he'd scribbled the night before while Sue slept. Three pages of disjointed scenes, snippets of dialogue, and character sketches, more than he'd written in months. He ran his fingers over a particularly vivid description: "She bent over the kitchen island, knowing full well her skirt would ride up to reveal stocking tops..."

A flutter of excitement moved through his chest. Not just the arousal the words provoked, but something else, the thrill of creativity returning after such a prolonged drought. The memories of Sue describing her day, her confession about James Crawford's wandering eyes, and her excitement about the two developers had sparked something in him that wine, research, and desperation hadn't managed to ignite.

Opening his laptop, David started a new Word document. His fingers hovered over the keyboard as he typed and deleted several working titles: "The Estate Agent's Secret", "Open House, Open Marriage", "Property with Benefits". None captured what he was trying to convey, the empowerment alongside the eroticism.

"Bugger," he muttered, deleting "For Sale: One Wife" with a frustrated jab at the backspace key. The title needed to suggest transformation, not just sex. It needed to hint at the journey from stuck to liberated. From safe to daring.

His phone buzzed with a text from Sue: "Our rich developers are running late. Jimmy's got me showing the converted warehouse penthouse first. Hoping the blouse you liked so much this morning gives me a bit of extra selling power." David shifted in his chair, remembering how the silk clung to her curves, how deliberately she'd left those extra buttons undone.

He typed a quick reply: "Good luck. Remember who you're coming home to x." Then added: "Send a pic?"

The immediate response was a selfie taken in what appeared to be a lift mirror, Sue in her emerald blouse, two buttons open, revealing the shadow between her breasts and the edge of black lace. Her blonde hair deliberately tousled, her lipstick freshly applied. She'd caught her own reflection at an angle that highlighted her curves, a knowing smile on her lips. The caption read: "Something to keep you motivated."

Frustrated with his title attempts, David opened his Amazon KDP dashboard. The sales graphs for his previous titles showed steady decline. "The Professor's Pet" hadn't sold a copy in weeks. "Naughty Neighbour" was performing even worse. The market was saturated with generic erotica, he needed something authentic, something different.

The phone on David's desk buzzed again, snatching his attention from the blank document. Another text from Sue appeared: "Jimmy keeps finding reasons to 'adjust' my necklace. His fingers keep 'accidentally' brushing my skin. Should I be flattered?"

David's cock stiffened immediately. The image of Jimmy's fingers against Sue's neck, perhaps lingering a moment too long, sent blood rushing south. He adjusted himself in his chair, glancing at the clock, only 11:30, hours before Sue would be home to tell him every detail.

With a frustrated sigh at his empty Word document, David minimised it and opened Google. His fingers hovered over the keyboard before typing: "hotwife erotica market." He paused, then added "stag and vixen fiction" as a second search.

The results loaded quickly, revealing an entire subgenre he'd only peripherally been aware of. Bestseller lists filled with titles like "Her Husband's Approval," "Shared Vows," and "The Watching Husband." David clicked through to the first book's Amazon page, studying the cover, a woman in business attire with her skirt hiked up, a wedding ring prominently displayed on her finger. The blurb described a husband encouraging his wife to explore her sexuality with his knowledge and blessing.

"This isn't what I thought," David murmured, clicking through to another title. Similar themes emerged across all the books he examined. Unlike the cuckolding scenarios he'd vaguely associated with shared wives, these stories emphasised partnership, adventure, mutual excitement. The husbands weren't humiliated or dismissed, they were active participants in the fantasy, often orchestrating the encounters and always reaping the erotic benefits of their wives' adventures.

The sales ranks told a compelling story, this niche was thriving, with several titles in the top thousand of Amazon's erotica category. David opened three more tabs, delving deeper into the tropes, reader reviews, and the distinctions that made this different from other forms of shared-partner erotica.

"Not cuckolding," he mumbled to himself, making mental notes. "The husband remains in control, even from a distance. The wife's pleasure becomes his pleasure. No humiliation, no degradation, just celebration."

His mouth felt dry. David pushed away from his desk and headed to the kitchen, his mind racing with connections. The kettle bubbled as he prepared coffee, but he barely noticed the routine movements of spooning grounds, pouring water.

Instead, he replayed Sue's confession from last night, the tremble in her voice as she described James Crawford standing behind her, his breath on her neck. How wet she'd been just from his eyes on her body. The way she'd moaned James's name while David fucked her, then looked at him with that mixture of guilt and arousal that had driven him wild.

The coffee mug nearly slipped from his hand as realization struck.

"I've been writing what I think will sell," he whispered to the empty kitchen, "not what actually turns me on, not what's happening in my own bloody marriage."

He abandoned the half-made coffee, rushing back to his office. He knew he had something now, and opened a new document. He typed without hesitation: "Hotwife Tales: The Estate Agent."

The cursor blinked beneath the title, but unlike before, David felt no paralysis. His fingers moved with newfound purpose:

Martin watched his wife dress for work, her newly purchased silk blouse deliberately chosen a size too small. The delicate fabric strained across her full breasts as she leaned forward to apply her makeup, the shadow of cleavage deepening with each breath.

"You look incredible," he said, his voice husky with desire and something else, anticipation of how other men would look at her today.

She met his eyes in the mirror. "Do you think Mr. Davidson will notice?"

"He'd have to be blind not to." Martin felt his cock stiffen. "And if he does more than notice?"

Her lipstick paused halfway to her mouth. "What exactly are you suggesting?"

David paused, rereading what he'd written. The scene flowed naturally, capturing the tension and excitement he'd felt watching Sue dress that morning. He continued typing, describing the wife's transformation, her clothing changes, her growing confidence, her realization that sexuality could be a professional asset.

The words emerged effortlessly as he added rich details, stockings and suspender belts visible when she crossed her legs, buttons left strategically undone, knowing glances across viewing appointments. He wrote about the husband's discovery of his own desires, his growing obsession with hearing about his wife's workday encounters.

Two hours passed in a creative blur. David's fingers barely kept pace with his thoughts as he outlined five chapters, each building on his and Sue's real experiences but taking them further. The protagonist couple evolved from tentative experiments to fully embracing the hotwife lifestyle, the wife eventually sleeping with clients, colleagues, even her boss.

David paused to reread a particularly explicit paragraph about the wife bent over a kitchen island during a property viewing, her skirt hitched up by eager hands. His phone buzzed with another text, breaking his concentration.

"The developers arrived. One keeps staring at my legs. The other can't take his eyes off my breasts. Both offered to drive me to lunch in their Jaguar after the viewing. Think I'll let them... x"

David's heart pounded. He saved the text, perfect research material. His imagination exploded with possibilities for where that lunch might lead. Would Sue sit between them in the Jaguar? Would one hand rest on her thigh while the other poured her wine? Would she tell David everything tonight, her voice breathless with excitement?

He turned back to his document, the cursor blinking expectantly. The words came faster now, fuelled by Sue's text and his own rising arousal. He created scenes where boundaries blurred, where professional interactions became personal, where married loyalty expanded rather than broke.

His outline grew from five chapters to eight, each more detailed than the last. The central characters, now named Emma and Jason, moved through a transformation that mirrored his and Sue's journey but pushed further into the fantasy. Emma's sexual encounters became more explicit, her confidence more pronounced, while Jason discovered the surprisingly powerful eroticism of sharing rather than possessing.

David stood to stretch, his shoulders tight from hunching over his keyboard for hours. As he rolled his neck, he caught his reflection in the office window, flushed, excited, more energised than he'd felt in months. The afternoon light cast a glow around him that seemed almost symbolic.

"Bloody hell," he murmured to himself, studying his own animated expression. "Look at you."

This wasn't just about solving his writer's block. He'd found his niche: writing what he knew, what genuinely excited him personally. The market research had merely confirmed what his body had already told him, this was his genre. The fact that these books could sell well was just a bonus compared to the creative liberation he felt.

His phone buzzed with another text from Sue, but he resisted checking it immediately, wanting to capture this moment of clarity. For months he'd been forcing stories that didn't resonate with him, generic erotica that could have been written by anyone. No wonder readers hadn't connected with them.

Returning to his desk, David opened his notes app, fingers hovering momentarily before creating a new folder: "Hotwife Series Ideas". His mind raced ahead of his typing as he jotted potential future titles: "Hotwife Tales: The Teacher", "Hotwife Tales: The Lawyer", "Hotwife Tales: The Doctor", all following professional women discovering their sexuality while their supportive husbands encouraged them.

"Office romance, unexpected encounters, jealous co-workers..." he muttered, typing bullet points beneath each title. The ideas flowed effortlessly, each one generating three more. He created character sketches, setting descriptions, plot arcs; all variations on the core fantasy that was currently playing out in his own marriage.

His phone buzzed again, insistent. David picked it up, seeing two texts from Sue. The first showed a photo of a spectacular penthouse view across London, captioned "Worth £3.2 million of someone's money!" But it was the second message that made his breath catch.

"We are talking the Manchester boys for lunch. Jimmy suggested that quiet hotel restaurant... the one with the private dining rooms upstairs. One developer kept his hand on my lower back as we left the penthouse. The other offered to buy me something 'special' after lunch. Should I let him? x"

David read the message twice, his cock hardening immediately. The quiet hotel restaurant near Primrose Hill, he knew it well. They'd celebrated their tenth anniversary in one of those private dining rooms. The rooms with surprisingly comfortable sofas, discreet service, and doors that locked from the inside.

His imagination raced with possibilities. Would Sue sit between them? Would she let their hands wander during lunch? Would she end up in a clothing shop afterward, modelling lingerie for these businessmen?

He opened a new document with trembling fingers, typing simply: "Chapter Four - Business Lunch". The scene formed immediately in his mind, his protagonist wife accepting invitations that extended beyond professional courtesy, her husband waiting eagerly at home for details.

David's smile grew as he typed the opening line: "She knew exactly what she was doing when she chose not to wear knickers that morning."

The words poured out of him, describing sensations and scenarios that felt vivid because they were grounded in his own desires. He wrote about the protagonist deliberately dropping her napkin to give one man a view down her blouse. About negotiations moving from property values to more personal offers. About champagne loosening inhibitions in a private dining room where the table provided convenient cover for wandering hands.

By late afternoon, David had written over five thousand words, which was more than he'd managed in the previous month combined. The story flowed naturally because he was living it, every text from Sue added authenticity to his scenes, every memory of their recent reconnection provided emotional depth he couldn't have manufactured.

He paused to reread what he'd written, making small adjustments for pacing and clarity. The protagonists weren't exactly Sue and David, he'd changed names, physical descriptions, and enough details to maintain privacy, but the essential truth of their journey shone through on every page. A couple rediscovering passion through unconventional means, a marriage strengthened rather than threatened by outside encounters.

David stretched again, surprised at how quickly time had passed. He added a few more details to the lunch scene, the protagonist texting her husband throughout, her excitement building as she described where hands were wandering, what proposals were being made.

The text pinged brightly on his fictional husband's phone: "They've suggested we move upstairs after dessert. To show me the presidential suite. Should I go? x"

David smiled as he wrote the husband's eager response, a mix of arousal and encouragement that mirrored his own feelings. He finished the scene with the wife stepping into the lift, flanked by two eager business associates, her wedding ring catching the light as she pressed the button for the top floor.

Satisfied, David saved his work, titling it "HOTWIFE TALES - THE ESTATE AGENT - DRAFT 1", and leaned back in his chair. He caught his reflection in the darkened monitor; a man transformed from this morning. Not just excited or inspired, but alive in a way he hadn't been for months, possibly years.

His writer's block hadn't just eased; it had been obliterated by the realization that his greatest story material was unfolding in his own marriage. Every text from Sue, every confession, every shared moment of exploration was feeding both their reconnection and his creative renaissance.

Would readers ever suspect that his new hotwife novel was drawn so directly from reality? Would they realise that as they turned each page, its author might be experiencing the next chapter in real time?

David smirked as he scheduled the promotion, already imagining the follow-up book. Perhaps Sue's adventures with the developers would inspire Chapter Five. Or maybe Jimmy's increasingly obvious interest would feature in the next instalment.


Chapter 6: Sampling the Market

Crossing Thresholds


Sue checked her reflection in the Kentish Town conversion's bay window. Her ruby red dress hugged her curves, emphasising her newly discovered confidence over the last few weeks. Stockings, and it was always stockings now, made her legs feel sensuous beneath the hemline that stopped proudly mid-thigh.

"Not bad for 42," she muttered, adjusting a stray blonde lock.

The last few weeks had been transformative. Six house sales, all at or above asking price. Jimmy had practically crowned her office queen during Monday's meeting, much to Chloe and Sophie's thinly-veiled annoyance.

More thrilling was how she and David had connected. Their sex life blazed with new energy, fuelled by Sue's increasingly detailed accounts of her flirtatious workdays. She'd perfected the art of the almost-touch: brushing against clients in narrow hallways, finding excuses for them to stand close together in master bedrooms.

"Mark Foster," she whispered, checking her mobile. Her online research showed a fresh-faced graduate who'd need parental help to afford this conversion. His LinkedIn profile featured a football team photo, athletic build, dirty blonde hair, bright blue eyes. Twenty-three years old. The thought sent an inappropriate thrill through her.

She recalled David's whispered encouragement that morning as he'd helped zip up her dress, his fingers lingering on her spine. "Maybe today's the day you'll let someone touch you," he'd murmured, his erection pressing against her bottom. "I want to hear all about it tonight."

Sue hadn't crossed that line yet. The flirting, the revealing outfits, the suggestive comments, all had remained in carefully controlled territory. But the tension had built week after week, both with her clients and in their bedroom. David's latest manuscript flourished with each new almost-encounter she shared.

A black Uber pulled up outside. Mark Foster emerged, exactly as his LinkedIn suggested, tall, strong muscular shoulders filling out his light blue shirt. He nervously adjusted his collar before approaching. Sue's stomach fluttered with anticipation.

"Mrs Maxwell?" His voice carried educated confidence despite his obvious attraction as his eyes quickly travelled her figure.

"Sue, please." She extended her hand, holding his gaze. "You must be Mark."

His palm felt warm, his handshake confident but not overpowering. "That's me. Sorry if I'm a bit early."

"Early is perfect. Gives us plenty of time to... explore thoroughly." She held his hand a moment longer than necessary before releasing it.

"Brilliant." His eyes lingered on her lips before darting away, attempting professionalism. "This is my first proper viewing. Dad suggested I see a few places before making any decisions."

"Very wise." Sue unlocked the door. "First impressions matter, but it's what you discover inside that truly counts."

She led him into the conversion, hyperaware of his presence behind her. The natural light flooded through large sash windows, illuminating the open-plan living area with its high Victorian ceilings.

"This space has been meticulously renovated," Sue explained, consciously lowering her voice to a more intimate register. "Original cornicing preserved, but everything else brought beautifully up to date."

Mark nodded, but she noticed his attention divided between the property features and her figure as she moved around the space.

"The kitchen area offers integrated appliances," she continued, moving toward the sleek fitted units. "Everything a young professional could need."

She deliberately reached up to demonstrate the soft-close cabinets, knowing her dress would ride up. The subtle intake of breath behind her confirmed her stockings had become visible.

"That's... really nice," Mark managed, his voice slightly strained.

Sue turned, finding him standing closer than strictly necessary. "The current owner has excellent taste," she said, letting her hip brush against the counter. "I always appreciate attention to detail."

Mark's cheeks flushed slightly. "Me too. The finishes look high-quality."

"Would you like to see the bedroom?" Sue asked, maintaining eye contact longer than professional protocol required.

"Um, yes. Of course."

Sue led him down the hallway, conscious of how the click of her heels against the wood flooring punctuated their journey. "The bedroom's surprisingly spacious for a conversion property," she explained, entering the room.

Mark followed, his after-shave filling the intimate space. The double bed dominated the room, dressed in crisp white linens.

She moved to the window, drawing his attention to the garden view. "Morning light floods in here. Lovely to wake up to."

"I bet," Mark murmured, now standing just behind her. Sue could feel the heat radiating from his body, separated by mere inches.

"The previous owner used this area for a desk," she continued, gesturing to a corner. "Perfect for working from home. Though I imagine you'd be quite distracted with such a comfortable bed so nearby."

Mark laughed nervously. "Yeah, self-discipline isn't my strongest trait."

Sue turned, finding herself close enough to see the flecks of darker blue in his eyes. "Sometimes," she said softly, "giving in to temptation can be quite... productive."

The air between them thickened. Sue thought of David, imagined him writing at his desk, wondering what she was doing at this exact moment. The thought emboldened her.

"The bathroom's through here," she continued, leading Mark into the en-suite. The space was modern but compact. "Not huge but efficiently designed."

She reached past him to demonstrate the rainfall shower, their arms brushing. "Powerful pressure," she added, intentionally leaving the double meaning hanging between them.

"Important feature," Mark replied, his voice dropping slightly.

Sue turned to find him blocking the exit, not aggressively, but his athletic frame filled the doorway. For a moment, neither moved.

"You're not like other estate agents I've met," Mark said finally.

Sue raised an eyebrow. "How many have you met?"

"Three so far. All rushed through properties like they had somewhere better to be."

"Well," Sue leaned slightly against the sink, "I believe in giving clients my full attention. Every property has hidden charms that reveal themselves when you take your time."

◆◆◆

Sue followed Mark back to the living room, her mind racing with possibilities. She'd never gone beyond flirtation with a client before, despite David's enthusiastic encouragement. But something about this young man's nervous energy and obvious attraction stirred something primitive within her.

"So, what do you think?" she asked, her voice huskier than she intended. "Is this the one?"

Mark turned, his blue eyes bright with excitement. "It's perfect. Exactly what I'm looking for."

Sue felt a flutter of professional satisfaction beneath the simmering tension. "I thought you might like it. Sometimes you just know when something's right."

She opened her sleek leather portfolio on the breakfast bar, extracting the offer paperwork with practiced ease. "If you're certain, we can make your interest official right now."

Mark nodded eagerly, stepping closer to examine the documents. Sue explained each section methodically, though she was acutely aware of his proximity, the clean scent of his cologne, the way his forearms tensed as he leaned forward.

"The price seems fair, considering the renovation quality," Mark said, studying the asking figure.

"The owner is motivated to sell quickly," Sue replied, standing close enough that her hip occasionally brushed against his. "I think they'd accept a reasonable offer."

She guided him through the paperwork, deliberately leaning in as she pointed out signature lines. Her perfume, something expensive David had bought her last weekend to celebrate her new burst of sales, created an intimate bubble around them. Sue noticed Mark's breath catching whenever she moved closer.

"Just here," she murmured, indicating the final line requiring his signature.

Mark took the pen she offered, his fingers trembling slightly. Sue found his nervousness endearing, and arousing. He was so young, so eager to please. She imagined telling David about this moment later, how her proximity affected this athletic young man, how his hands shook as he committed to his first property purchase.

Mark signed with a flourish, though his handwriting betrayed his unsteady nerves. For a brief moment, Sue felt a pang of guilt, was she being unprofessional? But then she remembered David's words that morning, his excitement at the possibility of her taking things further, and the guilt dissolved into anticipation.

"Congratulations on your first home," she murmured, deliberately leaning closer to collect the papers, letting her breast brush against his arm.

The contact, though brief and through layers of clothing, sent an electric current through her body. She watched Mark's pupils dilate, his chest rising with a sharp intake of breath. For a heartbeat, they remained frozen, Sue slightly bent over the countertop, Mark rigid beside her.

Then something snapped.

Mark turned suddenly, his expression transformed from nervous buyer to determined man. His hands found her waist, gently but firmly backing her against the Victorian fireplace. The ornate mantelpiece pressed into Sue's back, cool against her heated skin.

"I've wanted to do this since you opened the door," he growled, his voice deeper than it had been during their professional conversation.

Sue's heart hammered against her ribcage. This was the moment, the line she hadn't yet crossed. David's encouraging words echoed in her mind, along with images of how aroused he'd been at her stories of mere flirtation. What would he think of this?

Before she could fully process the thought, Mark captured her lips in a passionate kiss. His mouth was warm and eager, applying just the right amount of pressure. Sue hesitated for only a fraction of a second before melting into it, her body responding eagerly to his youthful enthusiasm.

Her hands found his shoulders, solid and strong beneath his shirt. Mark's kiss deepened, his confidence growing with her response. Sue parted her lips, allowing his tongue to meet hers. The sensation sent waves of pleasure rippling through her body, settling as a warm ache between her thighs.

Mark's hands gripped her waist more firmly, pulling her against his hard body. She could feel every plane of his athletic frame, the unmistakable evidence of his arousal pressing against her hip. Sue moaned softly as his tongue explored her mouth, tasting of coffee and desire.

For several heated moments, she forgot everything except the sensation of his firm chest against her breasts. Forgot she was twenty years his senior. Forgot this was a client. Forgot they were in a property she was supposed to be selling professionally.

All that existed was the electric current between them, the delicious pressure of his mouth on hers, his hands now moving from her waist to her hips, fingers digging slightly into the curve of her bottom through the thin fabric of her dress.

Sue's mind raced with possibilities. The bedroom was just down the hall. The owners wouldn't be back until evening. David would be ecstatic to hear every detail. She imagined Mark's youthful energy, his eager hands peeling away her carefully selected outfit, discovering the black lace underneath...

Reality crashed back when Mark jerked away suddenly. His hands released her as if burned, taking a step backward. Sue blinked, momentarily disoriented by the abrupt shift. Her lipstick was smudged across his mouth, his hair dishevelled where her fingers had unconsciously tangled in it.

"I... I have a girlfriend," he stammered, guilt flooding his handsome features.

Sue took a deep breath, forcing her racing pulse to steady. Her professional mask slid back into place with practiced ease, though her knickers were embarrassingly wet beneath her poised exterior.

"Just caught up celebrating the sale, I totally understand," she said with a wink, smoothing her dress with trembling fingers. She tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, hoping he couldn't see how affected she truly was. "Shall we head back to the office to finish off"

◆◆◆

Pillow Confession

Sue's hands trembled slightly as she unlocked their front door, her body still humming from Mark's kiss. The house was quiet except for typing from David's office. "God, how do I tell him? Will he be angry?" But she remembered his reactions to her previous flirting stories, how hard they'd made him.

David looked up from his laptop, his eyes darkening as they swept over her flushed appearance. "Successful viewing?" he asked, voice husky. Sue nodded, perching on his desk. Her dress rode up, revealing her stocking tops. "Very," she breathed. "I got more than just a signature today."

"Oh?" David's fingers stilled on the keyboard. Sue watched his pupils dilate as she slowly crossed her legs. "Remember that young first-time buyer I mentioned? Mark?" She traced patterns on David's desk, heart racing. "He kissed me. Against the fireplace. After signing the paperwork."

David's sharp intake of breath made her core clench. "Tell me everything," he growled, pushing back from his desk. Sue slid into his lap, feeling his hardening cock through his jeans. "He was so young, David. Twenty-three. The way he looked at me all through the viewing..."

"Did you want him?" David's hands gripped her hips, grinding her against his erection. Sue gasped, dropping her head to his shoulder. "Yes," she admitted. "He was all eager puppy energy and expensive cologne. Couldn't keep his eyes off my legs." She demonstrated by hitching her dress higher.

"And the kiss?" David's voice was rough with arousal. Sue squirmed in his lap, remembering. "He just... grabbed me. Backed me against the fireplace. Said he'd wanted to since I opened the door." She felt David's cock twitch beneath her. "His body was so firm, so young..."

Sue's breath came in short, desperate bursts as she straddled David's lap in his office chair. Her body was on fire, not just from Mark's kiss earlier, but from the undisguised hunger in David's eyes as she told him about it. His hands gripped her thighs, fingers digging into her flesh through the sheer stockings.

"His mouth was so eager, David," she continued, watching her husband's pupils dilate with each detail. "At first, I was frozen, shocked that he'd actually done it. Then I just... melted into him."

"Show me," David demanded, his voice rough with desire.

Sue leaned forward, capturing David's mouth with hers. She kissed him hard, the way Mark had kissed her, bold and demanding. David responded immediately, his tongue seeking hers. There was something unspeakably naughty about recreating another man's kiss with her husband, adding fuel to the already blazing desire between them.

"Like that?" she murmured against his lips.

"Fuck," David groaned. "And you kissed him back?"

Sue nodded, feeling wicked and powerful. "I did. Quite thoroughly." She rocked her hips deliberately against the hardness beneath her. "I think he was surprised how enthusiastically I responded."

David's hands moved to her arse, squeezing roughly. "And then?"

"He pressed me against the fireplace," Sue continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I could feel every inch of him through his clothes. He was so hard, David, just from kissing me. Just from looking at me in this dress all morning."

She watched her husband's reaction carefully, still somewhat disbelieving. Surely, he should be jealous? Angry? But instead, his cock twitched against her, harder than she'd felt it in years. His eyes were dark with a lust that matched her own forbidden excitement.

"You're actually enjoying this," she said wonderingly. "The thought of another man wanting me... touching me..."

"God, yes," David admitted hoarsely. "I've never been so turned on in my life."

The realisation hit Sue like a thunderbolt. This wasn't just a game or fantasy they’d been playing. David genuinely wanted her to explore this, to be touched, kissed, perhaps even fucked by other men. The thought was terrifying and exhilarating in equal measure.

"What if he hadn't stopped?" she whispered, watching David's face closely. "What if he'd moved his hands from my waist to my breasts? What if he'd slipped them under my dress?"

David's breathing became ragged. "Would you have let him?"

Sue felt dizzy with arousal, her knickers soaked through. "I... I think I might have," she admitted, the confession sending a fresh wave of heat between her thighs. "In that moment, I wasn't thinking clearly. I just wanted..."

"What did you want?" David urged, his voice tight with need.

"To be desired. To be touched. To feel his young, hard body against mine," she confessed, each admission making her feel both shameful and powerfully seductive.

David stood suddenly, lifting her with him. Papers scattered as he placed her on the edge of his desk, pushing her dress up around her waist. His eyes fixed on the damp patch darkening her black lace knickers.

"Were you this wet for him?" he demanded, tracing the outline of her sex through the delicate fabric. "Like this?"

Sue moaned as he pressed against her swollen clit. "Yes... God, David, I couldn't help it. When he pressed against me, I just... responded."

"Turn over," David ordered, his voice unrecognisable with desire.

Sue obeyed, bracing herself on the desk. Behind her, she heard David's belt unbuckle, his zip lowering. She felt exposed, vulnerable with her arse presented to him, her soaked knickers on display. But then his fingers were hooking into the elastic, pulling the lace aside rather than removing them completely.

She felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her, teasing but not entering. She was embarrassingly wet, her body begging for penetration.

David's grip on her hips tightened almost painfully as he began to move inside her. "Did you want his young cock inside you? Like this?" Each word was punctuated with a deep, punishing thrust that made her gasp.

"Yes!" Sue cried out, shame and arousal mixing explosively in her veins. "I wanted him to take me right there, bent over that fancy kitchen island... Oh God, David!"

He was fucking her harder than he had in years, each thrust driving her against the hard surface of the desk. Sue's necklace clicked against the wooden surface with each impact, a counterpoint to their heavy breathing and the slick sounds of their joining.

"My dirty girl," he groaned, one hand sliding up her back to tangle in her hair. "Getting wet for your young client while showing him bedrooms..."

The slight pain as he pulled her hair sent another jolt of pleasure through her. Sue's fingernails scraped against the desktop, searching for purchase as David's relentless pace pushed her closer to the edge.

"Would you have let him fuck you?" David demanded, his voice strained. "If he hadn't stopped? If he'd bent you over like this?"

She was beyond shame now, lost in the fantasy and the incredible sensation of David filling her so completely. "Maybe... God, David, I don't know anymore... when I'm that turned on..."

Her mind filled with forbidden images, Mark's younger, firmer body behind her instead of David's. Those blue eyes watching her with lust as he lifted her dress. His athletic body driving into her against the property's antique fireplace.

"Tell me what you're thinking," David growled, somehow knowing her thoughts had wandered.

"I'm imagining it's him," Sue confessed, the words tumbling out as her orgasm approached. "Mark. Behind me. Inside me. His young cock stretching me open..."

David's rhythm faltered for a second, then resumed with even greater intensity. "Yes," he hissed. "Think about him while I fuck you. Imagine it's his cock making you feel this good."

The permission to indulge in the fantasy pushed Sue impossibly higher. In her mind, it was Mark's hands gripping her hips, Mark's eager cock filling her, Mark's voice groaning his pleasure in her ear.

"He'd be so excited," she gasped. "So young and eager. Probably wouldn't last long inside me..."

"But I bet he could go again quickly," David added, feeding the fantasy. "Young men recover fast. Maybe he'd take you to the bedroom for round two."

The image of Mark carrying her to the property's master bedroom, laying her across those crisp white sheets, sent Sue spiralling over the edge. Her inner walls clenched rhythmically around David's cock as she came with a sharp cry, her entire body shuddering with the force of her orgasm.

"That's it," David encouraged roughly, maintaining his pace as she convulsed around him. "Come for me while you think about him."

Sue's climax seemed endless, wave after wave of pleasure washing through her as the fantasy and reality merged. Behind her, David's movements became erratic, his breathing harsh as he approached his own release.

"Sue," he groaned, driving deep one final time before shuddering against her. She felt him pulse inside her, filling her with his warmth as he gripped her hips with bruising force.

For long moments, they remained frozen, connected and panting. David draped himself over her back, pressing kisses to her shoulder through the fabric of her dress. Sue could feel their combined wetness beginning to drip down her inner thigh, but couldn't bring herself to move just yet.

◆◆◆

Sue curled into David's lap in his office chair, her body still humming from their intense coupling over his desk. Her mind reeled from the surprising turn of events; from Mark's unexpected kiss to David's passionate response when she confessed it. She traced lazy patterns on David's chest through his rumpled shirt, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath her fingertips.

"You're not angry?" she asked softly, still unable to quite believe his reaction. The traditional response would have been jealousy, perhaps even betrayal. Yet David's eyes had darkened with desire rather than fury when she'd described another man's hands on her body.

David kissed her temple, his lips lingering against her skin. The tender gesture contrasted with the primal way he'd taken her moments ago.

"Angry? Sue, I haven't been this turned on in years."

His voice vibrated through his chest against her palm. She felt a fresh wave of arousal kindle low in her belly at the raw honesty in his tone. David paused, then added carefully, his voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down her spine.

"Maybe next time... you don't have to stop at just a kiss."

Sue's core clenched again at his words, a fresh rush of dampness between her thighs. Her breath caught as the full implication of what he was suggesting washed over her. Was he truly giving her permission to take things further with clients? The thought was both terrifying and intoxicating.

"You mean that? It's not just talk?" she whispered, shifting slightly in his lap and feeling him hardening against her thigh already. David's recovering arousal was physical proof of his enthusiasm for this new development between them.

She searched his face for any sign of reluctance or doubt but found only desire burning in his eyes. The man who'd been struggling with writer's block for months suddenly seemed vibrant and alive with passion.

"What if... what if I did want to go further?" The question emerged before she could censor it, giving voice to the forbidden thoughts that had raced through her mind when Mark had pressed her against that fireplace. What if she'd followed that moment to its natural conclusion?

David's answering kiss was hungry, possessive. His tongue invaded her mouth with a confidence that made her whimper. When he pulled back, his expression was almost feral.

"Then I want to hear every detail," he growled, standing suddenly with her in his arms. Despite his academic appearance, David was stronger than he looked, lifting her with surprising ease. Her arms wrapped around his neck automatically.

"But right now, I need you in our bed. That desk isn't comfortable enough for round two."

Sue felt weightless as David carried her from his office, her dress still rucked up around her hips, her knickers hopelessly ruined. The tenderness of the gesture contrasted sharply with the filthy promises in his eyes. She thought of Mark's youthful enthusiasm, his eager hands and mouth, and then of David's skilled confidence, his intimate knowledge of her body built over years together.

The comparison sent another wave of arousal coursing through her. Her body responded to David in ways she'd forgotten were possible, awakened by the shadow of Mark's desire and David's unexpected response to it.

As they climbed the stairs, David's breathing was already ragged again. Sue buried her face in his neck, inhaling his familiar scent mixed with the musk of their recent lovemaking. Her mind spun with possibilities, each more forbidden than the last. What had started as a simple change in her work attire had unleashed something neither of them had anticipated.

She'd crossed a line today, letting a client kiss her, returning his passion with her own. Yet instead of guilt, all she felt was excitement thrumming through her veins. The old Sue would have been mortified, would have pushed Mark away immediately, maintained professional boundaries. But this new Sue, the one who wore silk and lace beneath figure-hugging dresses, who deliberately bent to show stocking tops during property viewings, this Sue wanted more.

"Maybe," she thought as David laid her gently on their bed, his eyes dark with renewed hunger, "it's time to stop pretending this is just about sales figures..."

The mattress dipped beneath her as David lowered her onto the duvet, his hands already exploring her again. Sue arched into his touch, her body responsive and eager despite their recent coupling. Whatever was happening between them had awakened something primal, something that had lain dormant during their years of comfortable marriage.

She watched David's face as he looked down at her, seeing both the familiar man she'd loved for years and this new, possessive stranger who wanted to share her with others. The contradiction should have been troubling, but instead, it sent a fresh thrill racing along her nerves.


Chapter 7: From Overlooked to Overbooked

Sue arrived at the office fifteen minutes earlier than usual. The emptiness of Prime Estates at 8:15 carried a certain stillness that made her heels sound almost intrusive as they clicked against the hardwood floors. She'd chosen the emerald wrap dress today, the one David had insisted brought out the green in her eyes, paired with the black suspender belt and matching stockings. Standing before the glass entrance, she smoothed the fabric over her hips, feeling a flutter of nervous energy in her stomach.

"Oh, don't be ridiculous," she muttered to herself. "You're forty-two, not some blushing intern."

Yet the past few weeks had transformed something fundamental about her work life. Six sales in less than a month, and the unspoken knowledge that it wasn't just her market expertise bringing in these results. The thought of Mark Foster pressing her against that Victorian fireplace sent a warm pulse between her legs. She'd replayed that kiss countless times, both alone and with David, whose reaction had surprised and delighted her.

Through the glass partitions, she noticed Jimmy's office light was on. Her boss was rarely in this early. The golden glow from his office cut through the dimness of the main floor, and Sue felt her heart quicken. Since her transformation, Jimmy's gaze had lingered on her in ways it never had before. She'd caught him watching the sway of her hips, the cross of her legs, the lean of her body as she reached for things.

"Stop it," she whispered, straightening her back. "You're a professional."

