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Chapter One: An Old Friend, A New Tension

It had been five years since Raj and Antara moved to London.

Life had grown into something stable. Predictable. They had their home, their children, their routines. Soccer practices, school pickups, movie nights that never made it past the first hour. The quiet rhythm of a middle-aged marriage.

But this weekend, their children were gone—off on a school camping trip. And the house, for once, was silent.

And then Ajay arrived.

He stepped into their entryway just after seven, dragging his suitcase behind him, wearing that same cocky grin Antara remembered from university. He looked broader now—filled out with age and confidence. The grey in his beard suited him. There was a casual magnetism about him, the kind that didn’t fade with time.

“Antara,” he said, holding her in a hug that lasted just long enough. “You haven’t aged a day.”

She laughed, brushing off the compliment. “You’re blind, Ajay.”

But she flushed, and her body didn’t lie. She hadn’t been looked at that way in a long time. Not by Raj. Not by anyone.

Raj clapped him on the back. “You’re lucky we like you. We cleared space and everything.”

“Your guest room still has boxes,” Antara reminded him.

“Details,” Raj shrugged. “We’ll sort it.”

Ajay dropped his bag and stretched. “God, it feels good to be back. Feels like college.”

Antara didn’t miss the way he looked at her when he said it.



Dinner was familiar: butter chicken, jeera rice, red wine, and old stories. The kind you only laugh at when you’re with people who remember your worst years.

They sat at the table long after the food was gone, sipping from their glasses and letting the years fall away.

Ajay told stories. He always had that gift. Raj laughed with his head thrown back, but Ajay’s eyes kept drifting to Antara. And she noticed.

He told a story about a college friend who swore by live-in relationships.

“Trial period before marriage,” Ajay said, pouring himself another glass. “He said it's the only way to know someone.”

Raj nodded in agreement, but Antara raised an eyebrow. “Easy to say overseas. Not as easy when you’re a woman in India and everyone’s watching your every move.”

Ajay looked at her, surprised. “You? Traditional?”

Antara tilted her head. “Why not?”

He smirked. “I just… always thought you were more… free-spirited.”

“Because I married your roommate?”

Ajay chuckled. “No. Because I remember the knocks on the door.”

Antara blinked.

Raj was grinning into his glass.

“I wasn’t supposed to walk in, right?” Ajay teased. “Raj had a system.”

She flushed, but kept her voice light. “You should’ve knocked.”

“I did. Raj was already doing the knocking.”

That made Raj laugh out loud. Antara just shook her head and took a long sip of wine.



Later, they moved to the couch. Antara curled up between the two men. The wine had made her relaxed. Warm. The tension was light, but it was there—like static in the air.

Ajay stretched, his arm along the back of the couch, brushing her shoulder. Her thigh rested against his. She didn’t move.

He turned to her mid-conversation. “Still like Brighton Beach?”

She smiled. “I haven’t worn a bikini in years.”

“You should. You’d still stop traffic.”

That made her look away—but not before he saw her lips curve.

Raj returned from the kitchen with another bottle. “The guest bed’s still a mess,” he said.

“I’ll take the couch,” Ajay offered.

“No,” Antara said before she could think.

Both men looked at her.

She blinked. “It’s a warm night. The A/C’s only in the master. And the bed’s big. It’s just one night.”

Ajay raised an eyebrow.

Raj gave a slow nod. “It’s true. It’s king-sized.”

Ajay hesitated for one heartbeat, then smiled. “Just like old times.”

Antara stood first. Her legs were a little unsteady—not just from the wine.

She didn’t look back to see who was watching her walk.



They slipped into the dark bedroom. No bedside lamps. Just the faint glow of hallway light creeping in through the cracked door.

Antara climbed in first, pulling the blanket up over her. Raj slid in beside her, facing the wall. Ajay took the far side.

The bed dipped under his weight.

For a moment, everything was still.

Then a movement. A rustle.

A leg brushed hers under the covers.

She told herself it could have been an accident.

Until it happened again.


Chapter Two: The First Touches

The blanket was warm. The room, dim.

A shaft of amber light from the hallway spilled faintly across the bed, just enough to catch the slope of Antara’s hip under the sheets. Her husband, Raj, lay on one side of her—his back turned, still as stone. Ajay, Raj’s old college friend and their guest for the weekend, lay on the other side. Close. Maybe too close.

Antara could feel his body heat through the thin cotton of her nightdress.

They had barely settled in when she felt it. A shift in the bed. A slight tremble of the mattress. And then, beneath the blanket, Ajay’s leg brushed hers.

At first, she thought it might have been an accident.

But when it happened again—firmer this time, unmistakable—she didn’t move away.

Her breath slowed.

The wine was still humming through her bloodstream, making everything soft around the edges. Her limbs felt lazy, but her nerves were sharp, tingling beneath her skin. Ajay’s fingers grazed hers under the blanket. They paused there—light, hesitant.

She didn’t pull back.

He circled her wrist softly, trailing over her skin as if memorizing it.

Her body tensed, and she felt a rush of warmth between her thighs.

Then, slowly, his hand moved upward. Grazing the side of her breast. Testing. Fingertips touching the underside of her bra, barely lifting it before retreating.

Antara’s pulse pounded.

Her breath hitched when she felt him shift again, coming in closer from behind. His body pressed to hers, more deliberately now, and she realized what he was doing.

He had pulled his cock out.

She didn’t know whether he’d pushed it through his shorts or pulled them down—but she could feel it, thick and hot, resting along the curve of her ass, separated only by her panties. The head of his cock—the soft, warm mushroom of it—rubbed her lower back, then slipped lower, grazing her bare thigh as she adjusted her hips.

She felt the wetness there. Pre-cum. On her skin.

Her body clenched.

Ajay’s hand slid around her front again, this time cupping her breast over her bra. He didn’t grab—he held. Pressed. Circled. And Antara, lost in the haze of heat and disbelief, arched back into him, needing more.

Her nightdress had bunched up around her waist.

Her bra, the lacy stretch one she wore because padded cups were too firm for her full bust, now felt like it was in his way. She felt his fingers slip beneath the lower band, tugging, stretching—until it rode up, baring her breasts completely under the covers.

