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Book 1:

A Hotwife First Time Story – While Her Husband Watched

Chapter 1: Home Fires

Raj got home late.

The train from Bristol had been delayed. By the time he walked in, it was past 9. Antara was on the sofa, in one of his old hoodies, legs curled under her, a half-empty glass of red wine in her hand. The kids were already asleep.

“Hey,” he said, voice tired, keys clinking in the bowl.

She didn’t look up right away. “You could’ve called.”

Raj blinked. “I texted.”

“No, you didn’t.”

“I did. Check your WhatsApp.”

She checked. He was right. The message had been sent. Just not seen.

“Well,” she muttered, setting the glass down. “I didn’t see it.”

He could already feel the mood shift. “You okay?”

Antara stood, arms crossed. “Five days, Raj. And not one actual phone call. Just a few lazy ‘how’s your day?’ texts and a thumbs-up emoji.”

“I was working. I was tired.”

“You weren’t too tired to scroll through Twitter every night, were you?”

He dropped his bag, his voice hardening. “What do you want me to say? Sorry I didn’t sext you from a conference room?”

She turned on him, eyes flashing. “You didn’t even ask if I was okay. I’ve been alone with two kids, no work, mood swings, and no sex drive. And then suddenly every part of me was dripping wet this week and the one person who should’ve been there was too busy pretending it was all normal.”

He stared at her. Something sharp between them, finally exposed.

“You think it’s easy for me? Being the guy who has to guess when you’re in the mood and when you’ll bite my head off for even touching your shoulder? You want me present, but only on your terms.”

The room was dead silent.

Then she laughed. Bitter. “Fuck you.”

Raj’s jaw tightened. “Yeah, well. Maybe I should’ve.”

He stormed into the bedroom. She stayed in the living room, standing by the table, breathing hard. Her wine untouched.

Neither of them said anything for hours.



It was after midnight when she came in.

The room was dark except for the glow of the streetlamp outside the window. Raj was lying on the bed in boxers, scrolling his phone, face expressionless. Antara stood in the doorway for a second.

Then she walked over, climbed onto the bed, and straddled him.

No words.

Her hoodie was gone — she was wearing only a tank top and panties. She pressed her weight onto his hips, grinding once, slow, deliberate. Her pussy was hot and damp against his cock through the fabric.

“Antara,” he said, low.

She didn’t answer. She leaned down and kissed him — hard, angry, tongue pushing past his lips. Her hands grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the mattress.

Raj growled under her mouth. He tried to move, but she held him there. Their bodies pressed tight, her hair falling around his face.

“You want me to beg now?” he asked, voice tight.

“No,” she hissed. “I want you to shut up and fuck me.”

She slid down his body, pulled his boxers down just enough to free his cock — already hard from the friction — and then moved her panties aside. No taking them off. Just tugged to the side like a woman who didn’t have time for romance.

She guided him to her entrance, and without ceremony, sank down.

He filled her in one brutal stroke.

Her mouth fell open. “Fuck.”

Raj sat up and grabbed her hips, slamming her down again. “You’re soaked,” he gritted. “You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

She didn’t deny it. Just rolled her hips, grinding his cock deep into her like she was trying to break him.

“Missed your cock,” she gasped. “Missed it being inside me.”

He flipped her onto her back, didn’t say a word, and lined himself up again — driving in hard. Her legs spread wide, feet flat on the bed, her back arching as he fucked her missionary, deep and fast.

His hands were on either side of her head, his mouth inches from hers.

“This what you wanted?” he growled. “A fuck to shut you up?”

She slapped him, light across the cheek. “Don’t flatter yourself.”

He fucked her harder.

The bed creaked, the headboard hit the wall, and their skin slapped wetly with every thrust. Her tits bounced, sweat forming under her neck and in the crease of her thighs. Raj reached down, shoved two fingers into her mouth.

“Suck.”

She did. Moaning around his fingers while he drove into her, faster, deeper.

“Your cunt’s eating me,” he panted. “God, you’re tight—”

“Because you left me for five days. I don’t know why I’ve been so horny.”

“Say it.”

“I need it,” she choked. “Need you to come inside me.”

Raj’s thrusts got ragged.

He stared into her eyes, fucking her harder, deeper, both of them on the edge.

“You come first,” he growled. “Now.”

She did.

With a cry, with her nails digging into his shoulders, with her pussy clenching so hard around him it triggered his own orgasm seconds later — a raw, deep explosion, his cock pulsing, pumping cum into her until she whimpered from the pressure.

When it was over, they were sweaty, breathless, bodies stuck together.  Raj looked at his wife. Her smile widened, lazy and satisfied.

Antara shifted, letting her body melt into his, then rested her head on Raj’s chest — skin still damp, his heartbeat steady under her cheek.

She dragged her foot slowly along his calf and muttered, “You’ve got no idea how much regular bonking keeps a woman sane.”

Raj huffed a laugh. “So that was therapy?”

She smirked without lifting her head. “Better. Cheaper too.”

He kissed her shoulder, hand drifting down to rest on her hip. “Glad to be of service.”

Antara let out a soft chuckle, eyes already fluttering shut. “Try not to skip my sessions next time.”


Chapter 2: The Edge

Antara had married Raj in her late twenties. It wasn’t a whirlwind kind of love — more like something slow-cooked. Deep, warm, well-spiced, with a heat that built over time. Their life together had always been comfortable, compatible. No tantrums. No ultimatums. They spoke the same emotional language. Fought rarely. Fucked well. Trusted each other even in silence.

By her early thirties, they had moved to London. The grey light, the drizzle, the cold windows — it all changed something in her. Not in a dramatic way. She didn’t wake up one day and want a new life. It was slower, more honest. A quiet shift, like a fruit softening just before it splits.

Her body had changed too. It didn’t bounce anymore — it settled. Her belly had softened after the births; her hips spread into curves that didn’t ask for permission. Her ass filled out bold and ripe. Her breasts — heavier now, more sensitive — refused to be ignored under fabric. There were days when a tight T-shirt made her feel so obscenely visible, she’d wear a jacket in 14°C just to tone herself down.

But that glow… it didn’t fade. In fact, it deepened.

Motherhood made her raw in ways she hadn’t expected. She was touched all day by little hands, needed constantly. But the only touches she craved were the ones that hadn’t come in months.

After the second delivery, things had grown worse.

There was no time to recover. No sleep. No softness. Just a rotating door of feeding bottles, dirty laundry, sore nipples, and the kind of exhaustion that pressed down on her shoulders like a second spine. Then came the diagnosis: ovarian cysts. Minor surgery. Hormone pills. Warnings to avoid sex during recovery. She nodded obediently, but inside, she was already unravelling.

The pills fucked her up in every way. One day she’d cry over a spilt cup. The next, she’d be flushed, soaking through underwear after watching a YouTube ad with a shirtless man holding a power tool.

Her libido yo-yoed, violently. Her patience thinned. She hated the sound of her own voice when she snapped at Raj — sharp, cold, cruel. And yet, the man just bore it. Cooked dinner. Cleaned up. Bathed the kids. Took her insults with a calmness that only made her guilt worse later.

But guilt didn’t stop the heat. That simmering, frustrating heat between her legs that refused to be reasoned with. She was stuck at home, unable to move much post-surgery. So she scrolled. And swiped. And yes — watched porn. Far too often. Sometimes between episodes of a parenting podcast, with the volume low and her thighs pressed together.

Raj, for his part, was careful. Too careful. No kisses. No touching. Not even spooning at night. “Let your body heal,” he’d said. “We’ll wait.”

And she’d nodded. Said she understood.

But the understanding version of Antara wasn’t the one he had to deal with at 2 a.m., when she’d climb into bed, pull his hand to her breast, and then pick a fight when he gently moved it away.

“I’m fat,” she’d cry. “I’ve got a fucking scar. You don’t want me anymore.”

He would say nothing. Or worse, something calm and logical.

And she would storm out. Or cry until she fell asleep.

One night, after one of those silent, aching arguments, Raj turned over and fell asleep.

But Antara couldn’t.

She was still wired. Still angry. Still wet, unbelievably wet, under the covers. Her brain was fogged with shame and need, and something inside her — reckless and aching — snapped.

She grabbed her phone, turned the screen brightness down, and opened the browser.

She didn’t even know how she landed there.

But within fifteen minutes, she was creating a profile on a porn-sharing site. No face. No names. Just a username, a password, and a decision she hadn’t made consciously.

She opened her gallery. Scrolled way back. Found an old photo Raj had once taken — just her ass in lace, her back arched, the curve of her waist visible under dim yellow light.

She uploaded it.

Posted it.

Closed the app.

And fell asleep.



Two days later, while deleting old screenshots on her phone, she remembered.

She opened the site again, suddenly mortified. The login screen appeared. She entered her details, hands shaking slightly. Ready to delete it. But the moment she got in, she froze.

Her photo had comments. A lot of comments.

There were messages from users around the world.

Things like:

“That curve made me lose it. Came so hard.”

“Who is this? I need more.”

“That ass should be in a museum.”

At first, she panicked. Checked the settings. Made sure there were no links to her real name, no location tags, nothing identifiable. Nothing. Good.

Then she re-read the comments.

Slower this time.

And then — shamefully, quietly — slid her hand under the blanket.

She didn’t delete the photo.

That night, when Raj came home from work, she showed him.

He read the messages. Raised an eyebrow. Didn’t say anything at first.

“You’re not angry?” she asked, cautious.

He shook his head. “Honestly? They’re right.”

“What?”

Raj looked at her then, really looked. “That ass should be in a museum.”

He continued with a grin, “Then it would be whitewashed every day.”

For the first time in six months, they had sex.

Not careful. Not planned.

Just needy.

And afterward, when she lay beside him, skin damp, breath shallow, her head on his chest, he reached down and said quietly:

“If someone excites you… I hope you let him.”

Antara didn’t answer that night.

But she didn’t delete her profile either.


Chapter 3: The Spark

Antara hadn’t expected that first time to feel as good as it did.

Six months of tension, silence, and raw unmet need had simmered beneath her skin like something ready to boil over. And when it finally happened—when Raj slid into her that night after scrolling through those filthy comments—they didn’t explode. They melted. Slowly. Completely.

It wasn’t fireworks.
It was release.
Warm. Deep. Grounding.

She had loved every second.

Raj had, too—though she could tell he was holding back. He was careful with her body. Cautious. Even when he kissed her, his hands skimmed lightly over her waist, never straying near the scar. When she tried to raise her legs around his hips, a sharp pull in her thigh made her wince.

Raj froze.

“You okay?” he whispered.

“Yeah. Just… not as bendy as I used to be,” she muttered, a little embarrassed.

He smiled. Kissed her forehead. And kept going—slower this time, each stroke shallow but steady. He never looked away. He made sure she was comfortable the entire time.

She hadn’t felt that seen in ages.

It wasn’t just sex. It was connection.

And then—he went down on her.

Something he hadn’t done since the surgery. He’d said it wasn’t safe. That they’d lose control. That they should wait.

He didn’t say a word this time.

He just moved, slid his tongue along her slit—slow, sure, deliberate—and tasted her like he’d missed it for years. The contact sent a jolt through her. Her legs trembled. Her breath hitched.

She came fast, gasping his name, one hand clenched in the sheets.

Later, she gave it back.

Her mouth on him was eager. Messy. Unapologetic. She hadn’t gone down on him in so long, she’d almost forgotten how much she loved it—the taste, the control, the way he groaned when she sucked just right and took him deeper. He tried to stop her. She didn’t let him.

“Let me,” she whispered. “I’ve missed this.”

He let her.

And when he came, his whole body jerked beneath her—raw and unfiltered—and she swallowed every drop.

—

After that night, something shifted.

They started having sex again. Not every night. But often. Spontaneous. Sloppy. Sometimes in bed, sometimes bent over the kitchen counter after dinner. Sometimes half-undressed before the kids even fell fully asleep.

The years of polite, “scheduled” sex gave way to something looser. Hungrier.

And the strangest part?

It was the comments that did it.

Late at night, they’d lie in bed and scroll through the messages left by strangers on Antara’s anonymous profile. Men from all over the world—leaving praise, filth, and everything in between.

“I’d do anything to lick her thighs.”
“Woke up hard just thinking about her curves.”
“Who’s that lucky bastard husband?”

Some were crude. Some surprisingly poetic. Some just one-line worship.

Raj would rest his chin on her shoulder as she read them aloud.

She’d watch his face. The little flicker in his eyes. The way his breathing would change—shallow, focused. He didn’t just tolerate the attention.

He liked it.

And so did she.

Sometimes they ended up fucking hard right after. The comments were like fuel—words that turned her into something more than a tired wife and overstretched mother.

They made her feel watched. Wanted. Admired. And still so deeply tethered to her husband.

That strange, heady combination lit something up in her. A version of herself she’d almost forgotten.

The messages made her feel something she hadn’t in years—desired.
Not as a mother.
Not as a wife.
Just… wanted.
And that feeling was dangerous in all the right ways.

Chapter 4: Comments & Comebacks

Antara hadn’t expected the spark to last.

But it did. Longer than she thought.
One night turned into two. Then three. And soon, they were back in something that felt both familiar and dangerously new. They were fucking again—not like before, not polite, not gentle—but raw, breathless, soaked-in-lust fucking. The kind that made her sore the next morning. The kind that left handprints on her hips and teeth marks on his shoulder.

It wasn’t just sex.
It was rediscovery. Reclaiming.

He hadn’t gone down on her in months. Not since the surgery. He’d said it wasn’t safe. That they might get carried away.

And that’s exactly what happened.

That night, she was sprawled out under him, hair messy, skin flushed, still wet from their last round when he moved lower. No warning. Just intent. His fingers parted her lips, already slick and swollen, and he buried his mouth between her thighs.

His tongue was slow. Firm. Controlled. He licked her like he remembered exactly what she liked—circling her clit once, twice, then flattening his tongue and dragging it all the way down before sucking it softly into his mouth.

Her thighs clenched around his face.

“Oh fuck—Raj…”

She arched, hips grinding into him. She couldn’t help it. Her fingers threaded through his hair, pulling hard as she rocked against his face, breath coming in hot bursts.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered. “Please, don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

He moaned into her. The vibration made her cry out.

And when she came—she came hard. Her entire body seized, thighs trembling, mouth open in a silent gasp. She rode his face through it, her slick coating his lips, her voice hoarse with relief.

But she wasn’t done.

She shoved him onto his back and straddled him before he could recover. His cock was already hard again—thick, flushed, soaked with precum. She gripped it with both hands and lowered her mouth over the tip, her tongue swirling as she took him in inch by inch.

He groaned, hips bucking as she sucked him deep—sloppy, wet, throat-stretching deep.

Her spit dripped down his shaft. She didn’t care. She moaned around him, eyes half-lidded, loving the weight of him in her mouth, the way he twitched every time she sucked a little harder.

“Fuck, Antara…” he gasped. “Baby—”

He came with a sharp cry, thighs shaking beneath her, his cock pulsing in her mouth as she swallowed everything. Not a drop spilled.

She licked her lips, wiped her chin, and lay back next to him with a satisfied grin.

“Next time,” she said, breathless, “I’m going to ride you until your legs give out.”

Raj laughed, still catching his breath. “Please do.”

And she did.

Over and over again.

—

It wasn’t just the sex.
It was something deeper. Darker. Wilder.

Sometimes it happened in bed. Sometimes in the kitchen, with her bent over the counter, panties shoved to the side. Once, she dropped to her knees the moment he came in the door—unzipped his pants without a word and sucked him right there in the hallway, her mouth hungry, her eyes locked on his.

It wasn’t just lust. It was power.
And they both knew where it came from.

The comments.

Late at night, they’d lie in bed together, scrolling through the messages Antara received on her anonymous profile. Hundreds of strangers—some horny, some poetic, most downright filthy.

“Those boobs are like stress balls to squeeze .”
“That ass is worth licking for hours.”
“Your husband deserves award for the Best Cuckold of the Year.”

Antara would read them aloud, naked under the sheets, legs tangled with Raj’s. Her voice slow, teasing. Sometimes Raj stroked her back while she read. Sometimes he just listened. Hard again before she even finished a paragraph.

One night, she read something longer.

A fantasy.

“I picture you bent over a hotel desk, your husband sitting in the corner. I pull your panties aside and push into you slow, while you moan both our names. You’re dripping. Desperate. And he’s watching it all.”

She stopped reading halfway.

Raj’s hand was already between her legs, two fingers slipping inside her soaked heat.

“You liked that one?” he asked, voice low, thick with need.

She nodded, unable to speak.

He moved faster. Deeper. Her hips rolled against his palm.

“You wanna be watched, Antara?”

She turned her head, smirked. “Only if you’re the one watching.”

That was all it took.

He rolled her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, and drove into her from behind. Hard. Deep. Fast. One hand on her throat, the other gripping her ass, pounding into her with no softness, no words. Just skin, sweat, and sound.

They both came hard—him growling her name into her ear, her biting the pillow, her body shaking with release.

Afterward, she lay there on her side, body still twitching from the aftershocks, and reached lazily for her phone.

A new message waited in her inbox.

Not a crude line. Not a picture.

Just this:

“There’s something in the way you pose. Like you know how dangerous you are. I’d love to know what turns you on.”

No name. No face. Just… presence.

He was American. Mid-thirties. No pressure. Just words.

But those words stuck with her.

She didn’t reply. Not yet.

But she read it twice. Then again.

While Raj slept beside her, his hand still resting on her thigh, his cum drying between her legs.

And Antara…
She smiled.


Chapter 5: Show Me

Antara hadn’t planned on replying to the American.

She’d only posted the photos on impulse. A flash of frustration, a haze of hormones. But now — the flood of comments, the private messages, the filthy reactions — they stirred something in her. A switch she hadn’t known was still wired.

And one man in particular? He knew how to flip it.