A professional who now used her sexuality as a tool, her conscience reminded her. But the results spoke for themselves. Her commission pay last week had been the largest in years.

She walked through the silent office, passing Sophie's immaculate desk. The younger woman had been noticeably frostier lately, clearly bothered by the attention Sue was drawing. Just yesterday, Sophie had worn a skirt so short it barely covered her knickers, only to have Jimmy pay more attention to Sue in her modest pencil skirt and silk blouse.

"Sue?" Jimmy's voice carried across the empty space. "Perfect timing. Come in here a moment."

That Yorkshire accent still did things to her. Even before her transformation, she'd always found it warm and inviting, like honey poured over gravel. Now, knowing the appreciation in his eyes when he looked at her, it carried a different weight entirely.

Sue smoothed her dress once more, catching her reflection in the glass partition. The woman staring back at her looked confident, desirable. She adjusted her necklace, ensuring it hung perfectly against the hint of cleavage the wrap dress revealed.

"Deep breath," she told herself. "Remember how David reacted to hearing about Mark kissing me. How excited he got..."

The memory of David bending her over his desk after her confession sent a fresh wave of heat through her body. He'd never taken her so roughly, so possessively. And afterward, when they'd collapsed together, he'd whispered that next time, she didn't have to stop at just a kiss.

Jimmy looked up as she entered, his salt-and-pepper hair slightly mussed as if he'd been running his hands through it. His tie was loosened, the top button of his crisp white shirt undone. Sue had always appreciated how well he dressed, bespoke suits that emphasised his broad shoulders and lean build.

"Take a seat, love," he said, gesturing to the chair opposite his desk. Then he let his eyes travel slowly down her body. "Though I have to say, that dress looks better standing."

Sue felt herself flush. Three weeks ago, such a comment would have horrified her, had her reaching for a jacket or scarf. Now, she allowed herself to enjoy the heat of his gaze, the little spark of power it gave her.

"Thank you, Jimmy," she said, settling into the chair. She crossed her legs deliberately, allowing the dress to ride up slightly, revealing the lace tops of her stockings. "What can I help you with so early?"

She watched his eyes drop to her exposed thigh, lingering there a beat too long to be professional. The way he was looking at her legs... like he wanted to devour her. It reminded her of how David had described his fantasies, other men wanting what was his. The thought of telling David about this moment later made her skin tingle with anticipation.

"Your numbers these past few weeks," Jimmy said, finally dragging his eyes back to her face. "Bloody impressive." He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. "Whatever you're doing..." He paused, a half-smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Keep doing it."

Sue felt heat rise to her cheeks. "Just giving clients what they need," she replied, the double entendre intentional.

"Oh, I bet you are." Jimmy leaned forward, resting his forearms on the desk. The movement brought him closer, close enough that she caught the woody scent of his aftershave. "I've had some very... satisfied feedback."

His eyes held hers, and for a moment, the professional veneer between them seemed paper-thin. Sue uncrossed and recrossed her legs, aware of how the movement drew his gaze downward again.

"James Crawford called me personally," Jimmy continued. "Said you provided the most memorable viewing experience he's ever had."

Sue remembered the wealthy businessman, how she'd deliberately bent over to demonstrate the bath taps, catching him watching her in the mirror.

"I try to make each viewing special," she said, holding Jimmy's gaze.

"And those developers? They've put in offers on three properties in the development. Three." He shook his head in admiration. "After one afternoon and lunch with you."

She remembered how they'd insisted on taking her to lunch at that hotel restaurant, how one had kept his hand on her lower back, fingers occasionally dipping lower.

"They were very enthusiastic about the properties," she said innocently.

Jimmy laughed, a rich, throaty sound. "About something, certainly." He stood suddenly, moving around the desk. Sue's breath caught as he perched on the edge, his thigh mere inches from her knee.

"When I suggested you might want to try a different approach, I didn't expect..." He gestured vaguely at her transformed appearance. "This level of commitment."

"I'm not doing anything inappropriate," Sue said, though both knew that line had blurred considerably. "Just... highlighting my assets."

Jimmy's laugh was genuine. "And considerable assets they are." His eyes dropped briefly to the V of her neckline before returning to her face. "The office dynamics have certainly shifted. Sophie's practically green with envy. Ryan can barely form sentences around you anymore."

Sue smiled, thinking of Ryan's stammering the previous day when she'd leaned over his desk to point out a listing error.

"I've noticed," she admitted.

Jimmy studied her face for a moment. "You're enjoying it, aren't you? The power of it."

The direct question caught her off guard. She considered deflecting, but something in his expression. open, curious, appreciative – made her answer honestly.

"Yes," she admitted. "I am."

His smile widened. "Good. You should."

They sat in charged silence for a moment, the early morning quiet of the office amplifying the tension between them. Jimmy's knee brushed against hers, and neither moved away.

Sue's heart raced as Jimmy's eyes lingered on her thigh, his gaze like a physical touch skimming over her stockings. The atmosphere in his office had transformed from professional to something else entirely. She shifted slightly in her chair, a warm flush spreading across her chest.

Jimmy's expression shifted to something more serious. "That's why I'm giving you the Belsize Park listing. Taking it from Chloe."

Sue's jaw dropped slightly. "But that's a five million property..."

"And I need someone who can..." Jimmy stood, moving around his desk with deliberate steps, "handle it properly."

The way he said "handle" made Sue's stomach flip. She watched him approach, his movements predatory, confident. He reached for a folder on the far corner of his desk, his body now just inches from hers.

"The owners are particular," he continued, his voice lower. "They want someone with experience, someone who understands... luxury."

He handed her the property details, and as Sue reached up to take them, his hand brushed against her bottom. Not accidentally. The touch was deliberate, his palm briefly cupping the curve before sliding away.

Sue didn't move away. She remained perfectly still, the folder clutched in her suddenly trembling hands. Oh god... David would love hearing about this... about Jimmy's hand on me...

The thought of telling David later, of watching his eyes darken with arousal as she described Jimmy's touch, sent a pulse of heat between her thighs. This was part of their game now, her experiences becoming fuel for their rekindled passion.

"It's a Georgian townhouse," Jimmy said, as though his hand wasn't still hovering near her hip. "Completely renovated last year. Features include a wine cellar, cinema room, and roof terrace with views across Hampstead Heath."

Sue nodded, trying to focus on the property details while acutely aware of his proximity. The folder contained glossy photographs of high-ceilinged rooms with original cornicing, marble bathrooms, and a kitchen that looked like it belonged in an architectural magazine.

"The owners are moving to Monaco," Jimmy continued. "They want a quick sale, but they won't sacrifice on price." His hand settled on the small of her back, warm through the thin fabric of her emerald dress. "I think your... approach... will be perfect."

Sue swallowed hard. "I'll arrange a viewing as soon as possible." Her voice sounded steadier than she felt. "When will you tell Chloe?"

Jimmy's lips quirked. "Already have. Last night. She wasn't pleased."

"I can imagine," Sue murmured, thinking of Chloe's icy glares these past weeks.

"She'll get over it," Jimmy said dismissively. His fingers traced small circles at the base of Sue's spine. "She's not been handling the property well. Two months without a serious offer."

Sue flipped through the details, trying to maintain some professional focus despite the distracting touch. "The master suite is extraordinary," she observed, pointing to a photograph of a vast bedroom with floor-to-ceiling windows.

"Isn't it?" Jimmy agreed, his breath warm against her ear as he leaned in to look. "Like something from a luxury hotel."

His hand slid lower, deliberately cupping her bottom again. This time, there was no pretence of accidental contact. His palm pressed firmly against her curve, fingers spreading slightly.

Sue's breath hitched, but still, she didn't move away. Instead, she felt a rush of power mingled with desire. Jimmy Richardson, who'd slept with half the younger agents in the office, now couldn't keep his hands off her. The woman he'd barely noticed three weeks ago.

"We should celebrate your success," Jimmy said, his voice husky. "Drinks on Friday?"

Sue turned slightly to face him, her pulse racing. "Just drinks?" The bold question surprised even herself.

Jimmy's eyes darkened, his hand still resting lightly on her hip. "Let's start with drinks and see where the evening takes us."

She thought of David, of how his breath would catch when she told him about this moment. How he'd encourage her to say yes. How he'd whispered that next time, she didn't have to stop at just a kiss.

"That's a date then," Sue replied, watching satisfaction flicker across Jimmy's face.

His thumb stroked once, twice across her hip bone. "Perfect. I'll pick you up. Eight o'clock?"

Sue nodded, mind racing with possibilities. What would David say? How far was she willing to go? The boundary between flirtation and something more substantial was blurring rapidly.

"I should get to my desk," she said, reluctantly stepping away from his touch. "The others will be arriving soon."

Jimmy allowed her to move, though his eyes never left her body. "Of course. Professional as always, Sue. At least in public."

The implication hung in the air between them, crackling with potential. Sue clutched the property folder against her chest, using it as a shield against the intensity of his gaze.

"I'll let you know when I've arranged a viewing at Belsize Park," she said, attempting to reclaim some professional ground.

"Do that," Jimmy agreed, finally returning behind his desk. "And Sue?"

She paused at the door, turning back. "Yes?"

"Wear something that matches those eyes for our drinks." His gaze travelled appreciatively over her emerald dress. "Green suits you."

Sue nodded, unable to suppress the smile that curved her lips. "I'll keep that in mind."

She stepped back into the main office, still empty but soon to be filled with her colleagues. The property folder pressed against her thundering heart, and she could still feel the phantom pressure of Jimmy's hand on her bottom.

David would be beside himself when she told him tonight. She could already picture his face, the hunger in his eyes, the way he'd demand every detail. The way he'd take her afterward, hard and desperate, aroused by another man's desire for his wife.

Sue settled at her desk, crossing her legs and feeling the sensual slide of stockinged thigh against thigh. She opened the Belsize Park folder again, forcing herself to focus on the five million property now in her hands rather than the feeling of Jimmy's hands on her body.

A date with Jimmy Richardson. Drinks that might lead to more. And David, encouraging her every step of the way. Her life had changed so dramatically in just a few short weeks that sometimes she barely recognised herself.

But she couldn't deny the thrill of it all, the power, the desire, the way men now looked at her. The way David looked at her as she recounted her adventures. The way their sex life had transformed from predictable to explosive.

She smoothed her hand over the emerald wrap dress, feeling the expensive fabric against her skin. Perhaps she'd buy something new for Friday's drinks. Something that would make Jimmy's eyes darken with desire.

Something that would give her husband a vivid picture when she described it to him later.

◆◆◆

Sue's back straightened as she approached the kitchenette area, immediately noticing the hushed tones and sideways glances from Sophie and Chloe. The coffee machine hummed in the background, but it hardly masked their whispers. Sue slowed her steps, adjusting her emerald wrap dress casually while remaining just out of their direct line of sight.

"Did you see Sue's got the Belsize listing?" Sophie was saying, her voice dripping with barely concealed resentment as she waited for her latte to finish pouring.

Chloe leaned against the counter, arms folded across her nearly transparent white blouse. "Yeah, and I heard why. Apparently, the Thompsons couldn't stop raving about her... personal touch."

The way Chloe emphasised those last two words made Sue's cheeks warm, but not with embarrassment, with a strange pride she'd never felt before. She remembered Mark Thompson's hungry eyes following her legs, his wife's thinly veiled irritation.

Ryan appeared from around the corner, coffee mug in hand. "Can't blame them. Have you seen her in that green dress today?"

Sue shifted her weight, the gentle swish of her stockings against each other sending a small thrill up her spine. Three weeks ago, such comments would have mortified her. Now she found herself adjusting her necklace, ensuring it fell just right into the V of her neckline.

"Getting popular, am I?" Sue stepped into view, enjoying the flash of embarrassment on their faces. She moved to the coffee machine, deliberately brushing past Ryan who seemed frozen in place. "Don't stop on my account. I'm rather enjoying my new... reputation."

The confidence in her voice surprised even herself. She poured her coffee slowly, feeling their eyes on her back, on the curve of her hips accentuated by the wrap dress. Memory of Jimmy's hand cupping her bottom earlier that morning made her movements more deliberate, more sensuous.

"Morning meeting in five," Stuart called from across the office, his eyes lingering on Sue longer than necessary. "Jimmy wants everyone present."

Sue nodded, returning to her desk to collect her tablet. The office felt different now, charged with an energy that seemed to follow her movements. She could feel Sophie's glare burning into her back, could sense Chloe's calculation as the younger woman observed her every move.

The conference room filled quickly, everyone settling around the long oval table. Jimmy stood at the head, leaning against the wall with casual authority. His eyes found Sue immediately, a small private smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

"Right then," Jimmy began once everyone had settled. "Let's go through this week's progress. Sophie, your Kentish Town listing?"

Sue half-listened as Sophie detailed her progress on a three-bedroom property, instead focusing on the newfound power dynamics in the room. Ryan couldn't seem to tear his eyes away from her crossed legs. Stuart kept finding reasons to nod in her direction. Even Jules, usually focused entirely on Jimmy during these meetings, glanced Sue's way repeatedly.

"Sue," Jimmy's voice cut through her thoughts. "Congratulations on securing the Belsize Park listing. Any initial thoughts on approach?"

All eyes turned to her. Sue uncrossed and recrossed her legs deliberately, noting how Stuart's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

"I've reviewed the property details," she replied, leaning forward slightly, knowing exactly how the movement would draw attention to her neckline. "It's extraordinary. The challenges will be finding buyers who appreciate the craftsmanship, not just the postcode."

Stuart leaned forward. "Sue, what approach would you recommend for the Camden conversion? It's similar in some ways to Belsize, just a different target market."

Sue felt a small thrill at Stuart asking her advice, Stuart who'd barely acknowledged her existence a month ago.

"Sometimes you need to be... hands-on with clients," Sue replied, letting her voice drop slightly. "Really make them feel special. Understand their needs beyond what they can articulate."

She caught Chloe rolling her eyes but noticed Sophie taking subtle notes. They're all watching me now, Sue realised. Not with judgment, but taking notes. I've become the example to follow.

As Jimmy continued through the agenda, Sue became increasingly aware of the power she now wielded in this room. Every shift in her posture drew attention. Every time she spoke, people actually listened. This wasn't just about sex appeal, though that clearly played a part, but about confidence, about owning her sexuality rather than hiding it.

The meeting concluded with updates on market trends and a new development in Camden that Jimmy wanted Ryan and Stuart to focus on.

"Any questions?" Jimmy asked, looking around the table. His eyes lingered on Sue. "No? Then let's make it happen, people."

As they filtered out of the conference room, Jules fell into step beside Sue. Her blonde hair was styled in loose waves, and Sue noticed she'd unbuttoned her blouse one button lower than usual.

"Sue, where did you get that dress? It's perfect for viewings," Jules asked, genuine admiration in her voice.

"Boutique in Covent Garden," Sue replied, remembering how David had insisted on buying it despite the price tag. "Called Velvet Rose, I think?"

Sophie sidled up to them, her scarlet dress somehow shorter than it had been last week. "I've started wearing stockings too," she said, glancing down at Sue's legs. "The sound they make... clients definitely notice."

The comment startled Sue. Sophie Turner, the office's golden child who'd looked down her nose at Sue for years, was now actively copying her approach.

They're not mocking me anymore, Sue realised with a jolt of satisfaction. They're copying me. I'm setting the standard now.

"Stockings make all the difference," Sue agreed, allowing a small smile. "Though it's not just about looking the part. It's about confidence. Clients can sense it."

Sophie nodded, too eagerly for her usual cool demeanour. "Absolutely. That's exactly what I was thinking."

Sue returned to her desk, feeling strangely buoyant. Three weeks ago, she'd been fighting to keep her position, watching her younger colleagues eclipse her in sales and attention. Now they mimicked her style, sought her advice, watched her every move.

She pulled out her phone, feeling it vibrate with a notification about another viewing request. But before addressing that, she opened her messages with David. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard for a moment before typing:

"Jimmy gave me the Belsize listing. And asked me for drinks Friday."

She hesitated, then added: "Wearing the emerald dress was definitely the right choice x"

Sue placed her phone down, watching as the three dots appeared indicating David was already typing a response. From struggling agent to office star, she thought, looking around at her colleagues. All because my husband suggested I embrace my sexuality.

A smile tugged at her lips as she remembered Jimmy's hand on her bottom this morning, how deliberately he'd touched her. Wait till he hears about Jimmy's wandering hands... David would be beside himself with excitement.

Her phone buzzed with his reply: "Drinks with Jimmy? Now that's interesting... tell me more tonight x"

Sue slipped her phone into her drawer, turning her attention back to the Belsize Park property details. She had work to do, a viewing to arrange, a reputation to maintain.

And perhaps a new dress to buy for Friday.


Chapter 8: The Work Date

Handing Over the Keys


David perched on the edge of their bed, whisky tumbler resting on his knee, ice cubes clinking softly against glass as he observed Sue preparing for her evening with Jimmy. The word 'date' had danced between them all day, neither pretending this was anything else. She'd been uncharacteristically quiet at breakfast, nursing her coffee with distracted eyes that kept drifting to the clock. When she'd finally left for work, her parting kiss had lingered longer than usual.

Now, as evening shadows lengthened across their bedroom, David couldn't tear his eyes away from the bathroom door. His current writing sat neglected on his laptop. He'd managed two thousand words that morning, a scene where his fictional wife Emma prepared for her first deliberate encounter with another man while her husband Jason watched with that same peculiar mixture of arousal and apprehension currently churning in David's gut.

The bathroom door opened in a cloud of lavender-scented steam. Sue emerged wrapped in their plushest white towel, her skin pink and glistening from the long soak. Droplets clung to her collarbone, trickling down toward the hint of cleavage visible at the towel's edge.

"You've been in there nearly an hour," David said, his voice catching slightly. "I was beginning to think you'd drowned."

Sue smiled, running fingers through her damp blonde hair. "Wanted to be properly clean." She hesitated, then added with deliberate casualness, "I've shaved... everywhere." The towel dropped for a brief moment, revealing her nakedness to him, smooth legs, underarms, and the newly bare skin where dark blonde curls had been that morning.

David's breath caught. His cock stirred instantly at the sight of her completely smooth pubic area, a style she'd abandoned years ago. The deliberateness of it, and the preparation it signalled, sent a confusing jolt through him: desire mixed with a sharp edge of apprehension.

"Do you like it?" Sue asked, watching his reaction closely.

"Christ," was all David could manage, taking another sip of whisky to wet his suddenly dry mouth. "Jimmy certainly will."

Sue crossed to the wardrobe, towel wrapped around her once more. She pulled out two dresses, holding them up against herself. "I'm torn between these two. What do you think?"

David studied the options: the sapphire blue dress with its elegant cowl neck versus the emerald wrap dress with its deeper, more revealing neckline

"The green one," David said decisively. "It matches your eyes. And it's the one he specifically asked for, isn't it?"

Sue's eyebrows rose slightly. "You remembered that? Yes, he did say to wear something green." She looked at him with renewed curiosity. "You've been paying close attention."

David shrugged, feigning nonchalance. "Just listening to what my wife tells me."

Sue let the towel fall away completely, standing naked before him as she reached for emerald silk knickers and the matching bra. David watched, transfixed, as she slid the underwear up her legs, adjusting the delicate fabric over her newly smooth skin.

"No stockings?" he asked, surprised.

Sue glanced at him, a small smile playing at her lips. "I thought I'd let him use his imagination a bit. Besides," she added, turning to give him the full view, "these knickers are pretty enough on their own, don't you think?"

David nodded, not trusting his voice. The green silk complemented her skin perfectly, the high-cut legs making her seem taller, more elegant. His wife had always been beautiful, but there was something different now, a confidence in her movements as she reached for the dress.

She pulled the wrap dress on, letting it cascade down her body. The silky material clung to her curves in a way that made David's mouth go dry. She adjusted the wrap, tying it securely but leaving enough neckline to hint at the matching bra beneath.

"How does it look?" she asked, turning slowly for his inspection.

"Perfect," David managed, hating how inadequate the word sounded. What he couldn't articulate was the confusing tumble of emotions seeing her dressed for another man's pleasure. She'd chosen the dress Jimmy had requested. The knickers nobody would see, unless Jimmy was granted access later. The bare skin beneath, prepared with the same care she'd once reserved exclusively for David.

Sue crossed to her dressing table, settling onto the small velvet stool. David watched her reflection as she methodically layered her makeup, applying foundation with unusual precision, then contouring her cheekbones to catch the light.

"More mascara," David said suddenly, surprising himself. "And use that red lipstick, the one you used to say was too slutty for work."

Sue's eyes met his in the mirror, widening slightly. "Are you trying to make me look like I'm desperate for it?"

"No," David replied, standing to move behind her. He placed his hands on her shoulders, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin silk. "I'm seeing through my eyes, through the eyes of a man. A man who wants you."

Their eyes locked in the mirror, something unspoken passing between them. Sue reached for the vibrant red lipstick she rarely wore, applying it with careful precision. David watched, mesmerised, as her lips transformed into a glossy, tempting pout. The exact shade Jimmy would likely smudge before the night was over.

David reached for her earrings on the dressing table, the dangling emerald drops they'd bought to match the dress. He handed them to her, trying to ignore the knot in his stomach as he imagined Jimmy removing them later. This was what he'd wanted, what he'd encouraged, what turned him on beyond reason, so why did he suddenly have the urge to call the whole thing off? To tell Sue to change into pyjamas and stay home with him instead? The conflicting emotions made his head swim, or perhaps that was the whisky he'd been sipping to steady his nerves.

Sue fastened the earrings, tilting her head to admire the effect. They caught the light as they swayed, drawing attention to the graceful curve of her neck.

"You look beautiful," David said softly. "Too beautiful for a casual drink with your boss."

Sue turned on her stool to face him directly. "That's the point, isn't it?" Her voice was gentle but direct. "We both know this isn't just a casual drink."

David nodded, swallowing hard. "I know." He leaned down, nearly kissing her before stopping himself. "Better not smudge your lipstick." Instead, he pressed his lips to her forehead, breathing in her perfume, another deliberate choice, the expensive scent she wore only for special occasions.

"Are you having second thoughts?" Sue asked quietly, studying his face.

David considered the question, examining the tangle of emotions he'd been grappling with all day. "No," he said finally. "Not second thoughts. Just... realising how real this is. How real it's about to become."

Sue nodded, understanding in her eyes. "I don't have to go. I could call Jimmy, tell him I'm ill."

For a moment, David was tempted. Then he pictured them both lying awake later, wondering what might have happened, the fantasies building but never satisfied. He thought of his manuscript, the words flowing so freely since all this began. He thought of Sue's renewed confidence, her success at work, the passion that had reignited between them.

"No," David said firmly. "I want you to go." He took her hand, squeezing it gently. "I want you to enjoy yourself."

David's fingers fumbled with the delicate clasp of Sue's necklace, the emerald pendant matching her dress perfectly. He'd bought it years ago for their tenth anniversary, but tonight it felt different against her skin, like he was adorning her for someone else's appreciation. The thought sent a confusing rush of arousal through him. His fingertips brushed against the warm skin of her neck, feeling her pulse hammering just beneath the surface.

"You're nervous," he said softly, finally securing the clasp. He let his hands rest on her bare shoulders, watching her in the mirror.

Sue's green eyes met his. "Aren't you?"

David nodded, his thumbs making small circles on her skin. "Terrified. Excited. Both."

He stepped back as Sue reached for her perfume bottle, and he watched, transfixed, as she dabbed the fragrance on her wrists with deliberate movements, then behind each ear. Her eyes never left his in the mirror as she hiked up her dress slightly, revealing a glimpse of smooth thigh, and with a devilish smile directed at him, applied a light mist of perfume between her legs.

"Just being thorough," she said, her voice huskier than usual.

David felt his mouth go dry. "Christ, Sue."

A familiar heat pooled in his groin as she lowered her dress, smoothing it over her thighs. The knowledge that she'd prepared herself so meticulously, so completely, for another man made his head swim. He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself. This was what they'd been building toward for weeks, wasn't it? Every flirtation, every confession, every passionate night afterwards had led them here.

David sat on the edge of their bed, patting the space beside him. Sue joined him, the mattress dipping slightly as she settled next to him. The familiar scent of her perfume enveloped him, but tonight it carried a different meaning. He took her hand, lacing his fingers through hers.

"You know you don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with," he said, his voice low and serious. "This is your choice."

Sue turned to face him, one leg tucked underneath her, careful not to wrinkle her dress. "And if I'm comfortable with... everything?"

The question hung between them, loaded with possibilities. David swallowed hard, his throat suddenly tight. "That's your call too."

His cock strained against his jeans at the thought, a visceral response he couldn't control. The image of Sue with Jimmy, his hands on her, his mouth claiming hers, perhaps more, was simultaneously agonising and arousing beyond anything he'd experienced before.

Sue studied his face, her eyes searching his. "What do you want to happen tonight, David?" Her voice was soft but insistent. "Tell me. I need to hear you say it."

David inhaled deeply, forced to confront the desires he'd been nurturing but never fully articulated. "I want you to enjoy yourself. I want you to be desired." His voice grew hoarser. "I want to hear about every moment afterwards."

Sue leaned closer, her hand resting on his thigh. "And if I don't come home tonight?"

Her eyes never left his, watching carefully for his reaction. David felt like he'd been plunged into ice water and set on fire simultaneously. The thought of Sue spending the entire night with Jimmy, in his bed, in his arms, made his cock throb painfully even as his heart constricted.

His hand trembled slightly as he reached for his whisky glass on the bedside table, topping up the amber liquid from the bottle he'd brought upstairs. He took a long swallow, welcoming the burn as he gathered his thoughts.

"Then I’ll need to know you're safe," he finally managed, meeting her gaze. "And I want every detail tomorrow."

Sue's eyes widened slightly, registering his answer. He hadn't backed away from the precipice they were approaching. David himself was surprised at how certain he felt, despite the knot of anxiety in his stomach. The thought of Sue coming home in the morning, dishevelled and thoroughly satisfied, telling him everything Jimmy had done to her while David touched her, the fantasy was almost unbearably erotic.

The charged moment between them was broken by the buzz of Sue's phone on the dressing table. She stood, crossing the room to check the message, the silk of her dress whispering against her legs. David watched the sway of her hips, knowing Jimmy would be doing the same soon.

"It's him," Sue said, looking up from the screen. "He's almost here."

David nodded, setting his glass down. Five minutes until this fantasy became reality. He'd been writing about this scenario for weeks now, his words flowing freely after months of creative drought, but fiction was safely contained within his laptop. This was real, Sue, dressed for another man's pleasure, about to walk out their door.

Sue crossed back to him, unexpectedly straddling his lap in a smooth motion that left David breathless. Her dress rode up slightly, revealing the smooth skin of her thighs above her knees. She was careful not to wrinkle the fabric as she settled against him, her warm weight pressing against his erection. She placed her hands on his shoulders, bringing them face to face.

"Tell me again this is what you want," she whispered, her breath warm against his lips.

David's hands found her waist, gripping the silk of her dress. "God yes," he breathed. "This is what we both want."

Sue nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "And afterwards," she murmured, shifting slightly on his lap, "when I tell you everything he did to me..."

David groaned softly, his fingers digging into her hips. "I'll be aching for you."

She leaned in then, capturing his mouth in a deep kiss that left him gasping. Her tongue slid against his, passionate and claiming. When she pulled back, he could see the scarlet imprint of her lipstick on his mouth. She studied it for a moment, something possessive in her gaze, before wiping it away gently with her thumb.

"Something to remember me by," she said, her voice a low purr. "I'll reapply it before he arrives."

David reached up to touch his lips, still feeling the phantom pressure of hers. Her lipstick would be on Jimmy later, he realised. Those same lips would be pressed against another man's mouth, perhaps trailing down his body. The thought made him shiver with a confused mixture of jealousy and desire.

David moved to the bedroom window as headlights swept across their front garden. The sleek black Jaguar pulled up smoothly to the curb, its engine purring before falling silent. Jimmy Richardson had arrived, right on time. David's stomach tightened as the expensive car came to a stop. This was real. Another man was here to take his wife out with the explicit understanding that she might not return tonight. The competing emotions, jealousy, arousal, anxiety, excitement, crashed through him like waves.

He watched as Jimmy stepped out, adjusting his tailored suit with practiced ease. Even from this distance, David could see the man exuded confidence. Jimmy glanced up at the house, his eyes scanning the windows briefly before he moved toward their front door. David stepped back, suddenly feeling like a voyeur in his own home.

Behind him, Sue was making final adjustments to her appearance at the dressing table. David turned to watch her, a surge of possessiveness washing over him as she carefully reapplied her red lipstick, then smoothed the emerald wrap dress over her hips. The silk clung to her curves, accentuating every dip and swell of her body. She was his wife, getting ready for another man.

His cock hardened at the thought.

Sue caught his eyes in the mirror, a question in her gaze. She turned on her stool to face him directly, giving him the full effect of her transformation from his comfortable wife to this sultry stranger with bedroom eyes and lips designed for sin.

"How do I look?" she asked, her voice softer than usual.

David let his eyes travel slowly from her expertly styled hair, down to the emerald earrings that matched her eyes, over the plunging neckline that revealed just enough cleavage to be sexy without being obvious, to the cinched waist and the hint of thigh visible through the wrap dress's strategic slit.

"Absolutely fucking edible," he replied, his voice rough with desire.

A smile curved her red lips, pleasure at his approval evident in her expression. The doorbell's sharp ring made them both jump slightly, the sound cutting through the charged atmosphere of their bedroom. The moment crystallised into reality, Jimmy was here, downstairs, waiting to take Sue out. Possibly to take her to his bed.

"I'll get it," David said, running a hand through his hair. "You make him wait another minute."

Sue's eyes flickered down to the obvious bulge in David's jeans, and a wicked smile played across her lips. "Make sure your erection isn't obvious when you open the door."

David glanced down at himself and gave an embarrassed laugh. "Right. Not sure that's possible."

He adjusted himself as best he could and headed downstairs, each step making the situation more concrete. He was about to open his front door to a man who wanted to sleep with his wife. Who might, with both their permission, do exactly that tonight.

He paused at the door, taking a deep breath to compose himself before turning the handle.

Jimmy stood on their doorstep, taller than David had remembered, his salt-and-pepper hair perfectly styled. His expression shifted from anticipation to faint surprise when he saw David rather than Sue.

"David," Jimmy said smoothly, extending his hand. "Good to finally meet you properly. Sue speaks very highly of you."

David shook his hand, noting the firm grip, the signet ring, the confident smile that didn't quite reach Jimmy's eyes. This was a man used to getting what he wanted.

"Jimmy. Likewise." David stepped back, gesturing for him to enter. "Sue will be down in a moment."

Jimmy nodded, glancing around their hallway with casual interest. David noticed him taking in the framed photographs on the wall, Sue and David in happier, younger days, holidays, celebrations. Their shared history displayed for this interloper to see.

"Nice place," Jimmy commented, though his tone suggested he owned far better. "Sue mentioned you're a writer?"

"That's right," David replied, feeling absurdly territorial in his own home. "Articles mainly, but I've been working on a novel recently."

Jimmy's eyebrow rose slightly. "Anything I might have read?"

"Possibly," David said, thinking of his secret erotica that had been selling surprisingly well lately. "I write under a pen name for some projects."

The sound of heels on the stairs interrupted their awkward small talk. They both turned, and David watched as Jimmy's expression transformed at the sight of Sue descending the staircase.

Pure hunger flashed across the older man's face before he composed himself into a more appropriate appreciation. But David had seen it, the naked want, the imagining of what would come later. His own cock twitched in response.

"Sue," Jimmy breathed, stepping forward to greet her. "You look absolutely stunning."

Sue smiled, accepting the compliment with newfound confidence. "Thank you. I see you've met David."

"Yes, we were just getting acquainted," Jimmy replied, not taking his eyes off Sue. He leaned in, kissing her cheek with lingering familiarity, his hand resting on her waist longer than necessary. David tensed as he saw Jimmy's fingertips brush dangerously close to the side of Sue's breast, a touch that could be dismissed as accidental but clearly wasn't.

Sue didn't pull away.

"Shall we?" Jimmy asked, his hand still on Sue's waist. "I've made reservations at the Savoy Grill. I think you'll love it."

Sue nodded, turning to David with a look that contained equal measures of excitement and reassurance. "Don't wait up," she said softly, and the double meaning hung in the air between them.

David swallowed hard. "Enjoy your evening. Both of you."

They moved toward the door, Jimmy's hand now resting possessively on Sue's lower back. David followed them out to see them off, standing in the doorway as they walked to Jimmy's car. From his position, he could see how Jimmy's eyes kept dropping to Sue's swaying hips, how the wrap dress clung to every curve of her body.

Jimmy opened the passenger door with practiced smoothness. His hand lingered on Sue's lower back as she prepared to enter, then slid down to briefly cup her bottom as she bent to enter the car. The gesture was both possessive and presumptuous, clearly communicating that this was indeed a date with sexual expectations. David's cock strained painfully against his jeans as he watched another man touch his wife with such familiar confidence.

Sue slid elegantly into the leather seat, her dress riding up just enough to show a good deal of her long legs. Jimmy would have to be blind not to have had an eyeful too, his lingering gaze as he closed the door confirmed it.

The engine purred to life, and David watched as the car pulled away from the curb, taking his wife to an evening of unknown possibilities. He remained in the doorway until the taillights disappeared around the corner, then stepped back inside, closing the door on the empty street.

He moved back upstairs to their bedroom, drawn to the window as if magnetised. The room still smelled of Sue's perfume, the bed still unmade from their earlier nervous preparations. David pressed his forehead against the cool glass of the window, his erection almost painful.

"What have I done?" he whispered to the empty room, even as his hand moved unconsciously to adjust himself. The conflict was exquisite torture, jealousy and desire tangled together until he couldn't separate them. The thought of Sue sitting beside Jimmy right now, perhaps his hand already on her thigh, sent a surge of heat through David's body that overrode all doubts. He moved to his desk and opened his notebook, determined to capture these sensations while they burned through him like wildfire.

◆◆◆

Unexpected Arrangements

Sue's breath caught as the maître d' led her and Jimmy through the grand dining room of The Savoy Grill. The opulence surrounded her, the ornate chandeliers suspended from high ceilings, dark wood panelling, and impeccably dressed diners who looked like they belonged on the society pages. Despite her carefully selected outfit, she couldn't help feeling slightly underdressed compared to women in designer evening wear and statement jewellery.