His palm returned. This time to her bare skin.

He rubbed her breast slowly. Gently. Rotating his palm, not squeezing, just letting the weight of his touch press down on her soft flesh. His fingers flicked her nipple—deft, controlled—and she let out a quiet, involuntary whimper.

She pushed her bust upward into his hand.

And he breathed against her neck.

The warmth of it caught her off guard.

Then his tongue.

A single, wet lick along the side of her neck, followed by a soft, open-mouthed kiss.

Antara shivered violently. Goosebumps rose across her arms and thighs. She twisted her neck instinctively, gasping, a small giggle slipping out—one she didn’t mean to make, but couldn’t hold back.

If Raj had been asleep, he would’ve heard that.

But she doubted he was.

Still, she didn’t turn to look.

Because Ajay was taking more now.

He cupped her breast firmly, kneading it as he kissed behind her ear. And then he pulled his hips back and slid his cock into the crease of her ass, rubbing it forward slowly until the slick head reached the bare skin of her lower back.

At the same time, he was rubbing his foot lightly along hers, not pushing, just enough to send chills through her calves.

All of it. At once.

His tongue flicked at her ear—hot, wet, maddening.

His cock rubbed slowly between her cheeks, thick and slick, dragging up the sensitive skin of her lower back.

She gasped.

His fingers rolled her nipple, teasing, twisting just enough to make her hips jerk.

A breath caught in her throat.
Her thighs clenched.

The sensation layered—tongue, cock, hand—until she could hardly tell which one was setting her on fire.

She was overwhelmed.

Squirming beneath him.

Nearly vibrating with sensation.

Antara let her head fall to the side, pressing her neck into his lips, and the head of his cock rubbed itself again across her skin, leaving another smear of warmth.

She moaned—soft, breathy.

That’s when he whispered, lips brushing her ear:

“You like that?”

A pause. A breath. Her voice was a trembling thing when she whispered:

“Yes.”

Ajay chuckled softly—low and smug—and said:

“Then hold it.”

She didn’t understand—until he began to rub his cock more deliberately along her lower back.

And so, she reached behind her, fingers searching.

He pulled back just enough to let her find him.

And when she did—when her palm landed on the slick head of his cock, firm and pulsing—she froze.

But only for a moment.

Then she wrapped her fingers around him. His sigh was hot on her skin.

He cupped her breast in return, harder this time, his thumb pressing into her nipple as her hand squeezed him, slowly stroking.

The position was awkward—her arm twisted behind her, his body reaching over hers. So she made a decision.

Antara rolled onto her back.

The bed shifted. The sheet rustled. Ajay startled, his cock bumping against her thigh as she moved.

And now she was fully on display.

Panties the only thing left on her.
Her bra and nightshirt bunched around her neck.
Her breasts bare and rising with each breath.
One hand still wrapped around Ajay’s cock.
The other resting at her side.

She looked to her left.

Raj was facing her.

His face in shadow. His eyes—open.

Watching.

Chapter Three: Lines Crossed in the Dark

Some time had passed. The lights were off again, but the tension still hovered in the room like smoke.

Antara was in the middle, lying on her side with her back to Ajay. Her loose-knit nightshirt fell to mid-thigh, the only things beneath it a soft bra and her panties. Raj was on her other side, sleeping on his back.

The bed was large—big enough for all three, as it had held both their boys many times before. But tonight, it didn’t feel like a family bed. Not anymore.

She had just begun to drift into a half-sleep when she felt it.

A brush. Light, uncertain. At her hip.

Her eyes opened, startled. But the contact was already gone.

She didn’t move.

Then, a beat later, she felt the bed shift—Ajay, trying to pull away.

She smiled faintly in the dark.

“Kya hua? Got a shock?” she teased softly.

There was a pause.

“Sorry,” Ajay muttered, his voice low. “Didn’t mean to…”

He shifted again, trying to roll farther away.

But Antara… didn’t let him.

She rolled onto her back, reached over, and caught his hand. Then, just as quietly, she turned back to her original position—on her side, back toward him—and placed his hand on her hip.

And kept hers over his.

Holding it there.

Letting him know.

Raj stirred beside her. She saw his head turn. In the faint light from the window, his face was dim but visible. He shook his head slowly.

She smirked. He knew her too well.

Ajay’s hand tensed slightly under hers, trying to pull away again. But she tightened her grip, gently pulling it back. Their hands shifted together—accidentally sliding her nightshirt higher—until his palm landed softly on her bare waist.

Still, he didn’t move.

He let her keep it there. His hand lay still. His breathing deeper now—but not relaxed. More like someone trying to play along with something they weren’t sure they were allowed to enjoy.

She moved his hand.

Slightly.

Just a small push downward, along the dip of her waist—skin to skin—so that his palm curved around the soft slope above her hip.

Now he knew.

She didn’t speak. Neither did he.

She was still holding his hand in hers, guiding it—slowly—making it clear. Then, finally, she felt it: Ajay’s hand began to move on its own. He slid his fingers higher, the edge of her nightshirt now bunched up, the fabric tight.

Then he made a decision.

His fingers stretched forward, lifting the hem, and they both slipped underneath. Her hand fell away, left behind. Ajay was inside now.

And he was exploring.

His hand moved tentatively over her belly, open-palmed, gliding up, pulling her back into him. She didn’t resist. She let her body slide slightly toward his, her hips brushing into the warmth of his thighs.

She could feel her own breathing deepen, just as Ajay’s arm shifted—no longer reaching, but resting. Closer.

Spooning.

His hand moved higher under her shirt.

She lay still, eyes open, heart pounding. But just as he reached her ribcage—

The bed moved again.

Raj.

He rolled onto his side, facing her.

Ajay’s hand froze. His body went rigid behind her.

But Antara saw it. Raj’s eyes were open, glinting faintly in the dark. Watching.

She didn’t panic.

Instead, she reached forward slowly and took Raj’s hand, gently pulling it to her chest—placing it over her left breast, over her nightshirt.

And then, just as calmly, she reached back and found Ajay’s hand again—cupping her right breast from behind.

Two hands. One from each man. Both on her breasts.