He didn’t start with flattery or begging. His messages were blunt. Taut with hunger. But confident. Calm. Like he knew what he wanted — and assumed she wanted it too.

“That pic of you bent over the sink? Fuck. I came so hard it landed on the wall.”

Antara had laughed the first time. Then read it again later — legs folded under her on the bed, one hand inside her panties.

She didn’t reply right away.

But when Raj came home that night, she told him — offhand, casual — “That American guy? He says he jerked off to me so hard he painted the fucking wall.”

Raj raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

Later that week, it escalated.

The guy messaged again.

“Cam’s on. You want to see what you do to me?”

She hesitated.

But only for a moment.

She clicked.

The screen flickered. No face. Just chest, abs, strong forearms, and a cock — thick, flushed, already in motion. In the background, on his screen, was her photo. One from last month. A full-length mirror shot in sheer lace panties and nothing else. Her nipples faint shadows through the fabric, her hips cocked, the curve of her ass unmistakable.

He was stroking himself slowly. Not for her attention — for his own pleasure. This wasn’t performance. It was need.

She bit her lip.

The door opened behind her.

Raj stepped into the room, halfway through unbuttoning his shirt.

He saw her on the bed, hand inside her shorts, eyes locked on the screen.

“What’s going on?”

She tilted the phone slightly. “Your fanboy’s back.”

Raj glanced at the screen. His shirt was halfway off now, chest bare.

The guy on cam moaned, hips jerking up into his fist. Antara could hear the wet slide of lube. Her pussy throbbed.

Raj sat beside her. Silent. Watching.

She didn’t stop touching herself.

Raj’s hand went to his cock, already thickening.

On screen, the man was grunting now, breath ragged.

“You like it?”
The message popped up beneath the cam.

Antara smirked, typed with one hand:

“You’re filthy. Keep going.”

He did. Faster now. Gritting his teeth. And then, with a long, broken gasp, he came — hot white spurts spilling across his stomach and hand, messy and raw. Her image still glowing behind him.

Raj groaned, stroking harder. Antara turned to him, her eyes full of heat.

“Still think I’m just showing off?”

Raj didn’t answer.

He pushed her back on the bed and yanked her shorts down, mouth immediately between her legs. He licked like he was starving, devouring every soaked inch of her, tongue circling her clit, two fingers sliding inside.

“Fuck—Raj—”

He didn’t stop until her thighs shook.

Then he pulled her up, flipped her over, and pushed into her from behind with one smooth thrust.

“Think he could fuck you like this?” he growled.

She moaned. “Yes. Better.”

That turned her husband on and he thrust harder, making her grunt in satisfaction.

“Think he’d make you come like this?”

“Not a chance.”

Raj grunted and pulled out — only to slam back in harder. Skin on skin, loud, obscene. His hands gripping her ass tight enough to bruise.

Antara’s smile twisted into something darker. She looked back at him and said:

“You own this pussy, Raj…”

He grunted, eyes locked on hers.

“…but sounds like you’re interested in renting it out.”

Raj froze for a half-second.

Then groaned and slammed into her, harder than before.

“Fuck, Antara.”

She laughed, breathless. “You liked that, didn’t you?”

“I’ll like it more when I’m watching another man lose his mind in this cunt.”

“Hmm. So you are serious.”

“Maybe.”

Raj pulled out at the last second and came all over her lower back, thick streaks painting her skin. He collapsed beside her, chest heaving.

Silence.

Only the sound of her laughter, low and smug.

Antara reached for her phone again.

More messages had come in.

The American was typing:

“If you ever let me fly over… I’d make you forget your name.”

She stared at it. Didn’t reply.

But she didn’t delete it either.

And when Raj came back from the bathroom, toweling off his cock, he glanced at her screen.

“You thinking about it?” he asked, casual.

She smiled, wicked. “I’m not not thinking about it.”


Chapter 6: Just Pretend… For Now

The idea didn’t come all at once.
It slipped into their bedroom like steam.

It started during sex. That lazy, filthy moment after Raj came all over her chest and she was still catching her breath — when Antara turned her face toward him, lips still swollen from kissing, and said:

“Imagine if that had been someone else’s cum on me.”

Raj didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch.

Just said, “Whose?”

She smiled, wicked. “That American’s. Or Ajay. Or maybe one of those quiet creeps who leave comments like they’d suck my toes just for a chance to smell my panties.”

Raj groaned — already hard again.

From that night on, she didn’t stop.

She brought them up when she was on top, hips rolling in lazy circles.

“Ajay’s strong,” she whispered once. “Bet he’d fuck rough.”

Raj grabbed her ass harder.

“Think he’d split me open while you watched?” she asked, voice teasing, breath shallow.

Raj didn’t answer — but the way he flipped her over and rammed into her said enough.

They didn’t just fuck anymore. They played. Built scenes with words, with names, with the heat of imagined hands.

One night, she pulled out the dildo they hadn’t used in ages — thick, dark, slightly longer than Raj, with just enough weight to make it feel real.

Raj’s eyes darkened the moment he saw it.

Antara lay back, spreading her legs. “Just pretend it’s him,” she said. “Whichever one you hate the most.”

Raj held it at the base, slowly guiding it inside her. “Hate them all,” he muttered.

“Liar,” she moaned, head falling back. “You love the idea.”

He pushed deeper. “No,” he growled. “I love seeing how dirty you get when you think about someone else.”

Her breath hitched.

He moved the toy in and out while stroking himself, watching her twist beneath him.

“Who is it tonight?” he asked.

She grinned, flushed and wild. “Mmm… maybe Ajay. I’d tell him you like to watch.”

Raj leaned over, spit in his hand, and rubbed her clit as he pushed the toy deeper. “And what would he do when I watch?”

“Make me beg,” she gasped. “Just like this.”

Raj was panting now, his own cock slick in his grip.

“Tell me more.”

Antara’s eyes gleamed. “He’d fuck me first. Then when I’m dripping, he’d hold me open for you. Make you see.”

Raj came seconds later — across her belly, across the base of the dildo, the whole scene soaked in filth and fantasy.



They didn’t talk about it much in the daylight.

But the dildo stayed on the nightstand now.

And sometimes, when she picked up her phone, Raj would ask casually:

“Anyone new slide into your DMs?”

She’d smile and say, “Plenty.”

And leave it at that.

But in bed — she gave them names, gave them voices, gave them roles.

Fantasy had become their foreplay.

And it was only getting harder to stop.


Chapter 7: Wanting More

Antara had always been in tune with her body. But lately, that tune had shifted to something louder, messier — a full-throated hum of desire that seemed to run beneath everything she did. Folding clothes. Checking the baby monitor. Stirring dal in the kitchen.

It wasn’t just the hormones anymore. At first, yes — after the surgery, the pills, the mood swings — she’d blamed it all on that. The sudden need, the way her skin itched for touch, how her body would buzz with arousal at the most ordinary moments.

But over time, the pattern became too clear to ignore.

It was something deeper. Something seasonal in her own body.

She was in her mid-thirties now — thirty-five to be exact — and it felt like her libido had finally stepped into its prime. Like the engine had just been properly broken in. She wanted sex. Not as a release, not as a connection — though those were nice side-effects — but as a craving. Like thirst.

Daily, if possible. Maybe even more.

The problem wasn’t Raj.

He was still loving. Still attentive. Still warm in all the ways that mattered. But he was also… quieter now. Slower. Not because he didn’t want her, but because life had piled on him without mercy. Work. Home. Fatherhood. House repairs. Groceries. Exhaustion.

To his credit, he never made excuses. He was honest about it.

“It’s not you,” he’d told her one night, rubbing her back while she lay restless beside him. “I still want you all the time. I’m just... tired. My body's not catching up the way it used to.”

She’d nodded. Kissed his shoulder. Listened to him fall asleep before her.

And then, with the covers pulled up to her chest and the screen dimmed low, she reached for her phone and opened that profile she’d once made in a fit of anger — that quiet, faceless little gallery on a site filled with strangers.

She’d forgotten about the account for weeks. But lately, she’d been checking again. More often than she meant to.

There were new comments. Always. Some crude. Some poetic. A few too graphic to admit turned her on.

And there, alone in the dark, while her husband slept beside her, Antara let her fingers drift between her thighs.

The orgasm wasn’t earth-shattering. But it was necessary. Like pressure release. And yet, afterward, she felt the ache of something unsatisfied. It wasn’t about climax. It was about contact. About skin. Breath. Heat.

She needed sex — not the mechanical kind. But the one that quieted the restlessness in her bones.

That week had been one of the hardest.

Raj was away in Bristol, gone five days for meetings and fieldwork. The house was chaos. The kids were sticky and loud. Her back ached. Her patience wore thin.

And her body? Constantly aware of its own edges.

Every message she got on that profile — every faceless man calling her goddess, slut, queen, MILF — every fantasy sent to her inbox, every line typed out late at night in lust — it lit something in her. Not shame. Not guilt.

Just need.

By the third night of his absence, she had masturbated twice in a single day, lying on the carpet in the guest bedroom, the vibrator pressed hard, teeth clenched to keep from crying out.

She missed Raj, yes. But more than that — she missed the way he could shut her mind off with just the weight of his body. That grounding sex. That reset.

When he finally returned, late evening, she didn’t even wait for the niceties. She was short with him. Irritable. Snapped about the mess in the kitchen.

They fought. Predictably.

And then, hours later — in a silence that followed a slammed bathroom door — they made love. Not tender. Not wordy. Just his hands on her hips, her knees pulled wide, breath sharp, movements rough.

It wasn’t romance. It was relief.

And when it was over, their sweat clinging, Antara’s chest still rising fast beneath him, she didn’t speak for a while. She just closed her eyes and thought: Finally.

She felt human again.



Later, curled beside him, his hand absently resting on her bare thigh, he said it — half teasing:

“So… any new admirers on your secret page?”

Antara turned her face to him, lips twitching. “Plenty. You jealous?”

Raj smirked, sleepy. “Only a little. But also... maybe I get it.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Get what?”

He kissed her temple. “That maybe someone else could help take the edge off.”

The words floated, soft, absurd — but not impossible.

She didn’t reply. Just rested her head on his chest.

And wondered if this was still just talk…

Or if he was slowly giving her permission.


Chapter 8: What We Both Wanted

A couple of months later, after the school term ended and work let up, Raj suggested they get away — just the two of them. No kids. No chores. No stress.

They flew to Madeira, an island off Portugal. It was green, quiet, with dramatic cliffs and wine-dark sea. Their resort was tucked high on a hill with a view of the Atlantic and a small infinity pool shaded by banana trees.

It wasn’t glamorous. It wasn’t packed. But it was theirs — for the first time in years.

On the second evening, after a lazy dinner and half a bottle of wine, they sat on the back porch of their room. She was wearing nothing but an oversized shirt, his shirt, the hem brushing her bare thighs. The balcony rail was low, the view wide open — and Antara knew full well that if someone in the hotel opposite leaned out far enough, they might see.

Raj leaned back in the deck chair, sipping his drink. She slid into his lap, kissed his neck, and ground herself gently against him. They made out there, under the soft evening breeze, his fingers between her legs, her hand slipping into his shorts.

The idea of being watched — of maybe being seen — added a thrill she hadn’t felt in years. They didn’t finish it out there. But later, inside, they did.

Long, slow, intimate sex — the kind that left both of them trembling, not from exertion, but from how deeply they felt it.

Later, as they lay tangled in warm sheets, Antara turned on her side and looked at him seriously.

“Can I ask you something?”

Raj blinked, still catching his breath. “Yeah?”

“What do you want?”

He looked puzzled. “You mean…?”

“I mean all of this.” Her hand swept vaguely toward the window, toward the memory of the past months. “Us. Sex. The… games. The page. The guys messaging.”

He took a moment. “I just want you to be happy.”

She narrowed her eyes. “That’s a cop-out.”

He laughed softly. “Okay. I want us both to feel good. Free. Not boxed in. And honestly?” He looked at her now, more directly. “I saw how turned on you got reading those comments. I think… maybe it’s time you tried something. If you want.”

Antara raised an eyebrow. “Forget me for a second. Do you want it?”

Raj looked away for just a second. Then back.

“I don’t know,” he said slowly. “But I think I’d like to watch. Or hear about it. Or just… know it happened.”

She felt a rush of warmth — in her belly, in her chest.

“You sure?”

He gave a nervous smile. “I’m not scared. Not of this. Not of you.”

She leaned over, kissed him slowly.

That night, they didn’t need to talk again. They let their bodies speak. Soft, warm, connected. No rush. No guilt. Just skin and breath and slow, deep movement.

Later, as he held her close, Antara realized something.

She didn’t feel guilty anymore.

She felt seen.

And whatever came next — it wouldn’t just be her idea.


Chapter 9: The One Who Felt Different

Antara wasn’t searching for anyone. Not exactly.

After all, this had started as a shared fantasy — a spark between her and Raj, lit by late-night talks, teasing comments, and the ripple effect of anonymous men fawning over her photos. It had always been arousing in the abstract: a third body, another presence, someone to watch or join. But it remained just that — abstract.

Until Mason.

They hadn’t met on a hookup site. Not even a porn forum. Just a niche online space for couples and open-minded conversations. Discussions about everything — from intimacy to books, identity to kink — and it was through comments on an unrelated post that she first noticed him.

He wasn’t flirty. Not overtly. But his words had tone. Confidence without performance. Curiosity without hunger. She messaged him one evening — half out of boredom, half out of instinct.

What followed wasn’t sexting. Not at first.

They flirted through ideas — strange, elegant, quiet ideas. Boundaries. Trust. Fantasy vs need. Mason had a calm, grounded energy in his replies. He didn’t rush. Didn’t push.

She liked that.

He was in his early thirties. Half-Guyanese, with soft brown skin and a square jaw that softened whenever he smiled — at least in the selfies she eventually found. Because no, he didn’t send a dick pic. In fact, when she asked him why he never offered a photo, he said: “I don’t want to show you anything until you’re curious enough to ask.”

She had asked. He hadn’t sent one. Instead, he’d casually dropped his Instagram handle mid-conversation, and Antara, ever curious, followed it.

No gym mirror shots. No thirst traps. Just clean, calm photos. A few of his face. One at a museum, smiling at something out of frame. A few from hikes. One of a dog — his sister’s, apparently.

He didn’t try. That’s what made it worse — or better.

They started role-playing one evening. Antara had messaged something simple:
“Do you ever think about what it would feel like to be in the same room as me and my husband?”

Mason waited an hour before replying:
“Yeah. But only if you wanted me there. Only if I could make you both moan.”

She read it aloud to Raj. He blinked, then grinned — and ten minutes later, they were having sex right there on the living room carpet, his hands pinning her wrists, his breath ragged in her ear.

Mason never got explicit without invitation. But once Antara started sending him more — a photo of her hips in black lingerie, a voice note where she whispered a few of her dirtiest thoughts — he responded in kind. Not with pics. But with descriptions. Slowly written. Carefully worded.

He told her when he was touching himself. Told her which photo he was looking at. And once — only once — they did it on cam. Mason didn’t show his face. But she saw enough. And heard more.

That night, Antara watched Raj reading the messages Mason had sent her.

She watched him grow hard.

Watched the way he looked at her differently.

Afterward, in bed, still sweaty from the sex they’d had, Raj turned to her and said:

“You know... if there was ever a guy I’d trust with this, it might be him.”

Antara smiled, but said nothing. She wasn’t ready. Not yet. But something had shifted.

Mason wasn’t a fantasy anymore.

He was a possibility.

And Raj — slowly, quietly — was ready to open that door with her.


Chapter 10: Closer Than Ever

It had always been fantasy.

For years, Raj and Antara had circled the idea like two moths orbiting a low flame. Another man. A third body. A shared experience. He’d bring it up during their most intense moments, whispering things that made her breath catch. And though she often responded with laughter or teasing, something inside her stirred every time.

It wasn’t the idea of the act that scared her. It was the after. The weight it might leave in their marriage. The way it might change the look in his eyes.

So she kept it where it belonged: behind glass, like a beautiful thing they weren’t meant to touch.

Until Mason.

Now the flame was closer.

Mason’s messages had become a fixture in her life — raw, vivid, sometimes crude, but always intimate. He didn’t just talk about sex. He described it. The build-up. The ache. How he'd tease her mouth until her eyes blurred. How he’d press into her slow, while Raj watched.

Sometimes he sent pictures — not of body parts, but of himself. Lean, bare-chested, or lying in bed with a half-smile that gave away what he’d just finished doing. She’d look at them in private, her hand sliding down between her thighs before she even realized what she was doing.

Other times, she read his messages aloud to Raj.

Once, mid-message, Raj had wordlessly pulled her onto him, fucking her hard and deep while her phone dropped to the carpet, still lit up with Mason’s words.

He never said it directly, but Antara could feel it: this fantasy wasn’t just hers anymore. Raj liked knowing another man wanted her. Maybe even needed to know it.

Still, she wasn’t ready.

The idea was electric — but real life was real life. She’d just started a new job. The kids needed her. The guilt was quieter now, but it lingered. Even arousal had a limit when it had to be squeezed between school drop-offs and deadlines.

Raj, to his credit, never pushed. But he nudged — gently, cheekily.

“If you’re going to leave Mason hanging this long, at least tell him it’s not personal,” he joked one night, lips against her shoulder.

She laughed. “You’re very concerned about his feelings.”

He grinned. “Well, it’s only fair. The man’s been edging for six months.”

That night, they had sex again. Slower this time. More deliberate. And afterward, as she lay on Raj’s chest, Antara felt that familiar hum — that sense of standing on a threshold.

A week later, she messaged Mason again.

They started talking more frequently. Nothing was confirmed. No date set. But when Raj casually brought up logistics — “We’d need a hotel. Somewhere not too close, just in case.” — she didn’t shut it down.