"Not your local pub, is it?" Jimmy laughed, his confidence unwavering in this environment. The tailored suit he wore fit his broad shoulders perfectly, and that hint of his salt-and-pepper chest hair visible at his open collar made her stomach flutter unexpectedly.

"It's beautiful," she managed. "But perhaps a bit much for a casual dinner between colleagues?"

Jimmy leaned forward, those dark eyes capturing hers. "Who said anything about casual?"

A sommelier approached their table with a bottle of champagne nestled in an ice bucket before she could respond. The man presented the label to Jimmy with practiced flourish.

"Your pre-ordered Dom Pérignon, sir."

Jimmy nodded approvingly. "Perfect timing."

Sue's eyebrows rose. Pre-ordered champagne? He'd planned this evening's details well before picking her up. The realisation sent a pleasurable shiver down her spine as she recalled David's face when Jimmy had arrived at their door. Had David guessed how meticulously Jimmy had orchestrated this seduction?

The sommelier poured two flutes with expert precision, the bubbles rising in perfect golden streams. Jimmy raised his glass toward her, the light catching the expensive crystal.

"A toast to the agent who's single-handedly turned my sales figures around." His voice carried that Yorkshire accent that seemed to intensify when he was relaxed.

Sue lifted her glass, feeling the confidence she'd cultivated over these past weeks settling over her like a second skin. "Hardly single-handed. There was quite a bit of teamwork involved."

"And hopefully more teamwork to come." Jimmy grinned, the double meaning unmistakable. As their glasses clinked, he held her gaze over the rim, his eyes darkening with unmistakable hunger.

The champagne was exquisite, tiny bubbles bursting against her tongue with notes of citrus and brioche. She'd never tasted anything so expensive in her life, and the knowledge that Jimmy had selected it specifically for her made it taste even better.

Under the table, Jimmy's knee deliberately brushed against hers. Not an accidental touch, his leg remained pressed warmly against hers in a game of footsie as he maintained unwavering eye contact. Sue felt heat rising to her cheeks that had nothing to do with the champagne.

Sue found herself wondering what David was doing right now, pacing their living room? Writing furiously? The thought of him imagining her here sent a pleasant warmth spreading through her body. She'd promised to text him later, but part of her enjoyed leaving him to wonder exactly what was happening at this moment.

"You look absolutely stunning tonight," Jimmy said, his voice dropping lower. "That dress..."

He let his eyes travel down her body, lingering at the neckline where the wrap design revealed just enough skin without crossing into inappropriate territory. His appreciation was different from the younger clients she'd entertained, more measured, more experienced. He knew exactly what he wanted and saw no reason to hide it.

"Green suits you. Brings out those eyes. I'm glad you wore it again." His Yorkshire accent became more pronounced, the cadence of his native Leeds stronger than she'd ever heard it in the office.

Sue took another sip of champagne, letting the liquid courage bolster her confidence. "I wore it because you asked me to, remember?"

"I appreciate a woman who listens. Some might call it old-fashioned." The corner of his mouth quirked upward.

"I'd call it strategic," Sue countered, surprising herself with her boldness. "This is still business, after all."

Jimmy's laugh was genuine, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "Is that what this is? Business?"

Before she could answer, their waiter appeared to take their order. Jimmy recommended the scallops to start, followed by the beef Wellington to share, never consulting the menu. Another indication he'd planned this evening down to the smallest detail.

As the waiter departed, Jimmy turned his full attention back to Sue, his expression shifting into something more serious. He stared at her with unusual intensity, seeming to decide something.

"Sue, can I confide in you?" The playful tone had vanished, and Jimmy obviously saw Sue’s face drop. "Nothing like that, nothing dodgy. It's just… there's something I should probably tell you."

The sudden change caught her off guard. His cockiness had momentarily fallen away, revealing something more vulnerable beneath the confident exterior. Sue placed her napkin on her lap, uncertain what to expect.

"Of course," she said carefully.

Jimmy's expression shifted, the cocky façade momentarily dropping to reveal genuine concern. He glanced around before leaning closer across the table.

"You've probably noticed I've been pushing sales pretty hard lately."

Sue nodded slowly. "I assumed that was just your management style."

"Partly." Jimmy's fingers tapped against the stem of his champagne flute. "But there's more to it."

The candlelight flickered across his features, casting shadows that accentuated the lines around his eyes. For the first time, Sue saw behind the suave exterior to the businessman calculating his next move. Whatever he was about to share wasn't part of the seduction script she'd expected.

"I'm listening," she said softly, intensely curious about what could make the normally unflappable Jimmy Richardson look so momentarily exposed.

Jimmy leaned forward across the pristine white tablecloth, lowering his voice to a near-whisper. The intimate restaurant lighting softened Jimmy's features, making him appear more vulnerable than Sue had ever seen him. This wasn't the brash, flirtatious boss who'd slapped Sophie's bottom last month or winked suggestively during morning briefings. This was someone else entirely.

"Like I said, I need to confide in you," Jimmy continued, his fingers drumming nervously against the tablecloth. The sudden seriousness in his tone made Sue's stomach tighten. She had expected seduction, innuendo, perhaps even an explicit proposition, not whatever this was.

Jimmy glanced around, ensuring no one at nearby tables could overhear. "Prime Estates looks successful, yeah? The chrome fixtures, the smart glass partitions, the fancy coffee machine no one can bloody work." A smile flickered across his face before vanishing. "It's all smoke and mirrors, Sue."

Sue blinked, setting her champagne down. "What do you mean?"

"I mean we're in trouble." Jimmy's voice had dropped even lower. "Serious financial difficulties. The kind that keeps me up at night."

The confession caught Sue completely off-guard. She'd been psychologically preparing herself all evening for flirtation, for wandering hands under the table, for deciding just how far she'd go and what she'd tell David afterward. This revelation wasn't part of the script.

"But the office always seems so busy," she said, struggling to reconcile this with her daily observations. "Sophie's Instagram is full of sold signs and champagne celebrations."

Jimmy snorted, taking a large swallow of his drink. "Social media bollocks. Half those properties never closed, or the commission barely covered the marketing costs." He shook his head. "In Leeds, my hometown, I knew the market, knew the people. Made money hand over fist."

"But London's different." Sue found herself leaning in too, mirroring his posture unconsciously.

"Bloody right it is," Jimmy said, a hint of bitterness creeping into his voice. "So much competition. Old firms with decades of connections."

Sue watched as Jimmy's hand gestures became more agitated, his usual smooth composure was cracking, revealing something raw beneath.

"Thought I'd sweep in, Yorkshire charm, bit of flash, and they'd all sign with us." Jimmy's hands spread wide, knocking his knife slightly askew. He didn't notice. "Turns out London property requires a bit more finesse."

Sue's mind raced, recalculating everything she thought she knew about Prime Estates. The boasts at morning meetings, the sales targets on the brass plaque in the conference room, Jimmy's expensive suits and vintage Rolex. All of it now seemed like costume pieces in an elaborate performance.

"I had no idea things were so precarious," she admitted, studying his face more closely. The lines around his eyes seemed deeper tonight, etched by worry rather than laughter.

"That's my job, innit? Keep everyone confident while I work out the mess." Jimmy's accent had grown noticeably stronger as he spoke more honestly, his Yorkshire roots showing through his polished London veneer. The carefully modulated tones he used in client meetings had given way to something rougher, more authentic.

Sue found herself oddly touched by this glimpse behind the curtain. The brash, sometimes inappropriate boss was revealing himself to be something more complicated, a man gambling everything on making it in the cutthroat London property market.

"Is that why you moved me to those higher-value properties?" Sue asked, connecting dots she hadn't seen before. "Why you took listings from Chloe and gave them to me?"

Jimmy nodded, looking relieved that she understood. "Your recent sales have been keeping the lights on, if I'm honest. While the rest struggle."

"But Sophie and Chloe always seem to be-"

"All flash and no finish," Jimmy interrupted, his expression hardening momentarily. "They get the viewings, wear the short skirts, flirt with the husbands. But when the wife get hubby home after, the deal falls through." He took another drink. "Your commission on the Crawford property? That paid the office rent."

The revelation stunned Sue into silence. She'd been pleased with securing that sale, proud to tell David about it. But she'd had no idea how crucial it had been to the business itself.

"Surely not just my sale?" she finally managed, her voice barely audible over the restaurant's ambient noise.

"The younger ones talk a good game, show plenty of leg, but they're not closing like you are." Jimmy's eyes, which had so often lingered on her body, now held hers with surprising respect. "You've got something else, experience, wisdom, genuine connection."

Sue felt her face flush with unpractised pleasure. The compliment struck deeper than any of the more lascivious ones he'd offered in recent weeks. For all her newfound confidence in her appearance and sexuality, this acknowledgment of her professional skill affected her in an unexpectedly profound way.

"I noticed it that first day you came in wearing that black dress," Jimmy continued, his voice warming. "You weren't just showing skin, though bloody hell, those stockings nearly gave Stuart a coronary." He chuckled, some of his usual rakishness returning. "But you connected with Crawford in a way Sophie never could have. You understood what he needed."

Sue thought back to that viewing, how she'd been conscious of her dress and stockings, yes, but also how she'd picked up on Crawford's interest in the property's historical features. She'd spent extra time showing him the original cornicing and explaining the building's Georgian heritage.

"It wasn't just the flirting," she realised aloud.

"Course not," Jimmy agreed. "It was the whole package. The confidence, the knowledge, the way you made him feel like the only client that mattered." His eyes crinkled. "The legs didn't hurt, mind you."

Sue smiled despite herself. Even in this more authentic discussion, Jimmy remained Jimmy, unable to completely set aside his roguish charm.

"So, this dinner..." Sue gestured at the opulent surroundings, the half-empty champagne bottle. "Is this a thank-you for saving your business?" The question held an edge. She'd been preparing for something else entirely, had even shaved "everywhere" as she'd shown David before leaving.

Jimmy's gaze darkened again, something of the hunter returning to his expression. "Partly," he admitted, "but don't think for one second I don't want you, Sue Maxwell."

The directness of his statement sent a jolt through her body, a physical response she couldn't deny. Her earlier preparation for the evening, the careful choice of underwear, the perfume strategically applied, hadn't been wasted after all.

"I'm being honest with you because I respect you," Jimmy continued, his hand moving across the table to rest near hers, not quite touching. "Could have kept up the act, pretended everything was roses. But you deserve to know what you're getting into."

The scallops arrived, perfectly seared and artfully arranged on pristine white plates. Sue welcomed the interruption, needing a moment to process Jimmy's unexpected confession. The waiter's practiced movements gave her breathing space as he placed the dish before her with a flourish.

"These look divine," she murmured, grateful for the reprieve.

As she lifted her fork, Sue wondered what David would make of this revelation. She'd expected to text him about wandering hands under the table or stolen kisses in the back of Jimmy's Jag, not about Prime Estates' financial troubles. Yet there was something oddly attractive about Jimmy's honesty, a vulnerability she hadn't anticipated from her brash, flirtatious boss.

The scallop melted on her tongue, buttery and delicate. "These are incredible," she said, genuinely impressed.

Jimmy smiled, some of his usual confidence returning. "Only the best for my top performer."

The weight of Jimmy's confession settled over Sue. She wasn't just selling properties for her own benefit now. Colleagues' livelihoods partly depended on her success. It added a depth to her recent transformation that she hadn't anticipated; what had begun as a game to spice up her marriage was now something more substantial.

"Are you telling me all those sales targets, the office competitions..." Sue ventured, cutting another perfect bite.

"Not entirely for show," Jimmy admitted, "but calculated to get results we desperately need." He took a sip of champagne, eyes never leaving hers. "The monthly bonus for highest sales? Comes from my personal account, not the business."

Sue's eyes widened slightly. "Really?"

"Had to incentivise somehow. But it's worth every penny when I see results like yours."

Sue felt a flutter of pride mingled with concern. Her success these past weeks meant more than just extra commission in her bank account. It meant colleagues kept their jobs, rent got paid, lights stayed on.

"I had no idea," she said softly. "About the financial situation."

"That's on me," Jimmy replied, dabbing his mouth with his napkin. "Part of being the boss is projecting success even when things are rocky."

Sue felt a surprising swell of respect for Jimmy's business acumen beneath his playboy exterior. She'd written him off as a man who simply enjoyed surrounding himself with attractive women, but there was clearly calculated strategy behind his approaches.

"So, the charming Yorkshire lad routine is just that? A routine?" She raised an eyebrow, challenging him.

Jimmy laughed, and the sound was genuine. "Not entirely. But in this business, you use what works. Same as you in that dress instead of those trouser suits."

"Touché," Sue acknowledged, feeling heat rise to her cheeks. She couldn't deny the truth in his observation.

"People buy from people they like," Jimmy continued, "or people they want to impress, or people they want to..." His eyes darkened as they travelled down to the V of her neckline. "Well, you get the idea."

Sue took a sip of champagne, studying Jimmy over the rim of her flute. The knowledge that he needed her professionally as much as he wanted her physically shifted the power dynamic between them. She wasn't just another conquest, she was valuable on multiple levels. The realisation was surprisingly arousing.

"And with me?" Sue asked boldly, setting down her glass. "Is this dinner about business strategy or something else?"

Jimmy's gaze locked with hers, the intensity almost palpable. "Both," he admitted, his Yorkshire accent thickening again. "I'd be lying if I said I didn't want you. Have done since you walked in with that black dress and those stockings." His hand moved across the tablecloth until his fingers nearly touched hers. "But I also respect what you've done for the business, how you've turned things around."

Sue felt a shiver of desire mixed with professional pride. There was something undeniably potent about being wanted for both her body and her mind. She'd never considered herself particularly ambitious, but Jimmy's recognition of her abilities awakened something she hadn't known existed.

"And if I weren't selling properties..." she tested.

"I'd still want you across this table," Jimmy answered without hesitation. "But I might not have been able to afford the Dom Pérignon." His smile was rakish, but honest.

"Fair enough," Sue laughed, surprising herself with how comfortable she felt in this complicated space between professional and personal.

The waiter returned to collect their plates, commenting on how much they'd enjoyed the scallops. Sue realised she'd been so engrossed in their conversation that she'd not realised she’d even finished the exquisite food.

As the table was cleared for their main course, Jimmy topped up their champagne glasses. The bubbles caught the light, golden and effervescent like the evening itself, what had started as one thing transforming unexpectedly into something more complex and interesting.

"To new understandings," Jimmy proposed, raising his glass.

Sue clinked her flute against his. "And to surprising depths," she added.

His eyes crinkled with appreciation of her quick wit. "I knew there was a reason I wanted you at Prime Estates. Beyond the obvious, of course." His gaze flickered deliberately to her neckline again, the businessman and the playboy coexisting in one complicated package.

Their main courses arrived with a theatrical flourish, the beef Wellington a masterpiece of pastry and perfectly pink meat. The waiter uncorked an expensive Bordeaux that Jimmy had selected without glancing at the wine list, pouring a small amount for Jimmy to taste before filling both their glasses.

Sue watched Jimmy's Adam's apple bob as he swallowed the wine, his nod of approval to the sommelier suggesting deep knowledge rather than pretension. For all his Yorkshire bluster, Jimmy Richardson knew his wines.

"This should complement the beef perfectly," he said, his eyes on her as she took her first sip. The rich flavours bloomed on her tongue, complex layers of fruit and oak that matched the evolving complexity of this evening.

As the waiter retreated, Jimmy leaned forward, his expression shifting back to serious. "Sue, don't tell anyone at the office what I've just told you. Can't have them panicking, jumping ship. Last thing we need is Sophie or Chloe taking their legs to Foxtons."

His crude reference to the younger agents made Sue smile despite herself. Even in vulnerability, Jimmy retained his rougher edges.

"I'm good at keeping secrets," Sue replied, cutting into the Wellington. Steam escaped from the perfectly cooked pastry, rich and inviting. The double meaning of her words hung between them.

Jimmy's eyebrow arched, interest piqued. "I bet you are. Like whatever arrangement you've got with that husband of yours?"

The directness of his question caught Sue off-guard, sending warmth spreading across her chest that had nothing to do with the wine. She thought of David sitting at home, perhaps writing, perhaps imagining what she might be doing at this very moment. The mental image of him waiting, aroused and anxious, sent a pleasant shiver through her body.

Sue smiled mysteriously, considering how much to reveal. This moment required careful navigation, establishing boundaries while maintaining the charge between them. She took another sip of the excellent Bordeaux, letting the silence stretch just long enough.

"David and I understand each other," she finally said, meeting Jimmy's gaze directly. "We have... an arrangement that works for both of us."

Jimmy's expression registered genuine interest rather than the leering she might have expected. "Lucky man," he said, with surprising sincerity. "My ex-wife wasn't nearly so accommodating. Current one isn't my wife yet, but she understands the game better."

Sue tilted her head. "Current one?"

"Amanda. Interior designer. We have an understanding, like you and David seem to. She has her fun, I have mine." Jimmy cut into his Wellington with precision. "But we present as the perfect vanilla couple for clients and her Instagram followers."

"The first Mrs. Richardson couldn't handle my work schedule, the late nights, the client entertaining." Jimmy gestured with his fork. "Thought I should come home at five, slippers by the fireplace routine. Never understood this business runs on relationships, not office hours."

Sue nodded, thinking of the countless evenings she'd spent with potential buyers, the weekend viewings, the text messages at odd hours. "People buy houses when they're ready, not when it's convenient for us."

"Exactly," Jimmy said, pointing his fork at her with enthusiasm. "You get it. Property isn't just bricks and mortar, it's psychology. Understanding what people really want, not just what they say they want."

Sue deliberately placed her hand on Jimmy's forearm while making her point, feeling the expensive fabric of his suit beneath her fingers. "Like that couple I showed around last week. Said they wanted minimal work, turnkey property. But their eyes lit up at the renovation disaster with original features."

She felt the muscle in his arm tense beneath her touch, a subtle reaction that sent a thrill through her. His eyes darkened, voice dropping lower as he turned his wrist, his fingers brushing against her retreating hand.

"I knew from the moment you started at Prime that you were different," he said. "That confidence was always there, just waiting."

The intensity of his gaze made Sue's mouth go dry. She took another sip of wine, aware of how the atmosphere between them had shifted again, back toward the magnetic attraction that had been simmering beneath their business discussion.

"It took the right encouragement to bring it out again," she admitted, thinking of David's gentle suggestions that had started this transformation. How different her life had become since that conversation on their sofa just weeks ago.

Jimmy studied her with newfound curiosity. "And that's where David comes in, is it?"

Sue nodded, pleasantly surprised by his interest in understanding rather than simply pursuing. She found herself wanting to explain, to share something of the journey she and David had embarked upon. "He saw potential in me I didn't see in myself."

Jimmy swirled the wine in his glass, considering her words. "Most blokes I know wouldn't encourage their wife to dress like this for other men," he said, gesturing to her emerald dress. "They'd be jealous, possessive."

Sue felt a rush of pride and affection for David. "David's not like most men," she said, thinking of his flushed face as she'd left their house earlier, how he'd watched her climb into Jimmy's Jaguar with that mixture of anxiety and arousal. "He finds my success... inspiring."

"Inspiring?" Jimmy repeated, interest clearly piqued.

"He's a writer," Sue explained, deliberately vague. "Creative types find inspiration in unexpected places." She took another bite of her Wellington, savouring the richness while letting Jimmy fill in the blanks himself.

"So he knows why you're here with me?" Jimmy asked, straightforward as ever. "Knows what might happen?"

The question hung between them, explicit acknowledgment of possibilities that had been implied but not stated. Sue felt her heartbeat quicken, her body responding to the directness of his question. The image of David at home, waiting, wondering, perhaps writing about what might be happening at this very table, made her skin flush with heat.

"He knows exactly why I am here," Sue confirmed, meeting Jimmy's gaze with deliberate intensity. "And he encouraged me to enjoy my evening."

Jimmy's smile was slow and appreciative, the perfect blend of admiration and desire. "I've clearly underestimated both of you," he said, raising his glass in a small toast. "To unexpected arrangements."

Sue clinked her glass against his, the crystal producing a clear, perfect note that seemed to vibrate between them. “To selling property and… having fun.”

"It's not just about the tight dresses, is it?" Jimmy said, leaning forward with genuine curiosity. "You've been studying them, figuring out what each client really wants."

The observation surprised Sue. She'd expected Jimmy to focus on her appearance, but he'd noticed her strategy. She ran her finger around the rim of her wineglass, considering his words.

"Everyone wants something different," she admitted. "Marcus Thompson wanted to feel powerful, James Crawford wanted sophistication."

Jimmy's eyes darkened with interest. "And what do you think I want, Sue?"

The layered question hung between them, charged with multiple meanings. Sue held his gaze, feeling the weight of the moment. This wasn't just flirtation anymore, it was something more complex, a negotiation of power and desire between two adults who understood the stakes.

"Right now? You need a capable, experienced agent who can close impossible deals. You need your business to succeed." She paused deliberately, watching his expression. Then she leaned in slightly, her voice dropping. "And you WANT to know if I'm wearing knickers under this dress."

Jimmy inhaled sharply, wine sloshing dangerously close to the rim of his glass. "Christ, Sue," he managed, his Yorkshire accent thickening with surprise.

She smiled, enjoying his reaction. Two months ago, she'd never have said something so bold to her boss. But that was before, before David's encouragement, before the tight dresses and stockings, before she'd discovered this confident woman hiding inside her all along.

"Am I wrong?" she challenged, raising an eyebrow.

Jimmy regained his composure, setting his glass down carefully. "No," he admitted, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Spot on all counts. You're bloody perceptive."

"It's part of what makes me good at my job," she replied, feeling a flush of pleasure at his acknowledgment.

Jimmy signalled to the waiter, who appeared instantly at their table. "We'll take the bill, please."

The waiter nodded and disappeared, returning moments later with a leather folder that Jimmy didn't even open before sliding in a black Amex card. The casual display of wealth should have seemed pretentious, Sue thought, but somehow Jimmy carried it off with the same straightforward confidence he brought to everything.

He signed the receipt with a confident flourish, adding a generous tip that made Sue wonder again about his claims of financial trouble. Did Prime Estates' struggles not extend to his personal accounts? Or was this part of the image he maintained, regardless of cost?

"I've got a penthouse in Hampstead," Jimmy said, tucking his card back into his wallet. "Great view of the city. Excellent whisky selection."

The invitation was clear, but Sue appreciated that he'd phrased it obliquely, leaving her room to accept or decline without awkwardness. She considered him carefully, evaluating her desires against the backdrop of their evening's revelations.

"Are you showing me a property or inviting me back for a nightcap?" she asked, her voice teasing but her question sincere.

Jimmy's smile was warm, genuine. "Both, if you're interested. No pressure either way."

Sue reached for her handbag, extracting her phone. "Give me a moment."

Jimmy nodded, leaning back to give her privacy. Sue appreciated the gesture, another small indication that beneath his playboy exterior, Jimmy understood boundaries.

She opened her message thread with David, feeling a flutter of excitement in her stomach as she typed: "He wants me to go to his penthouse for a nightcap. Should I go?"

Sue felt a thrill as she sent the message, knowing David would be equal parts jealous and aroused. The champagne and wine had relaxed her, but her decision-making remained clear. 

The three dots appeared immediately, showing David was typing. Sue felt her heart race, wondering what his response would be. They'd talked about this possibility in the abstract, but now it was real, now she was sitting across from Jimmy Richardson, considering going to his penthouse.

David's reply came almost instantly: "God yes. I want to hear everything tomorrow."

The enthusiastic response sent a wave of warmth through Sue's body. David was excited, aroused by the prospect. Their connection, far from being threatened by her potential encounter with Jimmy, seemed strengthened by it.

She looked up to find Jimmy watching her with patient interest. His eyes held none of the predatory gleam she'd seen in the office when he'd watched younger agents; instead, there was a measured appreciation that made her feel valued rather than objectified.

"I'd love to see your penthouse," Sue said decisively. "For professional reasons, of course."

Jimmy's smile widened, showing he understood the game perfectly. "Of course. And maybe I can show you my etchings."

The dated line made her laugh, breaking the tension. This was Jimmy, charming, direct, unashamed of his desires but respectful of her boundaries. The combination was unexpectedly appealing.

The waiter brought Sue's wrap, but Jimmy stood to take it from him. "Allow me."

He moved behind her chair as she rose, holding the soft pashmina open. As Sue backed into it, Jimmy's fingers deliberately brushed against her bare shoulders, the touch brief but electric.

Sue shivered at his touch, not just from physical attraction but from the complexity of what was happening. Jimmy wasn't just a handsome man taking her home, he was a business partner trusting her with his vulnerability, a boss who respected her professionally, and a potential lover who understood the rules of her marriage. The combination was irresistible.

◆◆◆

Whisky and Words

David paced the living room, running his hands through his hair, unable to settle. Only a few minutes since Sue's departure and the flat already felt like a vacuum; emptied of her perfume, her laughter, yet somehow filled with the weight of what might happen. He wandered to the kitchen, opened the fridge, closed it again without taking anything.

His phone buzzed.

"Finally," he muttered, nearly dropping it in his haste to unlock the screen.




Sue (8:25 pm): At the Savoy. Jimmy ordered champagne. His hand keeps brushing my knee.




Something electric shot through David's body. He sank into the sofa, gripping the phone with both hands as if it were a lifeline to Sue. He could picture the scene with alarming clarity: the crystal chandeliers reflecting in Sue's eyes, Jimmy leaning in too close, his legs deliberately pressed against hers beneath white tablecloths.

"Fuck," David whispered to the empty room.

He moved to his desk, opening his laptop and staring at the blinking cursor. Writing would distract him, surely? The words came in a torrent, rough, stream of consciousness descriptions of a woman in green being undressed by a man who wasn't her husband. David read it back, grimaced, and deleted the entire paragraph. Too crude, too desperate. He tried again, focusing on the psychological aspects, but after four attempts, he slammed the laptop shut.

His imagination was too vivid, too distracting, Sue's lipstick smudging as Jimmy kissed her, Jimmy's hand sliding from her knee up her thigh, discovering she wasn't wearing stockings.

David checked the time again: 9:25. An hour of torture.

David stood abruptly and stalked to the kitchen. He yanked open the cabinet and pulled out a bottle of whisky, pouring just enough to steady his nerves, two fingers, no more. The drink burned pleasantly as he swallowed, its warmth spreading through his chest but doing little to calm the growing ache in his groin.

He checked his phone: nothing. What was she saying to Jimmy? Was she describing how she got wet during property viewings? Was Jimmy's hand higher on her thigh now? David tried to decipher the minutes of silence, constructing elaborate scenes in his mind.

The phone buzzed.




Sue (10:15 pm): He wants me to go to his penthouse for a nightcap. Should I go?




David's breath caught in his throat. This was it. The moment where fantasy crossed into reality. In his novels, this would be the point where the husband felt a flash of jealousy or regret, where he might call everything off. But instead, David felt a surge of arousal so powerful it made him lightheaded.

His thumbs moved quickly, without hesitation.

David: God yes. I want to hear everything tomorrow.

He stared at the message after sending it, his heart hammering so loudly he could hear it. The whisky bottle caught his eye, but he pushed it away. He needed clarity tonight, needed to remember every tortuous minute of this waiting.

David's hand drifted to his crotch, palming his erection through his jeans. For a moment, he considered relieving the pressure but stopped himself. No. He'd save himself for tomorrow, for when Sue would tell him everything in excruciating detail.

Instead, he grabbed his journal from the desk, flipping to a blank page. If he couldn't write fiction, perhaps he could capture these raw emotions, the anticipation, the jealousy mingled with desire, the strange pride he felt knowing another man wanted his wife. His pen scratched across the paper:

"There's a peculiar agony to waiting while your wife is with another man. Every minute stretches into hours. You picture a thousand scenarios, each more explicit than the last. The whisky helps, but not enough. Nothing helps except knowing she'll come home to you, bearing stories like gifts..."

He looked at what he'd written and smiled grimly. At least his writer's block was definitely gone.

The clock on the wall read 10:47. David checked his phone: nothing for over thirty minutes. Had she already gone to Jimmy's? Were they in the lift together, his hand on her arse, her lipstick already smudged from kisses snatched between floors?

The phone buzzed, and David nearly dropped it in his haste.

Not a text… a simple photo.

Sue’s emerald dress carelessly draped over what looked like a leather armchair. In the background, floor-to-ceiling windows revealed London's skyline from an impressive height. Jimmy's penthouse, he presumed.

"Fuck," David growled, his cock straining painfully against his jeans. This time, he didn't stop himself. He unzipped with trembling fingers and wrapped his hand around his shaft, imagining Sue naked in that high-rise apartment, Jimmy's hands on her body, her body that David knew so intimately. Was she on her knees? Bent over that leather chair? Spread across Jimmy's bed?

David stroked himself ruthlessly, breathing hard through clenched teeth. Images flashed before him: Sue's red lipstick on Jimmy's cock; Jimmy's hands tangled in Sue's blonde hair; Sue calling out Jimmy's name as he drove into her. The intensity of his arousal was unlike anything he'd experienced before; a cocktail of jealousy, excitement, and twisted pride.

He came with a strangled groan, spilling over his hand in hot pulses, Sue's name on his lips.

Afterward, David cleaned himself up and poured another whisky, smaller this time. The release had taken the edge off, but his mind continued to race with possibilities. He picked up his journal again, adding notes about his physical response, the unexpected intensity of his orgasm while picturing Sue with Jimmy.

"The reality is both better and worse than the fantasy," he wrote. "Better because it's happening, real and tangible. Worse because the waiting is unbearable."

He checked his phone repeatedly, but no more messages came through. What did that mean? Was she too busy to text? Had Jimmy's phone been confiscated, all distractions banished as they explored each other's bodies? Or had she fallen asleep in his arms, exhausted from their encounter?

By midnight, David had moved to the sofa, his eyes heavy but his mind still churning. The television played some late-night talk show, the volume so low it was barely audible. He'd stopped checking the time, stopped expecting more texts. Whatever was happening in that penthouse with its panoramic views of London, he would hear about it tomorrow.

The last thing David remembered before drifting off was the weight of his phone in his hand, screen dark, waiting for news of his wife's infidelity that he had not just permitted but encouraged.

◆◆◆

Occupied Possession


David jolted awake on the sofa at the sound of the front door. His neck was stiff from the awkward angle he'd fallen asleep in, and for a moment, he blinked in confusion at the darkened living room. The clock on the mantel read 3:17. His phone had slipped from his hand onto the carpet, the screen showing Sue's last message: just a photo of her emerald dress draped over what was clearly Jimmy's bedroom chair.

The front door clicked shut, followed by the soft thud of a handbag being placed on the hallway table. David sat up, his heart hammering against his ribs. He hadn't meant to fall asleep, had intended to stay awake, torturing himself with images of Sue and Jimmy together.

"David?" Sue's voice drifted from the hallway. "You still up?"

She appeared in the doorway, and David's breath caught in his throat. She looked thoroughly debauched, her carefully styled hair now wild and tangled, mascara smudged beneath her eyes, lipstick long gone. Her emerald dress was wrinkled and hastily re-wrapped, the fabric creased in ways that told stories of being removed, then put back on in haste. A red mark peeked from beneath the neckline, disappearing down toward her breast.

"You're back," David said, his voice coming out hoarse with sleep and anticipation.

"I am." Sue smiled languidly, leaning against the doorframe. "Did you miss me?"

David nodded, not trusting himself to speak as he watched her cross the room. She moved carefully, with slight winces that she tried to hide. When she lowered herself gingerly onto the sofa beside him, he felt a jolt of both concern and arousal at what those careful movements implied, the evidence of activities written across her body in ways he hadn't anticipated.

He breathed in deeply as she settled beside him, registering the unfamiliar scents clinging to her skin, expensive aftershave, champagne, and unmistakably sex. His cock hardened painfully.

"You smell like him," David said, deliberately inhaling again.

"I should." Sue pushed a strand of hair from her face. "I was with him for hours."

David stood suddenly. "Let me get you some water."

In the kitchen, he gripped the edge of the counter, trying to steady himself. This was what he'd wanted, what he'd encouraged, and yet the reality of it hit differently than he'd imagined. Not worse, just more intense. More real. He filled a glass with water and returned to the living room.

Sue accepted the glass gratefully, drinking deeply. "You're taking care of me even now. That's why I love you."

"Always," David said, settling beside her again. "Did you... enjoy yourself?"

Sue set down the empty glass, then turned to face him properly. "I'm sore in places I forgot could be sore," she said with a small laugh. "But yes. God, yes."

David swallowed hard. "Tell me."

"Here?" Sue glanced around the living room. "Or shall we go upstairs where you can be more comfortable?" Her eyes dropped meaningfully to the obvious bulge in his trousers.

"Upstairs," David decided immediately.

Sue took his hand as they climbed the stairs, her movements still deliberate and careful. In their bedroom, she turned on only the bedside lamp, casting the room in warm, dim light. David sat on the edge of the bed, transfixed as Sue stood before him.

"Do you want me to undress for you?" she asked softly.

David shook his head. "Let me."

His fingers trembled as he unwrapped the emerald dress, revealing Sue's body inch by inch. Red marks dotted her skin, on her breasts, her neck, her inner thighs. A love-bite bloomed darkly against the pale skin of her right breast. Her nipples were reddened and visibly tender.

"Jesus," David breathed.

"He was... enthusiastic," Sue offered with a small smile.

When the dress pooled at her feet, David saw she wore nothing underneath. The emerald underwear he'd watched her put on earlier was gone.

"My knickers are in Jimmy's pocket," Sue explained, seeing his expression. "He wanted a souvenir."

David groaned, his cock straining painfully against his jeans. Sue's hands went to his belt.

"Let me take care of you first," she murmured. "Then I'll tell you everything. I'm too sensitive for anything else tonight."

She unzipped his jeans and freed his cock, already leaking at the tip. Sue knelt between his legs, wincing slightly again.

"Your knees," David said with sudden concern.

"Bruised from kneeling on a hard floor," Sue confirmed, her hands stroking his shaft. "But let's not rush there yet, there's plenty to tell."

Before David could respond, Sue lowered her head and licked a long, slow stripe up his cock from base to tip. He gasped, threading his fingers through her tangled hair.

"I'll tell you everything while I do this," she promised, her breath hot against his sensitive skin. "Starting with dinner."

She took him into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head before pulling back. "The Savoy was just the beginning. Jimmy talked business while we ate scallops and drank champagne."

Another long, wet stroke of her tongue made David's hips buck involuntarily.