Raj began to move his thumb slowly. He gave a slight squeeze.

She sighed—soft, deep, helpless.

Ajay, behind her, couldn’t see any of this. But he felt it. She guided his hand upward now, dragging it across her belly to her bust.

Her shirt rose higher as she moved his hand, until the hem cleared her breasts completely. The thin bra remained, stretched tight from her position, but now both hands were pressing through it—Raj gentle, Ajay increasingly bold.

And then—their hands met.

Ajay’s fingers brushed against another hand. Not hers.

He froze.

The silence cracked.

“Sorry! Sorry, Raj—I didn’t know… I thought… I’m really sorry…” Ajay’s voice rushed out in a frantic whisper, his hand jerking away, his body pulling back.

Antara didn’t speak.

Raj didn’t either—not at first.

Then, calmly, Raj sat up. He reached to the bedside table and turned on the light.

The brightness was sudden, jarring.

Antara’s first instinct was to pull her shirt down—but she didn’t.

She lay there, her dress bunched up around her waist, the tops of her thighs bare, her bra exposed. Her hair was tousled, cheeks flushed.

She turned to Ajay.

He looked mortified, eyes wide.

Raj finally spoke.

“Relax, Ajay. Chill. Take it easy.”

Ajay blinked.

“I—I didn’t mean… I thought she was asleep…”

Raj shrugged. “If you need to say sorry, say it to Antara. Not me. She’s her own person.”

Ajay swallowed, still stunned. “I… didn’t want to come onto your wife, man. Not like this.”

Raj raised an eyebrow. “Did she look unwilling?”

Ajay turned to look at her.

Antara smiled.

“No one’s forcing anything,” she said, voice calm, playful. “We’re all adults here.”

Ajay looked down—and immediately back up when he realized her bra was exposed. His eyes met hers again, sheepish.

Antara reached out and touched his leg. “Cool? Okay?”

He nodded, still unsure.

She turned back to Raj. “Lights out?”

Raj chuckled softly. “Sure.”

The light clicked off.

Darkness returned.


Chapter Four: The Sorry, the Signal

The room was dark again. Cool, quiet, full of everything unspoken.

Antara lay in the middle of the bed—Raj in front of her, Ajay behind. Her nightshirt remained rucked up around her waist. Her bra, though still on, no longer hid much. And after everything that had just happened—Ajay’s fumbling apology, Raj’s unbothered response, the light switched on and off again—there was no pretense anymore.

Everyone knew what was happening. Or about to happen.

But Ajay didn’t move.

Antara waited. Her body was warm, lips slightly parted, breath deepening.

Still nothing.

So she made the next move.

She shifted back. Just a little. Just enough for her bare hip to brush Ajay’s groin.

This time, he didn’t pull away.

He pushed forward.

And she felt him—his erection, still inside his shorts, but unmistakable—press into her ass cheek. It wasn’t poking, but heavy, deliberate. She eased back again, guiding it toward where she wanted him. Toward the cleft between her cheeks.

Ajay slid into place, following her rhythm. His cock, hard and caged by fabric, nestled itself perfectly between the soft curves of her rear.

Antara’s breath caught. The heat was intense. Real.

She squeezed slightly, tightening the pressure. He responded immediately—his hips moving gently, slowly sliding his cock along her crack.

Behind her, he shifted closer, his chest brushing her back, his leg overlapping hers. Skin met skin in patches where their limbs tangled.

Her body responded, pressing backward.

And then, with slow purpose, she reached behind her—not to push him away. Her hand found his, as if he had anticipated it, and she brought it to her bare waist. She let it settle there.

A signal. Clear. Deliberate.

He pressed his palm into her skin and squeezed.

Her pulse pounded.

His hand moved—forward, over her stomach—pulling her into him as his hips continued to grind.

And just when the moment reached perfect tension—
They both froze.

The bed moved.

Raj was turning.

Antara’s eyes opened just enough to catch it—her husband shifting onto his side, now facing her. His eyes glinted faintly in the window light. Watching.

Ajay couldn’t see him, of course. But he must have felt the shift—because his hand, still under Antara’s shirt and nearing her breast, suddenly paused.

Antara made a decision.

She reached forward, took Raj’s hand, and placed it on her left breast. Over the dress.

Ajay began to pull back—tentative, unsure. But she wasn’t ready to let him stop.

Instead, she reached back again, caught his hand, and brought it up to her right breast. Inside her shirt.

Two hands. One from each man. Pressed to her chest.

For a moment, she thought Ajay might freeze again. But he didn’t.

He pressed. Firm. Curious.

Raj’s fingers stayed gentler—just resting there.

She lay still, heart hammering. Until—

The two hands met.

Ajay’s hand bumped into Raj’s.

He recoiled as if shocked.

“Sorry! Sorry, Raj—I didn’t mean—I thought—” Ajay whispered in a panic. His hand disappeared, and the bed creaked as he slid back.

Still facing Raj, Antara kept quiet, waiting.

Raj’s expression didn’t change. He sat up and reached for the bedside lamp. A click. Light spilled into the room.

Antara blinked at the sudden brightness but didn’t move to cover herself. Her shirt was bunched under her arms. Her bra visible. Her thighs bare.

Ajay looked stunned, eyes darting from Raj to her.

“I didn’t know—” he started. “I thought she was asleep—I—”

Raj raised a hand, calm. “Ajay. Relax.”

“I didn’t want to come on to her behind your back—”

“If anyone needs an apology,” Raj said, “it’s her. Not me.”

Ajay blinked.

Raj smiled faintly. “She’s not owned. She’s herself.”

Ajay looked back at Antara.

She gave him a reassuring smile.

“No one’s being forced,” she said gently. “We’re all adults.”

Still lying on her back, she turned her head to him. Her right breast now almost spilled from her bra. His eyes dipped. Then flicked back to her face.

She smiled wider. Letting him know she saw.

She reached out, lightly touched his leg. “Cool?”

He nodded.

“Good. No use getting worked up over nothing,” she said.

Then she turned to Raj. “Lights out?”

He reached over. Click. Darkness.


Chapter Five: The First Slide

The light snapped off.

Silence returned.
Darkness.
Only breath remained.