They picked a place an hour away. Boutique, discreet, no-frills. Just in case.

Then came the harder part: finding someone to watch the kids. Babysitters were always curious. Friends asked too many questions. She even asked advice from an Indian couple on an open-minded forum.

Their answer had made her laugh and wince at the same time:

"If you’ve got small kids, swinging is harder than sex itself. You need to plan harder than you fuck."

In the end, it was a neighbour’s daughter who saved the day — agreeing to babysit in exchange for some driving hours logged in Antara’s name.

It wasn’t perfect. It wasn’t even final.

But it was real.

They hadn’t crossed the line yet.

But it was there now.

Clear. Close.

And Antara wasn’t sure she wanted to walk away from it anymore.


Chapter 11 – The Drive

The rain had eased to a misty drizzle as we cruised past the edges of Southbank, the skyline of London slowly beginning to glow in the early evening light. The traffic was steady, and the occasional spray from the road shimmered under the headlights of passing cars. I was looking out the window, my heart beating faster than usual, the thrum of anticipation and anxiety building in my chest.

Raj cleared his throat. "We can still pull out, Antara. If you're not sure..."

Antara turned to him, eyebrows raised. "What do you think about it, Raj? It was your idea in the first place."

He kept his eyes on the road. "Yeah, but I don’t want you doing something just for me. I need to know—you want this, right? For you?"

Antara exhaled, annoyed at his hesitation. "It’s not fair to put it all on me, Raj. This was a joint decision. Don’t make it sound like I dreamt this up. Let’s not forget, I’m the one doing the heavy lifting tonight."

He laughed softly, holding up one hand in apology. "Okay, okay. You’re right. I just... I care about you. This is a big step."

Antara reached across, pressing her hand over his thigh, feeling the unmistakable hardness growing inside his pants. With a smirk, I whispered, "Yeah, I can see how much you care."

He grinned, slightly embarrassed, but said nothing.

Antara pulled her hand back slowly and stared ahead. The tension between us wasn’t bad—it was thick, real, and oddly intimate. We were navigating more than just the London streets.

"Raj," she said after a pause, "what about you? Are you really okay with this?"

He just nodded; eyes fixed on the road.

Antara hesitated. She wanted to ask more but didn’t know how to frame it without sounding like she was accusing him. Eventually, the words spilled out.

"So... you really want to see another man fuck your wife?"

The words hung in the air, raw and louder than she intended. Her voice had cracked slightly at the end, and I regretted the sharpness immediately. It wasn't the sex that scared her—it was the idea that Raj saw her as just another fantasy figure from our old role-plays, rather than his wife, his partner.

Raj didn’t get angry. He let the silence stretch a little before answering, voice calm and sure.

"Antara, we’ve always been honest with each other. And I don’t want to stop now. So... yeah. The idea turns me on. But it's not just about me. I’d never have brought this up if I didn't believe it turned you on too. I’m doing this with you."

That settled something inside me.  She looked at him, his profile sharp in the dim dashboard light, and felt a wave of warmth—not just arousal, but something deeper. They were taking a leap.

As they turned onto the street where the beautiful boutique hotel appeared, elegant and understated, the lights of the cafe across the street glowed amber through the misted windows.

Mason was already there.


Chapter 12 – The First Meeting

Mason sat by the window in the café across from the boutique hotel—right where they’d agreed. The amber light inside glowed softly through misted glass, casting a warm haze over the room. Outside, the street still held a spring chill, but the café radiated calm and welcome—low voices, clinking cutlery, the scent of coffee and baked things lingering in the air.

Antara spotted him instantly.

He looked up as she and Raj entered, and his smile bloomed slowly, effortlessly. He didn’t wave. He didn’t need to.

They’d been chatting for weeks now, late-night conversations that had gone from polite to playful to something much more loaded. Meeting in person didn’t feel like meeting a stranger—it felt like stepping into the next scene of a story already in motion.

Mason stood as they approached. His presence was instantly disarming—soft brown skin, a square jaw that curved gently with his grin, and an unruly shock of sun-bleached hair. The golden fuzz on his forearms caught the light where his sleeves were rolled. His eyes—curious, amused, warm—twinkled with a kind of gentle knowing that Antara felt all the way in her chest.

He wore a pale chambray shirt, sleeves pushed casually to his elbows, dark fitted chinos, and clean white sneakers. It was simple, but it worked. Effortless and masculine. Nothing overdone. She felt his eyes on her even as Raj introduced them, and when he took her hand, his grip was warm and confident.

“Antara,” he said. “So good to finally meet.”

“You too,” she replied, managing a smile, though her pulse had started a quiet hum beneath her skin.

They all sat down—Raj and Antara across from Mason. Raj offered to get the coffees and stood with a casual “Flat white for you both?”

Mason nodded. “Perfect.”

As Raj stepped away, Mason turned to her again, his eyes steady. “So… how was the drive?”

“Smooth,” she said. “Quiet. We came along the river—bit cold, but beautiful.”

“You look great,” he said, tone casual, but not careless.

She laughed softly. “Thanks. You too.”

They were still settling into this—into being real people in a real space—but something about the way he looked at her made the transition easy. Not that her nerves had disappeared entirely. Her camisole clung just enough to remind her she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it. The shelf lining gave her support, but the thin straps did nothing to hide the gentle swell of her chest, or how her nipples had begun to react to the café’s cooler air.

She hadn’t dressed for Mason.

That’s what she’d told Raj, earlier, when he teased her for spending an indulgent amount of time at the salon. “It’s for myself,” she’d insisted.

And maybe part of her believed it.

But now, sitting across from Mason and watching the way his eyes drifted—slow, deliberate, never lewd—she knew exactly who she’d been thinking about.

Mason didn’t try to hide the way he looked at her. He wasn’t shy. He took her in openly, and she found herself warm all over in response.

Normally, a look like that would’ve earned someone a cold stare. A sharp word. But now?

She couldn’t even meet his gaze.

Instead, she glanced at Raj.

He was sitting back, watching it all unfold with quiet pleasure. There was no trace of tension in his posture. Just a knowing smile, as if watching his wife be admired by another man was exactly what he’d hoped for.

The barista called out their order, and Antara sprang to her feet, grateful for the break in intensity. She walked to the counter, feeling the heat in her chest, her skin. She knew Mason was watching her—she could feel it on the back of her neck, down her spine, between her thighs.

And she liked it.

As she picked up the tray and turned back toward the table, her steps slowed.

Something inside her shifted.

Without pausing, she placed the tray down—and instead of returning to the seat beside Raj, she smoothly sat down next to Mason.

Both men registered the shift.

Raj raised his brows with an amused smile. Mason didn’t say a word—but the flicker of surprise, followed by something deeper, more alert, moved behind his eyes.

Her own heart was thudding now. Not with fear. With thrill.

Antara picked up her coffee and brought it to her lips, suddenly aware of how close Mason’s leg was to hers under the table. How warm he felt beside her.

The sun had brightened outside, and the café was warmer now. Antara took a breath and slipped her wrap off her shoulders, folding it over her lap. Her camisole, light and thin, did nothing to hide the hardness of her nipples or the soft sway of her cleavage beneath.

She didn’t bother adjusting it.

She knew what she looked like.

Mason took another sip of his drink, his posture casual, but his eyes made a slow, appreciative return to her chest before flicking up to her eyes again.

She sipped her coffee and smiled.

The conversation picked up again—casual, but steady. They talked football—Cup Final weekend, Mason mentioned, was dividing his students into passionate camps. Raj asked about Mason’s school, and the topic turned naturally.

“I’ve been teaching English in East London for five years,” Mason said. “Rough school. Good kids, though. This year, a group of Year 11s entered a national poetry slam. Took second place.”

Antara looked at him, impressed. “That’s amazing.”

Mason shrugged. “They worked their asses off. Didn’t think we’d get through the first round. Seeing them perform on that stage? That alone was worth it.”

That warmth in his voice again—the kind that didn’t just come from desire, but from pride, from purpose. It caught her off guard. She liked it more than she’d expected.

Eventually, Raj glanced at his watch. “Shall we?”

They all stood.

Antara smoothed down her skirt as they left the café and stepped into the soft light outside. The breeze hadn’t gone away, but the sun had grown stronger. She didn’t bother pulling her wrap back on.

They walked slowly, not saying much. It was a quiet, charged walk—feet on pavement, a few passing cars, the sound of distant birdsong somewhere above the rooftops.

Raj and Antara usually avoided speaking Hindi in company—it felt impolite—but as they neared the entrance of the hotel, Raj turned slightly and asked, “Sab thik hai?”

Antara gave him a smile and a wordless thumbs-up.

Mason saw it. Understood it.

The moment hung between them like something suspended—just before it drops. The threshold between talk and action, between imagination and reality.

And now, they were stepping over it.


Chapter 13 – The First Touch

Once inside the room, Antara felt her heart thudding wildly. The door clicked shut behind them with a soft, final sound. She stood near the foot of the bed, clutching her wrap in one hand, her breath slightly uneven. It wasn’t nerves exactly. It was the weight of now. Everything until this point had been talk. Teasing. Plans.

Now it was happening.

Raj took the wrap from her arms with a quiet, familiar touch, as if he sensed she needed one less thing to think about. He walked toward the wardrobe to hang it up, leaving her and Mason alone for a moment in the soft, sun-washed quiet of the room.

That was all the time Mason needed.

Without a word, he stepped toward her and slipped his arms around her waist, pulling her to him with a sudden confidence that sent a ripple of shock through her body. Her first instinct—quick, automatic—was to push away. But it lasted only a second.

She had called him here.
She had wanted this.

And now that it had started, her body answered faster than her thoughts could catch up.

He pulled her in close until their hips were flush. She could feel his hardness through his chinos—thick, insistent, pressing against the thin fabric of her skirt. He moved his hips, grinding into her slowly, deliberately.

Antara gasped.

The contact was electric. She could feel it through every inch of her body—his growing arousal, the pressure, the heat. Shivers danced up her spine as he kept his arms tight around her waist and leaned in, voice low against her ear.

“See what you’ve done to me?”

Raj had returned just then, his voice smooth and amused behind them. “Oh? What has she done?”

Mason didn’t let her go. His arms were still around her, his erection pressing into her with quiet promise. He looked over her shoulder toward Raj and said, grinning, “Why don’t you ask her?”

Antara didn’t answer. Her body was still catching up to the flood of sensation, still dizzy from the way things were happening faster than she’d expected. She looked at Raj—waiting, watching, smiling.

Then he said, playfully, “Yeah, Antara. Tell me.”

The sound of her name in his voice—so casual, so complicit—sparked something. For a fleeting moment, she felt a flash of irritation. Why was he siding with Mason?

But then it hit her.

This was the game.
This was exactly the dynamic they had dreamed about, fantasized about late at night in whispers. Raj was playing his part. Mason was following the script she hadn’t realized they were already acting out.

And she was the one still trying to stand outside it.

That wouldn’t do.

She shifted in Mason’s embrace, sliding her arms around his waist now, drawing herself fully against him. Her voice came out lower, steadier.

“He’s so hard,” she said, her eyes still on Raj.

Raj laughed, eyes narrowing with delight. “Did she do that to you?” he asked Mason.

“You bet,” Mason said, squeezing her against him. “It’s your wife who did it.”

Antara could see the emphasis wasn’t accidental. Your wife. And sure enough, Raj grinned wider, visibly more aroused by the way Mason leaned into that word.

Raj looked at her and said, “Well, if you did that to him, then you’ll have to take care of it, won’t you?”

Antara smiled. “Of course… if Mason wants me to.”

Mason didn’t answer with words. He pushed his hips more firmly against hers in response, his breath shifting ever so slightly. She could feel how hard he was now. And how ready.

Still holding him, Antara stepped backward slowly, guiding him with her until the backs of her knees touched the bed. Then, gracefully, she lowered herself onto the edge of it, sitting down so she was at his waist level, her face inches from the front of his body.

Her eyes fell to the bulge in his trousers—obvious, straining. She reached out and slowly ran her fingers along the outline, tracing the ridge of him through the fabric.

Mason exhaled sharply.

He responded by placing his hands on her breasts—cupping them over the thin camisole, his thumbs brushing her already-stiff nipples through the fabric. The contact made her draw in a shaky breath.

Her chest rose into his hands as he massaged gently, no rush, no hurry.

Antara glanced sideways at Raj. He had taken a seat nearby, watching them, his expression composed but his eyes dark with arousal. When their eyes met, he gave her a small, encouraging smile.

She smiled back.

Everything felt like it had finally clicked into place.

From the beginning of this journey toward a threesome, Antara had found herself wondering—why now? She’d tried to talk to Raj about it more than once, gently poking at his motives. Each time, he waved it off with that familiar half-smile and told her it was about “evolution”—about being open-minded.

“You don’t need to overthink it,” he’d say. “It’s natural.”

Maybe. But something deeper had always stirred in her mind—particularly considering their Indian upbringing, and all the late-night role play they’d shared over the years. Something about it made her suspect that this wasn’t just about exploration. This was about realization—of a fantasy Raj had been quietly nurturing for a long time.

Maybe even something more.

She wasn’t using the word to judge, but she had to admit: Raj’s calm, amused arousal while she fondled another man in front of him made her suspect this wasn’t just curiosity for him. It was gratification. And not just of the physical kind.

Watching Raj seated nearby, relaxed and visibly hard beneath his trousers, Antara felt something shift inside her. The nerves that had built up in the weeks leading to this were gone now—dissolved in Mason’s firm hands, in the feel of his arousal pressed against her, in the way her own body had responded so naturally. She wasn’t thinking anymore. She was in it.

And Raj, to her surprise, seemed to be enjoying this even more than she was.

She turned her attention back to Mason, who was still standing before her, his erection prominent beneath the fabric of his chinos. She looked up at him, smiled as she caressed him again, slowly running her palm along the hard ridge beneath his clothes.

He smiled back—cheeky, playful, almost boyish. There was something endearing about it. Charming. Confident, but never arrogant.

He placed his hands over hers, pressing them more firmly against the bulge in his pants.

“Go on,” he murmured.

She took the cue. Her fingers moved to his waistband, unfastening the button on his trousers and sliding the zipper down with care. He stepped back just enough for her to grip the sides and tug them down. Underneath, he wore low-rise, cut-away briefs—and they were packed. Thick, swollen, the fabric stretched taut.

Seeing her take the lead, Mason responded in kind. His hands slid up to her breasts again, cupping them gently through the thin camisole, thumbs brushing her nipples—already stiff, already visible.

She moaned softly, her back arching into his touch.

Not wearing a bra only intensified the sensation. The thin camisole offered no buffer—only invitation. He squeezed gently, his thumbs rubbing slow circles over the soft peaks beneath the fabric. Then, with growing hunger, he let his fingers slide up and along the shoulder straps, easing them off one by one.

But the top stayed in place.

Mason paused, confused. He moved his hands around her band, searching for a zipper, a clasp—something to loosen it. She laughed softly, enjoying his confusion.

“What the hell is holding this thing up?” he muttered, half under his breath.

Antara grinned. “Trade secret.”

In truth, the camisole had a built-in shelf—Raj’s company made them, actually. A hidden elastic band ran under the bust and along the upper hem, giving it structure, hugging her chest firmly, and keeping it all in place. It was doing its job perfectly.

She turned her gaze to Raj, mischief sparkling in her eyes now.

He caught it immediately.

Rising from his seat, he approached, smiling both at her and at Mason. “Let me help,” he said smoothly.

Antara watched as Raj stepped behind her and slipped his hands under the hem of her camisole, one on each side. His fingers found the inner elastic band, and in one smooth motion, he stretched it outward—slowly, teasingly—before tugging it down over her breasts.

They came free with a soft bounce, the cool air instantly tightening her nipples further. Her full, bare breasts were now exposed between Mason and Raj, the camisole bunched just beneath them.

Raj stepped back, watching her with a quiet reverence.

Mason inhaled softly, his eyes locked on her chest. “Damn,” he whispered.

Antara felt herself flush under both sets of eyes, but not with embarrassment. With heat.

She looked up at Mason and murmured, “Better?”

He nodded, grinning. “Much.”

Antara sat on the edge of the bed, her camisole now bunched at her waist, her breasts fully exposed. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her nipples had already been stiff even before the cool air in the room touched them—but now, standing bare before both men, they stood out proudly, tight and flushed.

Mason let out a low exhale as her breasts came into view.

“Wow,” he said, grinning, eyes wide with honest appreciation.

Raj, having tugged the top down with practiced ease, stepped back to his seat, smiling faintly as he watched Mason’s reaction.

“Thanks, mate,” Mason said over his shoulder, without looking away.

He moved his hands to her chest, cupping her bare breasts reverently. His palms were warm, his touch full. He weighed them, stroked them, gently brushed thumbs over each peaked nipple. Antara inhaled sharply, hips twitching slightly as the sensation zinged straight through her.

All the while, her own hands were busy—stroking along the thick outline of Mason’s cock, still encased in his tight, low-cut briefs. The fabric clung to him, stretched taut around his swelling hardness, and as she pressed her palm against the bulge, she could feel the unmistakable heat and density beneath.

She grinned softly, surprised at just how hot and solid he felt. The arousal coursing through her was sharp now, humming with momentum. Mason’s briefs were the last barrier between them.

She reached for the waistband, mirroring exactly what Raj had done to her camisole just moments ago—slipping her fingers beneath the sides, pulling the elastic out gently, then down.

The moment the briefs cleared his shaft, his cock sprang free—thick, flushed, and aching with urgency. Mason exhaled in obvious relief.

His cock was smooth and clean-shaven like the rest of him, tanned like the skin of his thighs, curving just slightly upward, uncut, and perfectly alive in her hand. He was perhaps a little longer than Raj, but what struck her more was the impressive girth—the base of him thick, heavy, pulsing faintly as she wrapped her hand around him.