"His knee kept pressing against mine under the table," Sue continued, her lips brushing against his cock as she spoke. "But he was surprisingly professional. Almost... respectful."

She took him deeper this time, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked, then released him with a wet pop.

"Then he invited me back to his penthouse in Hampstead. That's when I texted you." Her hand continued stroking him, slick with her saliva. "In the car, his hand kept creeping up my thigh. By the time we reached his building, he had his fingers inside me."

David's breathing quickened, and Sue smiled wickedly up at him as she noticed.

"His penthouse is all glass and chrome, very bachelor pad. He poured me more champagne, but we barely drank it." She lowered her head again, taking him deep enough to make him groan.

As Sue settled between David's legs, her lips wet with saliva from pleasuring him, she paused and looked up with a knowing smile. Her eyes were still bright despite the late hour, filled with the thrill of recounting her evening.

"Let me tell you what happened after we arrived at his penthouse," she said, one hand still stroking David's shaft. "Fifteenth floor, views across the whole city. The lights were incredible, like being suspended in the night sky."

David shifted impatiently on the bed. "Not exactly what I'm most curious about..."

Sue's smile widened, a teasing glint in her eye as she deliberately built the tension. David realised she knew exactly what he needed, but was going to take her time telling him.

"Don't you want to hear about the imported Italian marble worktops in his kitchen?" she asked innocently, her thumb circling the sensitive tip of his cock.

David groaned, half in frustration, half in pleasure. "Sue..."

"Alright, alright," she conceded with a soft laugh. "After showing me around, he took me out onto his private balcony. The air was cool but not cold. He stood behind me as I looked out over the city, his hands on my hips."

David watched her face, transfixed by the dreamy expression that came over it as she remembered.

"He kissed me against the railing, one hand in my hair, the other on my hip. I could feel him getting hard against me right away." Sue's voice dropped lower, huskier.

David unconsciously licked his lips, his cock twitching in Sue's hand. "And then?"

Sue's eyes darkened with remembered desire. "I just had to taste him, David. I unzipped him right there, with all of London spread out below us."

David's breath caught in his throat as he pictured it, Sue on her knees before another man, the city lights twinkling in the background.

"He was so thick, David. Thicker than you, and just a little longer. The taste of him was different too." Sue's tongue darted out to wet her lips, as if recalling that taste.

"Different how?" David's voice was strained now, his hips making small involuntary movements against Sue's hand.

She considered for a moment, her head tilted to one side. "Saltier. More... I don't know. It's hard to describe." Her hand moved faster on David's cock. "I took him as deep as I could, but he was so thick I couldn't take all of him without gagging. He seemed to like that, my struggle."

David swallowed hard, his mind full of images of his wife on her knees, struggling to accommodate Jimmy's considerable girth.

"His hands were in my hair," Sue continued, her voice taking on a dreamlike quality. "Not forcing me, just guiding. Letting me know what he liked. I could tell he was enjoying the view, both of the city and of me on my knees for him."

She paused to plant a kiss on the head of David's cock before continuing.

"After a while, he pulled me up. Turned me around to face the city again." Sue's breathing had quickened, her chest rising and falling more rapidly as she relived the moment. "He lifted my dress, bunched it around my waist, and then his hand was between my legs."

David was practically vibrating with tension now, hanging on her every word.

"My knickers didn't stand a chance… he practically ripped them down off me." Sue's eyes met David's, dark with remembered pleasure.

"Christ, Sue. Did anyone see you?" David asked, his cock throbbing at the thought.

Sue shook her head slightly. "We were too high up, but the possibility was there. It made everything more intense." She licked her lips again, her hand still working steadily on David's shaft. "He bent me over the railing. I could see all of London spread out below me. The cars looked like toys. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable, but so powerful at the same time."

David's erection strained painfully now, pre-cum leaking from the tip as Sue described being positioned at the railing, her dress bunched around her waist, another man's hands gripping her hips.

"He took me hard, David. No gentle build-up. I was so wet already that he just pushed inside me in one thrust." Sue's free hand moved to her own body, touching the spots where Jimmy's hands had been. "His fingers dug into my hips so tightly I knew there would be bruises. I wanted them. Wanted the reminder."

David tried to imagine the scene, his wife bent over a railing fifteen floors up, dress bunched around her waist, her boss driving into her from behind. The image was almost unbearably erotic.

"The railing was cold against my hands," Sue continued, lost in the memory. "But the rest of me was on fire. Every thrust pushed me against it, the metal digging into my palms. The contrast just made everything more intense."

David's breathing had synchronised with Sue's now, both of them panting slightly as she recounted her adventure.

"I came so hard I thought I might fall over the railing. He had to hold me up." Sue's eyes were slightly glazed, as if she were still there on that balcony. "My legs were shaking so badly. I don't think I've ever come that hard from behind before."

"Did he...?" David couldn't even finish the question, but Sue understood.

"Inside me. Yes. And then he wasn't finished with me."

David's cock pulsed in Sue's hand as he absorbed her words, trying to process the fact that another man's seed had been inside his wife just hours ago. The thought, rather than repelling him, sent a jolt of intense arousal through his body.

"Tell me more," he whispered, his voice breaking slightly with desire.

Sue's eyes drifted up to meet David's, her hand still stroking his cock with deliberate, teasing slowness. Her lips looked swollen from her activities both with Jimmy earlier and from pleasuring David now.

"After the balcony, he took me inside," Sue said, her voice husky with remembered pleasure. "Said he wasn't done with me yet."

David shifted on the bed, his breathing shallow and quick. "Tell me everything he did to you. Don't leave anything out."

Sue's lips curved into a knowing smile. She gave his cock another long, slow lick before continuing her story. "He led me through those giant glass doors into his bedroom. The bed was enormous, king-sized at least, with these charcoal grey silk sheets." She paused to swirl her tongue around the head of David's cock. "He told me to undress completely, to take my time. Said he wanted to watch me."

David groaned softly, picturing Sue performing a slow striptease for another man.

"When I was naked, he opened his wardrobe and took out four silk ties." Sue's voice dropped lower, her eyes darkening at sharing the memory. "Gorgeous things, and he asked if I trusted him."

"And you did," David whispered.

Sue nodded. "He had me lie in the centre of that massive bed. Tied my wrists to the headboard, then my ankles to the bedposts, spread so wide I felt completely exposed." Her hand tightened slightly around David's shaft as it twitched at her description, "Then he took a fifth tie, this black silk one, and blindfolded me."

David felt his cock pulse in her hand as she spoke, she must have known how close she was getting him, as she slowed down, squeezing tight to control him.

"I couldn't see anything. Could only feel." Sue's voice took on a dreamy quality. "First his tongue, then his fingers, exploring me."

David imagined Sue spread-eagled on an unfamiliar bed, vulnerable and waiting. The thought of another man seeing her that way, displayed, open, wet with his cum already, made his cock throb against Sue's tongue as she licked him again.

"His tongue was..." Sue sighed. "He knew exactly where to lick, how much pressure to use. Sometimes barely touching me, then pressing harder when I begged for more." Her hand moved up and down David's shaft in rhythm with her words. "He spent so much time just tasting me. He didn't care about his own cum, he lapped up both our essence."

David shifted restlessly on the bed. "Then what?"

"I heard him opening a drawer." Sue's voice was thick with arousal now, "He told me he had some things to show me. That he'd been thinking about using them on me ever since I started wearing those skirts to work."

She just held him now, maintaining his erection but holding him off… "He had this collection in his nightstand. First this slender butt plug. He lubricated it thoroughly and just eased it in."

David's eyes widened visibly. "You let him...?"

Sue lifted her chin, almost defiant in her pleasure. "I've never felt anything like it, David. The fullness, the slight burn that turns to pleasure."

David's hips jerked involuntarily up into her hand, his cock harder than he’d ever known.

"He was so careful with me," Sue continued, her voice developing a breathless quality. "Used so much lube. Worked me open with his fingers first." She met David's gaze directly. "Told me how tight I was, how good I felt around his fingers."

David let out a low moan, unable to help himself.

"And then..." Sue continued, "once the plug was in place, he kept going. Opened another drawer." She paused, heightening the tension. "A dildo in my pussy, using his cum from earlier as extra lubrication. And then a thick gag shaped like a cock that filled my mouth completely."

David's breathing had become ragged. "So you were completely..."

"Filled in every hole. Unable to move. Completely at his mercy." David could see she was almost in a trance now as she recounted the events. "I couldn't speak, couldn't see. Could only feel what he was doing to me."

David's cock twitched and jumped in her hand, a bead of pre-cum appearing at the tip. Sue collected it with her tongue as he watched, before carrying on the sweet torture.

"He turned them both on," Sue whispered, leaning closer. "The plug and the dildo. They vibrated inside me, David. Different patterns, different intensities. I couldn't predict what was coming next."

David groaned, picturing it vividly, Sue bound and blindfolded, stretched and filled, at another man's mercy.

"I'd never felt anything like it," Sue continued, her confessional whispers driving him wild. "I came and came, but the vibrations didn't stop. I tried to beg through the gag, but he couldn't understand me." She squeezed David's cock firmly. "Or pretended not to."

David's head had fallen back, his eyes half-closed as he lost himself in the images Sue was painting.

"Then, just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, he removed the gag, so I could beg properly. Made me say exactly what I wanted, using the dirtiest language."

David's eyes snapped open, meeting hers. "What did you say to him?"

Sue met his gaze deliberately, her eyes dark with desire. "I begged him to fuck my arse. To fill me there with his thick cock."

David cursed under his breath, his cock pulsing in her hand.

"He made me ask for it specifically," Sue continued, "Made me say, 'Please fuck my arse, Jimmy. I need your cock inside me there.'" She ran her thumb over the sensitive head of David's cock, spreading the pre-cum that had gathered. "He made me repeat it, louder. Made me beg for it. If it wasn't for it being a penthouse apartment, I'm sure the street below would have heard me."

David's breathing was shallow and fast now, his hips making small, involuntary movements against Sue's hand, trying to get some friction.

"He switched off the toys," Sue continued. "Then I felt him slowly removing the plug." She leaned closer to David, her words breathy against his cock. "The emptiness was terrible. I felt so open, so ready for him."

David swallowed hard, enthralled.

"He lubricated himself thoroughly," Sue whispered, "I could hear the sounds of his wet hand moving over his cock. And then I felt the head pressing against me there." She paused for effect. "He left the dildo in my pussy, David. I was completely full."

David's breath came in short gasps now. "Had you ever...before me?"

"Never. But God, I want to do it again. The sensation of being so completely filled."

David's cock was leaking pre-cum steadily from the tip, even without much attention.

"He went so slowly at first," Sue continued, "Just the head, then pulling back, then a little more. Building up gradually until I was taking all of him." Her eyes glazed slightly as she remembered. "The pressure was incredible. I felt so stretched, so full."

David's hips were thrusting up into her hand now, unable to remain still.

"I came so hard I nearly blacked out," she said, her hand moving once again on David's now soaked shaft. "Being filled like that, it's indescribable."

"Did he...?" David's voice was strained almost beyond recognition.

"He came inside me there too," Sue confirmed, her eyes locked on David's. "I could feel every pulse, every spurt."

His gaze drifted to her collarbone where a purplish mark was visible. Then another on her breast. David traced one with his finger, feeling Sue shiver beneath his touch.

"He wasn't gentle with you."

Sue's eyes darkened. "I didn't want gentle. Neither did he."

She shifted closer to him, her hand wrapping around his cock once more, stroking with deliberate slowness.

David groaned, his hips involuntarily thrusting upward into her hand. "Did you... did you think about me? While he was inside you?"

Sue's breath was hot against his ear. "Every moment. Knowing how much you'd want to hear about it made everything more intense 

"He has this enormous shower," she continued, her words flowing faster now, matching the pace of her hand. "Glass walls, multiple shower heads. After we'd rested, he took me in there. Bent me over while the water cascaded over us."

David's hands gripped the sheets, his body tightening with building pleasure.

"You know what the filthiest part was?" Sue whispered, her lips brushing against his earlobe. "He made me lick him clean after fucking me, then took me again from behind."

Her words sent electricity down David's spine. "He what?"

"He made me taste myself on him. Said my mouth was so talented he couldn't wait to feel it again.” Sue's hand moved relentlessly now.

The image was filthy, depraved, and utterly perfect. David had never seen Sue so uninhibited, so openly sexual, and knowing another man had unlocked this side of her only intensified his arousal.

"You should have seen me, David," Sue purred. "On my knees, water streaming down my face, his cock in my mouth, his hands in my hair. My makeup was everywhere, mascara running down my cheeks."

David could picture it vividly, Sue on her knees, water sluicing over her naked body, another man's hands gripping her hair, guiding her movements.

"Sue, I'm going to..." David gasped, feeling his climax building unstoppably.

"I want to taste you now. Want to compare," Sue whispered, increasing her pace. She slid down his body in one fluid movement, taking him into her mouth just as his control shattered completely.

David erupted with unprecedented intensity, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through him as Sue's words painted vivid images in his mind. His wife, thoroughly debauched, marked, and filled by another man, now kneeling before him, comparing their taste.

Sue moaned around him, the vibrations prolonging his pleasure as she swallowed every drop. Only when the last shudders subsided did she release him, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

◆◆◆

Appreciation in Value


David lay sprawled across the bed, his breathing gradually slowing as the last tremors of his orgasm subsided. His mind felt both empty and full, empty of thought but filled with sensation, as if his entire body had been rewired in the past hour. The ceiling spun slightly above him, and he closed his eyes to centre himself.

Beside him, Sue moved languidly across the sheets, her body still flushed and gleaming with a fine sheen of sweat. She curled against his side, her head finding the familiar hollow of his shoulder, her leg draping possessively over his. David could feel the heat of her body, the softness of her curves, more acutely than he had in years.

For a while, neither spoke. The room filled with just the sound of their breathing gradually synchronising, the distant hum of traffic outside their Kentish Town home, and the faint ticking of the bedside clock.

"Was that okay?" Sue finally whispered, her voice barely audible against his chest. "Was it too much?"

David considered her question, searching his feelings. What she'd described, and what she'd done with Jimmy, went far beyond anything they'd initially discussed. Yet instead of jealousy or betrayal, he felt something entirely different. Something like gratitude, awe, and a deeper connection to his wife than he'd felt in years.

He kissed her forehead softly, breathing in the scent of her hair mingled with the faint traces of another man's cologne. "It was perfect," he murmured against her skin. "You're perfect."

Sue tilted her face up to look at him, her eyes searching his for any sign of discomfort or dishonesty. Finding none, she relaxed more fully against him, her hand drawing idle patterns on his chest.

"I wasn't sure..." she began, then paused. "When he suggested the plug, the restraints... I thought maybe that would be crossing a line."

David's fingers traced the curve of her shoulder, lingering over a small bruise forming there from Jimmy's attentions. "I think we've redefined our lines," he said thoughtfully. "And I'm glad you didn't stop yourself."

They lay together in comfortable silence, the weight of their new reality settling around them like a warm blanket. David marvelled at how something that should have torn them apart had instead brought them closer together.

"I love you even more now," he said suddenly, surprised by his own admission. "Is that strange?"

Sue shifted to prop herself up on one elbow, looking down at his face with an expression of tender understanding. Her hair fell in tousled waves around her shoulders, and in the dim light filtering through the curtains, David thought she'd never looked more beautiful.

"Not strange at all," she replied, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "This is us, our version of marriage."

David caught her hand and pressed a kiss to her palm. "Our version," he repeated, liking the sound of it. "I never imagined marriage could include... this. But it feels right."

"It does," Sue agreed. "Righter than playing at being the perfect couple while both of us felt something was missing." She settled back against his chest, her warmth a comforting weight. "I think this was always part of us, we just needed permission to explore it."

David stroked her hair, feeling the silky strands slip between his fingers. "I've spent years writing about other people's fantasies," he mused. "Never thought I'd be living out one of my own."

Sue made a small sound of contentment against his chest. Her body was growing heavier against his, her breathing slowing as exhaustion began to claim her. The evening had been physically and emotionally demanding for both of them, but especially for Sue.

"I love you," he whispered, but Sue's breathing had already deepened, her body growing heavier against him as sleep claimed her.

David lay awake, holding his sleeping wife, his mind replaying the events of the evening. The waiting, the texts, the flood of images her words had created in his mind. The surprising depth of his arousal at the thought of Sue being thoroughly used by another man. The way she'd looked telling him about it, confident, uninhibited, radiantly sexual in a way he'd never seen before.

Careful not to disturb Sue, David reached for his notebook on the side table, needing to capture these feelings before they faded. His writer's block was completely shattered now, words and images flowed through his mind with perfect clarity. He would transform tonight into fiction tomorrow.

Her confession had been perfect, detailed enough to paint vivid pictures in his mind, but leaving enough to his imagination that he'd filled in the blanks with his own most arousing scenarios. She'd known exactly how to tell her story, exactly what words would push him to the edge and over. Even exhausted from her adventures with Jimmy, she'd prioritised David's pleasure, using her experience as fuel for their shared intimacy.

He closed his eyes, finally allowing his exhaustion to claim him, his notebook forgotten on his chest as sleep pulled him under. His last conscious thought was of Sue's words about next week, and the shiver of anticipation they'd sent through him.


Chapter 9: Deeper Waters

Fault Lines


David inhaled the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee, watching as Sue buttered her toast at the kitchen counter. Morning light streamed through the windows, casting a warm glow across their kitchen. These quiet moments before work had taken on a new intimacy since they'd embarked on their unconventional arrangement.

"More coffee?" He raised the pot in her direction.

Sue glanced up with a smile that still made his heart skip. "Please. I'm going to need it today. The office is manic with everyone preparing for this weekend's conference."

David topped up her mug and leaned against the counter. "The Hertfordshire one? That's coming up already?"

"Mmm." Sue nodded, taking a sip. "Jimmy's been in meetings with the regional director most of this week. The conference will be the first time I've seen him properly since our dinner two weeks ago."

There it was, the casual mention of that night, delivered without fanfare but sending a familiar jolt through David's body. Two weeks had passed since Sue had returned home in the early hours, her body marked from Jimmy's attentions, her stories driving David to one of the most intense climaxes of his life.

"How's he been around the office? Any awkwardness?" David tried to sound casual while buttering his toast.

Sue shook her head. "That's the strange part, it's been completely normal. Professional Jimmy during office hours, like nothing happened." She grinned. "Though I did catch him staring at my legs during Monday's team meeting."

"Can't blame the man for that."

"Sales have been brilliant, by the way," Sue continued, checking her phone. "I closed the Hampstead property yesterday. Full asking price."

"That's fantastic!" David squeezed her shoulder. "Your commission must be-"

"Enough to justify some new shoes," Sue finished with a wink. "Or perhaps some new lingerie for the conference."

David felt the immediate stir of arousal that had become familiar whenever Sue hinted at her adventures. "I thought the conference is just for the day, isn't it?"

Sue took another sip of coffee, her eyes meeting his over the rim of her mug. "It's actually Friday through Saturday. I hadn't mentioned it because I wasn't sure if I was going. Most of the senior agents will be there."

"Ah." David nodded, processing this new information. "Will you stay overnight then?"

"That's what I wanted to talk to you about." Sue placed her mug down, her fingers tracing its rim. "Jimmy asked if I'd like to share his executive suite. He said we should make a weekend of it, come back on the Sunday."

The words hung in the air between them. David felt the expected surge of arousal, the images already forming in his mind, Sue in a hotel room with Jimmy, free to explore without constraints or time limits. But alongside it came something unexpected: a flicker of unease, a tightening in his chest that wasn't entirely pleasant.

"He specifically requested me," Sue continued, not noticing David's momentary hesitation. "Said something about making the most of the company budget." She laughed softly. "I think we both know that's not his real motivation."

David forced a smile. "I'm sure it isn't." He reached for his coffee, suddenly needing something to do with his hands. "An executive suite, huh? Fancy."

"I looked it up online," Sue said, her excitement evident. "It's got a four-poster bed and a jacuzzi bath big enough for two." Her cheeks flushed slightly. "Maybe three, though I don't think that's on the cards."

David laughed, the sound slightly hollow to his own ears. What was wrong with him? This was exactly the scenario that had fuelled their passionate reconnection over the past weeks. The thought of Sue with Jimmy had been intoxicating, freeing his creativity and revitalising their sex life.

"I thought I'd go shopping for something special to wear," Sue continued, oblivious to his internal conflict. "That set he liked so much is starting to show wear. Maybe something in Red? Or white for a change?"

"White would be... different," David managed, picturing Sue in virginal white lingerie with Jimmy's tanned hands against it. The image was undeniably arousing, yet that strange discomfort persisted. He pushed it down firmly. "You should definitely get something new. My treat."

"Are you sure you're okay with this?" Sue asked suddenly, "It's different from last time, two nights away, in a hotel."

David reached for her hand, squeezing it reassuringly. "Of course I am. You know how much... how much I enjoyed hearing about last time." He pulled her closer, his body responding to the memory despite his emotional confusion. "Just make sure you remember all the details for me."

Sue studied his face for a moment, then seemed satisfied with what she saw. She glanced at the clock and sighed. "I should get going. Meeting with clients at nine."

She gathered her things while David remained leaning against the counter, watching her efficient movements. As she prepared to leave, she stepped close to him, her hand sliding up his chest.

"I'll text you about lingerie options," she murmured, her lips brushing against his. Then she kissed him deeply, lingering in a way that left him breathless. "And maybe a little update on what Jimmy says about our sleeping arrangements."

David returned her kiss with forced enthusiasm, hoping she wouldn't notice his inner turmoil. "Looking forward to it."

With a final peck on his lips, Sue was gone, the front door closing behind her with a soft click that seemed to echo through the suddenly empty house.

David remained motionless in the kitchen, listening to the silence. After a moment, he carried his coffee to his desk and opened his laptop. The document he'd been working on, the latest chapter of his hotwife story, stared back at him, the cursor blinking accusingly on the half-finished sentence.

For weeks, words had flowed from him effortlessly, his characters' journey mirroring his and Sue's exploration but taking it further, pushing boundaries he wasn't sure they'd ever cross in reality. The fictional husband's excitement never wavered, never questioned; he experienced no doubts about sharing his wife.

David stared at the screen, trying to shape the words to finish the chapter. The fictional husband was supposed to be receiving a text from his wife about an upcoming business trip to America with her boss. The words wouldn't come.

What was happening to him? He'd encouraged this, suggested it, masturbated to thoughts of it. The memory of Sue describing Jimmy bending her over the balcony still made him hard. Yet something about her casually planning another encounter, an overnight one in a hotel no less, had triggered an emotion he hadn't anticipated.

He tried to type, producing a few stilted sentences before deleting them with a frustrated sigh. The words felt flat, inauthentic.

David pushed away from the desk, leaving the cursor blinking with the words still unfinished.

◆◆◆

Fixtures and Fittings


Sue hummed softly as she laid her overnight bag open on the bed, a private smile playing at the corners of her lips. The conference tomorrow was ostensibly about "Market Trends in North London Property", boring as wallpaper paste, but the overnight stay with Jimmy was anything but. She glanced at David, who sat propped against the headboard, watching her pack with an intensity that sent delicious shivers down her spine.

"So, I've got the usual boring stuff," she said, tossing in her toiletry bag. "But I thought you might want to see what else I'm bringing."

She turned to her dressing table drawer and pulled out the white lace thong she'd purchased during her lunch break. The material was so delicate it was practically transparent, little more than a suggestion of coverage. David's eyes widened slightly.

"Skimpy" he stated, his voice a touch rougher than usual.

"Oh yes, you’ll not know I’m wearing it until my dress comes off. Jimmy mentioned he likes white." Sue held up the matching push-up bra, all lace and underwire designed to present her breasts like offerings. "I thought this might be a nice surprise for him."

She carefully folded the lingerie, laying it reverently in the overnight bag. Next came the white suspender belt with its satin ribbons and metal clips. Then the stockings, not the practical ones she wore for work, but whisper-thin silk that seemed to shimmer even in the bedroom's soft light.

"And this," she added, removing a white lacy robe from its tissue paper wrapping. "For when he wants me to parade around his suite before he takes me."

David swallowed hard, shifting slightly against the pillows. His face had an odd expression, intense, certainly, but something else too. Sue assumed it was the same hunger she'd seen growing in him each time she detailed her encounters with Jimmy.

"The conference ends at five," she continued, checking her packing list. "Jimmy's arranged dinner in the executive dining room, but we both know we won't stay long." She grinned wickedly. "Not after what happened last time."

David nodded, gesturing for her to continue. She took his quietness for eager anticipation.

"God, I still get wet just thinking about it." Sue sat on the edge of the bed, her packing momentarily forgotten. "You know when I told you he was thick? I honestly don't think I did him justice. When he first pushed inside me on that balcony, I thought I might split in two."

She watched David's face carefully, gratified by the flush creeping up his neck. His breathing had quickened, though he seemed determined to maintain his composure.

"And the way he just took control," Sue continued, warming to her subject. "It's like he knew exactly what I wanted before I did. Remember I told you how he bent me over the balcony railing? Twenty floors up, the wind on my skin, and his cock just pounding into me?"

David's eyes had darkened, his fingers gripping the bedsheet almost imperceptibly. Sue knew that her husband loved to hear every detail, and who was she to not give him what he wanted?

"But what really got me," she whispered, leaning closer, "was when he took my arse. Just slid his thumb in while he was fucking me, then later used that plug to open me up. Christ, David, I've never felt anything like it. The way he just claimed it, my anal virginity."

Something flickered across David's face, and Sue knew she really should encourage him to take her like that, sure he'd love it too.

"I wonder if he'll tie me up again," she mused, turning back to her packing. "He's got these silk ties, did I tell you? Black ones. He bound my wrists to his headboard and just took his time with me. Hours, David. Literal hours of him just exploring every inch."

She added a small makeup bag to her overnight case, then paused, looking thoughtful.

"The thing about Jimmy is his patience. The way he builds it up. He'll start kissing me, then work his way down until I'm practically begging him. And even then, he makes me wait." She shivered at the memory. "Makes me earn it."

Sue loved how David gave her his rapt attention when she replayed these scenes for him, knowing that he found it just as exciting as her, more so probably.

"Come here," she said suddenly, abandoning her half-packed bag and climbing onto the bed. She straddled David's lap, her knees on either side of his hips, and draped her arms around his neck. "Let me remind you what he did, what he might do again."

She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. "He had me just like this, but then he grabbed my hair, right at the base, where it meets my neck, and pulled until my throat was exposed. Then he bit me, right here." She traced her finger along the pulse point of her neck.

David's hands came up to grip her hips, his fingers digging in harder than usual. Sue rocked against him, feeling him harden beneath his pyjama bottoms.

"And when he had me bent over the balcony," she continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, "he held both my wrists behind me with one hand. That's how strong he is. Just one hand keeping me in place while he drove into me so hard I could barely stand."

She felt David's cock twitch against her and grinned triumphantly. She reached between them, slipping her hand beneath his waistband to grasp him firmly.

"Let me show you how he fucks," she murmured, pushing his bottoms down and positioning herself over him. She was already wet, had been since she started packing the white lingerie, and slid down onto him in one fluid movement.

Sue rode David slowly at first, describing Jimmy's technique in explicit detail. "He goes deep, then shallow, then deep again. Never lets you predict the rhythm." She demonstrated, rising almost completely off David before sinking back down. "And he's got this way of grinding at the bottom of each stroke that hits spots I didn't know existed."

David's hands gripped her hips tighter, and he let her do all the talking, letting her ride him. Sue realised he was just like her, lost in the dual pleasure of the present moment and her sharing the vivid memories.

"Jimmy likes to talk while he's taking me," she gasped, increasing her pace. "Tells me what a dirty girl I am, how my pussy was made for his cock." She leaned forward, her breasts brushing David's chest. "How I'm the best he's ever had."

David thrust up suddenly, his hips lifting off the bed with unexpected force. Sue moaned in approval, mistaking his reaction for enthusiasm rather than the complex emotions driving him.

"Yes, like that," she encouraged. "Though Jimmy does it harder, makes me feel it for days after."

David kept his rhythm steady and insistent, and Sue closed her eyes, lost in sensation and fantasy, mentally overlaying Jimmy's face and hands onto her husband's body.

They finished quickly, intensely, with Sue crying out Jimmy's techniques even as David brought her to climax. She collapsed against his chest, breathing heavily, a satisfied smile playing across her lips.

"That was lovely," she murmured, pressing a kiss to his collarbone. "A nice preview for tomorrow night."

David nodded, his arm coming around her shoulders automatically. He seemed quieter than usual, his post-coital caresses more perfunctory than passionate, but Sue was already drifting toward sleep, her mind filled with anticipation for the conference, or rather, for what would happen after it.

"Jimmy said he's got something special planned," she mumbled sleepily. "Wouldn't tell me what, just said to bring something white and be ready for a long night."

"Love you," she murmured, already half-asleep, her breathing deepening as she nestled against him.

◆◆◆

Title Dispute


David shuffled around the kitchen, cracking eggs into a bowl with less care than usual. Two broken yolks. Sloppy. Like his thoughts, broken and messy and bleeding into each other. He hadn't slept more than an hour or two. Every time he'd closed his eyes, images of Sue with Jimmy invaded his mind. Images that had once excited him now twisted his gut.

The whisking became aggressive, eggs slopping against the sides of the bowl.

"Fuck," he muttered, grabbing a tea towel to mop up the spill.

What had seemed like such a brilliant idea weeks ago now felt like he'd opened Pandora's box. This wasn't what he'd imagined. The flirting, even the sex with strangers or clients, that had been fine. More than fine, bloody brilliant. He'd handled it, enjoyed it, wanted it. But this thing with Jimmy...

He poured the eggs into the pan, barely registering the sizzle.

Sue talking about Jimmy's cock. Sue describing how Jimmy had taken her arse "like you never have." Sue packing that white lingerie set he'd never seen before. Jimmy requesting that she share his executive suite for two nights. Two whole fucking nights.

They were making plans without him now. Plans that didn't include him at all.

The smell of burning eggs snapped him back to reality.

"Shit." He scraped the blackened mess into the bin and started again.

Maybe it was too late. Maybe he'd been so busy getting off on the fantasy that he hadn't noticed the reality shifting under his feet. What if Sue was falling for Jimmy? The man was younger than David, richer, apparently more skilled in bed. What woman wouldn't be tempted?

The bedroom door opened and closed upstairs. Sue's footsteps on the landing, light and energetic.

"Something smells good!" Her voice called from the stairs, bright with morning cheer.

David stared at the fresh eggs in the pan, forcing his face into something resembling normality. "Just eggs. Nothing fancy."

Sue breezed into the kitchen wearing her green wrap dress, the one she'd worn for her first date with Jimmy. David's stomach clenched.

"It's absolutely gorgeous out today." She moved behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist and kissing his shoulder blade through his t-shirt. "Perfect day for a drive to Hertfordshire."

David nodded, not trusting his voice. He felt her pause, sensing the tension in his body.

"You all right?" She released him, moving around to look at his face. "You seem a bit off."

David turned the hob off and moved the pan to the side. Now or never.

"Do you have feelings for him?" The words tumbled out, rough and unfiltered.

Sue blinked. "What?"

"Jimmy." His throat felt tight. "Are you developing feelings for him?"

Her expression cycled through confusion to disbelief. "Where is this coming from?"

David leaned against the counter, arms folded. "The way you talk about him. Your excitement about this conference. It seems... different."

"Different how?" Her voice had lost its morning brightness.

"More intense. More..." he searched for the word, "...personal."

Sue stared at him, her green eyes narrowing. "Let me get this straight. You encouraged me to dress sexier for work. You got off on hearing about me flirting with clients. You practically pushed me into Jimmy's bed. And now you're what... jealous?"

"It's not the sex," David said, though his body betrayed him with a stirring in his jeans at the mere mention. "It's everything else. The private jokes, the way he makes you laugh. Two nights in his executive suite that I didn't even know about until a few days ago."

Sue's face flushed. "This was all YOUR idea, David." Her voice rose sharply. "You literally told me ‘Next time you don't have to stop at just a kiss.' Your exact words!"

"I know what I said-"

"Do you? Because it seems like you've forgotten the entire conversation we had about boundaries and trust and how this was supposed to work." She paced across the kitchen tiles. "Christ, David. I've told you everything… EVERYTHING that's happened. I've checked with you before each step. What more do you want?"

David ran a hand through his hair. "I want to know if it's still just sex or if it's becoming something more."

"Are you serious right now?" Sue gesticulated wildly. "You've been writing erotica about this very scenario for weeks!  Your writer's block is gone! Our sex life is better than it's been in years!"

"I know, I know..."

"No, you clearly don't know." Sue stepped closer, her eyes flashing. "Because if you did, you wouldn't be standing there accusing me of developing feelings for my boss when all I've done is exactly what we agreed to."

David looked away. "You seem different with him."

"Of course I'm different with him! He's not my husband!" She threw her hands up. "He's a fantasy, David. A character in our story. Nothing more."

"But-"

"No, look at you right now." She pointed at his crotch where his erection was visible through his jeans. "You're hard just thinking about it! Even while you're trying to start an argument!"

David felt the heat rise in his face. She wasn't wrong.

"What's really going on here?" Sue's voice softened slightly. "Is this about your writing? Are you getting too deep into the fantasy?"

"Maybe I'm just scared of losing you," David admitted quietly.

Sue's expression shifted, anger giving way to something more complex. "Losing me? David, this whole adventure has made me feel closer to you than ever. How can you not see that?"

"But he's-"

"He's what? Richer? Younger? Better in bed?" She crossed her arms. "None of that matters. Do you really think so little of me that you believe I'd leave you for better sex?"

"No, I-"

"Jimmy is a diversion. A character in our shared fantasy. Nothing more." She stepped closer, placing her hands on his chest. "This jealousy... it's about emotions, not sex, isn't it?"

David nodded slowly.

"I married YOU," Sue said firmly. "I come home to YOU. I share everything with YOU. Not because I have to, but because I want to. Because it turns us both on. Because it's brought us closer."

David stood frozen in the kitchen, Sue's words washing over him. She was right, his body was betraying him even as his mind spun with insecurities. The tension between them felt electric, dangerous.

"What is it you want, David?" Sue's voice cracked slightly, her earlier anger shifting toward something more vulnerable. "Do you want me to stop? Is that what this is about?" She stepped back, creating space between them. "Just tell me straight. Do you want me to call the whole thing off?"