Antara was still in the middle. Her nightshirt hadn’t been adjusted—she’d made sure of that. It was bunched around her neck, her bra exposed, her thighs bare. Her panties were the only thing left. Raj was in front of her, Ajay behind. She could feel the heat of both men.

She didn’t wait this time.

She pushed her hips back again, brushing against Ajay’s body.

And this time, he didn’t hesitate.

He pushed forward, firmly.

His cock—hard, hot, still inside his shorts—pressed into her ass, right into the cleft. She gasped softly. He adjusted. She pushed back more. Now she could feel the length of him nestled between her cheeks, the only barrier a thin pair of panties and fabric that barely mattered anymore.

He began to move.

Slow. Careful. A forward grind, then a pullback, then forward again.

Each stroke sent a rush of heat through her belly. She felt the thick line of him sliding between her curves—his hips rhythmically pushing into her, his shorts starting to shift with each motion.

She squeezed her cheeks together slightly and felt the response: a small groan against her neck. He was ready.

His hand moved now—no hesitation.

He slipped it under her dress again, then beneath her bra, cupping her breast. His palm molded to her softness as his fingers found her nipple, rubbing in slow, perfect circles. Behind her, his hips continued to roll.

Antara was squirming now, her legs shifting, her thighs clenching and releasing as the pressure built.

He pressed his crotch in deeper—sliding his cock up, down, over her ass crack. The tip slipped lower, rubbing just above her panty line, then back up again.

Antara moaned into the dark.

Then she did what she had done before: reached behind her.

Her hand landed on him. This time, no fabric.

He had pulled his cock free—maybe through the fly, maybe down the waistband—but it was bare now. She wrapped her hand around it. Slick. Firm. So hot it felt feverish.

She squeezed. His body twitched.

And still, he moved.

She felt it now—his cock sliding along her ass, leaving streaks of pre-cum along her skin. He adjusted again, angling lower.

And then she knew.

He was lining up.

She didn’t move.

She didn’t speak.

She just let go of his cock, and lifted her top leg slightly, opening herself without words.

That was all the invitation he needed.

His hand gripped her hip. She felt the tip of his cock nudge her panties—just above the slit. Then he hooked a finger around the waistband. Tugged.

Panties slid aside. Cool air hit wet skin.

His cock head replaced the fabric instantly, nestling into her soaked folds, still from behind.

He rubbed there. Not entering. Just gliding between the lips, coating himself in her arousal.

She moaned—not softly anymore.

In front of her, Raj remained silent.

But she could feel his breath. He was awake. Watching.

She turned her face slightly, enough to speak.

“Don’t stop.”

Ajay pushed forward again—this time slower, more deliberate.

And she knew the next time…

He would push in.


Chapter Six: Taken

The light was gone.

And in its place, a silence thicker than anything spoken. Antara lay between two men — her husband in front, her husband’s oldest friend behind — her body soft, open, and lit with a fire she hadn’t felt in years.

She didn’t pull her nightdress down.

It remained bunched around her neck, tangled in her hair, exposing her back, her thighs, her bra barely clinging. Her panties — soaked and thin — had been tugged to the side, forgotten, nothing but a detail.

The bed shifted behind her.

Ajay.

His chest brushed her shoulder blades as he leaned in again, the heat of his bare skin pressing against her spine. She felt him, all of him — his cock, thick and heavy, no longer hidden by shorts. It nestled between the warm curves of her ass, slick with precum and need.

She didn’t flinch.

She pushed back.

Her hips moved with purpose now — not a tease, not a test — but a silent yes.

Ajay grunted softly, low in his throat. She felt the tension in him — not hesitation anymore, but restraint. Barely.

One of his hands slipped down her side, fingers dragging slowly over her waist, then forward, around her belly, until he held her like something he didn’t want to lose.

And then, his cock slid lower.

She felt it — the tip parting her slick folds. No fumbling. No pause.

Just heat meeting heat.

He rubbed along her slit, coating himself in her wetness, the head of his cock thick, swollen, dragging through every swollen crease. Each pass over her clit sent a twitch through her leg.

She gasped.

Behind her, Ajay’s body pressed forward, hips firm, hand gripping her harder.

And then…

He entered.

Slow. Deep.

The head slipped in first, spreading her open, stretching her with a fullness that made her jaw go slack. Her thighs quivered. Her back arched. Her chest pressed into the mattress as he kept pushing, inch by inch, until his cock was buried to the hilt inside her.

Her body trembled around him.

She hadn’t been taken like this in so long — not this deep, not this hard, not this silently, while her husband lay beside her. Watching.

Raj didn’t speak.

Didn’t touch her.

But she could feel him. His breath. The tension radiating off him.

She turned her head, just a little, enough for her voice to reach him.

“He’s not going to finish inside.”

Barely more than a whisper.

But Raj heard. And that was all that mattered.

Behind her, Ajay’s hips pulled back, slow, dragging the length of his cock out until only the head remained inside her — then he thrust back in, smooth and deep.

Her body jolted.

Her mouth opened in a soundless moan, fingers gripping the sheet.

She was so wet now, every motion was fluid. His cock slipped in and out of her like he belonged there, each stroke building a rhythm that was controlled but unstoppable.

He moved with purpose — hips grinding into her, thighs flush against the backs of hers.

His hand found her breast again, still bare, still heavy with want. He cupped it, kneaded it, fingers rolling her nipple until it stood hard against his palm.

Antara’s breath broke into small gasps.

She was being used — not violently, but thoroughly. Devoured.

And Raj… was still watching.

Her body was sandwiched between them — one man deep inside her, the other quietly accepting what his wife had become.

All three of them locked together.

Ajay’s hand gripped her hip again, his cock plunging deeper with each roll of his pelvis, his breath ragged now, his pace increasing.

And still, he held back — just enough.

He wasn’t going to come yet.

He wasn’t going to come inside.

And she… she was barely hanging on.

Chapter Seven: Pulled Out, Watched

Ajay was trembling.

Not from hesitation — from the sheer effort of holding back. His cock throbbed inside Antara, her slick heat gripping him like a fist with every slow, deliberate stroke. She was molten, soaking him, her juices slicking the full length of his shaft as he thrust in deep and dragged back even slower.