“Yeah baby, do that,” Mason murmured as she gave him a slow, deliberate stroke.

Antara brought both hands into play, wrapping them around his shaft, one after the other, moving in firm, steady rhythm. Her thumbs rubbed the underside, just above the base, where she could feel the subtle throb of blood pumping through him.

Mason didn’t just stand there. His hands were still on her breasts, rubbing, kneading, exploring. He flicked her nipples gently with his thumbs, then pinched one between two fingers, rolling it slowly as he watched her gasp, then moan.

It was like lighting sparklers beneath her skin. A slow fire, spreading.

The excitement wasn’t just from the physical. It was the image itself—her sitting topless, him standing bare before her, and Raj calmly seated nearby, watching the scene like a private film made just for him. No jealousy. No hesitation.

Just hunger. Shared.

Antara glanced toward Raj, their eyes meeting.

She was touching another man’s cock. He was watching his wife topless, fondled by someone else. And instead of stopping it, he had helped expose her, had offered her body forward without a second’s pause.

It should’ve felt surreal.

But instead, it felt like crossing a threshold. Like every fantasy they’d dared whisper was finally blooming into reality.

And it was just the beginning.


Chapter 14 – Pleasure 2. 0

Mason’s smooth hard cock throbbed in Antara’s hands, warm and full, heavier than she expected. Each movement of her fingers along his shaft drew a quiet breath from his lips—a sound that only pushed her deeper into the moment. She felt her own body tighten, hips shifting forward, seeking contact, friction, more.

He was beautiful. Hard in her grasp, flushed at the tip, uncut and glistening already. The curve of him made her fingers curl instinctively as she stroked, slow and deliberate.

Mason’s fingers were still playing over her bare breasts, teasing each nipple with a careful rhythm. He rubbed one thumb in a lazy circle over the left peak while his other hand cupped the right, pushing it slightly upward. Then he leaned down.

She felt the warmth of his breath first—hot against the cool of her exposed skin—then the wet, soft pull of his mouth.

He closed his lips over one nipple and sucked, gently at first, then deeper. Antara gasped, her back arching into him. His tongue flicked across her sensitive flesh, then circled her areola before tightening around the peak again. He moaned softly into her breast, as though tasting her awakened something in him.

Her grip on his cock tightened as he sucked. She could feel it twitch in her hand, alive and straining. Raj was watching them from the chair just a few feet away—his posture still relaxed, but the bulge at his crotch now fully visible, straining against his trousers. His eyes weren’t just passive—they burned.

Antara felt the air between all three of them change. This was no longer just foreplay. This was happening.

She let go of Mason’s shaft for a moment and leaned back on the bed, shifting so her knees parted slightly, the hem of her skirt riding just an inch higher. Her camisole still bunched at her waist, but now she looked like a half-wrapped gift—breasts bare, thighs teased into view, lips parted as she looked up at Mason.

He didn’t need instruction.

Mason knelt in front of her, his hands skimming up her calves, over her knees, and then under her skirt. He pushed it up with care, not in haste, as if unwrapping something rare. The flats slipped from her feet without her even noticing. When the skirt bunched at her hips, his hands paused at the tops of her thighs.

His fingers moved slowly up her inner leg, trailing warmth. Her breath hitched. She felt his thumb stroke the damp patch of her panties—a soft, silent acknowledgment of how ready she was.

She had soaked through the fabric.

Mason leaned in, kissing just above her mound, and then pulled the panties aside, revealing her to the room. The air hit her core like a whisper.

Then his tongue replaced it.

Antara moaned. Loudly.

His mouth was confident, slow. No rush. He licked up her slit once, then circled his tongue around her clit—not too hard, not too fast, just enough to drive her mad. Her thighs jerked, heels pressing into the bed, hands flying to her breasts as she instinctively began touching herself where Mason wasn’t.

She looked to Raj—still seated, still fully clothed, but his hand was now slowly stroking over the bulge in his trousers, watching as his wife was spread open and devoured by another man.

He met her gaze. Possessive. Proud.

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

Mason sucked harder now, flicking his tongue faster, and her hips lifted toward him. She was gasping, head thrown back, hands fisting in the sheets. He slid one finger inside her—just one—while his tongue circled and pressed.

That was all it took.

Antara cried out, her orgasm ripping through her like a quiet explosion—long, intense, shaking her to her toes. Her thighs clamped around his head. She dug her nails into the mattress and arched until there was nothing left but sensation.

Mason didn’t move until she relaxed.

He kissed her inner thigh, tender now. Almost reverent. Then looked up at her face, flushed and radiant.

She blinked slowly, finding Raj again—his hand now still. He hadn’t touched himself during her climax.

But he looked like a man who had just been fed.

Antara smiled at both of them.

And pulled Mason up by his shoulders until his cock pressed against her soaked folds.


Chapter 15 – Mouths and Motives

Mason rose from between Antara’s thighs slowly, his lips glistening, his breath warm and heavy. He looked at her, not just as a lover, but with that same quiet intensity she had seen in him from across the café. Now, here, she could feel it radiating from every inch of him.

He stood between her parted legs, cock hard and glistening, his briefs pooled at his ankles. His shirt still clung to his torso—creased, sleeves rolled, the top few buttons undone from earlier.

He looked almost feral and beautiful all at once.

Antara reached for him, one hand trailing up the inside of his thigh, fingers brushing against the base of his cock. He hissed softly at the contact, then leaned in, his fingers sliding back between her thighs—teasing, confident.

He didn’t enter her. Not yet.

Instead, Mason let his fingers stroke along her folds, slick and swollen from the orgasm he’d just given her. He explored slowly, deliberately, parting her lips with his fingers and watching her gasp as he ran his fingertips from the top of her slit to just barely circling her clit.

“So wet,” he murmured. “All this for me?”

Antara moaned, hips rising to meet his touch. “You tell me.”

He chuckled low, his finger finally slipping inside her again—deep, slow, then retreating. Then another joined it. His thumb circled her clit gently, building pressure but never too fast. She was already sensitive, her body twitching beneath him.

As he fingered her, he leaned forward. “Take this off me,” he whispered, glancing down at his shirt.

She didn’t hesitate.

Antara sat up and unbuttoned him slowly, her fingers fumbling slightly from the heat in her limbs. The chambray slid off his shoulders and hit the floor. Now Mason stood before her—completely nude—his body lean, toned, skin smooth and evenly tanned. Even his cock, thick and flushed and twitching in the air between them, had that golden hue.

Antara sat forward, eye-level with him. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft again, and she stroked him once, then looked up with a quiet, wicked smile.

Then she kissed him.

First, the base. Then a line of soft, open-mouthed kisses up the underside of his cock, until her lips hovered just above the tip. She flicked her tongue over the head—light, teasing—before slowly wrapping her lips around it and drawing him into her mouth.

Mason groaned, deep and low, his hand flying to the back of her head—but not to guide her. Just to anchor himself.

She took him slowly at first, inch by inch, one hand holding the base, the other bracing herself on his thigh. Her tongue moved in swirling motions around the head, then slid along the underside as she began to build rhythm—up and down, letting him feel every inch of her mouth, her heat, her intent.

Behind them, Raj watched.

His breathing was heavier now, and one hand had moved to his crotch. He’d unzipped his pants, and was slowly stroking himself—eyes fixed on his wife as she knelt before another man, naked, cock in her mouth, completely in the moment.

It should’ve looked wrong. But to Raj—it was perfect. He watched the slow bob of her head, the way Mason’s fingers curled into her hair, the wet sound of her lips moving over his shaft. She looked made for it.

Antara glanced at Raj mid-motion—and the moment their eyes met, something flared between them.

Not shame.
Not even surprise.

Just acknowledgment.

This was the moment. The point of no return. And none of them were turning back.

Mason’s hips started to shift slightly, just barely thrusting into her mouth as she took him deeper. She pulled off for a breath, licking the tip with deliberate slowness, and then whispered, “You taste so good…”

He looked down at her, jaw clenched, eyes heavy.

“Keep going,” he growled.

She did.

And Raj watched his wife suck another man’s cock—with need, with skill, with absolute surrender—and all he could do was stroke himself harder.


Chapter 16 – The Tipping Point

Antara’s lips glided over Mason’s shaft, her head moving in a steady rhythm, eyes flicking up every few strokes to watch the way his face tensed—lips parted, breath caught, every muscle in his abdomen flexing.

She could feel the slick weight of him in her mouth, each inch warm and pulsing, veins tight against her tongue. Her hands held his thighs, steadying herself, but her focus was split now.

She wanted more than Mason’s moans.

She wanted Raj to feel this.

With a glint of mischief in her eye, she let Mason slip out of her mouth just long enough to turn slightly, look back at her husband. Raj was seated just behind her, shirt untucked, trousers loose, his cock in his hand. He was already stroking himself slowly, but when their eyes met, Antara felt the electricity surge.

She let her tongue trace Mason’s shaft deliberately—flat, slow, from base to tip—and then opened wide and took him back in with a soft moan that was only partly for Mason.

Raj’s fingers stilled for a beat.

She knew exactly what she was doing now.

Antara shifted slightly on her knees, widening her thighs, her skirt riding high, practically bunched at her hips. One hand came up to cradle Mason’s balls, rolling them gently, fingers curling around the weight of him. With her mouth still wrapped around his cock, she tilted her head—just enough—and gestured toward Raj with her eyes.

Come here, she was saying, without words. Join me.

Raj didn’t move. He just stared. The tip of his cock glistened where he had been stroking it. His breathing was louder now, chest rising and falling. But he didn’t get up. He just watched.

And that… made it hotter.

She took Mason deeper, sucking harder now, letting the wet sounds fill the room as her hand massaged the base of his shaft and his balls, her tongue swirling in time with her hand. Mason’s hips twitched, his breath ragged.

Then, with a growl under his breath, he slid his hand into her hair, tugged gently, and pulled himself free from her mouth.

His cock left her lips shiny with spit, a thick thread trailing from her bottom lip to his swollen head. Antara looked up, panting slightly, saliva on her chin, eyes wide and shining.

Mason tilted her chin upward with two fingers, firm but not rough. He looked down at her with that same half-smile—the one that had started all of this, back in the café.

Then he leaned forward and kissed her.

Just once. Deep and soft.

And then he guided her backward, laying her gently down on the bed.

Her camisole still bunched under her breasts. Her skirt was up around her hips, panties already soaked and clinging. Mason stood over her—naked, flushed, cock wet and heavy—and Raj sat only feet away, watching as his wife surrendered her body completely to another man.

And she loved it.

Every. Single. Second.


Chapter 17 – The Rhythm of Three

Antara lay back against the sheets, her camisole still caught beneath her breasts, her skirt hiked up, panties pushed aside. Her chest rose and fell with anticipation, her body already trembling with the aftershocks of her earlier orgasm. But something about being laid down like that—claimed—made it all start again.

Mason hovered over her, naked, skin warm and golden in the soft afternoon light filtering through the window. His cock hung hard and wet between them, still slick from her mouth, but his eyes were on her face.

And then, her center.

Without a word, he bent down and pressed his mouth to her folds once more.

Antara moaned sharply—caught off guard by how sensitive she still was. But Mason didn’t hesitate. He knew now exactly how she liked it. His tongue moved with calm precision—long, slow strokes that made her thighs quiver, then faster flicks across her clit that made her gasp and dig her fingers into the sheets.

Her hands gripped the fabric beneath her as he licked and sucked, two fingers sliding back inside her with ease, curling upward. Her hips bucked. Her nipples ached. Her body was alive in a way it hadn’t been in years.

She turned her head to look at Raj.

He was still seated, shirt open now, stroking himself steadily, his eyes locked on the sight of his wife’s legs spread wide, her body offered, her moans filling the room. His face was unreadable, but his arousal was not. She saw it in the tension of his jaw, the clench of his fingers, the way he shifted slightly forward in the chair.

She held his gaze as her body began to climb again—higher, tighter. Mason’s mouth latched onto her clit with just the right pressure, his fingers thrusting rhythmically inside her.

Her moans broke into short, breathless cries.

“Mason… I’m… oh my god…”

She came hard. Again.

Her second orgasm crashed over her like a wave—faster, rougher. Her thighs tensed around Mason’s head, her body jerking. She could barely breathe. Mason didn’t stop until she was writhing, panting, spent.

Then he pulled back, licking his lips, his face slick with her wetness.

“You taste fucking amazing,” he whispered.

Antara couldn’t speak.

She could only lie there, dazed, glowing, her body loose and open and ready.

Mason climbed onto the bed, crawling over her. She felt the head of his cock press against her folds—hot, hard, throbbing—and she didn’t flinch. She only opened her legs wider.

He looked down at her, his voice low.

“Ready?”

She nodded, whispering, “Yes.”

And then he pushed inside her.

The thickness of him filled her slowly, stretching her, pushing into places she hadn't been touched in so long. She gasped at the pressure, the sensation of being truly entered. Her arms went around his back as he buried himself to the hilt.

Mason groaned above her. “Fuck…”

He began to move—long, deep strokes at first, setting a slow rhythm. Her hips tilted up to meet him, her body already starting to sync with his. Wet sounds filled the room as they began to move together, skin meeting skin, breath against breath.

Full, deep, steady strokes. No urgency. No noise. Just warmth, rhythm, pressure. Lovers’ rhythm.

Raj watched silently, his hand working over his cock, his eyes fixed on the spot where Mason’s body disappeared into his wife’s. Antara looked over at him, locking eyes as her body rocked beneath another man’s. Her mouth parted. Her back arched.

And Raj stroked harder.

Mason thrust deeper now, faster, his rhythm tightening. He gripped her thighs, pushed them open wider, and drove into her with growing urgency. She moaned louder with every stroke, the bed beginning to shift beneath them.

It was rough, but not frantic. Controlled. Built.
A perfect rhythm.

Their bodies moved together—Mason thrusting, Antara rising to meet him, and Raj watching, hand on his cock, chest heaving.

Three people.
One animalistic, yet steady rhythm.
No turning back.


Chapter 18– No Stopping Now

Mason was pounding into her now—relentless, deep, precise. His hips smacked against her soaked thighs, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the hotel room walls. Antara’s legs were wrapped tightly around him, ankles hooked behind his back, her calves flexing every time he bottomed out inside her.

Her camisole was still scrunched under her breasts, forgotten. Her skirt was bunched around her hips. Her panties dangled off one ankle. And Mason—completely naked—was driving into her like a man possessed.

She was writhing, clawing at his back, breathless, sweat dripping down her chest, nipples stiff and raw from the friction of their bodies. He was thick and long and hard, and she could feel every inch of him — the way his cock dragged along her inner walls, stretching her open, flooding her with heat.

Then—Raj’s voice.

A rough gasp: “Wait—”

Mason slowed, barely.

Antara turned her head toward her husband, face flushed and glowing. Raj’s cock was out, thick in his grip, glistening from his own arousal. His chest rose and fell with tension.

“We forgot the condom,” he said.

They had. She’d packed one. It was in her purse. Clean, rolled, ready. And completely forgotten.

Mason paused, his cock still buried inside her, thick and twitching.

Antara met his eyes—then Raj’s. Her body was drenched, trembling, right on the edge.

She shook her head, breathless. “Just… pull out.”

Mason nodded, jaw clenched. “Got it.”

Then he slammed back into her.

The sound she made wasn’t a moan—it was a broken, open cry of pleasure.

His cock plunged deep, thick and hard, her soaked walls clutching around him. His rhythm picked up again—harder, rougher, faster—as if her permission had removed all restraints.

Antara's mouth fell open. She was gripping him now—arms locked around his back, nails digging into the sweat-slicked muscles of his shoulders.

“Fuck,” she whispered, “fuck—don’t stop—don’t you dare stop—”

Her legs rose higher, thighs hugging around his hips, squeezing the flexing curve of his ass, pulling him deeper—as deep as he could go.

The bed rocked beneath them, headboard creaking, sheets tangled.

Raj sat just feet away, eyes fixed, hand pumping his cock in a tight, wet grip. His knuckles were white. His breathing ragged. He watched as his wife was pounded by another man—her body offered, owned, opened—her moans louder now, raw, uncontrolled.

“Fucking look at her,” Mason grunted between thrusts, his voice aimed at Raj. “She’s taking all of it…”

Antara snapped her head to the side, locking eyes with Raj as her mouth fell open in a shuddering gasp.

And Raj came.

His orgasm hit like a punch—his back arched, cum spilling hot across his belly, some of it streaking across his hand, chest heaving. His eyes never left hers.

But Mason didn’t slow. If anything—he fucked her harder.

Antara's voice rose in pitch. Her thighs were shaking now, wrapped tight around Mason’s waist, her heels locking over the curve of his ass as he drove into her—deeper, faster, sloppier.

The wet slap of their bodies was wild. Uncontrolled. The bed groaned beneath them. Her soaked pussy clenched around his cock, fluttering at the edge again.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered, breath breaking. “Don’t stop—please—don’t stop—”

Mason fucked her like he was claiming her.

And then it hit her.

Her orgasm slammed through her, shattered her. Her body arched off the bed, breasts bouncing, throat open in a long, cracked moan. She clung to him, trembling all over, her pussy spasming around his cock, milking him hard.

“Fuck, fuck—I’m gonna—” Mason groaned.

He pulled out at the last second, stroking himself once—twice—

And exploded.

Hot ropes of cum splattered across her belly, her hip, her inner thigh. Thick. Warm. Endless. His cock jerked in his hand, muscles clenched, eyes shut as he spilled himself onto her with a groan so deep it made her clench again just from hearing it.

And then—

Silence.

Breathless. Shaking.

Her legs slid down from around his waist. Mason lowered himself over her, breath ragged, his chest against hers.

Raj leaned back in the chair, spent, still stunned.

Three of them.

One scene.

No turning back.


Chapter 19 – Aftershock

The room smelled of sex and sweat and breathless release.