The question hung in the air. Did he? David's thoughts raced. The images that had tormented him all night; Sue in that white lingerie he'd never seen, Jimmy's executive suite, two nights away from home, suddenly collided with memories of how alive their marriage had felt these past weeks.

"Because I will," Sue continued, her voice rising again. "I'll call Jimmy right now and tell him I can't make it. I'll call in sick to the whole bloody conference if that's what you want."

David looked at her properly for the first time that morning. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright with unshed tears. The dress hugged her curves, curves he'd encouraged her to show off to others. His own creation, now threatening to slip beyond his control.

"Sue, I-"

"No, I need to know," she interrupted, pulling her phone from her handbag. "Right now. One word from you and I cancel everything." Her fingers hovered over the screen, trembling slightly. "Our marriage comes first. Always has. So if you're not comfortable anymore, just say it."

The reality of what she was offering crashed over him. She would give it all up, the confidence, the sexual adventure, the professional success, if he asked. Just one word from him. Which made him realise it was just about the sex, about excitement… there was no love for anyone but him.

"I don't know what I want," David admitted, his voice hoarse. "Last night, hearing you talk about... about what he does to you. Things I don't do. It got to me in a way I wasn't expecting."

Sue placed her phone down on the counter, her expression softening. "David, love, there are things I do with you that I would never do with him. Things that matter more."

"Like what?" The question came out more petulant than he'd intended.

"Like holding me after," she said simply. "Like looking in my eyes when I come. Like knowing exactly what I'm thinking without me having to say it." A tear slipped down her cheek. "Like loving me for twenty years, through everything."

David felt something loosen in his chest. "I'm being stupid, aren't I?"

"Not stupid." Sue wiped at her cheek. "Human. This is new territory for both of us."

"I encouraged you to do all this, and now I'm acting like a jealous teenager." David ran his hand through his hair. "It's just, hearing you describe his... equipment. Comparing it to mine."

"Oh god." Sue's eyes widened with realization. "David, I wasn't comparing. Not like that. I was just-"

"Telling me what you thought I wanted to hear. I know." He sighed. "And normally it excites me too. But something about this conference, about you making plans with him directly... it hit differently."

Sue stepped closer, reached for his hand. "What you and I have isn't about cock size or sexual techniques. It's about us. This whole thing, all of it, has always been about us, about our marriage."

Another tear slipped down her cheek, and David felt his throat tighten. She rarely cried.

"If it's hurting us rather than bringing us closer, then it ends today," she said firmly. "No hesitation, no discussion. You are everything to me, David. All of this…" she gestured vaguely, "is just window dressing. Fun, exciting window dressing that's been brilliant for our sex life and my career, but still just extra."

David pulled her into his arms then, felt her body melt against his as it had countless times before. Her familiar scent mingled with the faint trace of the perfume she'd started wearing for work, for other men, for his fantasy. He buried his face in her hair.

"I don't want you to stop," he murmured. "Not really. I think I just needed to hear that I still matter."

Sue pulled back enough to look into his eyes. "You daft man. Of course you matter. You're the only one who's ever truly mattered." Her eyes were red-rimmed but sincere. "Everything I do with Jimmy or anyone else, I do it knowing I'll come home and tell you about it. I do it because it brings us closer. If that's not happening anymore..."

"It is," David said, surprising himself with how true it felt once spoken aloud. "It does bring us closer. I just got lost in my head last night."

Sue's hands moved to cup his face. "You should have woken me. Talked to me instead of letting it fester."

"I know." David leaned his forehead against hers. "I was embarrassed. It felt hypocritical to suddenly have issues with something that was my idea in the first place."

"This only works with total honesty," Sue said softly. "If you're having doubts or uncomfortable feelings, I need to know. Just like I've told you everything."

David nodded, feeling the weight lifting from his shoulders. "You're right."

"Then tell me what do you want? Really want?" Sue's eyes searched his. "No right or wrong answer. Just the truth."

David took a deep breath. "I want you to go to the conference. I want you to enjoy yourself with Jimmy. I want you to fuck him… him fuck you," His cock twitched at the thought, his body's honest reaction cutting through his insecurities. "And I want you to tell me everything afterward. I want that connection we've been building."

Sue smiled, a tear-stained smile that conveyed both relief and love. "That's what I want too."

"But maybe," David added, his voice steadier now, "we could set a few ground rules for overnight trips? More check-ins? I think I just felt... excluded."

"Of course." Sue nodded eagerly. "I'll text you throughout. Call before bed. Whatever you need to feel included."

David pulled her close again, feeling her warmth against him, the solid reality of her in his arms. She would have given it all up for him. That knowledge filled him with a certainty he hadn't felt since this whole adventure began.

"I love you," he whispered against her hair. "Forgive your stupid old husband."

◆◆◆

Boundary Settlement


David stood in the hallway, nervously adjusting his jumper and thinking about how he almost ruined everything, but now, now he was certain, secure, happy again. The doorbell's chime still echoed faintly as he approached the front door. Behind it stood Jimmy Richardson, his wife's boss and, more recently, her lover.

David's heart hammered against his ribs. Since Sue's night with Jimmy three weeks ago, this was the first time he'd face the man who'd left those marks on his wife's skin, who'd made her cry out in ways David had only heard about afterward. His hand hesitated on the doorknob before he took a deep breath and pulled it open.

"David!" Jimmy's confident Yorkshire accent filled the space between them. He stood there in an expensive charcoal suit, looking every bit the successful estate agent. "Good to see you again, mate."

An awkward moment stretched between them. Jimmy shifted his weight, and David noticed the bottle of amber liquid in the man's hand.

"Come in," David managed, stepping back from the doorway. "Sue's just finishing packing upstairs."

Jimmy nodded, crossing the threshold with the easy confidence of a man who sold multi-million-pound properties for breakfast. He handed the bottle to David. "Brought you something. Macallan 18. Thought you might appreciate it."

David examined the bottle, recognising the high-end scotch. "That's... very generous. Thank you."

"Least I could do," Jimmy said, following David into the living room.

David moved to the drinks cabinet, pulling out two crystal tumblers that had been wedding gifts. He cracked the seal on the bottle and poured a generous finger for each of them.

"Please, have a seat," David said, handing Jimmy one of the glasses.

Jimmy settled into the armchair while David perched on the edge of the sofa. The estate agent looked around the room with an appraising eye.

"Lovely place you have here. Great period features. That bay window is gorgeous, bet it floods the room with light in the mornings on a sunny day."

David nodded, taking a sip of the scotch. The liquid burned pleasantly down his throat. "It does. Sue insisted on this place when we were looking. Said the light was perfect for my photography."

Jimmy swirled his drink, studying it before looking up at David. "Look, I know this isn't exactly conventional, what's happening here. Might as well acknowledge the elephant in the room." He leaned forward slightly. "I want you to know, I respect your marriage. Truly. Sue talks about you constantly, you know. 'David says this,' 'David writes about that.' Half our conversation that night at the Savoy was about your writing."

David felt something tight in his chest begin to loosen. "Was it?"

"Absolutely. She's incredibly proud of you." Jimmy took another sip. "And I wanted to thank you, man to man, for sharing her with me. Not just because she's a gorgeous woman, though she certainly is, but because her skills have literally saved my business." He shook his head. "Those younger agents with their short skirts and see-through blouses? They don't close deals like Sue does. She combines that new... approach... with years of actual expertise."

David found himself nodding, the scotch warming him from the inside. "She's always been brilliant at what she does. Just needed to remember it herself."

Jimmy leaned back in the chair, his posture relaxing. "I should tell you, I understand this situation better than most might." He rotated the crystal glass between his fingers. "My fiancée Amanda, she's an interior designer, works with some of our high-end properties, we have an arrangement."

"You do?" David couldn't hide his surprise.

"Going on three years now." Jimmy shrugged. "Started a bit like yours, I imagine. Bit of fantasy talk, then reality. We swing with other couples sometimes, or she'll have her fun, I'll have mine." His expression grew more serious. "I'm not going to pretend there's never been jealousy. Course there has. But when the relationship's strong..." He gestured between himself and David. "When there's trust and communication, it adds something rather than takes away."

David felt the last of his tension dissolving. This wasn't some predatory boss taking advantage; this was a man who understood the delicate balance they were all navigating.

"I've been writing again," David admitted. "Best work I've done in years, honestly."

Jimmy smiled, raising his glass slightly. "There you go. Amanda says it's like electricity being fed back into the relationship. The excitement, the stories shared afterward..."

"Exactly," David nodded, surprised by how easily they'd fallen into conversation. "It's like rediscovering each other."

"What are you boys talking about so intently?"

Both men turned to see Sue standing in the doorway, radiant in a forest green dress that hugged her curves perfectly. David couldn't help but notice Jimmy's appreciative glance, and it filled him with pride rather than jealousy.

Sue crossed the room and settled on the sofa between where David sat and Jimmy's armchair, placing her hand instinctively on David's knee. "Sharing secrets already?"

"Just getting properly acquainted," Jimmy said, raising his glass toward her. "Your husband's a good man, Sue. You weren't exaggerating."

Sue squeezed David's knee. "I never exaggerate about the important things."

Jimmy raised his glass. "A toast, then. To unconventional arrangements and the people brave enough to make them work."

They clinked glasses, and David felt something settle within him. This was right. All of it.

After they'd finished their drinks, Jimmy checked his watch. "We should probably get going if we want to make the opening reception."

Sue stood, smoothing her dress. "I'll just grab my bag."

When she'd left the room, Jimmy extended his hand to David. "I appreciate this, truly. And I promise to take good care of her."

David shook his hand firmly. "I know you will. That's why I'm comfortable with all this."

When Sue returned with her overnight bag, David walked them to the door. Before she stepped outside, he pulled her into a passionate kiss, one hand cradling the back of her head, the other pressed against the small of her back.

"Have fun," he whispered against her lips. "And tell me everything when you get back."

"I will," she promised, her green eyes bright with anticipation. "I love you."

"Love you too."

David stood in the doorway, watching as Jimmy loaded Sue's bag into the boot of his sleek Jaguar. There was something almost cinematic about the scene, his beautiful wife sliding into the passenger seat of another man's luxury car, heading off for a weekend of professional success and personal pleasure. Yet instead of jealousy or anxiety, David felt only a profound sense of peace.

He watched until the car disappeared around the corner, then returned inside, closing the door behind him. In the living room, he picked up their empty glasses and returned them to the kitchen before settling at his desk.

He opened his laptop, fingers hovering over the keyboard for just a moment before he began to type, words flowing with an ease he hadn't felt in years. The next chapter of his hotwife series was practically writing itself.


Chapter 10: Changing Dynamics

The Office Power Play

Sue sat at her desk reviewing her sales figures from the past month, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she scrolled through the impressive numbers. Eight significant sales since adopting her new approach, more than double what she'd achieved in the three months prior. The numbers didn't lie; she was dramatically outpacing her younger colleagues now.

"Remarkable how a change of wardrobe and attitude can transform not just how clients see me, but how I see myself," she thought, crossing her stockinged legs and feeling the pleasant soreness from her evening with David. He'd been particularly enthusiastic after she'd described her meeting with yesterday's client, taking her roughly against the kitchen counter before they'd even made it to the bedroom.

The sapphire blue dress she wore today hugged her curves perfectly, the neckline dipping just low enough to hint at the black lace beneath. She'd chosen it deliberately this morning, watching David's eyes darken as she'd slipped it over her head.

Sue leaned back in her chair, letting her mind wander over the past few weeks. She'd discovered a power in flirtation that she'd forgotten she possessed, or perhaps never fully realised. The lingering touches when handing over brochures had become second nature now. She'd perfected the deliberately slow ascent of stairs with clients behind her, knowing exactly how to sway her hips to showcase her stockinged legs through the strategic slits in her skirts. The "accidental" brushing of her breast against an interested buyer's arm when reaching for light switches never failed to cause a sharp intake of breath from the client, and then again later from David when she recounted it.

A memory flashed in Sue's mind of last week's viewing with a distinguished architect from Paris. The Camden townhouse had been empty for months, and she knew the commission would be substantial. She'd worn the crimson dress that day, paired with chocolate stockings that the Frenchman hadn't been able to take his eyes off.

"I still can't believe I let him take me against the kitchen island," Sue thought, biting her lower lip. "David nearly came just hearing how the marble felt against my bare thighs..." She shifted in her seat, the memory causing a delicious tingle between her legs. The Frenchman had been surprisingly gentle at first, his accent thickening as he whispered appreciation for her body, before losing control entirely. The contrast between his cultured demeanour and his raw need had been intoxicating.

Even more thrilling had been returning home to David, watching his face as she described every detail, how the Frenchman had lifted her onto that cold marble, how he'd pushed her knickers aside rather than removing them, how she'd wrapped her legs around his waist as he thrust into her. David had listened with such intensity, especially as she pulled her knickers aside to show him the sticky mess the client had left, his erection straining against his jeans before he even touched her.

Sue glanced at her phone, contemplating whether to text David about the memory, when she noticed Sophie Turner approaching her desk hesitantly, clutching a folder to her chest. The younger woman's usual confidence seemed diminished, her expression almost sheepish.

"Sue, do you have a minute? I've got this difficult client, and nothing I try seems to be working." Sophie shifted her weight from one foot to another, clearly uncomfortable asking for help.

Sue noticed Sophie was wearing a pencil skirt similar to one of Sue's own and had copied her style of applying red lipstick. The observation brought a flutter of satisfaction. Just weeks ago, Sophie had looked at her with barely concealed disdain, treating her like an aging relic of the industry.

"Of course, darling," Sue responded with newfound confidence, gesturing to the chair beside her desk. "Tell me about this client. What seems to be the problem?"

As Sophie explained, Sue noticed how the younger woman's demeanour had changed from dismissive to almost reverential. Gone was the condescending tone, replaced by something approaching respect. Sophie perched on the edge of the chair, her posture mirroring Sue's own.

"He's a banker from Guildford," Sophie explained. "Looking for a pied-à-terre in Highgate or Hampstead. Budget of two million, which should be plenty, but..." She fidgeted with her folder, manicured nails tapping against the cardboard. "He keeps saying the properties are overpriced compared to Surrey... I've tried explaining the London premium but-"

Sue cut in smoothly: "You're trying to convince him with logic when what he needs is to feel something about the property." She leaned forward, lowering her voice conspiratorially. "Men rarely buy with their brains, Sophie. They buy with... other parts." Sue's knowing smile made Sophie blush.

The younger woman's eyes widened slightly. "You mean I should...?"

"I don't mean you should do anything you're uncomfortable with," Sue clarified, remembering how David had encouraged rather than pressured her transformation. "But creating an emotional connection, making him feel that the property is an extension of his identity, his status, that's what will close this deal."

Sophie nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful. "I've been so focused on the numbers, the square footage, the potential rental yield..."

"All important," Sue acknowledged, "but secondary to how you make him feel when he's in the space." She tapped her finger against Sophie's folder. "Tell me about his personal life. Married? Children? What does he do at the bank?"

"Divorced, two teenage children who live with their mother in Guildford. He's in mergers and acquisitions, seems to work insane hours." Sophie glanced down at her notes. "Mentioned he entertains clients frequently."

Sue offered specific advice about creating emotional connections, suggesting Sophie emphasise exclusivity and status. "Show him the Hampstead property last, near dusk if possible. Talk about how the light changes throughout the day, how the space transforms. Mention which celebrities live nearby, subtly, of course."

Sophie scribbled notes frantically. "And should I dress more...?" She gestured vaguely at Sue's outfit.

"Dress professionally but in a way that makes you feel confident," Sue advised, watching Sophie absorb the information. "It's not about what you wear specifically, it's about the energy you bring."

Sue noted how the office dynamics had shifted since her transformation. Sophie, who once barely acknowledged her existence, was now seeking her guidance. Ryan, who used to focus exclusively on the younger agents, now found reasons to linger near her desk. Even Jimmy, despite their intimate arrangement, treated her with newfound professional deference in the office.

"Thanks, Sue," Sophie said, rising from the chair. "I really appreciate this." She hesitated, then added, "You've been killing it lately. Everyone's noticed."

Sue smiled, enjoying the grudging admiration in Sophie's voice. "It's amazing what happens when you stop doubting yourself, isn't it?" She watched as Sophie returned to her desk, noticeably straighter in her posture.

Sue turned back to her computer, the memory of the Frenchman and the marble countertop still playing in her mind. Perhaps she would text David about it after all. He always appreciated a little midday inspiration.

◆◆◆

The office had gradually emptied as the day wore on. Sue watched her colleagues pack up one by one, their voices fading as they called their goodbyes. Sophie had left fifteen minutes ago, still clutching the folder of notes from their earlier conversation. Ryan had lingered, offering Sue a lift home that she'd politely declined, knowing David would be waiting for her update on the day's events.

Sue was just slipping her tablet into her handbag when Jimmy emerged from his office. His suit jacket was gone, shirtsleeves rolled up to reveal tanned forearms. His hair looked slightly dishevelled, as if he'd been running his hands through it while working.

"Sue, can I see you about those projections for the Highgate area?" Jimmy called across the empty office, his voice professionally neutral. But his eyes told a different story entirely, dark with unspoken promise.

A flutter of anticipation curled in Sue's stomach. She'd been wondering if he would find a reason to get her alone today. The sapphire blue dress had been chosen with him in mind, after all. It hugged her curves perfectly, the fabric soft against her skin.

"Of course," she replied, keeping her tone measured despite the quickening of her pulse. She felt a small thrill at how easily she'd slipped into this dual existence, semi-respectable estate agent by day, object of desire by arrangement. David would want every detail later, she knew.

Jimmy stepped aside to let her enter his glass-walled office. His expensive scent filled her senses as she brushed past him. Once she was inside, he closed the door and deliberately drew the blinds, one by one, until they were cocooned in privacy. The soft click of the lock engaging sent a visible shiver down Sue's spine.

She positioned herself by his desk, watching as he moved to his computer. His movements were unhurried, deliberate, a man comfortable with his power in this space. Sue found herself appreciating his broad shoulders, remembering how they'd felt beneath her fingertips at his penthouse.

"I've been reviewing our figures," Jimmy said, his Yorkshire accent noticeably thicker than it had been in the open office. Sue had learned this was a tell, his accent always intensified when they were alone together. He pulled up a chart on his screen, displaying a graph with a steep upward trend. "The agency's performance has improved remarkably since you... adapted your approach."

The way he paused before "adapted" sent warmth pooling between her thighs. Sue perched on the edge of his desk, deliberately letting her pencil skirt ride up to reveal the lace tops of her stockings. The cool mahogany desk felt solid beneath her, grounding her even as excitement built within her body.

"I'm glad my personal touch has been so effective," she purred, thinking about how David would react when she described this scene later. She'd learned to categorise these moments as they happened, filing away details to share with her husband, the slight dilation of Jimmy's pupils as he glanced at her exposed thigh, the way his breath caught when she shifted her weight.

Jimmy leaned back in his leather chair, his eyes traveling from the computer screen to the lines of her stockings and back again. "The results speak for themselves," he said, gesturing to the chart. "But there's more to discuss."

He clicked through to another screen, showing more detailed financial projections. Despite the sexual tension crackling between them, Sue could see genuine concern in the tightness around his eyes.

"We're climbing out of the hole," Jimmy explained, scrolling through the figures, "but we need one more big win to secure the agency's foreseeable future." His voice was steadier now, more business-like, though his eyes still strayed to her legs.

Sue studied his expression, noting the tension in his shoulders despite his confident tone. This wasn't just foreplay disguised as business talk, she realised. Beneath the swagger and expensive suit, Jimmy was still worried about the agency's survival.

"The Crawford deal was a catalyst," he continued, "and you've been consistently outperforming everyone else since then. But..." He trailed off, running a hand through his hair in a gesture Sue recognised from their nights together, it was what he did when thinking through a problem.

"I'm sure I can help with that," Sue said, deliberately uncrossing and recrossing her legs, watching Jimmy's eyes follow the movement hungrily. She enjoyed this new power she wielded, the ability to distract him from his worries with a simple shift of her body. "What did you have in mind?"

Jimmy's eyes darkened as they lingered on the curve of her calf, the shadow where her skirt had ridden up her thigh. His expression reminded her of that first night at his penthouse, and the nights together since, appreciative, hungry, focused entirely on her. It was this intensity that she'd described to David afterward, this feeling of being absolutely desired that had sent her husband into such a frenzy of arousal.

Jimmy leaned forward, his voice dropping to a low, controlled rumble that seemed to vibrate through Sue's body. "There's a Grade II listed penthouse in Kensington coming on the market. Needs complete renovation. Two London property developers, a pair of successful brothers, are interested. They flip high-end properties." His hand moved to rest on Sue's knee, the heat of his palm burning through the thin fabric of her stockings.

Sue felt her breath catch. A Grade II listed penthouse in Kensington would command a price tag in the tens of millions. She imagined David's reaction when she told him about this opportunity, both the professional advancement and what might come with it.

"Saudi royalty is already interested in the end product they offer." Jimmy's fingers traced small circles on Sue's knee, inching higher in a deliberate pattern that left tingling sensations in their wake. "Money's no object. This sale could save not just this office but my entire business."

The enormity of what he was saying registered through the fog of desire that was building within her. Despite their intimate arrangement, Sue knew Jimmy rarely showed vulnerability about his financial situation. That night at The Savoy had been the first glimpse behind his confident façade. Now he was essentially admitting that his entire business empire hinged on this sale.

Sue deliberately parted her legs further, watching Jimmy's eyes darken like storm clouds gathering on the horizon. "And you think I can handle these developers?" she asked innocently, though they both knew exactly what he meant. The pretence of professional discussion was rapidly disintegrating, but maintaining it added an exquisite tension to their exchange.

The edge of Jimmy's desk pressed against the backs of her thighs as she shifted her position, allowing her skirt to ride up further. The cool air of the office caressed her exposed skin, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from Jimmy's hand.

Jimmy's professional mask slipped completely as his hand moved higher up her thigh, finding the sensitive skin above her stocking top. "I know you can. I've already told them about our... personal service approach." His voice carried that edge of dominance that Sue had come to crave during their encounters. "They're quite excited to meet you."

Sue felt a rush of arousal flood through her at his words. The thought of being discussed as a commodity, as part of the agency's "personal service," should have offended her old self. Instead, it sent electricity racing along her nerve endings. How dramatically she had changed in these past weeks.

"I'm sure I can be very persuasive," Sue murmured, thinking of how David would react to this news. The thrill of knowing she'd describe every detail to her husband later added an extra layer of excitement to the encounter. David would be instantly hard, his pupils dilating just as Jimmy's were now, as she recounted Jimmy's plans for her.

In a swift motion that surprised even herself, Sue slid off the desk onto her knees before Jimmy, reaching for his belt. The plush carpet cushioned her knees as she positioned herself between his legs, looking up at him through her lashes. "Let me thank you properly for the opportunity," she said, her fingers working at his buckle. David will love hearing about this, she thought, imagining her husband's rapt attention as she described kneeling before her boss in his glass-walled office.

The transformation in Jimmy's demeanour was immediate. His hands tangled in her hair, gripping and guiding with an authority that sent shivers down her spine. Gone was the businessman discussing property deals, replaced by the dominant lover she'd come to know in private.

"That's it, Sue," he growled, no longer her polite boss but something far more primal. "Show me how grateful you are."

Sue expertly unfastened his trousers, freeing his already hard cock. The weight of it in her hand sent a rush of satisfaction through her. This powerful man, with his expensive suit and Yorkshire accent that thickened with desire, was completely at her mercy in this moment.

As Sue took him in her mouth, Jimmy alternated between rough domination and surprising vulnerability. His grip on her hair tightened, then gentled unexpectedly. "Christ, I don't know what I'd do without you," he admitted, his voice strained in a way she'd never heard during daylight hours. "You're saving my business one client at a time, you magnificent woman."

The raw honesty in his voice contrasted sharply with the obscenity of their position, her on her knees in his office, him sitting in his executive chair with his trousers open. Sue worked him skilfully, thinking about how different Jimmy's sharp, commanding style was from David's tender lovemaking, enjoying the contrast and anticipating sharing it later. The knowledge that her husband would be aroused by her submission to Jimmy heightened her own pleasure, creating a feedback loop of desire.

Jimmy tightened his grip on her hair, setting a rougher pace that Sue eagerly matched. "These developers won't stand a chance against you," he groaned, his hips lifting slightly from his chair. "One look at those stockings and they'll be ready to sign whatever you put in front of them."

Sue hummed her agreement around him, the vibration causing Jimmy to curse under his breath. She knew her power now, understood precisely how to use her body to get what she wanted, both professionally and personally. The line between those spheres had blurred beyond recognition, and she found she preferred this new landscape where her sexuality was her greatest asset rather than something to be hidden.

As Jimmy approached his climax, he became more possessive in his talk, his words punctuated by ragged breaths. "My perfect MILF," he growled, the crude term sending an unexpected thrill through her. "My secret weapon. Every man in this office wishes they could have what I'm getting right now."

His hips became more insistent, his control slipping as pleasure overtook him. Sue matched his urgency, her hands gripping his thighs for leverage. The knowledge that beyond the drawn blinds, the office sat empty but could have contained witnesses added a forbidden excitement to her actions.

“Maybe I should offer you to the male staff to incentivise them,” he groaned, and Sue felt his cock swell and begin its urgent throb in her mouth as he exploded.

Sue swallowed every drop as Jimmy came with a shudder, thinking of how David would kiss the same lips later, knowing where they'd been. The taboo excited her more than she ever thought possible. She had never been adventurous before David's suggestion changed everything, had never imagined herself on her knees in an office belonging to her boss. 

She stood, smoothing down her skirt with practiced movements. The carpet had left faint red marks on her knees that would fade before she returned home. She felt a curious mix of power and submission, having brought Jimmy to such a state, yet having been the one on her knees. As she adjusted her stockings, she noticed Jimmy's expression had softened, his usual mask of confident authority temporarily slipping.

Jimmy reached for the box of tissues on his desk, his shaky post orgasm movements lacking their usual precision. He offered the box to Sue, who took one with a nod of thanks.

Sue opened her handbag and removed her compact mirror, examining her reflection critically. Her lipstick had been thoroughly removed during their encounter, and her carefully styled hair now had a distinctly tousled appearance. She could see Jimmy watching her in the mirror as she reapplied her lipstick, his eyes darkened with a mixture of lingering lust and genuine appreciation, perhaps even a touch of reverence.

"I'll handle the developers. Just make sure my commission reflects the... extra effort." The bright red lips restored her professional appearance. Sue snapped the compact closed and returned it to her handbag.

Jimmy's posture straightened at her words, his businessman persona reasserting itself. He stood and moved to the small mirror hanging near his office door, adjusting his tie with deft movements. The transformation was remarkable, within seconds, he was once again the polished, confident managing director of Prime Estates.

"Of course," he replied, smoothing his hair back into place. "I was thinking twenty percent rather than our usual fifteen." His Yorkshire accent had receded again, another sign he was back to business mode. "Plus, a performance bonus if they sign for the asking price."

Sue nodded, appreciating the gesture that recognised her worth. These past weeks had taught her the value of her skills, both professional and otherwise. "Twenty-two.  And a half," she countered smoothly. "This is a multi-million pound deal that could save the entire agency."

Jimmy's reflection smiled at her in the mirror, a flash of admiration crossing his features. "Done," he agreed without hesitation. "You've earned it. The viewings are scheduled for next Tuesday."

She watched him straighten his cuffs, marvelling at how quickly they could transition from the intimacy they'd just shared back to professional negotiations. That was part of the thrill, she realised, these different versions of herself existing simultaneously, flowing from one to another like changing costumes in a play.

Jimmy turned to face her directly, his expression shifting subtly. "Have I told you Amanda asked about you and David again? She's quite keen to meet you both properly."

Sue recognised the suggestion behind his words. Amanda, Jimmy's partner, the interior designer who apparently had her own arrangements with Jimmy. This wasn't the first time he'd mentioned a potential meeting between the four of them. Sue understood that Jimmy was suggesting their arrangement might expand further, move beyond just her and Jimmy to include their partners.

The thought sent an unexpected flutter through her stomach. David would be excited by the possibility, she could already imagine his expression when she told him about Jimmy's suggestion. A few months ago, the idea would have seemed inconceivable, but now... The boundaries of what seemed possible had expanded dramatically.

Sue gathered her things, mentally composing how she'd describe this encounter to David. She'd tell him about kneeling on the carpet in Jimmy's office, about Jimmy's confession of vulnerability, about the way his accent thickened when he was aroused. And yes, she'd mention Amanda too, the possibility of something more complex, more entangled. David would be fascinated, aroused by the details she'd share in bed tonight.

"One challenge at a time," she said with a deliberate wink, watching Jimmy's reaction carefully. "Let me close this deal first, then we can discuss... social arrangements."

Jimmy's slow smile told her he understood perfectly. He moved to unlock his office door, pausing with his hand on the handle. "You're remarkable, Sue. I don't know many women who could navigate all this with such grace."

"It helps to have supportive partners," she replied, thinking of David waiting at home. Her husband who encouraged her adventures, who found his own pleasure in her stories, who had helped her discover this new version of herself. "I should get home. David will be waiting."

As she prepared to leave, Sue felt a pleasant ache in her knees, a physical reminder of her time with Jimmy. She would describe that sensation to David too, the slight discomfort that served as evidence of her adventure. Their sex life had taken on new dimensions since she began sharing these experiences, each encounter with Jimmy becoming fuel for her connection with David.

"Tuesday at ten for the developers," Jimmy confirmed as Sue reached the office door. His tone was purely professional now, though his eyes still held the heat of their earlier intimacy. "I'll email you the details tomorrow."

"I'll be prepared," Sue promised, the double meaning clear between them. She would research the property thoroughly, but she would also select her outfit carefully, prepare herself mentally and physically for whatever might be required to close this crucial deal.

◆◆◆

Dress Rehearsal




David sat on the edge of their bed, watching Sue methodically lay out her outfit for tomorrow's crucial property showing. Her lucky green dress, was carefully arranged alongside a pair of sheer hold-up stockings and those wickedly sharp black heels she'd bought on their shopping spree. He couldn't help but notice there was no bra or knickers among the selected items.

"Planning to travel light tomorrow?" he asked, his voice catching slightly as the implications sent a jolt of electricity down his spine.

Sue emerged from the bathroom, skin flushed pink from the shower, blonde hair wrapped in a towel. Steam followed her into the bedroom like a sensual cloud. She caught his gaze lingering on the clothing arrangement and smiled, that new smile that still surprised him sometimes, confident and knowing.

"It's the big one tomorrow," she said, her voice carrying a curious mixture of professional excitement and something darker, more primal. "Jimmy says these developers could put Prime Estates properly on the map. If we land this one..." She let the sentence hang in the air between them.

David's mind raced with conflicting emotions, pride in Sue's meteoric rise at work, arousal at what she might do to secure this sale, and a strange desire to participate even in his absence. His cock stirred as unwanted, yet thrilling images flashed through his mind.

"The Kensington penthouse, right? Grade II listed?" he asked, trying to focus on the professional aspects, to steady himself.

"Grade II listed with the worst 80s décor you've ever seen according to the briefing," Sue confirmed, unwrapping the towel from her hair and letting her blonde waves fall around her shoulders. She rubbed another towel over her damp tresses. "Jimmy says it needs 'imagination' to see past all the chrome and mirrors." She caught David's eye in her dressing table mirror, her gaze holding his with deliberate intensity. "That's where I come in apparently."

David shifted on the bed, watching her naked form as she moved around their bedroom with newfound confidence. Three months ago, she would have wrapped herself in her dressing gown immediately after her shower. Now she seemed to enjoy his eyes on her bare skin, the way his breath caught when she bent to retrieve her night cream.

"So..." David cleared his throat, trying to sound casual despite the thickening in his voice. "Did Jimmy give you any specific instructions for tomorrow?"

"He mentioned the developers are 'quite the players'. Proper City boys with deep pockets and expensive taste." She paused, turning to face David directly. "Jimmy has already told them about Prime Estates' 'personal touch' approach."

The words hung in the air between them. David's cock stiffened fully now, pressing uncomfortably against his pyjama bottoms. The knowledge of what "personal touch" had come to mean in Sue's professional vocabulary made his mouth go dry.

"So, they're expecting quite a special property tour," he observed, his pulse quickening as he watched Sue hang the dress carefully on their wardrobe door. "How do you feel about that?"

Sue approached him, still completely naked, and stood between his legs. David breathed in her clean, floral scent, mixed with something uniquely her. His hands instinctively moved to her hips, fingers tracing the curve where they flared out from her waist.

"Honestly? I'm nervous but excited," she admitted, placing her hands on his shoulders. "This sale could mean a massive commission, enough to make things comfortable for us for a  while, and maybe a holiday." Her fingers moved up to run through his hair, sending pleasant shivers down his spine. "But I wanted to check with you first."

David looked up at his wife's face, seeing both vulnerability and determination there. The Sue from six months ago would never have considered using her sexuality so strategically, would have been horrified at the suggestion. The transformation still amazed him.

"Two of them, then?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sue nodded, her fingers still playing with his hair. "Brothers from Manchester, who take on high end property refurbs to sell on. According to Jimmy, they share everything." Her emphasis on the last word made David's cock twitch. "They've been building their portfolio in London for the past few years. The Saudi connection is key, they've got buyers lined up who'll pay well above market value if they can secure this penthouse."

David's hands slid around to cup Sue's bottom, pulling her slightly closer. "And what exactly does Jimmy expect you to do?"

Sue's eyes darkened. "Whatever it takes," she said simply. "He thinks they won't commit unless they feel... specially looked after."

"And you're okay with that?" David asked, his thumbs making small circles on her hip bones. "With both of them?"

Sue tilted her head, considering. "I think so. It's just... I've never been with two men at once before." A blush crept across her cheeks and down her neck. "I'm a bit worried I won't know what to do."

The confession sent another surge of blood to David's groin. The image of Sue between two unknown men, pleasuring them both, being passed between them like some expensive toy, was both terrifying and intoxicating.

"You'll be brilliant," he assured her, his voice rough with desire. "You always are."

She smiled down at him, relief washing over her features. "You're really okay with this? It feels like we're crossing another line."

David nodded, his heart hammering in his chest. "We crossed the hardest line months ago, love. This is just... an extension." He pulled her closer until she was practically straddling his lap, her nakedness against his clothed body creating a delicious friction. "Besides, the thought of you with two men at once..." He let his hands slide up to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples. "It's bloody hot."