Her leg was hiked forward, panties stretched aside, the lips of her pussy spread wide around his thick, glistening cock. She took every inch of him, every time — and begged for more without saying a word.

Her nightshirt was bunched under her arms, tangled around her neck. Her bra had been pushed up and forgotten, her breasts bare, heavy, moving with every rock of her body. Her ass, exposed and shining with sweat, was pressed into his groin, jiggling with every grind of his hips.

And she was still watching Raj.

Her husband’s face was right in front of hers — barely inches away on the pillow — eyes open, jaw tight, unmoving. But his gaze was locked. Fixed on the way her mouth opened with each thrust. On the way her tits bounced between them. On the thick sound of her wetness being filled again and again.

Antara was completely, unashamedly taken.

And Raj didn’t look away.

Ajay’s grip on her hip was iron now, his other hand under her, curled over her lower belly, anchoring her to him. He was close — so close — every muscle in his body tight, his cock twitching inside her, fighting against the urge to let go.

Her pussy clenched again — hard.

And that did it.

With a strained, guttural growl, Ajay slammed in deep one last time—then ripped himself out of her soaking cunt with a wet, obscene pop.

His cock burst free, slick and furious, soaked from base to tip in her juices.

And then—

He came.

The first jet of cum shot out like a whip, splattering across the top of her ass with a thick, wet slap. It glistened instantly.

The second streaked up the center of her back, a long, white stripe across the curve of her spine.

The third spurt landed between her cheeks, the hot, pulsing release dribbling directly over her gaping, stretched slit — the same one he’d just been inside.

Antara moaned. A deep, shaky, primal sound.

She felt it dripping on her. Pooling. Claiming her.

Another pulse — slower now — dribbled over her panties, soaking the thin cotton. A last, heavy drip ran down the inside of her thigh, curling toward her knee.

And through it all, Ajay kept stroking — short, urgent pumps over his own shaft, squeezing every last drop from his twitching cock.

He was panting now, forehead pressed between her shoulder blades, his cum sliding down her body in messy, undeniable trails.

His hand didn’t move from her hip.

He was still holding her — owning her.

Raj’s eyes followed every drop.

From the glistening sheen on her lower back…
To the line running over the rise of her ass…
To the cum-soaked crease between her legs, where she still glistened with a mix of both of them.

Antara stayed exactly where she was — open, wet, used.

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t cover herself.

She simply turned her head toward Raj, slowly, breathing heavily, lips parted, cheek flushed and glowing with sweat.

Their eyes locked.

And Raj… watched.

Unblinking. Quiet. But with a hunger in his expression that made her want to spread her thighs again, right then, just to show him what Ajay had done to her.

Behind her, Ajay pulled her close again, his spent cock resting in the slick mess between her cheeks, still half-hard, still twitching. His cum smeared between their skin, warm and thick.

And no one said a word.

Because nothing needed to be said.

It was all there: on her back, between her thighs, soaking into the sheets.

And she was still ready for more.


Chapter Eight: She Takes Control

The air in the room was thick — with sweat, with sex, with silence.

Antara lay still for a moment, her body glistening with release, Ajay’s cum cooling on her lower back and thighs. Her panties were damp, sticking to her skin, stained in places where his spend had soaked through.

And yet — she was still wet. Still aching.

Her cunt, used but untouched by climax, pulsed softly. She shifted slightly, and the warm slickness between her legs whispered across her inner thighs.

Her eyes drifted to Raj.

He hadn’t moved.

But his cock — under the thin fabric of his pajama pants — was unmistakably hard.

She smiled.

Knowingly. Slowly. With a hot, wicked curve of her mouth that was more invitation than surprise.

Then she turned her head, rolling slightly onto her back — her breasts shifting, bare and rising with her breath — and glanced down behind her.

Ajay had pulled back slightly, chest still heaving, eyes glazed.

His cock was soft now. Spent. Resting against his thigh, glistening with the mix of her arousal and his cum.

She studied it — the shape of it. The curve. The length.

Her eyes flicked back to Raj.

Then to Ajay.

Almost identical.

It made her wetter.

Without a word, she pushed herself up onto her elbow, then sat fully upright, her nightshirt hanging in twisted fabric around her shoulders. Her breasts swayed as she shifted — heavy, flushed, the tips still hard.

She looked Ajay in the eye.

Then looked down again.

“Still so pretty,” she murmured, eyes on his cock.

He blinked — surprised, maybe embarrassed — but didn’t speak.

She leaned forward, letting her lips brush the head of his now-soft shaft.

He gasped.

She took him in — not deep, just the tip — her tongue swirling lightly, teasing, tasting the mess still there. Her spit mingled with the salt of his release.

“God, Antara…” Ajay breathed — low, stunned, barely able to believe what was happening.

She sucked him gently, her cheeks hollowing, until she felt the first twitch.

Then the second.

He began to swell.

She reached under and cradled his balls with one hand, while the other held the base of his cock — steady, guiding — as she worked her mouth in slow, wet circles. No rush. No hesitation. Just a woman owning what she wanted.

He groaned — softly, low in his chest.

She felt him harden against her lips, thickening, rising. His cock came to life, stiffening straight up, the skin taut, the head flushed.

When she pulled off with a wet pop, he was hard again — straight as an arrow, the same length as Raj, but slightly thicker. Just enough to stretch.

Antara admired it for a second — her fingers wrapping fully around the shaft, her thumb brushing the vein that ran along the underside.

She looked at Raj now.

Still silent. Still hard. But watching.

Her voice was calm. Breathless.

“Get a condom,” she said.

Raj's brow lifted slightly. His cock visibly twitched under the fabric.

Ajay didn’t speak. Just moved — quick, obedient.

He fumbled into his bag beside the bed, pulled out a silver-foiled packet, and handed it to her.

Antara didn’t tear it right away.

She held it between two fingers. Looked at Ajay’s cock again — now proud, slick, pulsing faintly in the low light.

Then she tore the foil with her teeth.

The latex rolled into her hand like second nature.

She held the ring between thumb and forefinger, brought it down to his swollen tip, and began to slide it on — slowly. Visually. Pressing it down over the wide head, stretching it carefully to contain him.