Antara lay sprawled on the bed, skin flushed, hair a tangle across the pillows, Mason’s cum cooling on her stomach. Her body trembled with tiny aftershocks, her thighs slick, her chest still heaving.

Mason hovered over her for a moment, one hand braced beside her shoulder, the other brushing her cheek. His expression had softened completely—no longer driven, no longer feral. Now, he just looked… stunned. Satisfied. Maybe even a little overwhelmed.

He leaned down and kissed her—not hungry, not claiming—just soft. Real.

Then he sat back, sliding off the bed gently, heading toward the bathroom.

The door clicked behind him, and for a moment it was just her and Raj again.

She turned her head toward her husband.

Raj hadn’t moved much. Still seated, shirt open, cock softening in his lap, the glow of his orgasm still visible in the tension in his jaw, the gleam of sweat on his forehead.

Their eyes met. No words.

Just breath.

Then a smile.

He stood, crossed to her quietly, and sat on the edge of the bed. His hand brushed along her thigh—the one still streaked with Mason’s cum—and then up, between her breasts, over her collarbone.

"You okay?" he asked, voice low, the way he always spoke to her after a particularly intense orgasm.

She nodded. “Better than okay.”

They both laughed—soft, breathy, stunned.

Raj leaned in, kissed her forehead. “You were… incredible.”

“I think we were,” she murmured, her fingers brushing his forearm. “All of us.”

The bathroom door creaked open. Mason returned, shirtless still, but with a warm, damp towel in one hand. He walked toward the bed like it wasn’t awkward, like this was just… life now. He gently wiped her stomach, her thighs, moving slowly, carefully.

“I made a bit of a mess,” he said, smirking.

She smiled up at him. “You’re allowed.”

Raj chuckled softly, shaking his head. “I never imagined watching you like that would feel so—” He paused, searching for the word. “Right.”

Antara looked at both of them—her husband, still open and proud, and Mason, still half-hard, flushed, wiping her gently like she was something precious.

Something in her chest swelled.

“You two going to leave me alone for a while?” she teased.

Mason grinned. “Only if you want us to.”

Antara stretched, her legs still weak but deliciously used. “Maybe I need a little break,” she said. Then she caught Raj’s eye again. “Or maybe… round two needs a few more conditions.”

Raj raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

She pulled the sheet up over her chest, only half-covering her breasts. “Well... maybe next time, you take something off too.”

Raj laughed. “Noted.”

Mason sat on the edge of the bed now, towel discarded, fingers lazily stroking her thigh again.

The air had shifted.

From heat and hunger—to affection. Complicity.

Something new had been born here, between the three of them.

And none of them were quite ready to close the door on it


Chapter 20 – Again and Again

The room was warm, hazy with fading light and the scent of sweat and sex. Antara lay across the bed, the camisole still bunched around her waist, the sheets tangled beneath her bare skin, one thigh thrown over Raj’s lap where he sat at the edge.

She was flushed, her hair wild, her skin glowing with the kind of post-orgasm confidence that came only after being thoroughly taken.

Raj’s hand idly rested on her shin, stroking gently.

She watched him for a while—shirt open, trousers loose, his own orgasm still marked on his skin—and then asked softly, “Why didn’t you join in love?”

He didn’t look surprised by the question. Instead, he smiled down at her, eyes calm.

“I wanted to watch,” he said simply. “I liked it more than I expected to.”

She raised an eyebrow, playful but curious. “You sure?”

He nodded. “Seeing you like that… the way you responded to him. That’s not something I ever imagined could turn me on like that. But it did.”

Antara studied him for a moment, then reached up and touched his chest. “I liked knowing you were there. Watching. Wanting.”

Raj leaned down and kissed her—slow, deep, appreciative.

Just then, the bathroom door creaked open.

Mason emerged nude, towel slung carelessly over his shoulder, not wrapped around his waist. His skin still glistened with the damp heat of the steam, and his cock—half-hard and heavy—hung between his thighs like it belonged there.

Antara’s eyes dropped to it instinctively. It wasn’t even fully erect, but still carried that thickness, that weight—a casual reminder of everything it had just done to her.

Not quite the poodle curl of a soft cock, like Raj’s after orgasm—Mason’s was still primed, alive, expectant.

He caught her staring and smirked. “Hope I’m not ruining the afterglow.”

Raj chuckled. “You walk around like that often?”

Mason shrugged, reaching for a bottle of water on the counter. “After a day like that? Might as well let the skin breathe.”

He drank deeply, then leaned against the wall, not making any attempt to cover himself.

Antara sat up slightly, sheet falling from her chest again. She felt warm all over—not just from her orgasm, but from the presence of both men. 

“You’re not tired?” she asked Mason.

He looked down at himself—his cock was slowly thickening, swelling in that unmistakable way that said the blood was heading back south.

He raised an eyebrow, grinning.

“I’ve been told I recover fast.”

Raj snorted. “Yeah, yeah. I’m lucky if I can go past round one these days.”

Antara looked at Mason again, and saw it—his cock was rising. Not rapidly. But steadily.

And it wasn’t from nothing.

It was her. Her body. Her voice. The way her breasts moved as she shifted slightly in the bed. The flush in her cheeks. The bruises from his grip still fresh on her hips.

He was watching her.

Getting hard again.

Antara bit her lip and looked between them—her husband relaxed, amused, and very visibly done, and this other man, standing nude, cock rising again because just the sight of her was enough.

And her body?

Her body was already responding.

Mason sat beside her now, relaxed, muscles loose, his cock beginning to respond again just from being near her. She noticed — the way it twitched and slowly started to rise, even without a word exchanged.

She didn’t say anything.

She just turned toward him.

With a slow, deliberate motion, Antara swung one leg over Mason’s lap and straddled him, her thighs spreading over his, her bare pussy pressing against the thickening bulge of his cock.

He was still wearing his jeans.

She started grinding against the rough fabric, soft wet skin rubbing along the outline of him.

It didn’t take long.

His cock twitched again, thickening fast beneath her. She leaned forward, kissing along his neck, her hands undoing the button and fly as she worked him free with practiced ease.

Behind her, Raj shifted closer, watching now from less than an arm’s length away. His hand moved along her spine, slow and reverent, trailing down toward her hips.

Mason’s cock sprang free — hard, flushed, eager. Antara guided it with one hand, lifting her hips, and then—

She sank down.

A long, deep moan poured from her lips.

Mason gasped.

So did Raj.

She started moving — slow, deep, rolling circles that made her breath catch in her throat. Her hands rested on Mason’s shoulders, her breasts swaying as she rode him, each grind a smooth, wet stroke of skin on skin.

Raj’s hand cupped her breast now, his thumb brushing her nipple. She didn’t stop him. She leaned into it.

Her head tilted back, mouth open, every part of her body alive again.

Mason gripped her hips, helping her move. She leaned forward, kissed him — then kissed Raj.

Not just a peck.

A full, open-mouthed kiss while she was filled by another man.

And it made her dizzy.

The bed creaked beneath them. Her moans turned deeper, wetter. Her movements faster. The wet slap of their bodies echoed around them.

“I’m gonna…” she gasped.

“Come,” Mason growled. “Come on my cock.”

And she did.

She broke apart on top of him, trembling, hips stuttering as her orgasm took over.

When she finally slid off, breathless and shaking, she dropped to her knees on the bed.

“You deserve your turn,” she whispered.

She sank to her knees in front of Mason, eyes dark with hunger, her lips parting as she took the thick, swollen head of his cock into her mouth. He was still slick, hard and throbbing, the taste of their earlier play still lingering on his skin. She moaned softly around him — a low, needy sound that vibrated through his shaft and made his hips jerk forward instinctively.

Raj stood close, close enough to feel the heat radiating off their bodies, close enough to see every twitch of Mason’s muscles and every flick of her tongue. His chest rose and fell, shallow and quick, as he watched her take Mason deeper. Her lips stretched wide around his girth, her throat working to swallow every inch. Her hand gripped the base firmly, holding him steady as her mouth moved in slow, rhythmic strokes — wet, greedy, and impossibly erotic.

She wasn’t just sucking him off. She was devouring him. Worshipping him with her mouth, tongue gliding and swirling, her cheeks hollowing with every pull. Saliva glistened on her chin, a mix of spit and arousal. Her eyes never left Mason’s — locked, daring, full of filthy promise. And every few seconds, they flicked to Raj, letting him know: she wanted to be watched.

Mason groaned deep in his throat, fingers curling into her hair as his body tightened. He tried to hold back, but her mouth was merciless — warm and wet and perfect. She picked up the pace, sucking harder, letting him slide deeper until her nose pressed against his skin, her throat fluttering as she swallowed around him.

“Fuck…” Mason gasped, voice strained.

He couldn’t stop it.

With a strangled cry, his head flew back, eyes squeezed shut as his orgasm crashed through him. His hips thrust forward once, twice — then he was spilling into her mouth, hot and thick and endless. She swallowed greedily, moaning as he filled her, her hand still wrapped around the base, milking every last drop from him.

Raj could see it all — the way her throat worked, the way Mason trembled, the way she didn’t stop even as his cock pulsed and twitched against her tongue. She held him there until he sagged, breathless and spent, then pulled back slowly, letting him slip from her lips with a soft, wet pop.

She licked her lips deliberately, catching every drop. Then she looked up at Raj — slow, smoldering — and gave him the kind of smile that promised she wasn’t even close to done.

No one said a word.


Chapter 21: Between Sips and Glances

The trio lay stretched across the bed, tangled in soft sheets and softer silence. The room was dim, shadows moving lazily across their bare arms and legs. The air felt full — not with words, but with everything they’d already said with bodies and breath.

Antara lay between them, relaxed, her skirt smoothed back over her thighs, camisole clinging to her like it was made for this moment. The thin fabric hugged the gentle curves of her breasts, nipples visible beneath — unbothered, unhidden. She didn’t try to cover herself. She didn’t need to. She was exactly as she wanted to be seen.

Mason looked over at her, eyes trailing down her chest. “You know,” he said with a slow grin, “you might be the most dangerously sexy woman I’ve ever been with.”

Antara raised a brow, lips curving. “Might be?”

He laughed. “Fine. You are. No contest.”

She turned to face him fully, her gaze unapologetically bold. “You weren’t so bad yourself, bull.”

That made Raj chuckle — quiet, approving. Antara leaned toward him first, kissed him gently, lips pressing soft and familiar to his. Then she turned to Mason and gave him the same — slower, deeper. Her fingers brushed his jaw as their mouths met in a warm, unhurried kiss that left him smiling as she pulled away.

“Gotta pee and freshen up,” she murmured, sliding off the bed.

Mason watched her stand, watched her walk — the way her skirt hugged her ass, barely covering it. “Damn,” he said under his breath, giving a low whistle. “That ass should be illegal.”

Antara smiled over her shoulder but didn’t break stride.

When the door to the bathroom clicked shut, Mason leaned back on his elbows, exhaling hard. “Man. That woman… Raj, you weren’t exaggerating. That’s one of the best women I’ve ever had. Wild, confident, fucking addictive.”

Raj just nodded slowly, smiling. “Yeah. She is.”

There was no jealousy — just pride. Mutual understanding.

“You want another drink?” Raj asked. “Maybe beer? Or something cold?”

“Sure.”

Raj reached for the phone. Pressed the button. Nothing.

He frowned, tried again. Dead.

“Phone’s out,” he muttered. “I’ll go down to the front desk and sort it.”

“Alright. I’ll hold down the fort,” Mason said with a smirk.

Raj grabbed his shirt and stepped out.

Moments later, the bathroom door opened.

Antara emerged, freshly washed, cheeks flushed, camisole clinging tighter now after a splash of water. She looked down and saw Mason sitting there, alone, shirt open, chest bare, grinning at her like he’d just won something.

She padded across the room and sat beside him again.

No words.

He leaned in and kissed her — deep this time, lips parting, hands sliding over her waist. She didn’t stop him when his hand slid up beneath her skirt, cupping her ass. She moaned softly against his mouth as he kissed her harder, his fingers tightening, groping her like he’d been aching to since she left the bed.

The door clicked.

Raj walked in and saw them — Antara straddling Mason’s thigh now, their mouths locked, his hand fully under her skirt, squeezing, owning.

He looked away, casually, respectfully — like it wasn’t new, like it wasn’t unexpected.

Antara didn’t stop right away. Just a soft breath, then she turned, her voice light. “Hey Raj… what’ve you got for us?”

Raj held up a bottle of wine and a tray. “Wine. Fruit. Chocolate. Couple of beers.”

“Perfect,” she said, smoothing her skirt, still a little breathless.

They returned to the bed — the three of them — reclining comfortably, drinks in hand. The tray sat between them. Cold fruit. Rich chocolate. Warm, unspoken heat.

The conversation was light now — little things. Laughter, teasing glances, fingers brushing occasionally. The intimacy remained, even clothed, even in calm. Just the three of them, sipping wine and enjoying the weight of the night.

Antara stretched, her camisole lifting slightly.

“Well,” she said with a warm, low voice. “We should take our leave.”

Mason looked over at her like he wasn’t ready to let go yet.


Chapter 22: Language Lessons in Bed

They were still sprawled comfortably across the hotel bed, wrapped in soft sheets, flushed skin, and the golden haze of wine and satisfaction.

The tray of fruit and wine had been mostly picked over, but none of them were in any rush to move. Antara lay in the middle, her legs lazily draped across Raj’s thigh, her head resting just near Mason’s shoulder. The camisole still clung to her — sheer, snug, and teasing — and her skirt was loosely settled around her hips, showing plenty of thigh with no shame at all.

Mason stretched his arms above his head, grinning as he turned toward her. “You know,” he said, “after a night like that… how the hell are we supposed to say goodbye in Hindi?”

Antara tilted her head, smiling. “Simple. Just say ‘bye.’ Or ‘tata.’ Or even ‘miltey hain’ — like, ‘see you again.’”

He raised an eyebrow. “Tata? Tata sounds like a grandma waving from a balcony. That’s not going to cut it after I’ve had your lips wrapped around my—”

Raj let out a quiet laugh.

Antara smirked and cut in, “Language, bull.”

Mason grinned. “Fine, then teach me some real language. Dirty stuff. The good kind. I need the vocabulary for all this.”

Antara gave him a mock-thoughtful look. “You sure you can handle it?”

“I handled you. I think I’m qualified.”

She rolled her eyes fondly, then leaned up on one elbow. “Alright. So for the small ones, the baby cocks, we say nunni.”

Mason blinked. “Nunni?”

She giggled. “Yeah. Like, ‘aww, look at your little nunni.’”

He groaned. “That’s brutal. That sounds like an insult and a nursery rhyme.”

Antara looked at her husband playfully. “It is. Ask Raj. I call his thing, a nunni”

Raj laughed and held up his hands. “Yeah.”

Mason smirked. “So, what do you call the big boys? Something tells me nunni doesn’t apply here.” He gave Antara a pointed glance.

She didn’t miss it. “The real word? Lund. Or lauda. Rough. Crude. Hot.”

Mason grinned wider. “So then… what I’ve got is a good lund?”

Antara leaned closer, brushing her lips just near his ear. “Mmm,” she purred, “you’ve got a very nice lund. Heavy. Thick. A proper bull's.”

He groaned playfully, fisting the sheet. “Fuck, I love the way you put it.”

Antara laughed, then Mason asked, “Alright — next lesson. What about these?” He casually cupped her breasts through the thin camisole, thumbs brushing over her nipples, still visible under the sheer fabric.

Antara arched into his touch. “Those are boobs, yes. But in Hindi? Chuchiyan.”

He repeated it slowly. “Choo-chi-yan?”

“Mm-hmm. Or stan if you wanna be proper. Even ‘mammay’. But honestly, just say boobs. Everyone understands.”

Mason’s hands slid lower, caressing down her hips. “Okay then, teach me the real word for this.” His palm curved over her ass, firm and slow.

Antara gasped softly, letting him touch, but kept her voice light. “That’s gaand. Or chuthad. Both mean ass.”

He gave it a playful squeeze. “So I can say… aapka gaand bahut sundar hai?”

Raj burst out laughing.

Antara clapped a hand over her mouth, trying not to laugh too loudly. “Oh my God.”

Mason grinned like he’d just aced a test. “That mean what I think it means?”

Raj nodded. “Yes. That exactly means what you think it means.”

Antara, still giggling, leaned over and kissed Mason’s cheek. “That was almost perfect pronunciation.”

Mason shrugged. “What can I say? I’m a quick study. Especially when I’m motivated.”

Raj took another sip of wine and shook his head, smiling. “This night keeps getting better.”

Antara sighed happily, curling back between them. “Mmm. You boys are dangerous together.”

They lay there for a long while after, bodies warm, the wine sweet on their tongues, laughter slowly fading into something quiet and glowing.

And for a moment, none of them said anything. They just let the warmth settle in.


Chapter 23: The Last Heat Before Goodbye

The room was warm with the soft hush of afterglow — bodies relaxed, skin kissed by wine and sweat, the sheets a tangle of their movements. The tray was nearly empty, the last grapes rolling at the edge of a plate, and the wine bottle sat tipped in its cooler, half-drained.

They lay across the bed, still touching, still close. Antara was on her side between them, her thigh over Raj’s, her head near Mason’s shoulder. Her laugh rose suddenly, sweet and low.

“The only reason why it is called a cock is it because it often rises in the morning” she giggled, wiping at the corner of her eye.

Mason grinned, “I guess a pussy is called so because it is soft, warm and loves the act of licking.”

Antara laughed again, “yeah right!”

Her chest rose and fell under the camisole, her nipples still visibly tight against the thin fabric. Her hair was wild around her shoulders, her mouth still swollen from earlier kisses. She looked flushed, loose, and completely at ease.

But after a few more lingering chuckles, she exhaled and pushed herself up from the bed.