Sue laughed, the sound transforming into a soft moan as he continued caressing her. "You should hear Jimmy talk about it. He keeps saying they're 'proper alpha males' who'll 'want their money's worth'." Her breath caught as David's fingers pinched slightly. "He suggested I might be their 'pet' for the afternoon if the viewing goes well."

David's cock throbbed painfully at her words. "Their pet?" he echoed, imagining Sue on her knees, collared perhaps, servicing these faceless developers while Jimmy watched. The image was so vivid he could almost see it, Sue's blonde hair gripped in a stranger's fist, her lipstick smeared, her eyes glazed with that look she got when she was thoroughly aroused.

"That's what he said." Sue's voice had dropped to a whisper. "He thinks they might want to use me for hours if they like what they see. Both the property and... me."

David swallowed hard. "And tomorrow night? Will you come home to me afterwards?"

"Of course," Sue said immediately, cupping his face. "Always. No matter what happens tomorrow, I'm yours, David. This is just work. Extremely enjoyable work sometimes," she added with a sly smile, "but still work."

Sue gives David a mischievous look. "I think we better get an early night," she says, glancing at the clock. "I'll need to be at my best tomorrow if I'm going to... convince those developers."

David's pulse quickened at the subtle pause in Sue's phrasing. The way she said "convince" carried layers of meaning that would have been unthinkable just months ago. He watched as she moved around their bedroom with that new confidence that still took his breath away. Gone was the hesitant estate agent in sensible trouser suits; in her place stood this sensual creature who knew exactly what effect she had on him, on any hot-blooded male really.

"You're right," he managed, his voice rougher than intended. "Big day tomorrow."

His eyes followed her as she completed her bedtime routine, applying expensive night cream to her face and neck with practiced motions. Even these mundane actions seemed charged with erotic potential now. The Sue of six months ago would have climbed into bed in comfortable cotton pyjamas. This new Sue slipped between their sheets completely naked, her skin almost luminous in the soft glow of the bedside lamp.

David nodded, suddenly feeling the weight of anticipation for tomorrow's events. "Will you text me?" he asks. "During the viewing?"

The question hung between them, laden with meaning. He wasn't asking about property details or negotiation tactics. They both knew exactly what kind of updates he craved.

Sue rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow. The movement caused the sheet to fall away, revealing the gentle curve of her breast. She smiled that new smile, the one that still startled him sometimes with its knowing sensuality.

"When I can," Sue promises, reaching to turn off the bedside lamp. The room plunges into darkness, but instead of lying down beside him, Sue slides down David's body. "But first, I think I need a little more practice," she murmurs, her breath warm against his stomach as she moves lower.

David's breath caught in his throat as he felt Sue's weight shift on the mattress. In the sudden darkness, his other senses heightened, the rustle of sheets, the scent of her perfume lingering on their bed, the warmth of her body as she moved down his length. His cock had already begun to harden at their earlier conversation, but now it strained painfully against his pyjama bottoms in eager anticipation.

Her fingers found the waistband of his pyjamas, tugging them down with practiced ease. The cool air of their bedroom washed over his exposed skin, causing him to shiver slightly. Or perhaps it was anticipation that made him tremble.

"The last time," Sue whispered, her breath teasingly close to his erection, "Jimmy told me I gave the best head he'd ever had." Her confession sent a jolt of electricity straight to David's groin. "He said I was a natural. That I had a gift."

David swallowed hard, his hands finding their way to Sue's hair in the darkness. The silky strands slipped through his fingers as he gently guided her closer. "Show me," he whispered, surprised by the hunger in his own voice.

In the darkness, David feels Sue's lips brush against his inner thigh. The gentle touch of her lips against his sensitive skin made him gasp. Sue had always been good at this, but since their arrangement began, she'd developed new techniques, learned new tricks from her encounters. Each time she returned to their bed, she brought these lessons home to him, her increased confidence transforming their long-established intimacy into something thrillingly unfamiliar.

Her mouth moved higher, tongue tracing delicate patterns along his inner thigh, deliberately avoiding his straining cock. The teasing was exquisite torture. David's fingers tightened in her hair, not directing, just holding on as the pleasure built. He could feel her smile against his skin, enjoying the power she held over him in this moment.

"Tomorrow," she murmured between kisses, "I might have to do this for both of them at once." Her words painted vivid pictures in David's mind, Sue on her knees, moving between two strangers, pleasuring them both while they groaned their appreciation. The mental image was so powerful he nearly came untouched.

"Jesus, Sue," he moaned, his hips lifting involuntarily toward her mouth. "You can't say things like that."

She laughed softly, her breath ghosting over his aching erection. "Why not? It's true. And you love hearing it." As if to prove her point, she finally ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft, a long, languorous lick that made him shudder. "Your cock certainly doesn't seem to mind."

She was right, of course. These confessions, these explicit glimpses into her encounters, had become an essential part of their dynamic. Each story she shared brought them closer somehow, rather than driving them apart as conventional wisdom might suggest.

"Tell me more," he urged, voice strained as she continued her teasing licks. "What else might happen tomorrow?"

Sue's hands slid beneath him, cupping his backside and lifting him slightly toward her mouth. "Well," she said conversationally, as though they were discussing weekend plans over breakfast rather than potential sexual scenarios, "Jimmy says they like to share. That they might want to..." She paused, then took him fully into her mouth for one glorious moment before releasing him again. "...take me at the same time."

David's cock twitched violently at her words. The image was almost too much to bear, Sue between two men, filled completely, her face reflecting that mixture of pleasure and surrender she showed in her most abandoned moments.

"Have you ever thought about…" he began, unable to complete the question.

Sue's mouth hovered tormentingly close to his cock. "Yes. Especially lately." Her tongue circled the sensitive flesh, gathering the moisture that had beaded there. "I've imagined what it would feel like. To be so fully filled. To be taken by two men who know what they are doing."

David's hips jerked upward involuntarily. Her confession, combined with the expert attention of her mouth, was driving him to the edge far too quickly. He fought for control, wanting to prolong this moment.

"And what will you tell me tomorrow?" he managed, voice breaking as she took him deeper into her mouth. "In your texts?"

Sue hummed around his length, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body. She released him with a soft pop that sounded obscenely loud in their darkened bedroom.

"Everything," she promised, her voice husky with her own arousal. "Every touch, every kiss, every position." She punctuated each word with a kiss along his shaft. "Just like I always do."


Chapter 11: Multiple Offer Situation

The Dated Time Capsule

Sue arrived at the Kensington Penthouse forty minutes early, nervously turning the key in her hand. "This is it," she muttered to herself. "The big one." She calculated the potential commission in her head, nearly ninety thousand pounds if she could secure the full asking price, enough to pay off their car, holidays, pay for the conservatory David had been wanting, and some for their savings.  No other word for it but… huge!

She pushed open the heavy front door and was immediately assaulted by the overwhelming 80s opulence, checkerboard marble flooring stretching through the entrance hall, mirrored walls reflecting her surprised expression back at her, and gold fixtures gleaming garishly under the crystal chandelier. Sue winced slightly.

The text descriptions and floorplan layout diagrams hadn't prepared her enough. Jimmy wasn't exaggerating about the décor. This place is like a time capsule.

Sue methodically explored each room, mentally cataloguing the dated features while professionally assessing the property's potential. "Strip out the chrome, replace the gold taps, modernise the lighting fixtures..." she murmured, imagining how the developers might transform the space. Despite the gaudy decorations, she was impressed by the square footage and structural features.

In the kitchen, Sue ran her hand over the black granite worktops, grudgingly admitting they were still in decent condition. "At least this is salvageable," she noted, thinking of the renovation costs the buyers would calculate. She rehearsed her pitch to present the dated features as "opportunities for personalisation" rather than liabilities.

Sue paused at the floor-to-ceiling windows in the main reception room, genuinely amazed by the panoramic view of London. "Now this," she whispered, "and the location, is what they're really paying for." She imagined the Harrington brothers' reaction to this vista, hoping it might soften their reportedly hard-nosed approach to negotiations.

When Sue discovered the circular bed with mirrored ceiling in the master bedroom, she couldn't suppress a laugh. "You've got to be joking," she said aloud, imagining David's reaction. Her mind briefly flashed to what might happen on that bed later today, sending a flush of heat through her body. "Well, at least it'll give us something to talk about."

Sue pulled out her phone and took several carefully composed photos:

The sunken conversation pit with white leather sofas. She captioned it: "Austin Powers would feel right at home."

The "party room" with three disco balls hanging at different heights. "Yes, THREE disco balls. Because one simply wouldn't be enough."

The pink and gold master bathroom with champagne-glass shaped shower. "I'm speechless..."

A selfie with the circular bed and mirrored ceiling in the background. "This mirror ceiling is something else! The things I could tell you about the previous owner..."

She sent them all to David with a final message: "Now you can picture exactly where everything happens later." A delicious shiver ran through her at the thought.

Sue moved to the massive walk-in wardrobe adjoining the master bedroom. The previous owner's clothes still hung there, a forest of sequins, shoulder pads, and garish prints. She fingered a silk blouse, wondering about the woman who'd lived here. Some aging film star, Jimmy had mentioned. The wardrobe smelled faintly of expensive perfume and mothballs.

"What a life you must have led," she whispered to the empty space.

Sue checked her watch and realised she still had twenty minutes before the Harrington brothers would arrive. She decided to prepare the space, opening blinds to showcase the view, turning on strategic lights, and mentally preparing her sales patter. These weren't ordinary clients, Jimmy had made that abundantly clear.

"Make them feel like kings," he'd advised during their strategy meeting yesterday. "They expect the royal treatment in every sense."

She'd nodded, understanding precisely what he meant. Since her transformation from dowdy estate agent to confident seductress, Sue had developed a sixth sense about clients. The Harrington brothers would expect more than just a tour. They'd want the full "personal service" that she had become quietly known for.

Sue stood before the full-length mirror in the entrance hall, evaluating her appearance with a critical eye. The dress hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating her full breasts and cinching at her waist before flowing over her hips. She'd deliberately chosen to go without underwear today, a fact that sent a thrill through her each time the silk brushed against her bare skin.

She smoothed her hands down her sides, appreciating how much more confident she felt in her body these days. It wasn't just the clothes or the attention from men, it was the power she'd discovered within herself. The ability to use her sexuality as an asset rather than something to hide away.

Her mobile buzzed with a text from David: "Thinking of you. Can't wait to hear every detail later. Love you x"

Sue smiled, feeling a rush of affection for him. None of this would have been possible without David's encouragement and unwavering support. Their marriage had blossomed in ways she'd never imagined since they'd embarked on this unconventional arrangement. He’d had his wobble, but that was over before it had started.

She typed back: "Love you too. Getting ready for them now. Will text when I can x"

Sue applied fresh lipstick, the deep red 'fuck me' colour, and fluffed her blonde hair. She adjusted the neckline of her dress to reveal just a hint more cleavage. Perfect.

She walked through to the reception room, rehearsing her opening lines. The trick with developers like the Harringtons would be to balance professionalism with allure, to make them understand that while she was certainly available for pleasure, she was also a savvy businesswoman who knew the property market inside out.

The buzzer sounded, startling her slightly. Sue glanced at her watch, they were ten minutes early. Interesting. In her experience, men who arrived early were either exceptionally keen or wanted to catch her off-guard. Perhaps both.

She pressed the intercom button. "Hello?"

"Ms. Maxwell? Thomas and Richard Harrington. We're here for the viewing."

"Of course. Please come up. Fifth floor." Sue buzzed them in, feeling her heart rate quicken. She took a deep breath, mentally preparing herself.

The lift pinged its arrival moments later, and Sue positioned herself by the penthouse door, one hand on the handle, the other smoothing down her dress. She opened it just as the brothers reached the landing.

"Gentlemen, welcome to one of Kensington's hidden treasures." Sue extended her hand, "I'm Sue Maxwell. Jimmy speaks very highly of you both."

◆◆◆

First Impressions




"Lee Harrington," the taller one said, his voice clipped and formal as he extended his hand. His grip was firm, almost painful, and his blue eyes assessed her with clinical detachment. "My brother, Liam."

Sue felt herself being catalogued and evaluated in seconds. Something about Lee's calculating gaze made her skin prickle, not unpleasantly, but with an awareness that he was seeing past her professional façade.

"Lovely to meet you, Sue," Liam followed, his handshake lingering against her skin, thumb brushing her wrist. His warm smile created charming dimples, "Jimmy's told us so much about you. Said you're his... most accommodating agent." The emphasis made Sue's cheeks flush despite her professional composure.

She withdrew her hand, feeling the ghost of his touch lingering on her skin. "Welcome to one of Kensington's most exclusive addresses," Sue began, finding her footing. "As you can see, the entrance hall alone-"

Sue noticed how they communicated with subtle glances, moving with practiced coordination. Lee positioned himself slightly ahead while Liam circled behind her, a choreography that felt predatory yet thrilling. They've done this before, Sue thought. They're hunting as a pair.

The realisation sent a jolt of electricity down her spine. These weren't the overeager clients she'd dealt with before, men who stumbled over themselves with obvious intentions. The Harrington brothers operated with precision, like a well-oiled machine.

"Let's skip the sales pitch," Lee interrupted as Sue began her rehearsed introduction. "We're gutting the place regardless. Show us the structural elements worth preserving." His tone made it clear he was accustomed to being obeyed immediately. Sue felt a flutter in her stomach at his directness.

She faltered momentarily, her carefully prepared presentation rendered useless. The dismissal should have felt rude, but instead, it cut through pretence in an almost refreshing way.

"What my brother means," Liam interjected with a warm laugh, standing unnecessarily close to Sue, "is that we value your expertise more than a rehearsed presentation." His eyes deliberately travelled down her body. "And Jimmy wasn't exaggerating about your... professional appearance. That colour is stunning against your skin."

The compliment landed differently than the countless others she'd received since her transformation. Where most men's admiration felt like begging, Liam's felt like he was informing her of a fact she should be grateful he'd noticed. His proximity behind her created a warmth she couldn't ignore, the scent of his expensive cologne enveloping her.

Sue gathered herself, adjusting to their dynamic. This was her territory, perhaps not the gaudy penthouse itself, but the dance of property and persuasion. She hadn't come this far to be thrown off balance by two men, no matter how imposing.

"Jimmy mentioned you've worked on several impressive conversions," Sue said, regaining her composure while leading them toward the main reception room. She was acutely aware of Liam watching her hips sway in the emerald dress. This is what Jimmy prepared me for, she reminded herself. They're testing me, seeing if I'll be intimidated.

She deliberately slowed her pace, allowing the shimmering fabric of her dress to catch the light as she moved. If they were evaluating her, she would give them something worth assessing.

The brothers exchanged a knowing look when Sue mentioned Jimmy's name. "Yes, we've worked with Jimmy before," Lee stated flatly. "He understands our particular requirements." His gaze lingered on Sue's neck, making her wonder exactly what Jimmy had promised them.

The suggestion hung in the air between them. Sue felt a familiar heat building low in her belly, the same sensation she'd experienced during her transformative months, when she first discovered the power in being desired. But this felt different, darker somehow, with an edge of danger that made her pulse quicken.

Lee moved ahead into the reception room, immediately examining the ceiling height and window placements with a professional eye. His focus shifted entirely to the property, as though Sue had temporarily ceased to exist. She found this rapid transition disorienting, one moment being appraised like a prized mare, the next dismissed completely.

"This view is the selling point," Lee announced, touching the glass with long fingers. "South-facing aspect. We'd expand them floor to ceiling, remove these ridiculous gold frames."

Sue felt her heart rate quicken as Liam stepped closer, his expensive cologne wrapping around her senses like a silken cord.

"Jimmy promised us a comprehensive viewing experience," Liam mentioned casually, his eyes trailing down her neckline where the wrap dress revealed the curve of her breast. "Said you provide an exceptional level of... personal service." His fingers brushed a strand of hair from her face, the touch feather-light yet electric. "Is that accurate, Sue?"

Sue felt a flush of excitement mixed with nervousness as she realised how calculated their approach was. Their positioning, their words, their touches, all designed to establish dominance while gauging her willingness. This is so different from Jimmy's playfulness or Mark's youthful eagerness, she thought. These men know exactly what they want and expect to get it.

The way they'd positioned themselves, Lee examining the property features with detached interest while Liam established a personal connection, spoke of a well-practiced routine. Though his words were warm, Liam's eyes held the same calculating assessment as his brother's, merely disguised behind charm.

Sue glanced between them, noting how they seemed to communicate silently, a choreographed dance of predator and prey. Yet rather than feeling intimidated, she found her body responding to the challenge, a familiar warmth building between her thighs. David's encouragement that morning had given her permission to surrender to these sensations, to explore this new territory.

"I pride myself on meeting client expectations," Sue responded with deliberate ambiguity, holding Liam's gaze. The thrill of their obvious desire for her felt like a drug in her system. She knew what was coming and found herself eager for it, even as she maintained her professional demeanour. "Prime Estates specialises in... bespoke client experiences."

Lee turned from the window at her words, his cold blue eyes briefly meeting his brother's. Something passed between them, approval, perhaps, or confirmation that she was indeed as Jimmy had described. The notion that she'd been discussed between these powerful men, that her body and skills had been part of a business proposition, should have offended her professional sensibilities. Instead, it sent another pulse of arousal through her core.

Liam's fingers traced a line down her bare arm, lingering at her wrist. "Bespoke is exactly what we're after," he murmured, his voice dropping to a register that bypassed her rational mind and spoke directly to her most primal instincts. "We've found that the right... partnership can make business so much more pleasurable."

Sue maintained her composure, though she felt her nipples harden against the silk of her dress. She was acutely aware that beneath the emerald fabric, she wore nothing at all. The absence of underwear now felt like both vulnerability and power, her secret until she chose to reveal it.

The brothers stepped away to discuss something privately by the windows, their heads bent close together. Sue watched their reflection in the mirrored wall opposite, noting how Lee gestured toward the master bedroom while Liam nodded with a smile that made her skin tingle with anticipation. Their postures spoke of men accustomed to getting exactly what they wanted, when they wanted it.

Using their momentary distraction, Sue reached into her handbag and quickly typed a text to David: "These men are gorgeous but intimidating. Think they already know they want… ME, not just the apartment. Will update you soon x" As she pressed send, she imagined David's reaction, his arousal at knowing what was likely about to happen. The thought gave her another surge of confidence.

She pictured David at home, his body responding to her message, perhaps touching himself as he envisioned her with these two powerful men. Their arrangement had evolved so much since that first nervous conversation about changing her work attire. Now, these encounters fed both their desires, binding them closer through shared fantasy made real.

The brothers turned back toward her simultaneously, their expressions different yet somehow aligned in purpose. Lee's cold assessment had shifted to something more focused, more immediate, while Liam's charm had taken on a predatory edge.

"Shall we continue the tour?" Sue asked, deliberately running her hand down the curve of her hip as she walked toward them. Both brothers watched the movement with undisguised hunger. They think they're in control, she realised with a jolt of pleasure. But my power is in letting them think that.

She knew Jimmy needed this sale. She knew the commission would transform their finances. But in this moment, what drove her forward was something more elemental, the thrill of being desired, of being powerful enough to bring these sophisticated men to their basest instincts. Of knowing David would be waiting, eager for every detail, his own desire heightened by her adventures.

Lee stepped forward, abandoning any pretence of property interest. "Show us the master suite," he commanded rather than requested. His hand returned to Sue's lower back, drifting slightly lower than before, just brushing the curve of her bottom through the thin fabric. "We'd like to see how... accommodating the space is."

Liam smiled at his brother's words, his eyes darkening with anticipation as Sue led them toward the bedroom with its circular bed and mirrored ceiling. The pressure of Lee's hand guided her forward, a clear indication of who was setting the pace now. Yet even as she allowed herself to be directed, Sue felt a thrill of power in her surrender, but this was her choice, her game as much as theirs.

As they approached the master suite, Lee's fingers spread wider across her lower back, a possessive gesture that sent shivers up her spine. The heat of his palm seemed to burn through the thin material of her dress, a promise of what was to come. Simultaneously, Liam moved to her other side, creating a corridor of masculine energy that surrounded her.

"Jimmy mentioned you appreciate the finer points of architecture," Liam said, his voice low and intimate despite the mundane words. "I wonder what you make of that particular feature." He nodded toward the mirrored ceiling, his implication unmistakable.

Sue felt her mouth go dry at the thought of what that mirror might soon reflect. The circular bed with its garish gold frame suddenly seemed less ridiculous and more... practical. Her phone buzzed in her handbag, David responding to her text, no doubt, but she let it go unanswered for now. This moment required her full attention.

◆◆◆

Absentee Ownership





David paced anxiously in his office, unable to focus on the blank document open on his computer screen. He'd opened and closed the file three times already, but the words wouldn't come. Not when all he could think about was Sue and what might be happening at that ridiculous 80s penthouse. His fingers hovered over the keyboard before he sighed and pushed away from the desk.

"Bloody hell," he muttered, checking his phone for the dozenth time in the past hour.

He scrolled through Sue's earlier messages, the gaudy photos of the penthouse making him smile despite his nervousness. The circular bed with mirrored ceiling was so absurdly perfect for what might transpire that it seemed almost staged. Three disco balls? Dame Vivienne certainly had unique taste.

When his phone suddenly vibrated with Sue's latest text, David nearly dropped it in his haste to read: "These men are gorgeous but intimidating. Think they already know they want… ME, not just the apartment. Will update you soon x"

His body responded immediately, hardening painfully against his jeans as he visualised Sue standing between two powerful men in expensive suits. Manchester developers with Saudi connections, she'd said. Men who "shared everything," according to Jimmy.

David typed several responses before deleting them all, wanting to sound supportive rather than desperate. Finally, he settled on: "Give them whatever they need. Can't wait to hear EVERYTHING. Love you x" He paused for a heartbeat, giving himself time to change his mind… and then it was too late, he’d committed them both to whatever happened next.

Returning to his desk, David attempted to channel his racing thoughts into his novel. His protagonist was in a similar situation, watching from afar as his wife entertained others, but somehow fiction felt flat compared to the electric reality of knowing Sue was being appraised by two wealthy developers right now. He typed a few stilted sentences before highlighting and deleting them all.

"Bloody hell," he muttered, running his hands through his hair.

The tightness in his trousers persisted as David imagined Sue positioning herself between the brothers, perhaps bending over deliberately to show off her legs in that revealing dress. Would they be touching her already? Testing boundaries with a hand on her lower back, or something more daring? His imagination supplied vivid images that made concentrating impossible.

David poured himself a measure of Talisker, neat, from the bottle Jimmy brought him when he 'borrowed' his wife, itself an irony not lost on him. The smoky liquid burned pleasantly down his throat, steadying his nerves while doing nothing to diminish his arousal.

"Pull yourself together," he told himself. "This was your idea, remember?" A confused laugh escaped him as he acknowledged the irony, his own suggestion had become something that simultaneously thrilled and terrified him.

Glancing at his watch, David calculated they must be well into the viewing by now. Would Sue still be maintaining her professional façade, or would they have moved beyond pretence? The Harrington brothers, according to Jimmy's description relayed by Sue, weren't men who wasted time. His cock throbbed at the thought that they might already have Sue undressed, appraising her naked body like it was another property to own.

David's hand drifted to his crotch, adjusting himself through his jeans to alleviate the pressure. The temptation to unzip, to stroke himself while imagining Sue on her knees servicing both brothers, was almost overwhelming. But he resisted.

"No," he said firmly to the empty room. "I'll wait. I want to hear it from her first." The anticipation of Sue's detailed confessions later, of having her describe every touch while he finally allowed himself release, would be worth the torment of waiting.

He tried to distract himself by checking his Amazon sales rankings, but the numbers blurred before his eyes. All he could think about was the commission Sue would make from this sale, and what she might be doing to earn it. The thought that two powerful men were using his wife's body right now, perhaps simultaneously, made him dizzy with conflicting emotions: jealousy, arousal, pride, fear, excitement all swirling together in a potent cocktail.

David caught himself staring at his phone again, willing it to vibrate with another update. The silence was almost worse than knowing. His imagination filled in the gaps with increasingly explicit scenarios, Sue bent over that ridiculous circular bed, the brothers taking turns with her, or perhaps not taking turns at all. His breath came faster at the thought of Sue experiencing both men at once, something they'd only fantasised about during their most intense moments together.

He restrained himself from texting her, knowing an interruption would be unwelcome during such a delicate "negotiation." Instead, David opened his journal and wrote rapidly about the "peculiar agony" of waiting at home while his wife entertained other men. It was therapeutic to capture these complex emotions, and he noted with distant professional satisfaction that his writer's block seemed to have vanished. Nothing like real-life material to fuel the creative process.

The words flowed easily now:

There's a strange power in willingly surrendering what others protect so jealously. Martin felt his pulse quicken as he imagined Emma between two strangers—men whose names he might never know—her body offered as both business transaction and pleasure. The distance between them stretched like an invisible cord, vibrating with tension yet connecting them more profoundly than when they shared the same bed.

David paused, surprised by how easily the words came. This wasn't merely fiction anymore, this was excavating his own psyche, mining his deepest feelings about what might be happening right now in that gaudy Kensington penthouse.

He glanced at his phone again. Nothing.

What would Sue be doing now? On her knees between them? Bent over that tacky circular bed? Or perhaps they were still circling each other, the brothers testing how far she would go, Sue maintaining her professional veneer until the right moment to let it slip.

The mental images made his jeans uncomfortably tight. David adjusted himself again, breath catching at the contact. God, he was harder than he'd been in years.

Forty-five minutes since her last text. What was happening?

David returned to his writing, finding that capturing these feelings helped manage the anxiety of waiting:

Emma would return different yet unchanged, still his, yet irrevocably marked by her experiences. Martin welcomed this transformation, this evolution of their marriage into something society wouldn't understand but that fulfilled them both in ways he'd never anticipated.

The words felt true, resonating with what he'd discovered about himself these past months. Sue's adventures had changed them both, deepening their connection rather than weakening it as conventional wisdom would suggest.

David's phone remained stubbornly silent. He wondered if Sue was even able to text right now. Perhaps her hands were otherwise occupied. Perhaps speaking was difficult with her mouth full. The graphic images his mind conjured made his cock throb painfully.

He returned to the whisky, pouring another finger and knocking it back in one swallow. The burn centred him, gave him something to focus on besides the persistent ache in his groin and the relentless mental pictures of Sue being taken by two powerful strangers.

"Come on, love," he whispered to his silent phone. "Give me something."

His hand moved to his belt, fingers tracing the buckle before he pulled away. No. He'd wait. The patience would make Sue's return, and her inevitable detailed confession, all the sweeter.

David settled back at his desk and continued writing, letting his novel's protagonist experience the same exquisite torture he was currently enduring, the unique agony and ecstasy of knowing your wife was being pleasured by other men, with your blessing and encouragement.

◆◆◆

Terms of Engagement




Sue led the Harrington brothers into the master bedroom, feeling their hungry presence behind her. The circular bed dominated the space, its white satin sheets gleaming under the mirrored ceiling that reflected all three of them in perfect detail. She watched their reflections, Lee's calculating gaze, Liam's predatory smile, and her own flushed face framed by tousled blonde hair.

"As you can see," Sue gestured toward the bed, her voice steadier than she felt, "the master suite retains all its original features."

Her heart pounded against her ribs as the reality of the situation washed over her. These men were cold, calculated, practiced. They weren't asking for anything. They were simply taking what they'd already decided was theirs.

Lee lowered himself onto the edge of the circular bed, the mattress barely dipping beneath his weight. He maintained unwavering eye contact with Sue, his blue eyes like ice chips in his handsome face.

"Surprisingly firm," he remarked, bouncing slightly. The words were innocent enough, but his penetrating stare made it clear he wasn't discussing furniture. "Quality construction. Rare these days."

Sue felt pinned by that gaze, unable to look away. A curious mixture of fear and arousal built in her core, something primal responding to his absolute confidence. She'd never felt so thoroughly assessed, as if he were calculating her value down to the penny.

Liam circulated the room with practiced ease, trailing his fingers along the mirrored wardrobes that lined one wall. Unlike his brother's stillness, he moved constantly, touching surfaces, opening drawers, all while watching Sue's reflection rather than looking directly at her.

"Imagine waking up here," he mused, his voice melodic compared to Lee's clipped tones. "Seeing yourself from every angle." His voice dropped lower, becoming intimate. "Seeing everything that happens in this room."

Sue caught glimpses of herself in the fractured reflections, her emerald dress suddenly too bright against the white and chrome décor, her pupils dilated with unmistakable excitement. She looked exactly what she was: aroused and nervous in equal measure.

"Jimmy has an... interesting staff," Lee commented suddenly, crossing one leg over the other. "You must be quite the closer, Ms. Maxwell."

"Sue," she corrected automatically.

"Sue," Lee repeated, rolling the single syllable around his mouth like he was tasting it. "Jimmy said you're his secret weapon. Said you've saved his business."

Sue's stomach fluttered at the blunt acknowledgment. There was no pretence here, no polite fiction about professional boundaries. Jimmy had clearly told them exactly what services she might provide.

"I believe in delivering exceptional service," Sue responded, falling back on professional language even as her mind raced with decidedly unprofessional thoughts. "Every client has different needs. I pride myself on... flexibility."

The words hung in the air, and Sue inwardly cringed at how pornographic they sounded. Yet the thrill of their predatory attention made her bold in a way she'd never experienced before. The knowledge that David was waiting at home, eager for every detail, only heightened her awareness.

Liam approached from behind, moving so quietly she didn't register his presence until he stood close enough for her to feel his breath on her neck. He stood there, not quite touching her, but close enough that his expensive cologne mingled with her own scent.

"You smell incredible," he whispered, inhaling deeply. "Like expensive perfume and..." he paused, his breath tickling the sensitive skin behind her ear, "anticipation."

Sue felt goosebumps rising on her arms, her body responding to his proximity in ways she couldn't control. Between her legs, she felt herself growing wet, her body preparing for what her mind both feared and craved.

"Jimmy told us you'd do anything to secure this sale," Lee stated directly, the bluntness of his words snapping Sue's attention back to him. "Is that accurate?"

His cold blue eyes bored into hers, demanding honesty rather than the usual dance of suggestion and innuendo. Sue felt her pulse quicken at his directness. No client had ever been so forthright, so unapologetic about their expectations.

Sue hesitated momentarily, feeling the weight of their expectation and her own arousal. Ninety thousand pounds commission, she reminded herself, calculating the exact figure in her head. But she knew that was only part of her motivation now. The thought of being taken by these powerful men, of telling David every detail later, sent liquid heat pooling between her thighs.

She remembered David's text: Give them whatever they need. Can't wait to hear EVERYTHING. The memory steadied her, reminding her that whatever happened in this ridiculous bedroom, she would be going home to her husband who not only accepted this arrangement but actively desired it.

Liam's hand came to rest lightly on her hip, the touch barely there yet electric through the thin fabric of her dress. He leaned closer, his lips nearly touching her ear.

"We're going to buy it regardless," he added softly, his voice a velvet contrast to his brother's steel. "But we'd like you to earn your commission." His breath tickled her ear, making her shiver involuntarily. "Jimmy says you're quite... talented."

The implication hit Sue with crystal clarity, they wanted her regardless of the property, and the sale was already guaranteed. Her service today wasn't about securing the deal; it was about proving Jimmy's promises about her weren't exaggerated.

Sue glanced up at her reflection in the mirrored ceiling, seeing herself standing between these two immaculately dressed men. She hardly recognised the confident woman looking back at her, flushed with desire, standing tall in her heels, no hint of the insecure estate agent she'd been just months ago.

In that moment of clarity, Sue realised she'd crossed a threshold. This wasn't about the commission anymore, though ninety thousand pounds certainly sweetened the deal. This was about power, not just theirs over her, but hers over them too. They might think they were the predators here, but she was no helpless prey.

She thought of David waiting at home, imagined texting him later with explicit details of what these men had done to her. The thought sent another wave of arousal through her body, and she made her decision.

Sue turned to face them both, finding unexpected confidence in her desire and David's encouragement. This is what we talked about, she thought. What he masturbated to last night. What I've fantasised about. She felt a power in her willingness that somehow matched their dominance, despite being outnumbered.

"I believe we've established that the property meets your requirements," she said, surprised by the steadiness in her voice. The words sounded absurdly formal given what was about to happen, but she clung to the last vestiges of professional pretence.

She deliberately untied her wrap dress, letting it fall open slightly to reveal bare skin underneath. Her fingers trembled slightly with excitement rather than fear as she loosened the knot at her waist. "Perhaps we should discuss the... terms of our arrangement," she said, surprising herself with her boldness.

Lee's eyes narrowed; the first real emotion she'd seen from him beyond cold assessment. His gaze tracked the movement of her hands, following the parting fabric with undisguised hunger. Behind her, Liam's breath quickened, the warm air tickling the nape of her neck.

"I'm known for my thorough viewings," Sue said while maintaining eye contact with Lee. She felt a rush of feminine power as his expression changed almost imperceptibly, the first crack in his controlled façade. He wants me, she realised. They both do. And I want them.

The knowledge sent a flood of wetness between her thighs. She'd never felt anything like this, standing nearly naked before two strangers who clearly intended to use her body for their pleasure. The thought should have horrified her, yet instead, she felt her nipples tighten against the thin fabric still covering her breasts.

Lee stood, the movement fluid and predatory. His height advantage forced Sue to tilt her chin up to maintain eye contact. "Show us exactly what Jimmy's been enjoying these past months," he instructed. The command in his voice triggered something primal in Sue. She felt herself growing wetter at his tone alone, her body responding to his dominance in ways she hadn't experienced before.

Even Jimmy, for all his rough play and dirty talk, had never made her feel so completely objectified. With Jimmy, there had always been an undertone of affection, a hint that he genuinely liked her beyond the physical. These men regarded her as a commodity, something to be consumed along with the property. The thought should have repulsed her, yet she found herself flushing with arousal.

Liam circled behind Sue, gently slipping the dress from her shoulders. "Let's see what we're working with," he murmured, his fingers trailing fire across her skin. Sue's breath caught at the possessive touch, so different from Jimmy's playful caresses or David's loving embraces.

Where David touched her with reverence and Jimmy with enthusiasm, Liam's fingers possessed absolute certainty. He knew exactly how to make her skin prickle with goosebumps, applying just enough pressure to make her yearn for more.

The dress pooled at her feet, leaving Sue completely naked except for her heels. The air conditioning raised goosebumps on her exposed skin, but heat flooded her body as both men devoured her with their eyes. I should feel vulnerable, she thought, but I feel powerful.