Ajay’s stomach flexed.

She slid it lower. Down the shaft. Over the ridges of his veins. Past the halfway point.

Her fingers worked skillfully — not clinical, not rushed. This was part of the act. A ritual. A signal.

When she finally reached the base, she let her hand rest there. Her thumb traced the curve where cock met body.

She leaned forward. Kissed the top of the condom. One soft kiss on latex.

Then looked over her shoulder.

Right at Raj. He still hadn't moved. But his eyes burned.

Her eyes said what her mouth didn’t.

I’m ready now.

And she was still dripping.


Chapter Nine: On Top, Unstoppable

Ajay lay back on the bed, his chest rising and falling fast, cock standing straight up — thick, fully sheathed in latex, slick with her saliva and his pre-cum, the tip already glistening through the stretched condom.

Antara straddled him slowly, knees wide, panties still pushed to one side, her folds slick, parted, dripping down onto the head of his cock.

She held him steady at the base, and teased her soaked entrance along the length — not taking him yet. Just rubbing her pussy along his shaft, back and forth, coating the condom in her juices.

Ajay groaned, hands gripping the bedsheets, the veins in his arms tight.

Behind her, Raj was still seated upright — watching every second.

“Looks familiar, doesn’t it?” she said softly, glancing back at her husband. “Same cock. Just... a little thicker.”

Raj said nothing, but his jaw clenched. His hand rested against his thigh — close to his arousal, but still untouched.

Antara smiled.

She angled her hips, pressed down slowly — the tip slipping inside her with a wet, slow stretch. Her breath caught.

Then she sank further.

Inch by inch.

Her walls clenched around him, tight and soaked, the sound of her body swallowing him in thick, sticky squelches as she lowered herself fully onto his cock.

When she bottomed out — her thighs against his hips, his cock buried to the hilt — she shuddered.

“Fuck,” she breathed, head tipping back. “I needed this.”

She started to ride.

Slowly at first — lifting her hips, letting his cock glide almost all the way out, then slamming back down, taking all of him in one wet, solid thrust.

Her breasts bounced freely, her nipples hard and shining with sweat, her body glowing in the dim light as she moved — up, down, grinding her clit into his pelvis on every drop.

Ajay was gasping now, barely holding back. “Shit, Antara... oh god... you’re... fuck—”

She silenced him by leaning forward, placing a finger to his lips.

“I’m going to come,” she whispered. “So stay still.”

And he did.

She rode him — hips rolling, riding harder, faster, until the sound of her soaked pussy clapping down onto his cock filled the room. The condom stretched with every stroke, shiny and tight — until suddenly...

It slipped.

It rolled off the base.

Ajay’s eyes went wide.

“Condom—”

“I know,” Antara gasped, still grinding. “Shit—”

She lifted off fast, cock springing free from her slick heat, the loose condom half hanging off the head.

She was panting, flushed, pussy twitching.

Raj cleared his throat softly. Her eyes darted to him.

“Didn’t last long, huh?” she teased, laughing breathlessly as she plucked the stretched, slippery condom off Ajay’s cock and tossed it onto the nightstand.

“Too wet,” she said. “My bad.”

Raj arched a brow.

Antara turned fully to him, still on her knees, her thighs glistening with slick.

“Spare one?” she asked.

Raj didn’t answer. Just reached silently toward the drawer, pulled out a fresh silver packet, and held it up.

She walked on her knees to him — naked from the waist down, cum still drying on her back — and took it from his hand with a grin.

“Thanks, baby,” she purred. “Let’s try that again.”

She turned back to Ajay, already semi-hard and rising fast, the sight of her glistening, twitching pussy crawling toward him enough to bring him back to full.

She tore the second condom open with her teeth again — eyes never leaving Raj’s — and rolled it down his cock once more.

Slower this time. Smoother.

And she was smiling.

Because now she knew exactly how she wanted to come.


Chapter Ten: Her Turn

The second condom was on.

Ajay lay beneath her, cock stiff, encased in latex, veins bulging beneath the tight stretch. Antara gripped the base in one hand, her other braced on his chest.

She was soaked.

Dripping.

The inside of her thighs glistened, her pussy lips swollen and flushed, twitching with need. Her clit throbbed — untouched, aching — as she lined him up again.

And with one slow, filthy motion, she slid back down.

Her cunt swallowed him, inch by thick inch, slick folds parting, stretching around the condom until her ass was flush against his hips.

She let out a long, broken moan.

Raj was seated at the head of the bed, shirt off now, one knee pulled up, watching everything. His cock pressed hard against the front of his pants, clearly outlined. But he didn’t touch himself. Not yet.

His eyes were locked on her.

On his wife, bouncing on another man’s cock.

Antara started slow again — rising, lowering — the long slide of latex moving inside her, slickened by her own heat. But the pressure in her belly was too much. Too sharp.

She needed more.

She fucked him.

Her pace quickened, thighs slapping down, the sound wet and shameless, echoing in the room. Her breasts bounced wildly, sweat beading at her collarbone as she ground her hips hard into Ajay’s groin, rubbing her clit on him with every thrust.

Ajay gasped beneath her. “F-fuck, Antara… oh god—”

“Don’t move,” she panted. “You don’t get to come. Not yet.”

She leaned forward, hands on his chest, her nipples brushing his skin as she rode faster — hips pounding, clit grinding, her pussy fluttering around his cock.

And then — the pressure snapped.

Her mouth dropped open.

Her whole body shook.

“Ohhh fuck—yes—fuck yes—”

She screamed it as the orgasm ripped through her — a wild, full-body quake that had her pussy clenching tight, pulsing around his cock, squeezing the condom so hard it might’ve burst if he’d been any closer.

Her thighs bucked. Her toes curled.

Her juices spilled down his shaft, soaking him, soaking the bed beneath them.

She ground into him like she wanted to fuse them together — grinding, grinding, grinding, her clit caught in the swell of pressure, drawing out every last spasm.

Raj watched it all.

Eyes dark.

Breathing shallow.

His wife — still bouncing through her orgasm, still moaning, still flushed — locked eyes with him through the blur of sweat.