“Alright,” she murmured, smoothing her skirt, trying to get her balance. “We should really go. Before it gets dark.”

“We had a good time, Mason,” Raj nodded in agreement.

Mason didn’t say anything yet.

Antara stood slowly, reaching for her wrap and bag, her fingers moving with practiced grace. But there was a slight hitch in her movement — the kind of soreness that came from being taken twice by the same man, hard, deep, and without mercy.

Her skirt settled around her thighs. Her camisole clung to her chest. Her whole body radiated used heat — the kind that made it impossible to look away.

Raj was already standing off to the side, fully dressed, watching her with a calm, intimate gaze.

Mason was still on the bed, shirtless, leaning forward now as his eyes followed the way her skirt molded to the curve of her ass.

She bent slightly to pick up her phone.

That’s when he moved.

He stood, crossed the space behind her in two silent steps, and wrapped his arms around her waist.

Antara gasped softly as he pressed into her from behind — slow, solid, warm — his cock already thickening against the swell of her ass.

She didn’t pull away.

“Seriously?” she whispered, not hiding the smile in her voice.

“You walked away too early,” Mason murmured into her neck. “I am not finished with you.”

Across the room, Raj had paused.

Antara tilted her head slightly, glancing back at Mason — then forward again, and saw Raj watching.

She didn’t break the tension. She didn’t move away. Instead, she let her palms settle against the small table in front of her, steadying herself.

Mason’s hands moved lower. He gathered her skirt up slowly, bunching it around her hips. Her ass was bare — exposed, flushed, waiting.

He let out a breath. “Aahh… What a sexy gaand, Antara.”

She whimpered softly, biting her lip as her hands clutched the edge of the table.

Then her eyes flicked again to Raj — and she caught it:

His gaze.
His stance.
His hand moving to his zipper, slow and certain.

Her body tightened, tensed in response, hips subtly shifting back into Mason, her thighs parting just a bit wider as her breath quickened.

And behind her, Mason pushed forward — thick and eager — sinking into her with one deep, claiming thrust.

Her mouth fell open in a raw moan, the sound ripped from somewhere deep in her chest as Mason sank into her in one fierce, unforgiving thrust. No build-up. No hesitation. Just thick, hard, need slamming into her body and unraveling her breath.

Her arms trembled as she gripped the table, knuckles white, her hips jerking forward from the force of impact. Her back arched instinctively, offering more, as Mason’s fingers dug into her waist with bruising intent.

And then—

Thaap. Thaap. Thaap.

Each thrust landed with obscene rhythm, skin meeting skin in echoing contact. The room filled with the sound — filthy, raw, real. Mason fucked her like he had minutes, not hours. Like he couldn’t wait to get every inch of himself back inside her.

Antara’s moans grew higher, needier, echoing off the walls. She couldn’t hold back — not with the way he was using her, not with how full she felt, stretched perfectly around him. Her thighs quivered with every thrust. Her body rocked forward with every push.

Behind her, Mason groaned, his voice thick. “Look at you. So wet. You’re still fucking dripping for me, Antara.”

She gasped, voice catching. “Yes—yes—don’t stop—please don’t stop.”

From the corner of her vision, she saw movement — and then her gaze locked on Raj.

He was standing near the wall, still, shirt open, eyes dark and fixed on her. His cock was fully out now, thick and hard in his hand, stroking in slow, controlled movements. Watching his wife come apart in front of him.

But there was no shame on his face. No jealousy. Just pure hunger.

He looked like he’d be frozen just to stay in that moment — witnessing, owning, sharing her like this.

“Raj—” she gasped, her voice thick. “Watch. Watch him fuck me.”

Mason growled low and grabbed her by the hips again, yanking her back into him hard. She cried out, thighs shaking, her moans messy and loud now, one hand slamming flat on the table as she lost the rhythm of her breath.

Mason leaned forward, his chest pressed to her back now, his mouth right at her ear. “You like him watching, don’t you?”

She couldn’t find words. She moaned — high, helpless — nodding, her breath ragged.

“Oh yes, yes. Mason—Mason—oh my god— yes—deeper—harder— I can feel it—feel you—everywhere.”

Mason growled in approval, and his pace turned feral. His hips slammed into her harder, faster, driving her forward with every thrust. Antara gripped the table like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

Her moans pitched upward — whimpering, crying out, begging without saying a word.

Her climax was building fast. Too fast.

Her legs shook violently. Her body was no longer her own — it was Mason’s to command, to fuck, to finish.

He thrust harder, fast, hard, a savage rhythm, no pause, no soft finish.

Each impact pushed her forward, made her voice break into breathless gasps.

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment — body shaking — then opened again.

Raj’s hand moved faster now, his chest rising with short, hard breaths. He was watching. She felt it. His attention like heat on her skin.

She turned her face toward him and moaned louder — not for Mason now, but for Raj.

He was closer now. Shirt hanging open. His cock out, hard and leaking. His hand gripped tight around it, stroking slow and deliberate, eyes dark and fixed on her

“Do it,” she whispered looking at the bead of cum forming in her husband’s peehole. “Let it come… Come while you watch me take him. Come with me.”

Mason grunted, fucking her harder — his rhythm brutal now, hips slamming into her, cock buried deep on every thrust.

Antara was moaning constantly, her body trembling, on edge.

“I’m gonna— oh—fuck, Mason—I’m gonna—” her voice cracked, hips twitching back into him as the pressure built fast.

Mason’s voice was tight. “Come. Right now. Show him.”

Her orgasm hit like fire — fast and consuming. It sounded like a chorus in the room with her husband joining his better-half, dribbling cum, in a crude duet of orgasmic release.

Her legs went weak. Her voice broke into a long, guttural moan. Her body clenched, pulsing around him, hips grinding into his, thighs shaking as waves rolled through her.

Mason pulled out just in time, stroking himself hard, jaw clenched.

He grunted hoarsely and came in thick, generous hot ropes across her ass and lower back, groaning, breath tearing from his lungs.

Antara’s body sagged, supported only by the table, her chest rising and falling. Her skin was glistening, flushed, marked — a mess of pleasure, sweat, and sex. Mason’s cock crept out, losing its rigidity, the tip covered with cum.

Raj didn’t move — couldn’t. His eyes were locked on her: legs still parted, thighs trembling, Mason’s release sliding in thick trails down the curves of her ass and inner thighs. She looked ravished — raw, ruined, perfect.

Antara’s head hung low for a moment, her hands still gripping the table.

Then she looked up slowly — from Mason, still panting behind her, to Raj, dripping in front of her — and smiled.

Antara lingered in the afterglow, her body heavy and sated. The room reeked of sweat and sex — rich, raw, and utterly satisfying. She let out a soft, breathless laugh, part exhaustion, part smug delight, then reached lazily for the crumpled roll of tissue paper on the nightstand.

"Classy," Mason muttered with a crooked grin, still panting behind her.

"Efficient," she quipped, dragging a tissue between her thighs with slow, almost theatrical care. She didn’t rush — she wiped herself clean, thick with their mingled fluids, then turned casually and tended to Mason, his cock still twitching, still glossy from her. He gave a sharp exhale as she ran the soft paper over him, gentle but unapologetic.

“Messy boys,” she murmured with a little smirk, tossing the used tissue into the bin. She leaned toward Raj next — his hand still sticky, his cock spent — and cleaned him too, precise, tender, not quite clinical. He didn't say a word, just let her do it, watching her every move like she was art in motion.

Her skirt lay crumpled on a nearby chair. She stepped into it without underwear, not bothering to do more than tug it over her hips. No bra, just the camisole — snug, thin, faintly sheer with sweat — her nipples still taut under the shelf line. She tied her wrap loosely at the waist, slipped into her flats, and checked herself in the mirror. Her hair was a touch wild, her lips still flushed. She didn’t fix it.

She liked the way she looked: like a woman freshly, thoroughly fucked.

Mason zipped up slowly, eyes roaming over her with open admiration. “You’re trouble, you know that?”

She leaned in, brushing her lips close to his ear. “And you’re welcome.”

Raj, now dressed again, offered her his hand. She took it without hesitation — fingers laced, easy, intimate — and together they turned to leave.

At the door, Mason ruffled his hair with a towel, grabbing a bottle of water. “I’ll freshen up and head out in a few. You two go ahead. I’ll slip out through the other room — name’s still on the booking.”

Antara smirked over her shoulder. “Smart boy.”

“Hot girl,” Mason fired back, lips curving. “Take care.”

She blew him a soft, wicked kiss. “You too.”

“Be in touch” he said, voice low and satisfied. She smiled at him and then held her husannd and walked away proud.

The hallway was quiet. Clean. Almost sterile after the heat of the room.

Raj pressed a kiss to her knuckles as they walked toward the elevator. “Happy?”

She smiled up at him — languid, glowing. “Very.”

They stepped into the car, and she nestled in beside him, one hand resting on his thigh, her skirt riding high over smooth legs. Her scent — musk and sweat and the faintest sweetness of sex — lingered in the air around her.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.

Raj glanced at her, eyes roaming the curve of her cheek, the flush still blooming along her chest, the slight part of her lips. She looked lit from within — cheeks glowing, skin dewy, eyes soft and wicked all at once. Fucked full and satisfied. Owned and still wild.

There was a hum beneath her skin, as though Mason’s hands still gripped her hips, as though Raj’s breath still ghosted against her ear. She crossed her legs slowly, feeling the subtle stick of skin, the trace of him — of them — drying between her thighs beneath the camisole and skirt.

She smiled to herself.

Outside, the world moved on, unaware.

Inside the car, Antara sat radiant — not just flushed, but alive, humming with pleasure, every nerve alight from being used just right. She was a woman who had been seen, wanted, taken — and she wore it like perfume, invisible and intoxicating.



Book 2 begins……Read how Antara transforms into a blooming hotwife.


Book 2:

Sharing His Wife – A Hot Cuckold Hotwife Story

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. Park visits, spilled snacks, tantrums before bedtime. The soundtrack of young parenthood.

But tonight, for once, the house was silent.
Not because the children were gone — but because they were finally asleep.

And then Ajay arrived.

He stepped in just after seven, bag slung over his shoulder, wearing that same cocky grin Antara always remembered. He looked broader now — filled out with age, with confidence. The grey in his beard suited him. That easy magnetism — casual, natural — hadn’t faded at all.

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

She laughed, brushing him off. “You’re blind, Ajay.”
But the flush that crept up her chest betrayed her body’s honesty — and Raj noticed it.

Raj noticed something else too. A shift. A subtle difference in how Antara was around Ajay now. Years ago, back in India, Ajay had been more his friend — but Antara had always enjoyed his company. They got along well, shared the same dry humor, the same love for long, lazy conversations about everything and nothing.

He’d even teased her once, half-laughing, “Seems like he likes you more than me.”
And back then, she’d just rolled her eyes, smiled politely, always careful not to blur any lines. Polite. Reserved. Warm, but never open. Never… like this.

Because now… now she was different. London had changed her. Or maybe more accurately — marriage had evolved. And hotwifing had transformed her.

Mason had transformed her.

That first experience — just three months ago — had cracked her open in ways even Raj hadn’t fully expected. Watching her take Mason, watching her let another man have her while Raj sat in the same room… it hadn’t ruined anything. It had awakened something deeper. Something permanent.

She carried it in her now — in the way her body moved, in the way her smiles lingered, in the subtle curve of her voice when she spoke to men who made her feel... seen. Desired.

And standing there, watching her talk to Ajay — watching the quiet ease in her, the way her eyes softened when Ajay laughed — Raj knew. He knew exactly what had shifted.

This wasn’t the same Antara anymore.
Hotwifing had changed her.

Raj clapped Ajay 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. 

Book 3 follows – A flowing Antara finds a stronger shore on the other side.


Book 3:

Hotwife’s Constant Bull – Cuckolding with Her Long-Term Lover

Chapter 1: A Farewell Kiss



The tyres crunched softly on gravel as Raj slowed the SUV near the low wooden gate. Beyond it, the path narrowed into a winding trail flanked by unruly hedges and fog-draped trees. The sky was a soft English grey — the kind that never fully lets the sun through — and the silence around them was deep, almost sacred.

Antara exhaled, her fingers tightening slightly around the handle of her leather purse.

Raj turned to her with a quiet smile. “So… he’s expecting you?”

“Yes,” she said simply, adjusting her scarf. “He knows I’m coming.”

There was a pause. Neither of them said what they were really thinking. But everything had already been discussed — in quiet hotel-room conversations, on long walks when the kids weren’t around, and in that strange, trembling language of eye contact between spouses who understand more than they say.

Raj had come to terms with it. He wasn’t happy. But he understood. And she — she had tried to suppress the ache for years.

“I’ll keep the boys busy,” he said. “We’ll do paddleboarding, fish and chips, maybe the fossil walk.”

Antara leaned in and kissed his cheek — soft, lingering. “Thank you.”

He brushed her hand gently, and for a moment, it looked like he might say something more. But instead, he nodded and shifted the car into gear. “Call me if you need anything. Otherwise, I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

“I’ll be fine.”

The SUV rolled away slowly, headlights flashing once as he curved back down the narrow country road. She stood still for a moment, her body humming with something between nervousness and heat.

That’s when she heard it — the faint creak of a heavy barn door swinging open.

She turned.

And there he was.

Edward Hale.



He stood in the doorway of the shed, hands on his hips, wearing a thick charcoal jumper rolled up at the sleeves, and a pair of faded corduroy trousers tucked into mud-smeared boots. Tall. Weathered. The kind of man who looked like he belonged here — like he’d been carved by this land. His white hair was swept back, a silvering beard outlining a strong jaw. His eyes — pale grey — studied her like she was a new piece of machinery he wasn’t quite sure how to operate yet.

“You made it,” he said.

Antara walked toward him slowly, each step soft and deliberate.

“I did.”

“You’re early.”

She smiled, tugging the scarf from her neck, letting the wind tease the edges of her hair. “I didn’t want to waste daylight.”

Edward stepped aside, gesturing to the open barn with a tilt of his head. “Come in, if you’re not afraid of a little dust and rust.”

She passed him, and as she did, her shoulder brushed against his chest — just enough to register. He smelled of woodsmoke, oil, and something clean underneath. The kind of scent that didn’t come from cologne, but from soap and honest sweat.

Inside, the air was cool and dry. The high ceilings of the barn were crisscrossed with old wooden beams, the floor strewn with straw and sawdust. Tools hung in neat rows. A heavy grading table took up the center — scratched, solid, and beautiful in its utility.

“You live alone?” she asked, glancing around.

“My wife is in London,” he replied. “Her daughter’s unwell.”

Antara turned to him, pausing. “She’s not yours?”

“No. Mine are grown. Two boys from my first marriage. They live in Australia.”

“And your second?”

He shrugged. “It’s fine. We don’t speak of passion anymore.”

That word — passion — hung between them like a match just waiting for the strike.

She took a slow breath. “You built all this?”

“Mostly. Bought it half-rotted. Took years to bring it back.”

Her fingers traced the edge of a workbench, feeling the grooves in the grain. “You like fixing things.”

“I like things that don’t pretend to be perfect.”

That made her smile — wide and slow.

“Good,” she said. “Neither do I.”

Edward watched her then — not hungrily, but curiously. She wore a dark green sweater dress that hugged her softly around the hips, stockings beneath, and ankle boots dusted from the walk. Her hair was loose, tucked behind one ear. Her eyes — dark, alert — scanned the room without fear.

“You’ve come a long way,” he said finally.

“I know,” she whispered.

And when his gaze lingered, she didn’t look away.

She stepped closer.

Not to touch him. Not yet.

Just enough for the air between them to tighten, to thrum.

Edward cleared his throat and looked toward the barn doors again. “You hungry?”

Antara smiled faintly. “Not for food.”

He held her gaze for a second longer.

And said nothing.


Chapter 2: The Man Behind the Farm 



They walked side by side down a narrow stone path behind the barn. The silence between them was taut — not awkward, not cold. Just charged. The farm sprawled outward in soft waves of brown and green — rough fields, curling hedgerows, and the distant skeletons of hazelnut trees waiting for next season’s bloom.

Edward walked with the ease of someone who’d learned not to fill silences too quickly. Hands in his coat pockets. Shoulders steady. Every movement of his tall frame was slow but precise, like a man who had nothing left to prove — and therefore nothing to hurry toward.

“This was just grass when we bought it,” he said, gesturing at the grove. “No fencing. No drainage. Just wild land and rotted beams.”

Antara’s eyes traced the lines of the wooden posts, the simple irrigation system, the even rows of saplings with their soft brown bark and thin leaves. “You did all this?”

Edward nodded. “My wife and I. But mostly me. She’s a city woman at heart.”

“And yet you stayed.”

“I like the quiet.”

They passed an old water tank, then a weather-worn stone wall. Edward opened a small gate, revealing a grassy slope behind the house. A wool blanket was folded neatly over a wooden bench. A kettle sat on a low portable stove beside it. Everything was simple. Real. Worn and clean at once — like him.

“You weren’t born here, were you?” she asked.

“Yorkshire,” he said. “Farm boy. Grew up with cows and cold mornings.”

She turned to him. “So how did you end up on this hazelnut farm in Kent?”

He gave a wry smile. “Royal Navy in my twenties. Plumbing and heating business in London after. Married a woman who owned the company. Ended up managing it. Made good money. Sold it. Retired.”

“And now?”

“Now I plant trees. Read the paper. Fix things. Drink beer. Watch the sky.”

Antara laughed. “That sounds... deliberate.”

Edward tilted his head. “At my age, everything should be. I’m not here to impress. Just to do things that feel right.”

That made her pause.

“You don’t sound like a man who spends time online,” she said carefully.

“I don’t. Not really. Just a few forums. Some odd threads on wine and woodworking. Then somehow I ended up replying to a woman talking about Riesling and... salted caramel lingerie.”