Standing naked between two fully clothed men in expensive suits should have left her feeling exposed and diminished. Instead, the naked hunger in their eyes gave her a rush of control. They might have the money, the power, the authority, but right now, they wanted her, desperately.

The brothers exchanged approving glances as they inspected her body from different angles. "Jimmy has excellent taste," Lee commented clinically, while Liam whistled softly. Sue felt herself being appraised like merchandise, and to her surprise, the objectification thrilled her.

Lee's eyes travelled from her face down to her breasts, lingering on her erect nipples, then lower to the completely bare skin between her thighs. She'd shaved everything again that morning, remembering David watching her and groaning with anticipation of what might happen at this viewing.

"Turn around," Lee commanded in a tone that made Sue instantly comply. She pivoted slowly, letting them see every inch of her body, aware of how her nipples had hardened under their scrutiny. I wonder if David would recognise me now, she thought, shocked at her own wantonness.

She had never been especially proud of her body, always finding little flaws to criticise. Too much here, not enough there. But the way these powerful men studied her naked form made her see herself through different eyes. No longer a middle-aged woman fighting against younger competition, but a desirable woman in her prime.

Liam whistled appreciatively at the view from behind, commenting that "Jimmy wasn't exaggerating." His finger traced the line of her spine, from the nape of her neck down to the small of her back, stopping just above the cleft of her buttocks. "You're in remarkable shape for a woman your age," he added, his hand hovering near but not quite touching her bottom. Sue should have been offended by the age comment but instead felt validated by their obvious appreciation.

She arched her back slightly, pushing her bottom toward his hovering hand. The movement was subtle but deliberate, an invitation that made Liam chuckle appreciatively. She felt the heat of his palm as it moved closer, not quite making contact but close enough that she could feel the energy between skin and skin.

Lee approached, lifting Sue's chin with one finger. The touch was firm, controlling, allowing no resistance. "Let's establish the parameters," he said, his voice business-like despite the naked woman before him. "For the next hour, you're ours to enjoy. Then we sign the papers. Agreed?" His face was so close she could feel his warm breath, see the flecks of darker blue in his irises. Sue's mind raced with images of what "ours to enjoy" might entail, both men at once, in positions she'd only read about, experiences beyond what she'd known with Jimmy or David.

The thought of being shared between them, of being taken in ways she'd only fantasised about, made her dizzy with desire. She'd never been with two men simultaneously, had never even seriously considered it until David had begun weaving scenarios during their lovemaking. Now the fantasy was about to become reality.

Sue nodded, managing to say "Yes" despite her racing pulse. Inside, she was thinking of David, imagining his reaction when she described this scene to him later. She was doing this for Prime Estates, for the commission, but mainly for herself, and for her husband, who would be driven wild by the details.

Lee smiled coldly: "Excellent. Now get on your knees and show us what you can do." The command sent a shock of excitement through Sue's body. As she sank to her knees on the plush carpet, she felt herself crossing a threshold. I'm about to service two men at once, she thought with a mixture of nervousness and anticipation. This will change everything.

◆◆◆

Joint Tenancy





Sue knelt on the plush carpet, acutely aware of her completely naked body while both brothers remained fully clothed in their expensive suits. The mirrored walls surrounding them reflected her image endlessly, creating an infinite tableau of her submission. The cool air from the hidden vents raised goosebumps across her skin, a sharp contrast to the molten heat building between her thighs.

This is surreal, she thought, catching glimpses of herself from angles she'd never seen before. Her body looked different somehow, more desirable, more powerful, displayed for these two powerful men. She watched herself kneel, saw her back arch slightly, breasts thrust forward, as though her body instinctively knew how to present itself.

Lee stood directly in front of her, his face impassive as he methodically unbuckled his belt. Each soft clink of metal sent a fresh thrill through Sue's body. There was something hypnotic about his precise movements, the controlled way he pulled the leather through the loops without ever breaking eye contact with her.

Behind her, Liam's hand descended to stroke her hair, gathering the blonde strands between his fingers appreciatively. "Such pretty hair," he murmured, his voice warm but undercut with something possessive that made Sue's stomach flutter. "I bet Jimmy loves to grab it while you suck his cock."

Sue felt her cheeks flush at his explicit language. David would never speak that way, his descriptions were always gentle, loving, even when discussing her adventures. The crude directness of Liam's words sent an unexpected thrill coursing through her.

"He does," she admitted, surprised by her own boldness. "He says I'm gifted."

The brothers exchanged a glance over her head, some wordless communication passing between them as Sue reached for Lee's now-open trousers. She realised with a jolt that they'd done this countless times before, this was a choreographed dance for them, one where they knew every step while she was improvising.

They've got this down to an art form, she thought, feeling both intimidated and excited to be part of their practiced routine. Her fingers fumbled slightly with Lee's zip, betraying her nervousness despite her experience.

When she finally freed Lee from his boxers, Sue couldn't suppress a small gasp. He was average in length, but incredibly thick, the girth intimidating. Before she could fully process this, Liam had positioned himself on her other side, presenting himself for her attention. Unlike his brother, Liam was impressively long, though not as thick.

"My brother and I have different... attributes," Liam said with a self-satisfied grin as Sue's eyes widened. "He's got the thickness, I've got the length. Most women find the combination... overwhelming."

Sue felt a flutter of anxiety mixed with intense arousal. She'd never attempted to please two men simultaneously before. With individual clients, she'd grown confident in her abilities, but this, this was uncharted territory. Her heart thumped wildly against her ribs as she wrapped one hand around Lee's impressive girth.

"Start with me," Liam instructed, guiding her head toward him with gentle pressure on the back of her neck. "Lee enjoys the view almost as much as the main event."

Sue parted her lips, taking Liam into her mouth while maintaining her grip on Lee. She tried to remember everything Jimmy had taught her, all the techniques that had made him groan with pleasure in his office and penthouse.

"God, that's it," Liam groaned as she swirled her tongue around his tip before taking him deeper. "Use your tongue just, yes, like that. Jimmy taught you well, didn't he?"

Sue felt a strange pride at his praise, even as she struggled to accommodate his length. Unlike Jimmy, who enjoyed a playful approach, Liam seemed to prefer more intensity, pushing slightly deeper with each thrust. She hollowed her cheeks, applying suction while working Lee with her hand, determined to please them both.

After a minute, Lee's hand closed in her hair, tugging her away from his brother. "Switch," he commanded, his voice still maddeningly controlled despite his obvious arousal.

Sue alternated between them, establishing a rhythm that allowed her to pleasure both men using her hands and mouth in a choreographed dance. The logistics were challenging but thrilling. She felt utterly debauched, keenly aware of her naked vulnerability between two fully clothed men in expensive suits. The power imbalance should have bothered her, but instead it heightened every sensation.

Lee's grip on her hair tightened, setting a punishing pace as he took control. "Deeper," he commanded in his cold, precise voice. "You can take more."

Sue struggled against her natural reflex as he pushed deeper, gagging slightly. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, mascara threatening to run.

Liam leaned down, his breath warm against her ear. "Relax your throat, darling. He likes it when they struggle a little." His tone was encouraging despite the controlling words. He stroked her back soothingly, tracing patterns on her bare skin that made her shiver.

The brothers communicated with nods and glances, working in tandem to control her movements between them. When Lee finally pulled her head back from attending to Liam, she gasped for breath, her lips slick and swollen. A thin strand of saliva connected her mouth to Liam's cock for a moment before breaking.

"Switch," Lee said simply.

Sue felt herself being positioned between them like a doll, which should have felt degrading but instead ignited something primal within her. There was freedom in this surrender, a release from the constant control she maintained in her professional life. Here, kneeling naked before these dominant men, she could simply experience without thinking.

Out of the corner of her eye, Sue noticed Liam retrieve his phone from his jacket pocket. He held it up, clearly recording her as she took his brother into her mouth again. She hesitated momentarily, then continued, realising she quite liked to being captured being such a … slut.

"For our private collection," Liam explained with a wink when he caught her noticing. "Something to remember you by."

Sue imagined David's reaction when she told him about being filmed, how it would drive him wild with jealousy and arousal. This will give us material for months, she thought, deliberately putting on a show for the camera now, moaning around Lee's thickness and making eye contact with the lens.

Without warning, Lee pulled Sue up abruptly by her arms, manoeuvring her toward the circular bed. "Enough foreplay," he said, his voice finally betraying a hint of genuine desire, the first crack in his controlled facade.

Sue crawled backward onto the garish circular bed, suddenly aware of herself from every angle in the mirrored ceiling. Her skin was flushed pink, her lips swollen and red, her eyes heavy-lidded with desire. I've never seen myself like this, she thought, fascinated by the wanton woman reflected above her, barely recognising herself in this creature of pure desire sprawled across mirrored sheets, ready to take whatever these men wanted to give her.

Sue watched, transfixed, as the brothers began to undress with methodical precision. Lee loosened his tie with efficient movements, his cold blue eyes never leaving her face as he removed each article of clothing. Liam was more theatrical, making a show of each button he unfastened, winking at Sue when he caught her staring. Their bodies emerged from the expensive fabrics like sculptures being unveiled, both athletic and intimidating in different ways.

Lee's frame was compact and powerful, muscles defined without the exaggerated bulk of a bodybuilder. His shoulders were broad, tapering to a narrow waist, with clear definition across his abdomen. Liam's body was longer, more graceful, but equally strong, with elegant musculature that reminded Sue of a swimmer or runner.

She found herself comparing them to the men she knew intimately. David's body was softer, comfortable and familiar like a well-loved jumper. Jimmy's rugby player build was all practical strength without the refined definition these men possessed. The brothers' bodies spoke of deliberate cultivation, expensive gym memberships and personal trainers, protein shakes and disciplined regimens.

As they approached the bed, Sue felt a flutter of anticipation mixed with a hint of fear. Their naked bodies seemed weaponised somehow, honed for both pleasure and control.

"Spread her legs," Lee instructed his brother, still standing back to observe.

Liam complied, his hands warm against Sue's inner thighs as he positioned himself between them, pushing her legs wider than felt natural. The exposure made her breath catch, she was displayed completely open, vulnerable to their gazes.

"Look how wet she is already," Liam called to his brother, his fingers trailing through her arousal without quite providing the contact she craved. "Soaking."

Normally such explicit exposure would mortify Sue, but a strange pride bloomed instead. Her body's obvious response felt like a declaration, an honest testament to her desire that couldn't be hidden or denied. She wanted them to see precisely how much she wanted this, how their controlled dominance affected her.

"Perfect," Lee commented, the rare compliment sending a fresh surge of wetness between her thighs.

Liam lowered his head without warning, his tongue making broad, confident strokes that made Sue's hips buck involuntarily. His technique was nothing like she'd experienced before, not David's dedicated thoroughness or Jimmy's enthusiastic approach. Liam seemed to intuitively understand exactly what she needed before she did herself, alternating between teasing flicks and firm pressure that brought her repeatedly to the edge without allowing release.

"God, you taste incredible," he murmured against her thigh, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. "The perfect combination of sweet and salty."

Sue writhed under his attention, hands clutching at the satin bedspread, bunching the material between her fingers as she fought against the mounting pressure. Every time her breathing quickened, signalling her approaching climax, Liam would deliberately change his rhythm or pressure, denying her release while escalating her need.

The mattress dipped as Lee positioned himself behind her head. "Open," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

Sue complied instantly, tipping her head back over the edge of the circular bed. The awkward angle stretched her neck and opened her throat, allowing him deeper access than she'd experienced before. Lee took immediate advantage, pushing forward with controlled thrusts that made breathing difficult. Her hands grasped blindly at his muscular thighs, feeling the tension in his muscles as he moved with calculated precision.

From this position, Sue could see their reflection in the mirrored ceiling, her body stretched between the brothers, Liam's dark head between her thighs, Lee's powerful form above her face, her throat visibly bulging with each of his deep thrusts. The sight was shocking yet impossibly arousing.

Without verbal communication, the brothers switched positions in a fluid choreography that suggested long practice. Lee moved down her body as Liam disengaged, allowing his brother access to what he'd prepared. As Lee positioned himself between her legs, Liam moved to her head, his considerable length presented to her swollen lips.

Lee entered her with a single powerful thrust that forced the air from her lungs. "Christ, she's tight," he growled, the words seemingly torn from him, his first genuine display of emotion. His fingers dug into her hips with bruising force, pulling her toward him as he established a punishing rhythm.

The dual sensations overwhelmed Sue's senses, Lee's thickness stretching her below while Liam filled her mouth above. Each of Lee's thrusts pushed her further onto Liam, creating a synchronised rhythm she had no control over. Waves of pleasure mixed with submission washed through her, a strange liberation in surrendering all agency.

When Lee delivered a sharp slap to her thigh, the sudden sting made Sue jump in surprise. Rather than pulling away, she found herself pushing back against him, silently begging for more. The light pain crystallised her pleasure, making everything sharper, more immediate.

Throughout it all, the mirrored ceiling provided a constantly changing tableau of their entangled bodies. Sue caught glimpses of herself, hair wild and tangled, lips stretched around Liam's considerable length, body rocking with each of Lee's powerful thrusts, and barely recognised the wanton creature she had become. The woman in the mirrors was uninhibited, greedy for sensation, revelling in being taken so thoroughly. Sue felt a strange pride knowing David would never believe this was his wife yet would be unbearably aroused when she described it in excruciating detail.

Lee remained dominant and almost clinical in his approach, his face set in concentration as though completing a particularly challenging task. Meanwhile, Liam continued whispering filthy encouragements, his words as much a part of his technique as his physical movements.

"You're taking my brother so well," Liam murmured, stroking Sue's flushed cheek as she struggled to accommodate him. His thumb wiped away a tear trailing from the corner of her eye, a physical reaction to her strained position rather than emotional distress. "Most women can't handle both of us at once."

Lee maintained his silent focus, communicating only through the rhythm of his body and his hands, which left red marks wherever they gripped or slapped Sue's flesh. The contrasting approaches of the brothers, Liam's verbal seduction against Lee's physical domination, created a disorienting but intensely pleasurable experience.

Without warning, the brothers repositioned her, strong hands manipulating her body as though she weighed nothing. Sue found herself on her hands and knees, feeling disoriented by the sudden movement, her body still tingling from the approaching orgasm that had been interrupted.

"Time for the main event," Liam announced with theatrical enthusiasm, sliding beneath her on the circular bed.

Sue realised with a jolt that they were completely in control of her pleasure, when she would be allowed release, how intense it would be, even what positions her body would experience it in. Surprisingly, she found the thought unexpectedly arousing, her inner muscles clenching in anticipation.

Liam positioned himself beneath her, entering her with a smooth thrust that made her gasp. Behind her, Lee's presence loomed, his hands spreading her cheeks, a cool substance being applied to her most intimate area.

"You've done this before, haven't you?" Liam asked, watching her face closely.

Sue shook her head, suddenly nervous about what was coming next. “Not two at once,” Despite her recent adventures, this particular act remained unexplored territory.

"Oh, sweetheart," Liam grinned, "you're in for a real treat." His hands cupped her face tenderly, a stark contrast to Lee's rough handling behind her.

Sue gasped as Lee began pushing his thick cock slowly into her from behind. The sensation was overwhelming, Liam filling her below while Lee stretched her beyond what she thought possible. "Oh my God," she whimpered as both brothers were fully seated inside her.

Sue had never felt so impossibly full in her life. Her body stretched in ways she hadn't imagined possible as Lee pushed into her from behind, the pressure intense and overwhelming. Liam continued filling her below, his considerable length already deep inside her. The dual sensation bordered between discomfort and the most intense pleasure she'd ever experienced.

"Oh my God," she gasped, her voice barely recognizable to her own ears. Her arms trembled, threatening to give way completely as her body adjusted to being so thoroughly penetrated.

"Breathe through it," Liam coached from beneath her, his voice gentler than it had been all afternoon. His hands stroked her cheeks with surprising tenderness, thumbs wiping away tears she hadn't realised were falling. "That's it, relax and let it happen."

Sue struggled to follow his instruction, forcing deep breaths that shuddered through her chest. Gradually, the initial burning sensation transformed into something else entirely, a fullness that sent pulses of pleasure radiating through her core. Her eyes fluttered closed as her body slowly accepted both men.

"There you go," Liam murmured, his dimpled smile appearing as he watched her face. "Your body's learning."

The brothers began to move, establishing a rhythm that left Sue completely at their mercy. One retreated while the other advanced, never leaving her empty for even a moment. She felt utterly trapped between them, helpless to do anything but accept the sensations coursing through her body.

"Fuck, she's taking it all," Lee said, his voice tight with restraint. There was grudging approval in his tone that sent an unexpected thrill through Sue. Earning praise from this cold, controlled man felt like a significant achievement.

Sue whimpered as they increased their pace, the synchronised rhythm leaving her no opportunity to catch her breath. The overwhelming fullness combined with the precise angles they achieved sent shock waves of pleasure through her system. Fresh tears sprang to her eyes, not from pain but from the sheer intensity of sensation.

Her gaze caught their reflection in the mirrored ceiling, her body captured between their muscular forms, her back arched, hair wild, face flushed with exertion and pleasure. The woman in the reflection seemed like a stranger, someone uninhibited and wanton who lived purely for physical sensation.

Through her pleasure-hazed vision, Sue noticed Liam reaching for his phone again. He held it at various angles, clearly filming their encounter while still buried deep inside her. The knowledge that they were recording her in such a vulnerable state should have horrified her but instead sent a fresh surge of arousal through her already overwhelmed body.

"Insurance," Lee explained clinically, never breaking his rhythm. His hands gripped her hips with bruising force as he continued thrusting. "You'd be surprised how many estate agents later claim they didn't understand our arrangement."

Sue shuddered at the implication. These men were experienced, calculated. She wondered fleetingly how many other women had been in exactly this position, sandwiched between the brothers on various beds across London, their encounters similarly documented.

Yet rather than feeling objectified by being recorded, Sue felt a perverse excitement. The documentation of her debauchery felt like proof of her transformation, evidence of how far she'd come from the conservative estate agent she'd been just months ago.

A sharp crack echoed through the room as Lee's palm connected with her buttock. The sudden sting made Sue cry out, her inner muscles clenching reflexively around both men. Lee delivered another slap, hard enough that Sue knew it would leave marks, evidence she'd carry with her for days.

Liam's hands tightened on her hips, holding her firmly in place as his brother continued his assault on her buttocks. "You're ours now, Sue," he murmured, his charming facade slipping to reveal something darker underneath.

The sting of Lee's palm sent shockwaves of pleasure through Sue's already overwhelmed system, each slap making her clench tighter around the brothers. The combination of fullness, pain, and pleasure created a cocktail of sensation that pushed her rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm going to-" she tried to warn them but couldn't form complete sentences. Her body tensed as the pressure built exponentially inside her, threatening to shatter her completely. "Oh fuck, oh God, I'm coming!"

The climax crashed through Sue with unprecedented force, her body convulsing violently between the brothers. Her vision blurred at the edges, consciousness narrowing to nothing but pure sensation as waves of pleasure washed over her. She'd never experienced anything so intense, so all-consuming.

Instead of slowing to let her recover, Lee increased his pace mercilessly, pushing her through one climax directly into another. Liam's hands reached up to pinch her nipples, adding another layer of sensation to her already overloaded system.

"That's it," Liam encouraged from below, his voice thick with excitement. "Let go completely. Show us how much you love being filled by both of us."

Sue couldn't have held back if she tried. A second orgasm built rapidly upon the first, stronger and more overwhelming than anything she'd experienced. She was vaguely aware of screaming, of her nails digging into Liam's shoulders, of moisture on her cheeks, but it all seemed distant compared to the tidal wave of sensation crashing through her body.

When the brothers finally withdrew, still somehow having not yet cum, Sue collapsed boneless onto her side, unable to support herself any longer. Liam guided her gently, rearranging her trembling limbs until she lay on her back at the edge of the bed. Her mind felt fuzzy, disconnected from reality, floating in a sea of endorphins and aftershocks.

I never knew my body could feel this way, she thought, watching through half-lidded eyes as the brothers stood over her. They discussed her like property, clinical assessments of her performance mixing with appreciative comments about specific aspects of her body.

"You first," Lee said, withdrawing from Sue's trembling body. He picked up Liam's phone, apparently ready to document the next round. "I want to see if she can still come again."

Liam approached eagerly, positioning himself between her spread legs. His hand stroked her inner thigh, assessing her response. "I bet she can. These mature ones have amazing stamina, don't they?"

The comment about her age should have stung, but Sue was beyond caring. Her body responded instantly to Liam's touch, proving his point as she arched toward him despite her exhaustion.

Throughout it all, Lee maintained complete control, filming dispassionately while denying his own release. In contrast, when Liam finally reached his climax, he did so with theatrical enthusiasm, gripping Sue's thighs as he buried himself deep inside her.

"Fuck yes," Liam groaned, his handsome face contorting with pleasure. His body tensed, muscles standing out in sharp relief as he emptied himself inside her. "God, you're perfect, Sue. Absolutely perfect."

Sue felt a flood of warmth as he pulsed inside her, oddly touched by his praise despite knowing it was practiced seduction. His words felt genuine in the moment, sending a flush of pleasure through her that was separate from physical sensation.

Finally, Lee took his turn again, this time in her thoroughly used pussy. He maintained eye contact as he entered her without preamble, his gaze never wavering as he established a relentless pace. There was something different in his expression now, a crack in his icy facade that revealed a hint of genuine desire.

"You like this, don't you?" he demanded, his voice harsh as his control finally began to slip. His hands gripped her thighs, holding them apart to give himself complete access.

Sue nodded, hypnotised by his intense blue eyes. "Yes," she whispered, understanding what he needed to hear. "I'll do anything for this sale."

Something like respect flickered across Lee's face as his rhythm faltered, jaw tightening as he finally allowed himself release. Sue felt the warm pulses as he added his seed to his brother's, marking her internally just as they'd marked her externally with fingerprints and palm prints.

The three collapsed across the circular bed, bodies slick with sweat and other fluids. Sue lay between them, her mind slowly returning from the haze of multiple orgasms. She felt thoroughly used, her body carrying evidence of the past hour in tenderness and marks both visible and hidden.

David will go crazy when I describe this, she thought, a small smile playing at her lips despite her exhaustion. I don't even know where to begin.

"Worth every penny of that commission," Liam murmured against her shoulder, his charm returning now that his desire had been sated. Lee said nothing, but his hand rested possessively on Sue's hip, his thumb tracing small circles on her bruised skin.

Sue closed her eyes briefly, savouring the moment, this peak of her transformation from ordinary estate agent to something altogether more powerful and free.

◆◆◆

Extension Clause





Sue pushed herself up from the circular bed, her legs wobbling beneath her. Every muscle in her body protested, deliciously sore in ways she'd never experienced before.

"Excuse me a moment, gentlemen," she managed, impressed by how steady her voice sounded despite the tremor in her limbs.

Lee gave a curt nod without looking up from his phone. Liam, ever the charmer, winked at her. 

Sue made her way across the plush carpet, pausing to pick up her handbag, and walked to the master bathroom, conscious of the brothers' eyes tracking her naked form. She closed the door behind her and immediately leaned against the marble counter for support, her body humming with the aftershocks of multiple orgasms.

Jimmy never used me like that, she thought, a mixture of pride and disbelief washing over her. No one has.

The bathroom was as ostentatious as the rest of the penthouse, gold fixtures, pink marble, and enough mirrors to make a ballet studio jealous. Sue found herself surrounded by reflections of her thoroughly debauched state. Her gaze caught on her image in the ornate gold-framed mirror above the sink.

She barely recognised herself. Her hair was dishevelled beyond repair, blonde strands sticking out at impossible angles while other sections were matted with sweat. Her lipstick had completely disappeared, leaving her lips swollen and bare. Her skin was flushed pink with exertion, a sheen of sweat still visible across her chest and stomach.

But it was the marks that made her breath catch. Sue's eyes widened as she catalogued the evidence of the past hour blooming on her body: dark fingerprints on her hips where Lee had gripped her during particularly vigorous thrusts, a distinct handprint on her bottom from when he'd spanked her, light bruising beginning to form at her collarbone where he'd held her down.

"David will lose his mind when he sees these," she whispered, tracing one mark gently with her fingertip. The slight pressure sent a ghostly echo of pleasure through her over-sensitised nerves.

She turned sideways, examining her profile. More bruises were forming, love bites on her inner thighs, red marks around her wrists where Liam had pinned her down. Each one represented a moment of exquisite pleasure-pain that had contributed to the most intense sexual experience of her life.

Sue contemplated a proper shower but decided against it. Instead, she took one of the plush hand towels, dampened it with warm water, and wiped between her legs, cleaning herself minimally. She deliberately left much of the brothers' combined release inside her, wanting to preserve the evidence of what had happened.

I want David to see me like this, she thought, a delicious shiver running through her despite her exhaustion. To smell them on me. To know exactly what they did.

The thought of David's reaction when she got home, how he would look at her with that mixture of jealousy and desperate arousal, sent a fresh pulse of desire through her core. She imagined describing every detail while he touched the marks on her skin, telling him how Lee had pushed into her from behind while Liam filled her mouth, how they'd used her in tandem like a well-rehearsed performance.

Sue opened her handbag and retrieved her phone. Three anxious texts from David greeted her:

"Any updates?"

"Everything ok?"

"Just let me know you're alright x"

She smiled, imagining him pacing their living room, aroused and worried in equal measure. With slightly trembling fingers, Sue typed a deliberately provocative message:

"Deal done. They're signing. Been thoroughly used in ways I'll tell you about later. These men are animals. Can't wait to get home to you x"

Her pulse quickened as she pressed send, visualising David's reaction to those words. She knew he would be painfully hard within seconds of reading it, his mind racing with possibilities.

Sue set the phone down and splashed cool water on her face, attempting to restore some semblance of composure. There was no hope for her hair, so she simply ran her fingers through it, smoothing it as best she could. She considered her dress lying somewhere in the bedroom and wondered how she would transform back into the professional estate agent after what had just transpired.

Taking a deep breath, Sue opened the bathroom door and returned to the master bedroom. The brothers had partially dressed in her absence, wearing their trousers but still shirtless. They stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows, deep in conversation about structural changes, pointing at load-bearing walls and discussing potential renovations.

Their voices shifted instantly from technical jargon to silence as she appeared, both turning to track her naked progress across the room. Sue felt a strange confidence in her nudity now, no longer self-conscious under their gaze.

"The bathroom's quite spectacular," she said, summoning professional commentary with surprising ease. "Though I imagine you'll be modernising that champagne glass shower first."

Liam laughed. "Among other things. The previous owner had interesting taste."

Lee approached Sue with a glass of water in hand, surprising her with this small consideration.

"Hydration is important," he stated matter-of-factly, his eyes clinically assessing her body for signs of distress. There was no warmth in his expression, just the same efficient approach he'd shown during sex.

Sue accepted the water gratefully, suddenly aware of her parched throat. She drank deeply, realising how dehydrated she'd become during their vigorous activities.

Even his aftercare is efficient, she thought with amusement, noting the contrast between Lee's business-like concern and Liam's appreciative stare from across the room.

Liam approached; his charm fully restored after the animalistic intensity he'd displayed earlier. He brushed his fingers through Sue's tangled hair, his touch surprisingly gentle.

"You were magnificent," he praised, his voice warm with what seemed like genuine appreciation. "Weren't she, Lee? Jimmy said you were enthusiastic, but that was something else entirely." His smile created those appealing dimples again, and Sue found herself responding to his charisma despite knowing it was calculated.

Lee nodded approvingly as he methodically buttoned his shirt. "You exceeded expectations," he said, which Sue realised was high praise from him, perhaps the equivalent of effusive compliments from anyone else.

He walked to where he'd left his briefcase, producing a folder of paperwork which he placed on the mirrored coffee table.

"As promised, the full asking price," Lee stated, uncapping an expensive fountain pen. Sue watched as he signed with an elegant flourish, not bothering to review the terms.

Twenty million pounds in exchange for an hour of pleasure, she thought, a sense of power flowing through her. Not a bad return.

Sue moved gather her emerald dress from where it had been discarded on the floor, considering how she might restore herself to some semblance of professionalism before leaving. Her hair was beyond saving, but perhaps with her dress back on, she could at least appear somewhat composed for the building's security cameras.

As she bent to retrieve the garment, Liam stopped her with a gentle hand on her bare arm.

"Actually," he said, his voice pitched low and intimate, "we were discussing something while you were freshening up." His eyes met Lee's across the room, receiving a slight nod of confirmation. 

"We're willing to offer ten percent above asking price," Lee stated, adjusting his cuffs precisely. "For another hour or so of your time."

Sue's breath caught as she calculated rapidly, an additional two million pounds for the property, meaning about… nine thousand pounds more in her commission alone. For another hour of pleasure. She felt a fresh pulse of heat between her legs at the thought, her body responding even as her mind scrambled to process the offer.

Her mouth had gone dry. The initial session had left her thoroughly used, her body bearing the marks of their enthusiasm. Yet something about their casual assumption that she could be purchased for more time sent a confusing mixture of indignation and arousal coursing through her.

Lee stepped closer, his presence imposing even without the advantage of height. "We didn't fully explore all possibilities in our first... session," he clarified, his gaze unwavering. "There are other configurations we'd like to try."

The clinical way he phrased it, like a business proposal, somehow made it more intensely erotic to Sue. He's talking about my body like it's another property to develop, she realised with a shiver of forbidden excitement.

Standing naked before these half-dressed clients should have made Sue feel vulnerable, but instead she recognised the power she held. Her limbs still trembled slightly from the intensity of multiple orgasms, yet their desire for more of her was palpable.

"Other configurations?" she echoed, her professional veneer attempting to reassert itself despite her nudity. The absurdity of maintaining escrow agent formality while discussing what was essentially high-class prostitution wasn't lost on her.

Sue hesitated briefly, mentally calculating her exhaustion against the potential rewards. Her body ached pleasantly, used in ways she hadn't experienced before, but the thought of earning that additional commission, and experiencing whatever new activities the brothers had planned, sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. David would never forgive me if I turned this down, she thought with a small internal laugh.

She glanced at the sales agreement Lee had already signed. The brothers were good for the money; that much was certain. And Jimmy would be ecstatic, this deal would single-handedly resolve Prime Estates' financial troubles. The business justification was clear, but Sue acknowledged to herself that it was only part of her motivation.

Liam's hand traced a delicate pattern up her naked thigh, his touch feather-light yet possessive. "We've barely scratched the surface of your potential, Sue," he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "You've demonstrated such... adaptability. We'd like to see just how flexible you can be." His fingers drifted higher, finding evidence that her body was already responding to the suggestion.

Sue shivered at his touch, her mind flashing to David waiting at home, imagining his reaction when she told him about this new development. His arousal at her adventures had only grown with each escalation, and this would drive him wild with desire. The mental image of David's face as she described being taken by both brothers simultaneously again, this time with whatever new "configurations" they had planned, sent another rush of wetness to where Liam's fingers explored.

Lee added with business-like precision, "We have some equipment in the car we'd like to introduce you to." His eyes flickered briefly to the mirrors surrounding them. "This space offers unique possibilities for documentation."

Sue realised they intended to film more extensively this time, the thought both terrifying and thrilling her. Evidence for David, her mind supplied immediately. He'll want to see.

Sue swallowed hard, aware of Liam's fingers still tracing lazy circles on her inner thigh, occasionally brushing against her centre with deliberate teasing. The act of negotiation while being touched so intimately added another layer of forbidden excitement.

"The additional commission would be significant," she said, attempting to maintain some professional pretence while her body betrayed her growing arousal. "What exactly did you have in mind for these... other configurations?"

Lee's calculating gaze swept over her naked body. "Our previous activities were merely preliminary," he explained, as though discussing architectural plans rather than sexual positions. "We prefer a more complete exploration in our second phase."

Liam's fingers dipped inside her briefly, making her gasp. "You're still so wet," he observed with appreciation. "Already eager for more, aren't you?"

Sue agreed eagerly, her voice huskier than she intended. "I'd be happy to facilitate an improved offer," she said, attempting professional language despite her naked state and the wetness Liam's fingers had discovered. "Client satisfaction is my primary concern."

Lee's lip quirked in what might almost be amusement at her attempt at formality while Liam laughed outright, his infectious warmth making Sue smile despite herself.

"I'll revise the paperwork immediately," Lee said, returning to his briefcase with efficient movements. Sue watched him extract a new contract, the crisp sound of paper a bizarre counterpoint to her debauched state.

"You're going to love what we have planned," Liam whispered, his fingers still exploring lazily. "We've had specific ideas since Jimmy first mentioned you."

Lee sent Liam to retrieve their "equipment" from the car while he began to undress again with methodical precision. "This time," Lee informed Sue as he removed his shirt, "we'll be more thorough in our examination of the property's features." His double meaning was clear as his eyes travelled over her body. "Every... space will be properly utilised."

Sue felt a momentary flutter of nervousness at his implication, but it was quickly subsumed by excitement. Her transformation these past months had awakened desires she'd never acknowledged before. With David's enthusiastic support, she'd crossed boundaries she'd never imagined approaching.

As Liam headed for the door, Sue grabbed her phone from her discarded handbag, seeing David's enthusiastic response to her previous message. She typed quickly: "They've offered 10% over asking price for another hour. About to 'celebrate' the signing... may be another hour or two. Can't wait to tell you EVERYTHING x" She added a devil emoji before sending, knowing it would drive David wild with anticipation.

The phone buzzed almost immediately with his response: "Fuck YES. Take it all. Can't wait. Love you x"

Those three simple words, "Take it all", sent a fresh thrill through Sue's body. She set the phone aside, looking up to see Lee watching her with that penetrating gaze that seemed to miss nothing.

"Your husband approves?" he asked, though his tone suggested he already knew the answer.

"Very enthusiastically," Sue confirmed, a smile spreading across her face.

Lee nodded, satisfied. "Good. We prefer clarity in our arrangements."

As she laid back on the damp bed, so thought to later… how do I even begin to describe this? she wondered, spreading her legs slightly as Lee turned his attention back to her. Her body hummed with anticipation as she heard Liam's footsteps returning, accompanied by the subtle sound of something metallic clinking in a bag. Well, she thought with a growing smile, at least I'll have plenty more to tell him about.

◆◆◆

Evidence of Occupancy





David paced the bedroom carpet, wearing a path between the bed and the window. He checked his phone for the dozenth time in as many minutes, re-reading Sue's last message with a mixture of arousal and nervous energy that left him unable to sit still.