She wasn’t ashamed.

She was glowing.

When she finally slowed, thighs trembling, pussy still pulsing faintly around Ajay’s buried cock, she collapsed forward — her breasts pressed to his chest, breath heaving, hair damp against her cheek.

“Fucking hell,” she whispered. “I needed that.”

Ajay was panting under her. Still silent. Still hard.

Still inside her.

Still trapped under the condom like a man caught in a divine mistake.

She let her hips roll once more, slow and slick.

Then she smirked. “You’re still hard?”

He gave a weak laugh. “Can’t help it. You’re…” His hands lifted instinctively to cup her breasts. “You’re a lot.”

She giggled. “Damn right I am.”

He pulled her down and sucked one nipple into his mouth — warm and greedy. His tongue flicked over it, teasing, wet, before switching to the other.

She moaned and arched into him, rolling her hips again.

Then —
ppfffft.

A soft, warm puff of air escaped from under her.

They both froze.

Antara blinked.

Ajay blinked.

Then she burst into giggling fits.

“Oh nooo,” she wheezed, burying her face in his shoulder. “Not again!”

Ajay cracked up. “That was you, Antara! That was biological warfare.”

She was still laughing when she sat up again, his cock slipping out with a slick pop, the condom sagging but still sheathed snug.

She looked down at it. “Still standing. Respect.”

She turned to Raj, still seated against the headboard, finally stroking himself now — slow, measured, tense.

“Enjoying the show?” she asked, licking her lips.

But before Raj could answer — Ajay sat up.

And grabbed her hips.

Antara gasped as he pulled her down onto her back, guiding her effortlessly, lining up again.

“Oh?” she grinned, surprised. “Round three?”

He didn’t answer.

He just slid on top of her, cock pressing between her folds, condom slick with her wetness.

Her breath hitched.

“He’s still hard,” she called toward Raj, voice sing-song. “Your friend’s stamina’s starting to put you to shame.”

Raj’s hand stilled on his cock, jaw clenched.

She saw it — the flicker of something darker in his eyes. Want? Jealousy? Permission? Or a fusion of all three?

Antara giggled. “Oops.”

Ajay kissed down her neck, positioning himself again. His body pressed into hers, warm and relentless.

“Ready?” he asked, voice low.

She wrapped her legs around him, dragging her nails down his back.

“Do it,” she whispered.


Chapter Eleven: Mounting Tension

The condom was still on.

Still snug.

Still full of promise.

Ajay hadn’t gone soft — not even close. Even after everything, he was hard as ever, his cock still glistening, the latex wet from her heat.

Antara lay on her back, thighs parted, the air cooling the wetness between her legs. Her lips were still puffy, pink, aching. Her clit throbbed faintly — the echo of the orgasm still humming inside her like a soft drum.

She was catching her breath when Ajay moved again.

He shifted above her, slow and deliberate. His hands slid along her thighs — warm, firm. No words. He just looked at her.

She looked back.

Soft. Open.

Then he lined up.

She felt the head of his cock brush against her folds — once, twice — then press in.

She gasped.

The stretch felt sharper this time. She was already so tender, so wet, that her body swallowed him in one long, slick glide. Her mouth fell open. No sound, just breath.

He settled deep.

And paused.

Her walls pulsed around him.

Ajay’s hands slid beneath her knees and pushed her legs higher, opening her wide.

Still no words.

Just heat.

Then he started to move.

Not like before — not frantic. Slower. Surer.

He thrust in, full and deep. Out, nearly to the tip. Then back again, hips pressing down into her with controlled weight.

Her body welcomed him again. Every stroke felt heavier, deeper, more deliberate.

She moaned low, lips parting, eyes fluttering.

“Still hard,” she whispered. “Still so full.”

Ajay groaned, the sound rough in his throat.

He leaned forward, one hand bracing beside her head. His mouth found her neck, kissing once, softly, before he pulled back and fucked her harder.

Their bodies met with a steady rhythm — thighs slapping softly, latex dragging along slick inner walls, her pussy clenching around him with every push.

Raj was still watching.

Seated now at the head of the bed, pants undone, cock out. His hand moved slow over the shaft — not stroking for release, but just to feel.

His eyes stayed locked on Antara.

Her face.

Her flushed chest.

Her legs wrapped around Ajay’s back.

Antara turned her head and met his gaze mid-thrust.

Nothing said.

Just connection.

Her mouth curved faintly into a smile. Breathless. Beautiful.

Then she looked back at Ajay.

He was moving faster now, breath shortening. His hips stuttered once, then again.

She tightened her legs.

Held him in.

“You close?” she asked, voice low.

He nodded once. “Yeah.”

“Give it to me.”

He groaned, almost in protest — but she squeezed him with her thighs, her arms around his back, drawing him in deeper.

“Let go,” she whispered.

And Ajay did.

His thrusts broke rhythm — hips pushing in deep, deeper — then freezing as his whole body went tight. His jaw clenched. Eyes shut. His cock pulsed violently inside her, trapped in the tight condom.

She felt every twitch.

Every wave of release.

He buried his face in her neck as he came — rough, heavy breaths against her skin, his body trembling above her.

She held him there.

Warm hands stroking his back. One leg hooked behind his thigh. Her other hand tangled in his hair.

Soft.

Steady.

Present.

When his breath finally slowed, he rested there — heavy and spent, chest pressed to hers, cock still nestled inside.

No one spoke.

The room was quiet except for their breathing.

Antara’s fingertips grazed his spine. She kissed the side of his face.

“You good?” she whispered.

Ajay gave a single nod against her shoulder.

Raj sat still.

Watching.

Waiting.

Hard.

Antara opened one eye and smiled, eyes flicking toward him.

“Your turn.”


Chapter Twelve: The Husband Joins In

The room was warm with sweat and breath.

Ajay's body finally stilled, his weight resting against her for a few long, quiet moments. His cock, still wrapped in the condom, softened slowly inside her. The latex felt loose now — heavy, warm, and filled.

Antara stroked his back, one hand smoothing over the sheen of sweat at his spine. Her other hand idly toyed with the ends of his hair.

Then gently, she tapped his side.

“All right,” she whispered. “Off the clock.”