Antara flushed. “I didn’t think anyone would actually write back.”

Edward looked at her directly then. “I didn’t think I’d care.”

The silence came again — thicker this time. Not heavy, but intimate.

“You’re not what I imagined,” she said.

“Neither are you.”

Antara stepped toward him — just slightly — until their shadows merged on the grass. She studied his hands. Big. Strong. Scarred. His nails were clean. The back of his hand brushed against hers as he shifted slightly. It wasn’t deliberate. But it made her stomach dip.

“You haven’t touched me yet,” she whispered, without smiling.

Edward met her gaze. “Because you haven’t touched me.”

Antara held that stare for a long, loaded moment.

Then turned, letting her fingers trail along the rough wood of the fence, resisting the temptation to answer the invitation that pulsed quietly between them.

Not yet.


Chapter 3: The Shed and the Nuts




The shed was darker now, lit only by the streak of pale light breaking through the rafters and a soft halo from the open doorway. Dust floated like snowflakes in the still air. The smell was earth, wood, iron, and something older — the kind of smell that clung to real places, not polished rentals.

Antara stepped forward first.

She walked slowly, the heels of her boots making muted clicks against the concrete. Her silhouette glided past old sacks, wooden crates, and a workbench cluttered with tools. Her figure, even under the cling of her ribbed sweater-dress, was impossible to miss — curvaceous, womanly, the kind of shape that didn’t belong on billboards but in a man’s bed and memory.

Full hips. A soft, sensual belly. Heavy breasts that moved subtly with each step. Her thighs, strong and thick, rubbed faintly under her dress. She didn’t walk like someone uncertain. She walked like a woman who knew how many eyes had paused when she passed — and what she could do if she wanted them to linger longer.

Edward stood at the threshold, still as a wall, watching.

She didn’t look back as she walked to the long grading table. It stood in the middle of the shed like an altar — wood aged with oil stains and notches, sturdy and low. She paused there, her fingers trailing over the surface, before she turned her head, eyes finding him.

“I imagine this table’s seen a lot of work.”

Edward’s voice came steady. “Nothing quite like what’s about to happen.”

She smiled — not coyly. Slowly. Like someone lighting a fuse.

Then, without a word, she hiked her dress up to her waist.

Her ass was plush and round, hugged by sheer black panties that dug lightly into the curve. The fabric was damp at the center — clinging, almost translucent. She bent forward over the table, placing both palms flat against the oak, her elbows locking. Her legs parted just slightly, knees straight, back arched — a practiced motion, casual but utterly provocative.

She tilted her head, speaking calmly, “What about these nuts?”

Edward didn’t speak. He moved.

The sound of his belt unbuckling echoed softly across the shed. Then the zip. Then the slight crinkle of foil. She smiled to herself — the quiet professionalism of it turned her on more than any dirty line could have. He was a man who had done this before. Who knew his body. Knew his limits. And clearly knew how to use them.

She felt his hand on her lower back — large, warm, and firm. His other hand pushed her panties aside with purpose, exposing the glistening lips of her sex. The air made her gasp. She was already swollen. Needy.

His fingers slid through her — knuckle-deep in wetness. He paused. Pressed again. Then circled her clit slowly, just once, and she trembled.

“You’re ready,” he said, not asking.

“I’ve been ready since the minute I stepped out of the car.”

She felt the thick head of his cock push against her — slow, teasing — and then with one long, steady thrust, he buried himself inside her. He felt hard, very hard and smooth at the same time.

Her breath caught.

Antara’s eyes fluttered closed as her hands gripped the edge of the table. He filled her. Really filled her — not just with length but with weight. Depth. His cock was thick, hard, unhurried — stretching her slowly, bottoming out until her hips pushed back against his with a shiver.

Then he began to move.



Edward’s thrusts were measured, powerful. Not showy. Not frantic. He held her hips and rocked into her with slow, grounded strokes — every motion solid, deep, and driven with quiet authority. The table groaned beneath them, echoing softly through the walls. Dust trickled down from the beams above.

She moaned — low and raw. Her hips instinctively began to meet his, her ass bouncing back to take him deeper. His grip tightened on her flesh, fingers sinking into the softness of her hips as her dress stayed bunched around her waist.

“You feel…” he rasped, “better than I imagined.”

Antara glanced back, her eyes heavy-lidded. “You imagined this?”

“Since you sent the second photo.”

She smiled, breathless. “Just wait.”

He reached down, hand sliding between her thighs, two fingers circling her clit with delicious pressure. Her knees buckled.

“Oh god… Edward…”

Her voice cracked on his name — not from pain, but from sheer, overwhelming sensation. He never sped up. He just stayed there — fucking her with force and rhythm, while his fingers worked her to the edge.

Her orgasm built like a tidal pull — slow, dark, uncontrollable. Her moans grew faster. Her body began to shake.

“I’m going to come,” she gasped. “Oh fuck — I’m going to—”

He drove into her hard and deep, holding her there.

“Come on me,” he murmured.

And she did.

It hit her in a crashing wave — thighs clenching, cunt spasming tight around him, her head thrown forward, mouth open in a silent cry. She came like her body had been holding back for years — wet, hot, shuddering. He kept fucking her through it, groaning deep in his throat.

Then he came too — with a grunt and a sudden grip on her waist, his cock twitching inside her, pulsing again and again.

For a long moment, they didn’t move.

Antara was draped over the table, her chest heaving, hair tangled around her face, panties still askew. Her thighs trembled faintly.

Edward eased out of her slowly, holding her steady as she stood upright.

She turned and looked at him. Her lips were pink and swollen. Her eyes soft and dazed.

“I won’t be able to walk straight.”

He stepped closer and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Then I’ll carry you.”


Chapter 4: Afterglow on the Blanket



The grass behind the barn was damp but not wet, and smelled faintly of moss and crushed clover. A patch of autumn sun had finally broken through the clouds, casting warm light on the slope that rolled gently toward the distant grove. The only sounds were the rustle of wind in the hedges and the occasional bleat of a sheep far off down the valley.

Edward had laid the wool blanket out beneath a spindly apple tree — a rough, clean tartan that smelled of the house and the soap he used. He lowered himself onto it first, long legs stretched out, boots still muddy. Antara followed a moment later, careful as she moved, her thighs still trembling faintly from the orgasm that had rocked through her just minutes earlier in the shed.

She lay back slowly, her dress pulled down again but wrinkled and warm against her skin. One of her legs lay draped across his. Her hair was messy now — gloriously so. Her lips still parted. Her nipples pressed subtly against the thin fabric of her bra beneath the sweater, and she made no effort to smooth anything.

Edward handed her a bottle of cider — local, cloudy, cold. She took a sip without sitting up, then passed it back to him.

“I’ve never been fucked in a shed before,” she said flatly.

Edward smirked, taking a drink. “That was a barn.”

She rolled her eyes, smiling. “Fine. A barn, then.”

“Did it meet expectations?”

She looked at him, then down at her dress, her body still thrumming softly.

“It was… better.”

He didn’t ask why. He didn’t need to. Men who chase compliments don’t know how to earn them. Edward was not that man.

Antara propped herself up on one elbow and looked out over the grove. The hazelnut trees stretched in neat rows, their slender trunks swaying in the wind. Behind them, the hills rolled into blue.

“This place feels like it doesn’t belong to the world,” she murmured.

“It doesn’t,” Edward said. “Not really. That’s why I bought it.”

He paused, then added, “You’re the first woman I’ve brought here.”

She blinked. “You don’t—?”

“No.”

“Not even… from the pub?”

Edward shook his head. “I’ve had the occasional fling. My wife isn’t interested in sex anymore. She knows. I’m discreet. But I never brought anyone here.”

Antara was quiet for a moment.

Then: “Why me?”

He looked at her. “Because you didn’t beg for attention. You weren’t performing. You didn’t pretend to be someone younger or hungrier than you are. You were just… you.”

She tilted her head. “And that’s enough for you?”

“It’s everything.”

The words hit her harder than she expected. A strange ache bloomed in her chest. This wasn’t flirtation anymore. This was something else.

She reached for the cider again and took a long sip. Then, still holding the bottle, she turned and lay against his chest — her cheek settling just beneath his collarbone, her thigh brushing the ridge of his zipper.

He didn’t try to touch her breast. Didn’t squeeze her ass. He just folded his arm around her back and let her lie there.

Antara closed her eyes.

“I haven’t been held like this in years,” she whispered.

Edward didn’t answer. He just let her breathe.



They lay like that for a long time.

No rush. No words.

The wind moved gently through the trees, shaking a few stubborn brown leaves loose. Somewhere down in the lower grove, a rabbit darted across the path and vanished into the brambles.

Antara finally looked up at him, chin resting on his chest.

“I’m going to remember this.”

Edward looked down at her.

“I’m going to miss this,” he replied.


Chapter 5: How They Met

Antara married Raj in her late twenties. Their life together was soft, fluid — the kind of compatibility that didn’t demand drama. By her early thirties, they had moved to London, and something in her opened.

It wasn’t sudden. It was a quiet unfolding — like a fruit ripening just right.

Her body began to change. Not in the rushed way it did in her youth, but in a deliberate, unrushed bloom. Motherhood, too, added a layer to her sensuality. The softness in her belly, the fullness in her breasts, the way her hips spread — she carried it all not with shame, but with a mature, magnetic ease. Her ass grew round and bold, the kind that strained leggings and invited stares in tight jeans. Her boobs sat full and natural, not needing cleavage to make men shift in their seats. Her skin held glow. Her face — still pretty — now carried a raunchy glint that years of restrained desire couldn’t hide anymore.

And by her mid-30s, Antara had become a woman of indecent allure.

She knew it. Raj knew it. And instead of resisting, he leaned into it.

Their marriage had always been warm and experimental — slowly growing more uninhibited. One night, while rubbing her feet in their dimly lit living room, Raj had simply said:

“If someone excites you… I hope you let him.”

That night, she hadn’t replied. But a week later, she met Mason.



Mason was younger. Early thirties. Half-Guyanese, with soft brown skin, a calm, grounded energy, and a square jaw softened by kindness. They had met on a niche online forum — not explicitly erotic, but filled with slow-burning tension. They flirted through ideas, not bodies. And that built the anticipation.

They exchanged faceless pictures. She sent one of her bare hips framed in black lingerie. He didn’t send anything back. But in one conversation, he casually mentioned his Instagram handle. She looked it up. Calm selfies. Gym photos with no flexing. A man who didn’t need to try.

Raj knew. He always knew. He even drove her to meet Mason — a quiet café tucked beside a hotel. She wore tight jeans and a blouse she hadn’t worn in years. As they sat across from each other, she was unusually shy — stirring her tea, adjusting her sleeves.

Mason didn’t flirt. He just smiled, asked about London weather, and let her relax.

When they stood up and walked to the hotel, it was her hand that brushed against his first.

Inside, her hands trembled as she undid his shirt. But when her fingers slipped inside his briefs, and felt the heat of his cock — thick at the base, uncut, gently curved upward, pulsing beneath her touch — something in her awakened.

She unwrapped him slowly, stroked him through his briefs before peeling them down. He was bigger than Raj — not monstrously, but beautifully shaped and real.

She knelt, tasted him. But Mason lifted her chin and laid her on the bed.

He entered her slowly. Full, deep, steady strokes. No urgency. No noise. Just warmth, rhythm, pressure.

They fucked again later that afternoon. Then once more before she left.

She came home flushed, her skin smelling of his cologne and her own release. Raj kissed her deeply. He didn’t ask for details. He didn’t need to.

Something had shifted. She glowed differently now.



Ajay came a few months later.

It wasn’t planned. It wasn’t even discussed.

Ajay, Raj’s old friend, had come to stay over. They had all shared drinks that night. Laughed. Ate too much. And because their flat had only two beds, Antara offered that Ajay could join them in theirs — it was big enough.

They lay with space between them at first. Antara wore a pale pink cotton nightdress, thin enough to feel every brush. The fabric clung to her hips and settled gently around her thighs. She hadn’t worn underwear.

Ajay was beside her, close, but not touching. Raj lay on the other side.

At some point in the dark, Ajay shifted. His thigh grazed hers. Her breath paused. Then his fingers brushed against her hip — light, almost uncertain. She didn’t move.

Then — under the sheets — his knuckles brushed her inner thigh.

Still no sound.

She turned toward him, her knee grazing his. Her nipple pressed lightly against his chest. Her hand slipped down.

He was already hard. Similar to Raj in size — perhaps a little thicker at the base, like most Indian men — nothing striking, but full and ready.

Her fingers curled around it.

And Raj, on the other side, watched.

Ajay climbed on top of her, slowly, cautiously — and Antara welcomed him without a word. The sheets rustled. Her eyes stayed open. Her mouth parted in silence.

When she came, it was internal — her body arching once, her toes curling.

She cleaned herself quietly, and lay between the two men — naked, glowing, and calm.    For the next few years, Antara embraced her blissfully adventurous hotwife life — letting chosen men, handpicked by her and her husband, have their way with her. Some became regulars. Some were forgettable. Others… unexpectedly thrilling. But each one added its own flavor to the mix. And then there was Edward, the old horse.



Edward was different.

It began with a gardening forum. A thread about hazelnut farms. She made a cheeky comment. He replied.

They exchanged faceless pictures.

She sent a glimpse of her bare curves — just enough shadow and slope to intrigue.

He sent a photo of his cock — firm, pale, with veins and girth — and then his calm, bare face. Balding. Weathered. Direct.

She was stunned. But also turned on.

No game-playing.

They met for coffee by the sea. He wore a work shirt, smelled faintly of eucalyptus and woodsmoke. His voice was low, steady. His eyes never roamed. But he watched her mouth intently when she spoke.

After twenty quiet minutes, he offered to take her somewhere.

She agreed.

They drove to his farmhouse — an old, restored place nestled ten kilometers off the paved road, surrounded by hazelnut trees. Private. Beautiful. The air tasted different there.

She stepped out, heels sinking into the soft earth. There was no sound but birds and breeze. The house stood quietly behind them — stone, timber, and age.

He opened the door.

She stepped in.

And that was enough.


Chapter 6: Fun at Farmhouse

The inside of Edward’s farmhouse felt like another time — all dark oak beams, stone floors, and a faint scent of old books and fresh firewood. It was the kind of place untouched by the world outside. Private. Solid. A fire burned slow in the hearth, casting long shadows along the walls. Antara stepped in, her breath catching slightly. Her heels made no sound on the wood, but everything in her felt loud — her heart, her thoughts, the wet heat already blooming between her thighs.

Edward closed the door behind them. No words. Just that low creak and the soft click of the lock.

“I’ll make us some coffee,” she said, heading toward the rustic kitchen.

He didn’t answer. He just watched her, his posture easy, one shoulder leaning into the doorframe. The silence wasn’t awkward. It was weighted. She moved automatically, filling the kettle, setting it on the old hob, spooning grounds into a ceramic press. Her hands were steady. Too steady.

She felt him behind her. Not close enough to touch. But near enough that the air between them started to hum.

When she turned around, two mugs in hand, she didn’t hand one to him. She set them both down on the kitchen counter and stepped in.

“There’s a better way to get warm,” she said.

Edward didn’t move. He just raised a brow, slow and amused.

She reached for his belt. Her fingers moved without hesitation this time — unbuckling the leather, popping the button, easing down the zipper. The metal teeth whispered open. His jeans sagged and dropped to his thighs, revealing tight black briefs stretched over a very real bulge.

She cupped him. The fabric was warm, damp with anticipation.

“Let’s see if that photo was really you,” she murmured, eyes locked on his.

She knelt.

Her fingers curled under the waistband and peeled it down. His cock sprang free — thick, curving upward slightly, with a smooth pink head half-covered in foreskin. The shaft was veined and heavy, darker at the base, warm and alive in her hand.

Bigger than she’d expected. Bigger than Raj.

She licked her lips. Her breath came shallow.

Her tongue flicked the base, then the tip, tasting salt and skin. Then she opened her mouth and took him in, slow. Her lips wrapped around him. Her tongue curled under. She moaned softly — deep and satisfied — as she began to bob her head, cheeks hollowing with every pass.

He let out a long breath. His hand came to her head, resting there without pressure.

She sucked him with deliberate hunger — taking him deep, then pulling back to kiss and lick along his shaft. Her spit made everything wet and messy. Her hand stroked the base while her mouth worked the top, slurping, teasing, devouring.

“Mmmhh... fuck...”

Edward’s voice was rough, low.

She moaned around his cock. Her eyes fluttered. Her hand tightened on his thigh. And then he came.

Fast. Deep. Hot.

She swallowed it. Every drop. Her mouth never left him. She sucked gently even after, cleaning him, worshipping the softening length with little licks and kisses.

He leaned his head back and groaned. “Christ... you’re something else.”

She stood, wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb, her eyes gleaming.

“You’re not done,” she said softly.

She reached down and stroked him again. He twitched. Stirred. Thickened under her palm. His cock swelled back into shape — hard and pulsing.

“No pills?” she teased.

He gave a soft laugh. “Never needed the damn things.”

She stepped back and let her wrap dress fall to the floor.

No lingerie. No modesty. Just warm skin and firelight.

Her body was lush. A voluptuous woman in her forties — full breasts with dark, sensitive nipples, a soft belly curved from motherhood, hips that flared generously, and an ass that was downright erotic. Round. Heavy. Impossibly obscene.

He stared.

She turned and walked to the bed, hips swaying, and climbed up. She spread her legs, resting back against the pillows, and used her fingers to part her wet folds.

“Come here,” she whispered.

Edward came forward, stroking himself. His cock glistened, already slick again. He rubbed the head against her clit, teasing her entrance.

She whimpered.

Then he pushed in — slow and deep.

“Ohhh... fuuuck... yes...”

Her back arched.