"They've offered 10% over asking price for another hour. About to 'celebrate' the signing... may be another hour or two. Can't wait to tell you EVERYTHING."

That had been nearly three hours ago. David ran his fingers through his hair, his imagination supplying vivid scenarios of what "celebrating" might entail with those Harrington brothers. Sue's earlier text about being "thoroughly used" had kept him in a state of painful arousal all afternoon. He'd tried to write, to channel this electric tension into his novel, but the words wouldn't come. Not when all he could think about was Sue being taken by two men simultaneously in that ridiculous circular bed with its mirrored ceiling.

The sound of a car door slamming outside sent him rushing to the window. A black cab was pulling away from the kerb, and there was Sue, looking up at their bedroom window. Even from this distance, David could tell something was different about her. The way she moved, slightly gingerly, as she approached the front door.

His heart hammered against his ribcage as he heard the key in the lock downstairs. David froze, listening to Sue's slow footsteps on the stairs. They weren't her usual brisk pace, these were the measured steps of someone who'd been well and truly fucked, whose body carried the pleasant ache of thorough use.

When she appeared in the doorway, David's breath caught in his throat. Sue looked thoroughly debauched, her emerald dress wrinkled beyond repair, clinging to her curves in a way that suggested it had been hastily put back on. Her hair was wildly tousled in a way that screamed "just been fucked", not just the usual disarray of a windy day, but the kind of chaos that came from being grabbed, pulled, and held in position, matted with cum. She was barefoot, her expensive heels dangling precariously from two fingers.

Christ, she looks like she's been through a tornado... a sexual tornado, David thought, his cock hardening painfully at the sight.

"Hi," she said simply, her voice husky from overuse, that particular raspiness that came from having a throat thoroughly fucked. She dropped her shoes with a soft thud on the carpet and approached him with a predatory smile that belied her obvious exhaustion. "Miss me?"

David couldn't tear his eyes away from the obvious marks of her afternoon activities. There was light bruising around her neck, fingerprints clearly visible against her pale skin. At her collarbone, what was unmistakably a bite mark peeked out from the neckline of her dress, already darkening to a purple red. They've marked her everywhere. Claimed her. And she let them.

"You have no idea," David managed, his throat suddenly dry. "Your texts... I've been going mad waiting."

Sue reached for him, peeling off her wrinkled dress in one fluid motion and kicking it away with surprising disdain. She began undressing him without speaking further, her fingers working at his buttons with determination despite her obvious soreness. David watched her face, noticing how her eyes seemed different, satisfied yet somehow still hungry, like someone who'd discovered a new appetite they never knew they possessed.

"I want to feel you," she murmured. "Now."

As she worked on his shirt buttons, David's eyes travelled down her naked body, cataloguing the additional evidence of her afternoon. There were slight rug burns on her knees, the telltale redness that came from kneeling on carpet for extended periods. When she turned slightly, he noticed a distinct handprint on her bottom, five fingers clearly outlined in reddened flesh. Her nipples looked sore and darker than usual, with small indentations around the areolas.

Metal clamps? he wondered with a jolt of arousal that made his cock twitch visibly. What exactly did they do to her?

"I see you're already eager to hear about my afternoon," Sue said, glancing down at his obvious erection as she pushed his shirt off his shoulders. "The brothers send their regards. Well, not exactly, but they did say I had a 'very understanding husband.'"

David swallowed hard, imagining the Harrington brothers discussing him while they used his wife. The thought should have been humiliating but instead sent another surge of blood to his already painfully hard cock.

Sue pushed him onto the bed with surprising strength, climbing on top of him with practiced ease. As she straddled him, David glimpsed her 'ruined' pussy, swollen, reddened, and obviously dripping with semen that leaked slowly down her inner thighs. The sight was so raw, so primal, that he groaned involuntarily.

"Look what they did to me, David," she whispered, her voice a mixture of pride and renewed arousal. "Both of them. Multiple times."

David couldn't form coherent words as Sue slid onto him without preamble, her pussy noticeably less tight than usual, soaking wet and slippery with her juices and the men's semen. The heat of her was like a furnace, her internal muscles gripping him despite having been thoroughly stretched by the brothers earlier.

"Fuck, Sue," he gasped, hands gripping her thighs. "You're so... they really..."

He felt the evidence of her afternoon surrounding his cock, the slickness, the slight gaping that allowed him to slide in without resistance, the heat that seemed magnified by the other men's contributions. It was like nothing he'd ever felt before, this physical proof of her adventures written in the language of flesh and fluid.

Sue's eyes held his as she began to move, her expression a complex mixture of triumph, vulnerability, and raw need. There was something different about her now, something fundamentally changed. Not just physically but in her very essence. She moved with a new confidence, claiming her pleasure with the assurance of a woman who had been thoroughly worshipped and devastated in equal measure.

David stared up at his wife, this new version of Sue who had been claimed by others yet somehow seemed more completely his than ever and felt his world shift on its axis. The marks on her body, the slickness between her legs, the hoarseness of her voice, all of it told a story he was desperate to hear in explicit detail, even as his body responded to the physical evidence before him.

"Do you want to hear about it?" Sue asked, beginning to slowly rock on him, wincing slightly from soreness but determined, nonetheless. "How they took turns with me? How they used me together?"

David nodded eagerly, his hands finding her hips, inadvertently matching his fingers to the bruises already there. "Everything. Tell me everything." His voice came out rougher than intended, thick with an arousal that bordered on painful.

Sue began her recounting as she slowly rode him. "They were nothing like Jimmy," she started, her voice taking on a dreamy quality. "Cold. Calculating. Like they'd done this a hundred times before." She moved her hips in a slow circle that made David bite his lip to maintain control. "Lee hardly spoke, just... commanded. And Liam, God, he'd be charming your socks off while his brother was already working out how to bend you over."

David watched Sue's face as she spoke, fascinated by the expressions flitting across her features, reminiscence, arousal, a hint of discomfort when she shifted position. His hands tightened instinctively on her hips as she continued.

"The minute we got to that ridiculous bedroom with the circular bed and mirrors everywhere, I knew what was going to happen," Sue continued, her pace increasing slightly. "Lee just said 'Show us what Jimmy's been enjoying' and I... I just let my dress drop to the floor."

The mental image hit David like a physical blow, Sue standing naked before two powerful strangers, her body offered up for their pleasure, all while knowing she'd be describing every moment to him later. He felt a drop of sweat trickle down his temple as he fought against the urge to thrust upward. He wanted this to last, wanted to hear every detail while feeling the physical evidence around his cock.

"Did they touch you right away?" he asked, his voice strained as he fought to maintain control.

"No," Sue said with a small laugh. "They just... looked at me. Like they were assessing merchandise. Lee made me turn around, show them everything." She shivered at the memory, her internal muscles clenching around David momentarily. "It should have felt degrading but... God, David, it made me so wet."

David's mind filled with images of his wife displaying herself, turning slowly while two predatory men evaluated her from every angle. He pictured her growing arousal as she stood there, becoming excited by her own objectification. The thought made his cock twitch inside her, drawing a small gasp from Sue as she continued to ride him.

"Then what happened?" David prompted, his hands moving to cup her breasts, making Sue hiss slightly in pain. They must have been rough with her breasts too; he thought with a strange mix of jealousy and excitement. The marks he'd glimpsed earlier around her nipples suddenly made sense.

"Sorry," he murmured, moving his hands back to her hips. "They hurt you?"

Sue nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. "In all the right ways. Nipple clamps, David. During the second hour. Metal ones connected by a chain that Lee would tug on while his brother fucked me from behind." Her eyes took on a faraway look, reliving the sensation as she spoke. "I never thought I'd enjoy something like that, but the pain... it made everything else more intense."

David swallowed hard, picturing the scene with painful clarity.  The image was so vivid he could almost hear the sounds she must have made.

"With that extra commission for the 2nd hour… that's... that's nearly hundred k commission for you in total?" he managed to ask, trying to ground himself in practicality while his body thrummed with anything but practical thoughts.

"Worth every bruise," Sue confirmed, her pace quickening despite her soreness. She shifted slightly, finding an angle that seemed to cause her less discomfort, and David felt a fresh flood of wetness around his cock as she moved. "But you want to hear about the first hour, don't you? When they made me get on my knees between them?" Her voice dropped to a whisper. "I had to take turns, David. One in my mouth while I used my hand on the other."

David's fingers tightened on Sue's hips as the image formed in his mind, his wife kneeling before two men, servicing them in turn, her mouth stretched around one while her hand worked the other. He thought of how she must have looked, naked and subservient between their clothed bodies, performing for their pleasure. The contrast of his elegant, professional wife reduced to such a primal role sent a surge of blood to his already straining cock.

He noticed Sue's hands were braced on his chest for support, and there were faint marks around her wrists that looked like rope burns. So, they'd tied her up too, he realised, imagining Sue bound and helpless before these two powerful men. The thought should have filled him with rage, but instead it intensified his arousal to an almost unbearable degree.

Sue continued her story, her voice growing breathier as her arousal built despite her obvious soreness. "Lee kept pulling my hair, controlling how deep I took him," her eyes half-closed in remembrance. "And Liam wouldn't stop talking, telling me what a good girl I was, how perfectly I was taking them both."

Her pace atop David had increased without her seeming to notice, her body responding to the memories even as her voice occasionally caught with discomfort. David wanted to tell her to slow down, to take care of herself, but he couldn't form the words. All he could do was watch her lost in the recollection of her afternoon, her body moving instinctively despite its soreness.

"They worked together so perfectly," Sue continued. "Like they'd done it countless times before. One would direct while the other... implemented." She gave a small laugh that turned into a moan as she shifted angles slightly. "That's the only way I can describe it. They knew exactly what they wanted and how to get it from me."

David was mesmerised by Sue's expression, the mixture of remembered pleasure and present arousal transforming her features into something almost otherworldly.   

"It was Liam who suggested filming it," Sue continued, her voice husky with remembered pleasure. "Said it was for their 'private collection’, but I think they wanted insurance... proof that I willingly participated." She leaned closer to David's ear, her breasts brushing against his chest, sending jolts of electricity through him. "They have videos of me being fucked by both of them, David. Begging for more."

The thought of Sue being recorded in such intimate moments with two strangers made David's cock throb painfully inside her. His mind conjured images of his wife performing for the camera, her face contorted with pleasure as the brothers used her body. He pictured himself watching that footage later, seeing Sue from angles he'd never witnessed before, hearing her beg men he'd never met for more of their cocks.

David's breath hitched in his throat. "Did you... was it at the same time?" he asked, hardly daring to voice what he was imagining. Their discussions had included fantasies of Sue with multiple men, but the reality of it, his wife actually taking two men simultaneously, seemed so much more intense than any scenario they'd discussed in bed.

Sue nodded, her eyes glazed with the memory, pupils dilated with arousal. Her hips continued their rhythm atop him, though he could tell from her occasional winces that she was still tender from the afternoon's activities.

"Lee stretched me from behind while Liam was already inside me," she confirmed, her voice dropping to an almost reverent whisper. "I've never felt so full, so completely taken." Her voice broke slightly, emotion and remembered sensation overwhelming her momentarily. "It hurt at first, but then... God, David, I came so hard I nearly blacked out."

David pictured it vividly, Sue sandwiched between the two brothers, Lee's cold dominance behind her while Liam's calculated charm worked from below.   His cock twitched inside her at the mental image, making her gasp slightly.

"Christ," David groaned, the mental image pushing him dangerously close to climax. He fought to maintain control, not wanting this moment to end too quickly. "And they both... inside you?"

Sue's lips curled into a wicked smile that seemed to transform her face, revealing a side of her he'd glimpsed only in recent months. 

"Multiple times," she confirmed, that smile widening to reveal teeth that had been busy on the brothers' bodies hours earlier. "They wanted to mark me. Make me remember them." She leaned down to kiss him, her lips noticeably swollen from rough use. David tasted something unfamiliar on her mouth as she whispered against his lips, "Can you taste them on me?"

David's control snapped at her words. The thought that he might be tasting traces of the Harrington brothers on his wife's lips sent a surge of possessive desire through him that was impossible to contain. He gripped her hips hard, fingers digging into the same bruises the brothers had left earlier, thrusting up into her with renewed vigour.

Sue gasped at his sudden forcefulness but matched his pace, her body responding despite its obvious soreness. Her breasts bounced with each impact, the marks around her nipples visible even in the dim bedroom light.

"The second hour was even more intense," she gasped as his pace increased, her words coming in breathless bursts timed to his thrusts. "And... they filmed it all on a proper camera, said they'd send me the footage, for you, as a gift. They had equipment, toys I'd never seen before."

David's mind reeled at the implications. These men had not only taken his wife in every way imaginable, but they'd documented it all, knowing he would watch it later. There was something both humiliating and incredibly arousing about the brothers acknowledging his role in this arrangement, preparing visual evidence specifically for his consumption. His cock hardened further at the thought, making Sue whimper as she felt him grow inside her.

"Tell me," David demanded, feeling his climax approaching rapidly despite his efforts to delay it. His fingers dug deeper into the marks on Sue's hips, reclaiming territory that had been thoroughly explored by other hands just hours earlier.

Sue's eyes locked with his, her expression a mixture of remembered pleasure and current excitement as she described how after tying her up, Lee methodically worked a large anal toy into her while Liam photographed the process, how they made her use a huge dildo on herself while they recovered between rounds. Her words painted vivid pictures that David couldn't help but see in his mind's eye, Sue splayed open for these men's pleasure, being posed and positioned like an expensive toy.

"But the most intense," Sue said, her own orgasm visibly building as she rocked on David, her internal muscles beginning to flutter around him, "was when they both fucked my pussy at the same time. I didn't think it was possible, but they stretched me so wide, David. I can still feel it now."

The image hit David with almost physical force, Sue's pussy stretched beyond its limits, accommodating two men simultaneously, her face contorted in that unique blend of pain and pleasure that comes from being taken to one's absolute limits. He could almost hear her cries, see her body sandwiched between the two powerful men as they used her together, stretching her in ways he never could alone.

David's orgasm hit him with unexpected force as Sue described how the brothers finished inside her simultaneously, filling her beyond capacity. "Sue!" he cried out, gripping her marked hips as he emptied himself into her already cum-filled pussy. The thought of his own release mixing with that of the Harrington brothers inside his wife intensified his pleasure to an almost unbearable degree.

Sue collapsed onto David's chest, both breathing heavily, sweat mingling between their bodies. Her hair, still matted and wild from her earlier adventure, tickled his chin as she nestled against him.

"I saved all the details for you," she murmured against his neck, her voice soft with exhaustion and satisfaction. "Every touch, every position. All for you to hear."

David wrapped his arms around her, mindful of her various tender spots. "I love you," he said fervently. "God, I love you so much."

Sue's body felt different against his, familiar yet transformed by the experiences of recent weeks. 

"I know," Sue said with a soft smile, her eyes already drooping with exhaustion. "That's why I could do it. Because I'd be coming home to you." She nestled against him, her body warm and pliant. "Besides," she added with a yawn, "wait until you hear what Jimmy has planned for next month. He sent an e-mail. The brothers might be returning for another property... and they asked for him to be there too…"

David's cock stirred against her thigh despite their recent exertions. The thought of Sue with Jimmy and both Harrington brothers simultaneously sent a confused jumble of emotions cascading through him, jealousy, arousal, possessiveness, and pride all tangled together in a knot he no longer tried to unravel.

He stroked Sue's hair as she began to drift off, his mind already cataloguing every detail she'd shared, knowing he'd write it all down in the morning. Sue Maxwell, respectable estate agent by day, sexual goddess by arrangement, he thought with wonder. And she's all mine.

In the dim light of their bedroom, David studied his sleeping wife's face. The lines of stress that had creased her forehead during her sales slump had vanished, replaced by a serene confidence he hadn't seen in years. Her lips, slightly parted in sleep, had whispered unspeakable confessions into his ear over these past weeks, detailed accounts of acts he'd only imagined in his most private fantasies. Those same lips had kissed clients, wrapped around cocks that weren't his, gasped promises and pleas that David had later transcribed into his secret notebooks.

Their bedroom had become a confessional of sorts. A sacred space where Sue's exploits were transformed from potential threats to their marriage into bonds that strengthened it. Each confession, each detailed description of what happened in expensive properties across London, had become woven into the fabric of their relationship.

David's writer's mind couldn't help but appreciate the narrative irony. He'd spent years creating fictional characters who lived out exotic sexual scenarios while his own intimate life had grown predictable. Now, reality had surpassed his imagination. His wife, his beautiful, surprising wife, had embraced a sexuality more vibrant and daring than anything he'd dared write.

As Sue's breathing deepened into sleep, David carefully pulled the duvet over her marked body, a sense of profound satisfaction washing over him. His writer's block was gone, in its place, a wealth of material drawn from his wife's transformation. Material that, he realised with a start, might just become his most successful book yet.

The laptop on his bedside table held the first eight chapters of what he'd tentatively titled "The Estate Agent's Secret." A thinly veiled account of Sue's journey from frustrated professional to sexually liberated hotwife. He'd changed the names, altered enough details to maintain plausible deniability, but the emotional truth of their experience remained intact. His fingers itched to continue writing, to capture this moment of tenderness following Sue's casual bombshell about Jimmy's plans for next month.

David brushed a strand of hair from Sue's forehead, marvelling at how peaceful she looked. The same woman who had texted him lurid details of her afternoon with the Harrington brothers now slept like an exhausted child, her body recovering from their own passionate reunion. The dichotomy fascinated him, how Sue could compartmentalise these experiences, remaining his loving wife while exploring dimensions of her sexuality with others.

The walls of their Kentish Town home had absorbed countless confessions over these past months. From that first hesitant discussion about Sue changing her work wardrobe to tonight's casual mention of potentially entertaining three men at once, their journey had unfolded in this very bedroom. David wondered what their house would think if walls could indeed talk. Would it judge them for rewriting the rules of their marriage, or would it recognise the genuine love that underpinned every transgression?

David's last thought before drifting off was of his manuscript waiting on the laptop. Eight chapters completed, perhaps another fifteen to go. Sue's adventures had only just begun, and with them, his renaissance as a writer. From creative drought to a flood of inspiration in the span of a few months, all because he'd encouraged his wife to embrace her sexuality as a professional asset. 


Chapter 12: Epilogue

Full Circle

Sue Maxwell paused at the entrance of Prime Estates, her manicured fingers brushing against the glass door as she prepared to leave for the day. Three months had passed since the Kensington penthouse viewing, three months that had transformed not just her life but the entire agency. The framed article from "London Property Week" caught her eye, its bold headline proudly declaring "Prime Estates' Remarkable Turnaround: How a Boutique Agency Defied the Market." She couldn't help but smile, knowing exactly what had catalysed that remarkable turnaround.

Light from the setting sun filtered through the windows, casting a golden glow across the reception area. Prime Estates looked different now, more polished, more confident. Much like herself.

"Right, so when you're showing the brochure, don't be obvious about it," Sophie was saying, her voice carrying across the office. "It's all about subtlety."

Sue stopped to watch as Sophie demonstrated for Melissa, their newest hire. The beautiful young woman, barely twenty-four with sharp features and eager eyes, paid rapt attention as Sophie unbuttoned her silk blouse just enough to create interest without crossing into tackiness.

"See?" Sophie continued. "One button makes all the difference. Two says desperate. None says frigid. But one..." She smiled, adjusting the brochure against her chest. "One says confident professional who knows exactly what she's worth."

Jules nodded in agreement. "And always maintain eye contact when you do it. Makes them think it's accidental when we both know it's bloody well not."

Sue suppressed a chuckle. How things had changed. Three months ago, Sophie had been her fiercest competitor, dismissive of Sue's "outdated" approach. Now she was practically teaching Sue's techniques, albeit with her own youthful spin.

"Mrs. Maxwell knows all about this," Sophie added, noticing Sue watching. "She wrote the bloody playbook."

Sue waved away the compliment but secretly enjoyed it. "Just remember, it's about connection, not just flirtation. These people are making the biggest purchases of their lives. They need to trust you as much as desire you."

"Exactly," Jules affirmed. "Sophie's still learning that part."

Sophie rolled her eyes good-naturedly. "Says the woman who closed the Belgravia townhouse by accidentally dropping her pen six times."

"It wasn't an accident after the second time," Jules admitted with a wink.

The three younger women laughed, and Sue felt a flush of pride. This was her legacy, not just the sales figures, but this mentorship of a new generation who understood that sexuality and professionalism weren't mutually exclusive.

"Heading home to the writer?" Jules asked, her smile knowing.

"Indeed," Sue replied, deliberately casual. "He's been holed up all day finishing his second manuscript."

"God, I still can't believe your husband writes those books," Sophie said with undisguised fascination. "That last one was..."

"Instructive?" Jules suggested innocently.

"I was going to say, 'hot as fuck,' but instructive works too."

Melissa looked confused. "Sorry, what books?"

The other two exchanged glances but said nothing, respecting the thin veil of plausible deniability that Sue and David maintained about his writing career. His bestselling first hotwife novel "The Estate Agent's Secret" had rocketed up the Amazon charts two months ago, finding an eager audience of men who devoured it on Kindle Unlimited while their wives slept beside them.

Sue simply smiled. "Fiction," she replied. "My husband has quite the imagination."

She turned toward the window display, admiring the glossy photographs now adorned with diagonal red "SOLD" banners. Prime Estates had closed more premium properties in the last quarter than in the previous year combined. And there, prominently featured despite being long sold, was the Kensington penthouse, completely transformed from its gaudy 80s time capsule into a sleek contemporary masterpiece. The Harrington brothers had spared no expense, turning the mirrored nightmare into a minimalist dream of clean lines and strategic lighting that had attracted Saudi royalty exactly as planned.

Sue remembered the circular bed, the mirrors, the cold calculations of Lee Harrington as he'd positioned her exactly where he wanted her. The memory sent a shiver down her spine that was neither entirely pleasant nor entirely unpleasant, just powerful.

"That penthouse renovation was incredible," Jules remarked, following Sue's gaze. "Jimmy says the Harrington brothers are looking for another project. Apparently, they specifically requested you as their agent."

"I'm sure they did," Sue replied dryly.

"Did something happen with them?" Melissa asked innocently. "They seem so... intense in their promotional photos."

Sophie and Jules exchanged another knowing glance that Sue pretended not to notice.

"Mrs. Maxwell just has a knack for understanding their vision," Sophie explained, the euphemism hanging heavy in the air between the initiated.

Sue's phone buzzed in her handbag. She fished it out, noting Jimmy's name on the group message that included both her and David:

Still on for dinner tomorrow? Amanda's excited to finally meet you both properly. 8PM. Dress code: whatever makes you comfortable. Or uncomfortable, if you prefer. Champagne will be chilled.

The implication wasn't subtle, and Sue felt a familiar warmth spreading through her body. Jimmy and his interior designer fiancée Amanda had been suggesting this double date for months, each message growing progressively more transparent about their intentions.

Sue typed a quick response: Looking forward to it. David's bringing a bottle of that Islay whisky you enjoyed last time.

She slipped the phone back into her bag and straightened her pencil skirt, designer now, not high street. Another of the changes, the last few months had brought. Success suited her wardrobe as much as her confidence.

"Right, I'm off. Have a good weekend, ladies. Melissa, remember what they're teaching you, but find your own style too."

"Yes, Mrs. Maxwell," Melissa nodded eagerly.

"And for God's sake, call me Sue. Mrs. Maxwell makes me sound ancient."

"Yes, Mrs.-I mean, Sue."

As Sue pushed through the door into the pleasant evening air, she heard Sophie's voice behind her: "Trust me, Melissa, you want to take notes. That woman's commission last quarter was more than what I made all last year."

Sue smiled to herself as she walked toward her car, not the modest hatchback of six months ago but a sleek Audi convertible, top down to enjoy the rare perfect London evening. Another indulgence from the Harrington brothers' commission.

She thought about David at home, hunched over his laptop, weaving their experiences into fiction that strangers devoured without knowing they were reading something closer to documentary than fantasy. She thought about Jimmy's text and tomorrow's dinner, where boundaries would inevitably be tested and crossed. She thought about how utterly different her life had become in less than a year.

The Sue Maxwell who had stared despondently at an empty inbox and compared herself unfavourably to younger colleagues felt like someone she'd met in a dream, familiar but increasingly distant.

As she reached her car, Sue took one last glance at Prime Estates, the agency's illuminated sign glowing against the darkening sky. The place where everything had changed, where David's suggestion to "sex it up a bit" had cascaded into a transformation neither of them could have predicted.

◆◆◆

Sue slipped the key into the lock, pushing the door open with a contented sigh. The house welcomed her with familiar scents, leather-bound books, the faint lingering aroma of this morning's coffee, and something uniquely them. Home. She kicked off her heels by the door, relishing the immediate relief through her arches.

"David?" she called, dropping her keys in the ceramic bowl they'd bought in Portobello Market years ago, before everything had changed.

No answer came, but she heard the rapid-fire clicking of keyboard keys from his office. Sue smiled to herself. When David was in writing mode, an earthquake could shake the house, and he'd barely notice.

She padded quietly toward his office door, which stood slightly ajar. Through the gap, she could see him hunched over his laptop, his brow furrowed in concentration. The glow of the screen illuminated his face in the dimming evening light. Sue paused, watching him work for a moment, appreciating his complete absorption.

David hadn't heard her. He was utterly lost in whatever scene he was crafting, occasionally pausing to stare into space before attacking the keyboard with renewed vigour. Sue glanced at the top of his screen where she could make out the header: "Hotwife Tales: Private Viewing - Chapter 24." Below it, a word counter showed 79,846.

Nearly finished then. His second proper novel-length work in years. Pride swelled in her chest knowing she'd inspired every word.

Sue moved behind him and gently placed her hands on his shoulders.

David nearly jumped out of his chair, spinning around with wide eyes. "Jesus! You scared the life out of me!" He quickly hit save and closed the laptop in one fluid motion, as though caught doing something illicit rather than drafting a book they both knew was about them.

"Sorry," Sue laughed, not feeling sorry at all. "Deep in the creative process, were you?"

David ran a hand through his hair, making it stand up at odd angles. "Just finishing the final chapter. I think it's really coming together." His eyes refocused, fully leaving his fictional world behind as he looked up at her. "How was your day?"

Sue perched herself on the edge of his desk, deliberately allowing her pencil skirt to ride up her thighs. She noticed his eyes following the movement, the way they lingered on the lace tops of her stockings.

"Fascinating, actually," she said, crossing her legs slowly. "Jimmy shared some news about the agency's finances. He's paid off the primary loan completely."

David raised his eyebrows. "Already? That was what, almost half a million pounds?"

"Five hundred and twenty thousand," Sue confirmed. "And he's renegotiated terms on the remaining debt. You should have seen him with the bank manager, totally different from the Jimmy of six months ago. No desperate charm, just genuine confidence."

David nodded, absently fingering the expensive watch on his wrist, Jimmy's thank-you gift delivered after the Saudi deal had closed. The platinum Omega had arrived in a discreet black box with a handwritten note: "For the man who lets me borrow what's most precious to him."

"It's like night and day," Sue continued. "He used to flirt and charm to cover his panic. Now he does it from a place of actual strength." She leaned closer to David. "And that's not all. He's offered me a partnership stake in the company."

"A partnership?" David straightened in his chair. "That's fantastic, Sue."

She nodded, excitement bubbling through her. "For the planned expansion to Notting Hill. He's been much more generous with commissions since the business stabilised. I think he genuinely wants me invested in the long-term success, not just..."

"Not just as his occasional dessert?" David finished with a teasing smile.

Sue felt her cheeks warm. Even after everything they'd done, everything they'd shared, David could still make her blush with that knowing look.

"Speaking of which," she said, "he's been quite explicit about tomorrow's dinner with Amanda. He wants both of us to go."

"Both?"

She nodded. "He said he wants to thank you personally for 'your understanding' that saved the business." Sue traced a pattern on David's desk with her fingertip. "It's strange how he's evolved, isn't it? From just being my boss to being a lover, and now he's something else entirely, a business partner, a friend with benefits."

"With very good benefits, judging by your face when you come home from those 'late meetings,'" David teased.

Sue slapped his arm playfully. "What I appreciate most is how he respects our marriage. He always checks with you first, never pressures me." She paused. "He's even picked up on how much you enjoy hearing the details afterward."

"Did Jimmy mention anything about that book idea of his?" David asked, changing the subject slightly.

Sue laughed. "Yes! 'Personal Service: The Art of Client Satisfaction.' He's quite serious about it. Says the business principles could help other agencies without being explicit about the... additional services."

"We're developing parallel writing careers," David chuckled. "Him with business advice, me with erotica. Perhaps we should compare notes sometime."

Later, as they prepared for bed, Sue's phone pinged with Jimmy's distinctive notification sound. She retrieved it from her handbag and opened the message, which showed a photo of a Middle Eastern businessman in traditional dress standing beside a sleek Bentley.

The text beneath read: "A Saudi client is coming next month. He was the money behind Lee and Liam. Wants the 'full personalised tour' - I think he's bringing one of his more open-minded wives and a bodyguard… Both of you up for it? Will make it worth your while."

She felt David reading over her shoulder, his breath catching slightly.

"Both of us?" he murmured, eyes widening at the implications.

Sue turned to look at him, searching his expression. "That's... different."

David reached for his notebook on the nightstand. "I think I just found my inspiration for the sequel..." His eyes had that distant look they got when he was already imagining scenes, characters, scenarios.

Sue placed her phone down and turned fully toward him, pressing her body against his. She kissed him deeply, her fingers already working on his belt.

"Before you write anything," she whispered against his lips, "perhaps we should role-play some possibilities."

David groaned as her hand slipped inside his loosened trousers. "Research is crucial for authenticity," he agreed, voice husky.

They fell onto the bed together, clothes being hastily discarded. Sue straddled him, her skin glowing in the bedroom's soft lighting. She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear.

"I never imagined our marriage could evolve into something so exciting," she whispered, rolling her hips against him.

David gripped her waist, looking up at her with equal parts desire and wonder. "This is just the beginning, love. Wait until you read what I have planned for us next."

Sue lifted her hips, positioning herself above him. "Are you going to write about what might happen with Jimmy and the Saudi investor?"

David's smile was mysterious, even as his eyes darkened with lust. "Some stories are too good to rush, they deserve to be experienced properly first."




THE END?
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A Marriage Evolved

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A Wife Controlled

Emily Harrington has embraced her new lifestyle with her loving husband James's enthusiastic support. As their journey of exploration continues, the departure of her first lover marks the end of an era - but new horizons beckon as Emily discovers fresh desires and pushes her boundaries further than ever before.

When a chance encounter with a young admirer leads to increasingly daring adventures, Emily finds herself caught between exhilarating pleasure and mounting pressure. As her husband watches proudly from the sidelines, she begins to explore the world of adult entertainment under the guidance of experienced industry professionals. Her natural talent and uninhibited nature quickly catch the attention of producers and fellow performers alike.

However, not everything is as it seems. Dark forces are at work, and Emily soon finds herself trapped in an increasingly dangerous web of manipulation and control. Her young admirer reveals a predatory nature that threatens not just her newfound freedom, but her entire world. With her marriage, career, and reputation at stake, Emily must find the strength to take back control of her destiny.

As she navigates these treacherous waters, Emily discovers unexpected allies in old friends and new acquaintances. Her husband James proves to be her strongest supporter, helping her turn the tables on those who would seek to exploit her. Together, they devise a plan to expose the truth and reclaim their power dynamic.

Throughout her ordeal, Emily's experiences lead her to question her own desires and boundaries. The line between pleasure and danger becomes increasingly blurred as she explores the depths of her submission while maintaining her core strength. Her journey of self-discovery takes unexpected turns, leading her to consider new career possibilities that would have seemed unthinkable mere months ago.

The clubs and private parties of London's exclusive adult scene become both her playground and battlefield. As Emily's reputation grows, so do the opportunities presented to her. But with greater visibility comes increased risk, and she must carefully balance her public persona with her private life.

With James by her side, Emily emerges from her trials stronger and more confident than ever. Their relationship deepens through each challenge, proving that true love can weather any storm. As they look to the future, new doors open - but shadows lurk in unexpected places, hinting at challenges yet to come.

This second instalment in “The Harringtons” series delves deeper into themes of trust, power, and personal growth. Emily's journey from a confident wife to an independent performer showcases the strength found in vulnerability and the power of honest communication in relationships. As the story concludes, readers will find themselves eagerly anticipating what the future holds for this remarkable couple.

Office Desires

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Personal Trainer

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


A Couple Possessed

From British urban erotica author Chris P. Rider comes the explosive finale to his "The Harringtons" hotwife trilogy. "A Couple Possessed" delves deeper into Emily and James's journey from innocent exploration to a world of dark obsession and dangerous desires.

After their successful venture into adult content creation catches the eye of mysterious billionaire Solomon Pierce, Emily and James find themselves drawn into a world of unimaginable luxury and unlimited opportunities. When Solomon offers them an exclusive contract and a penthouse apartment in London's most prestigious address, it seems too good to refuse.

But beneath the glittering surface lies a web of secrets. As Emily's performances become increasingly elaborate, and James's role shifts from husband to director, they discover their benefactor's interest goes far beyond professional admiration.

Strange warnings about a missing couple begin to surface, and the disappearance of Jennifer and Noah Butler haunts their thoughts. The discovery of a hidden diary sets Emily and James on a desperate race against time, forcing them to question everything they thought they knew about their new lifestyle.

Their journey takes them from exclusive London clubs to a medieval Scottish castle, where Solomon's true nature is finally revealed. As the stakes escalate and the danger mounts, Emily and James must decide how far they're willing to go to escape the golden cage they've willingly entered.

With pulse-pounding suspense and scorching encounters, "A Couple Possessed" pushes boundaries while exploring themes of trust, power, and the price of ultimate pleasure. The novel weaves together elements of a psychological thriller with passionate explicit romance, creating a unique and unforgettable reading experience.

Continuing the success of the first two books in the series, this final instalment delivers the perfect blend of suspense and sensuality that fans have come to expect. The author masterfully balances intimate moments with edge-of-your-seat tension, leading to an explosive conclusion that will leave readers breathless.

This gripping finale to The Harringtons trilogy is perfect for fans of dark romance and psychological thrillers who aren't afraid to explore the shadowy depths of desire. The novel contains mature themes and situations intended for adult readers only.

"A masterful blend of suspense and sensuality. The Harringtons trilogy reaches new heights in this thrilling conclusion."
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