Ajay smiled faintly and pulled back, his cock slipping out with a wet stretch. The condom stayed inside her for a beat — bulbous and sagging, half-spilled between her folds.

Antara’s legs dropped open wider with a sigh.

She smiled weakly at Ajay.    Every inch of her still hummed — stretched, filled, and glowing with satisfaction.

She tilted her head toward Raj, who stood at the edge of the bed, completely still.

“Raj,” she said softly. “Would you?”

His brow rose.

She nodded toward the condom. “Help me with it.”

He moved forward wordlessly, stepping between her spread thighs.

His hand was warm as it touched her — fingers brushing her parted lips, slow and careful. She was drenched, swollen, and so open it almost startled her. The latex was easy to find — clinging, slick, still hot.

Raj gripped the ring at the base and pulled.

It slid out of her inch by inch — wet, glistening, tight with the last of Ajay’s release. Her walls gave a soft, involuntary flutter around it, and she gasped at the drag — so exposed, so sensitive.

When it finally slipped free, she exhaled.

Raj looked down at her — then let the condom fall to the floor beside the bed.

Antara stayed where she was, legs open, breath low.

Waiting.

“Now you,” she said.

Raj climbed onto the bed slowly, like he didn’t want to break the moment. His knees came between her thighs. His hands rested lightly at her hips. He leaned down and kissed her — once, deeply. Their mouths melted together in silence.

Then he drew back, just far enough to line himself up.

No condom.

No latex barrier.

Just the tip of his cock brushing against her soaked, tender entrance — still stretched, still twitching.

The difference was instant.

Antara inhaled as he pushed forward — slow, careful, steady.

He slid in with no resistance. Her pussy took him easily, wrapping around him like it had been waiting.

The heat was shocking. Skin on skin. Raw. Bare. It wasn’t the stretch that made her gasp this time — it was the intimacy.

She looked up at him as he filled her.

Raj's face was focused — not aggressive, not rushed. Just present. Every inch of his length pressed inside her with purpose, until he bottomed out in one smooth stroke.

Then he paused, breathing hard.

Antara’s hands found his back. Her thighs rose to cradle his hips.

She whispered: “Stay.”

Raj nodded, and began to move.

His rhythm was deliberate — not slow, but anchored. He wasn’t trying to match Ajay’s force. He wasn’t chasing anything. He just felt her. Let his body sink into hers, inch after inch, withdrawal and return, a full-body rhythm that sent warmth spilling up her chest.

It felt different.

Ajay had been rougher, unpredictable. His hands had gripped harder. His thrusts were bigger, faster, relentless.

Raj was steady, secure. He didn’t slam — he sank. He rocked his hips just enough to press against her walls in waves. She felt every slide of skin, every ridge, every catch of him inside her — the kind of sensation only bare friction could give.

Antara tilted her hips up to meet him, whispering his name once.

He leaned down and kissed her neck. His breath caught as her inner muscles gripped him — slow, slow squeezes that made him groan against her skin.

“You okay?” he whispered.

She smiled. “I’m perfect.”

He stayed inside her like that — moving, but never fast. Letting her feel. Letting her melt.

Antara’s nails traced up his back. Her legs wrapped tighter. Her body opened wider — not just for sex, but for the weight of it all. The moment. The heat. The history.

Her husband.

Finally.

Inside her.

She whispered: “You feel different.”

Raj looked into her eyes, slowing his hips.

“How?”

She smiled faintly. “Like you.”

His face softened — the first true moment of stillness between thrusts.

Then he leaned down again. Their foreheads touched. His hands framed her cheeks. His cock remained buried to the hilt, twitching slightly with restraint.

She stroked his back as he rode her — not chasing a finish, but staying present in every second of it.

He was close. She could feel it. But he didn’t speed up.

She wouldn’t let him.

And he didn’t need to.

They were full.

All of them.

__________________________________________________________________________________

If this book turned you on, pushed your buttons, or lit a fire you didn’t expect — I’d love your review.
Even a short one helps others discover and explore their own kinky journey.

★★★★★

Your words make this world hotter.

?? Also Check Out

Velvet Agreements
A sensual retreat becomes a playground of desire, where Indian couples arrive seeking healing — and leave tangled in lust, secrets, and an awakening they never expected. 
Watch for it on Amazon or follow me for updates.

Cuckold Confessions: 50 Real Hotwife Fantasies
Short, brutal, dripping scenes crafted to make good men ache.
Whether she’s whispering what she did… or just pretending—it won’t matter. He’ll be hard either way.
Watch for it on Amazon or follow me for updates.

?? Stay Connected & Indulge Deeper 🔥

You’ve tasted the Deep Inside world — kinky confessions, erotic secrets, and bold fantasies. But why stop now? The real pleasure begins here… 😈💋

📚 1. See all my books & naughty guides:

👉 amzn.to/3FHaqlR

🌍 2. Explore the Hub

Confessions, dares, lifestyle tips & more.
👉 HotwifeCuckoldBull.com

💎 3. Go Deeper – Exclusive & Uncensored Content

Behind-the-scenes audios, VIP fantasies & wild confessions.
👉 Patreon: patreon.com/DeepInside

🎧 4. Listen Anywhere – Deep Inside Podcast

Take the heat with you:
🔥 Spotify: bit.ly/4bgpG4I
🔥 Apple: apple.co/4hWsw18
🔥 Amazon: bit.ly/3XmqOxQ

📺 5. Watch the Podcast on YouTube

Erotic storytelling, raw fantasies, and seductive confessions.
👉 YouTube: Deep Inside Podcast

🎶 6. Taboo Tunes – Music for Bold Hearts

Songs of open love, lust, and connection.
👉 YouTube: @TabooTunes — don’t miss it.

👠 7. Dress to Tease

Lingerie, hotwife looks, and seductive outfits.
👉 HerBestChoice.com

🐦 8. Daily Temptations

Steamy teases, kinky thoughts & hotwife insights.
👉 Twitter (X): @deepinsidehub

📩 9. Got a Confession?

💌 Email: deepinsidehub@gmail.com



Let the journey continue... indulge, explore, and enjoy. 💋

cover.jpeg
Sharing His Wife