His thrusts started slow. Deliberate. He didn’t bother with rhythm. Just power. Each movement was deep, reaching places her body hadn’t felt in years. His weight pressed into her. His pelvis grinding against hers. Her moans filled the farmhouse — raw, guttural sounds of release.

“Harder... please... don’t stop...”

He grabbed her thighs and drove in harder. Her body rocked beneath him, her breasts bouncing with every stroke.

Her hands clawed at his back. Her lips found his shoulder and bit softly, trying to stay grounded as the orgasm built.

Then it hit — hard.

She cried out, her legs shaking, her pussy clenching tight around him.

He flipped her over, pulled her onto all fours.

Her ass looked filthy in the firelight — big and jiggling with every thrust.

He fucked her deep from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other pressing to the small of her back. The bed creaked under them. She grunted into the pillow.

“Deeper... oh fuck, just like that...”

He came again. Buried deep.

They collapsed, tangled in heat and sweat.

Her face rested against the sheets, her legs still parted. He lay beside her, breath heavy.

Outside, the wind whispered through the trees.

Inside, only the fire crackled — and Antara’s body, still glowing.


Chapter 7: The Return and the Secret

Morning came slow, spilling light across the land like warm milk. The farmhouse still smelled of old wood and crushed grass, but beneath it all lingered a scent that hadn’t been there before — the ache of a woman’s sex, the earthy pulse of a night lived skin to skin.

Antara stood in the kitchen, barefoot on the cool stone floor. Her robe clung damply to her curves, thin and loose around her waist. She had just stepped out of the shower — the kind that wasn’t rushed, the kind where the steam mingled with thoughts she didn’t want to end. Her hair was wet, slicked back off her temples, the strands trailing dark over her shoulders. Her skin glowed — not from soap, but from release.

A coffee mug sat in her hand. Her lips, still tender and full from the way Edward had kissed and sucked them, sipped absently.

On the chair beside her, the clothes she had worn last night — the soft linen dress, her black bra, her lace-trimmed panties — all folded with quiet care. Even her scarf, the one she'd tied around her neck as a nod to modesty, lay smooth and undisturbed.

Nothing about the room spoke of sex. But everything in her body still hummed with it.

She heard the crunch of tires on gravel.

She didn’t move to the window. She didn’t fix her hair.

She simply placed the mug on the table and walked to the door.

Raj stepped out of the car with a smile that was neither rushed nor curious. He looked like a man who had dropped his wife off with a friend for the night and trusted her to be herself.

His eyes flicked to her — slow, warm, knowing.

She met his gaze, let the silence wrap around them like a shared blanket. There were no questions. There never were.

She kissed him lightly, her hand resting on his chest for a second longer than necessary.

He didn’t ask. She didn’t lie.

But he saw it. She had a story to tell him.

The slight puffiness of her lips. The absence in her shoulders. That floaty, fucked-out stillness that came only after being properly held — and properly taken.

Inside, she poured him coffee. The same kind she had made Edward hours earlier, though this time she didn’t bother with the teasing.

Raj took the cup, sat across from her, and sipped.

They didn’t talk about it. But the space between them was full.

Not with shame. Not with secrets.

With understanding.

Outside, across the field, Edward stood on the edge of the porch, a cigarette burning slow in his hand. The morning sun lit the haze around him. He was bare-chested, jeans slung low, the top button undone. His skin still bore the faint red traces of her nails — the proof of last night’s grip, of how she’d pulled him in and begged for more.

His eyes drifted over the land but didn’t see it. Not really. His mind replayed the sharp gasp she’d made when he first pushed in — that sound between surprise and surrender. The way her cunt had clenched around him, greedy, wet, tight. The way she’d gone silent when he finally bottomed out, just clinging to him, open and helpless.

He took another drag.

The farmhouse door creaked open behind him.

Raj stepped out, coffee mug in hand, still warm from the kitchen. He walked up beside Edward — not stiff, not timid. Just… there.

They stood in silence a few seconds.

Then Raj spoke, voice low. “You slept well, I assume.”

Edward’s lips curled. “Didn’t sleep much.”

Raj gave a half-smile. “I figured.”

Inside, through the open window, they could hear the faint splash of water from the bathroom sink. Antara was freshening up. The floor creaked under her bare feet. A cabinet opened. Closed.

“She’s glowing this morning,” Raj added, sipping.

“She earned it,” Edward said, flicking ash into the grass.

They didn’t say anything more. There was no need. The terms had been long established. What mattered was what Antara wanted — and last night, she had wanted.

Moments later, the screen door opened.

Antara stepped out, dressed now in jeans and a loose pale blouse. Her hair was pulled back casually, still a bit damp. Her skin, though, gave everything away — pink, soft, slightly puffy at the lips. She didn’t look at either man immediately. Just walked over with her usual grace and stood beside them.

Edward’s eyes traced the curve of her waist, the faint hint of a fresh hickey beneath her collarbone.

Raj set his cup down.

“You good?” he asked her gently.

Antara nodded. “Yes.”

Then she turned to Edward.

Her kiss wasn’t passionate. It didn’t need to be.

Just a slow, warm press of her lips to his. Intimate. Unhurried. Her hand cupped his cheek. His fingers ghosted along the small of her back.

When they broke apart, she whispered, “Thank you.”

He touched her chin with his thumb, then stepped back.

Raj picked up the car keys. Antara gave Edward one last glance — not with longing, but with that quiet ache that comes when you leave someone who makes your body feel like a secret only they know how to open.

Edward watched them walk toward the car, Raj’s hand on her lower back, her hips swaying slightly, jeans snug against the places he’d held all night.

She didn’t wave goodbye.

But she didn’t need to.

The echo of her moans still lived in the sheets. The scent of her skin still clung to his fingers. And the memory of how she looked — eyes wild, cunt stretched, whispering his name — would last longer than any morning kiss.

It hadn’t been just a fling.

And they all knew it.


Chapter 8: Return to the Farmhouse

It had been a week.

Seven days of domestic rhythm: soft alarms, school lunches packed, wet towels draped over banisters, and Raj’s quiet presence beside her in bed. A week that passed in folded laundry, slow dinners, and unspoken knowing.

And then came Edward’s message.

No emojis. No frills. Just six words:

“If you need silence again… the house is empty.”

That Friday evening, Antara kissed Raj on the cheek at the station. The kids had their overnight bags — Raj was taking them to his cousin’s place for the weekend. A playdate that spilled into a sleepover. Antara thought that she could also do with some change.  

“I’m going to Edward’s,” she said simply, not asking — just stating.

When she reached for her overnight bag, he noticed the lipstick she rarely wore.

His eyes didn’t question.

He just smiled.



The drive out to Edward’s farmhouse stretched across grey lanes and flickering hedgerows. She had music on, but she didn’t hear it. Her fingers tapped the steering wheel, tingling with heat she hadn’t felt all week. When the gravel under her tires began to crunch, her breath shortened.

The farmhouse stood still, framed in the orange blush of dusk. The wind had quieted. Trees seemed to lean in closer, like they too remembered.

She parked and walked slowly up the path. Before she could knock, the door opened.

Edward.

Same worn jeans. Same linen shirt, open halfway. Same calm, unreadable face. He stepped aside.

She walked in. Dropped her bag.

He closed the door.

No greetings. No rehearsed lines.

She took off her coat slowly. Underneath, a black cashmere sweater hugged her chest. No bra. The weight of her breasts moved with every breath — full, womanly, proud. Her nipples pressed through the fabric. Edward’s eyes flicked downward, once.

Still no words.

Antara stepped into the kitchen and reached for the kettle like it was her own. She measured the coffee carefully — not out of politeness, but to slow herself down. Her thighs felt warmer than they should.

He stood behind her now. Quiet.

Close enough that his breath skimmed her shoulder.

She turned, handed him a mug. Their fingers brushed.

“I think,” she murmured, “there’s a better way to get warm.”

He placed the mug down.

Her hands went to his belt.

Not rushed. Not coy.

Just hungry.

The buckle gave way with a metallic clink. She undid the button and pulled down his zipper, her fingers brushing the thick bulge in his briefs. Already growing. She dropped to her knees.

Edward’s eyes darkened.

She peeled down his jeans, then his briefs. His cock sprang free — thick at the base, uncut, curving gently upward, the head flushed and veined. She breathed in sharply, then wrapped her fingers around it.

She stroked him once, watching the skin glide.

Then again, slower.

Her lips parted. She leaned in and kissed the head, soft as breath. Then licked.

The underside of the shaft, her tongue warm and deliberate. Her other hand slid along his thigh. She heard him suck in a breath as she wrapped her lips around the tip.

“Christ…” he exhaled.

She took more of him, sinking lower. The weight of his cock filled her mouth. Her tongue curled along the bottom, her lips sealed tight around him. She pulled back with a pop, then dove again, deeper this time. Saliva trailed from her lips to the base.

Her fingers massaged his balls. He shuddered.

“Antara…” he breathed. She didn’t stop.

His hips twitched forward, but he didn’t force anything. She worked him at her own pace — long strokes of her mouth, teasing flicks of her tongue. He moaned low, guttural, his hands gripping the counter edge behind her.

When he came, it was sudden — a groan tearing from his chest as she held him deep in her throat.

She swallowed.

All of it.

Then stood up. Wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb.

“You taste the same,” she said, soft and filthy.

His cock, unbelievably, still throbbed.

“I didn’t take anything,” he murmured.

“I know.”

She took his hand and led him to the bedroom.



The farmhouse bedroom smelled faintly of lavender and wood polish. The bed was wide, silent, and made for surrender. The soft lamplight painted her skin in amber. She pulled her sweater over her head. Her breasts tumbled free — full, round, nipples already tightened.

She stood in just her underwear — lace black. Then peeled that down too, slow and deliberate, stepping out of it with grace that only years of confidence can teach.

Edward lay back, his cock stiffening again.

She straddled him. Her soft belly pressed against his ribs as she kissed him. Her breasts grazed his chest. His hands slid to her waist, then hips, then lower.

She guided him inside her.

Her gasp was broken, wet.

He was deep.

She started slow — grinding, undulating. Not bouncing. Not pornographic.

Just sinking, claiming.

Her lips parted. Her eyes closed. She moaned — a real one, rising from her stomach. He held her hips tighter. She bent forward and kissed him, her hair brushing his cheek.

Then he flipped her.

Spread her thighs wide. Entered her again.

This time, he didn’t care for rhythm.

Just depth.

Each thrust was purposeful — not violent, just rooted. She clutched the sheets. Moaned into the pillow. Her ass lifted to meet him, round and flushed.

He bent over her, whispering into her shoulder, fucking her like a man who didn’t need to prove anything.

Just claim what was his, for now.

She came again — loud, guttural, biting her knuckles.

He followed, pulsing deep inside her.

They collapsed together, skin to skin, sweat and breath mingled.

Outside, the wind moved the branches like they were watching.

Inside, Antara didn’t care.

She had found silence.

And tomorrow night, the field would be darker.

And wilder.


Chapter 9: Nightfall in the Fields

Antara had decided she would leave in the morning.

She’d told herself that all day — as she brushed her hair in the bathroom, as she zipped up her overnight bag. Edward had gone into town to run an errand, and she had a few quiet hours to think. But the house… the stillness… the smell of him on the sheets… none of it let her go.

By the time he returned with fresh herbs and a sly smile, her bag was still zipped. But untouched.

Instead, they ended up making coffee. Talking. Laughing.

By late afternoon, they had walked through the fields — Edward showing her the edge of the property, the stone shed he planned to restore, the wildflowers that bloomed even in the wrong seasons.

They didn’t kiss during that walk. They didn’t even touch.

But by the time they made it back to the house, she was flushed. Warm in places she hadn’t been in weeks.

Dinner was lamb again — tender, glistening, cooked slow with cumin and cinnamon. The meat slipped off the bone. Edward served it with buttered naan and onion chutney. He sat across from her, his shirt half open, his hands fragrant from herbs and oil.

Antara looked undone by the time the plates were cleared — her robe loosely belted, her belly slightly full and heavy, her lips shiny with lamb fat and wine. She leaned back in her chair, rubbing a slow circle into the softness of her stomach, letting out a quiet sigh.

“Nice dinner,” she murmured.

Edward lit a cigarette and stepped onto the porch.

She followed a moment later.

The air was cooler now, brushing her thighs beneath the robe. Her nipples had hardened again, poking against the worn cotton.

She took the cigarette from his lips, pulled once, held the smoke in, then said quietly:

“I’ve never done it in the open. In the fields. Like animals.”

Edward’s eyes dragged down her body — from the sharp line of her jaw to the curve of her ass, the faint roundness of her belly pushing against the thin robe.

He didn’t smile. Just exhaled, and said:

“Let’s change that.”



They crossed the yard first, then moved into the hazelnut grove — the low, silvery leaves rustling above, and the fallen husks crunching lightly beneath their feet. The ground was soft with mulch and scattered shells. Cool branches brushed her thighs, like nature itself was in on the secret. The scent of damp bark, raw soil, and something faintly nutty clung to the air as they walked deeper into the quiet.

It didn’t feel like crossing a field.
It felt like entering a ritual.

The moon was out. No lights. Just stars and shadow.

Her robe moved with the breeze, swaying, lifting just enough to flash the backs of her thighs. She looked over her shoulder once — lips parted, eyes dark.

And then she stopped.

Right at the edge of the field. Where the wooden fence stood crooked with age.

She turned.

Untied the robe in one slow motion.

Let it fall.

Completely bare underneath.

Edward froze for a second. Then moved toward her, unbuckling his belt as he walked.

She turned her back to him. Bent forward. Gripped the rail. Spread her legs wider, wide enough that her pussy glistened, open and throbbing — already dripping from nothing but anticipation.

“No teasing,” she said. “Just take me.”

Edward’s pants dropped.

His cock was hard — thick and long, curved slightly downward, veins bulging. The tip glistened under the moonlight. He gripped it, spit in his palm, stroked once.

Then stepped behind her.

He rubbed the head along her lips. Her pussy responded — fluttered, opened, clenched again. She was soaked.

He grabbed her hips.

And pushed in.

All the way.

One sharp, deep, claiming thrust.

She gasped — loud and raw.

“Oh fuck…”

He growled. Yes — growled. His body slammed into hers, balls slapping her thighs. His grip on her hips bruising now.

She arched back into him. Her ass bounced with every stroke, fat and obscene under the moonlight. Her tits swung freely, the cold air teasing her nipples harder.

Her belly — that sweet, fed curve — jiggled with every thrust.

Her body was open. Begging. Taking it all.

Edward was panting. His rhythm was feral. No finesse. Just need.

He grabbed her hair. Yanked her head back.

“You like being fucked like this?”

“Yes… yes… don’t stop…”

He slapped her ass. Once. Twice.

She moaned louder.

He bent lower, spat on her back, then slid two fingers around to her clit.

Rubbed fast. Dirty. Mean.

Her legs started to tremble.

“Oh my God… I’m cumming—”

She cried out, loud and long.

Her pussy tightened around him like a fist, milking his cock.

He didn’t stop.

He thrust harder, his body smacking against her, his balls slick from the wetness dripping down her thighs.

He fucked her like he’d lost language. Like the man in him had shut off — and something older, hungrier, had taken over.

Edward’s hands gripped her hips with bruising force, fingers digging into the meat of her ass as he slammed into her from behind. The wet slap of their bodies echoed sharp and obscene under the open sky.

Antara couldn’t hold herself up. Her knees trembled with every thrust. Her tits swung beneath her as she braced against the old wooden rail, trying to stay upright while her pussy got split open — over and over — by the sheer force of him.

“Fuck… fuck… fuuckk me… yes… oh God, yes, Edward—”

Her voice was ragged, breaking apart, every word torn from her throat like it hurt to say.

And him?

He wasn’t saying a thing.

He was grunting, breathing through his teeth, pounding her harder with each stroke, the base of his cock slapping wetly against her swollen, aching lips.

Their bodies had gone feral — wild and soaked, covered in sweat and cum and hunger. They weren’t a man and a woman anymore.

They were two animals.
Mating. Claiming. Colliding.

And her cunt…
Her cunt was taking it all.

Every inch.

He shoved into her with raw, jackhammering need — hips thrusting in deep, then deeper, until she felt him in her stomach, her guts, her spine.

Her belly jiggled with every impact, still faintly full from dinner, adding a rich, soft weight to the scene — a body well-fed, now getting fucked open in the night air.

She was grunting, whining, screaming husky — her voice no longer words, just raw, wet, erotic sound.
Half-moaned, half-bellowed, each cry rising and falling with every deep, filling thrust.

Her voice echoed through the hazelnut fields — a dirty chorus, tangled with the short, sexy grunts of her lover behind her.
His rhythm was relentless, breath thick, cock pounding her open with every thrust.
And her body answered in full, her noises wild and unfiltered — whimpers layered over growls layered over gasps.

She swore she’d never been this loud before.
Not in her life.
Not like this.

“Uhhh—ahhh—fuck—Edwaaard—don’t stop—don’t you fucking stop—I’m gonna—ahhh—fuuckk—

She didn’t finish.

Her orgasm hit mid-sentence — a raw, full-body jerk that made her legs nearly collapse. Her pussy clamped down on his cock like a vice, fluttering, squeezing, drinking him in.

She screamed. Loud. Shameless. Her voice echoed through the hazelnut trees.

But Edward didn’t stop.

If anything, he fucked her harder.

The sound of him driving into her — wet, fast, feral — was louder than her cries now.

She could feel it — something swelling inside her, stretching her in a different way.

“W-wait… what is that…?”

Edward’s breath was loud and jagged.

“I’m close. Don’t move.”

But she felt it — the base of his cock thickening, the root starting to swell deep inside her — stretching her pussy from the inside out.

“Oh fuck—Edward—you’re knotting—”

He grunted, slammed in once more, then held. Deep.

Locked.

And then came.

He came hard.

Hot, heavy spurts shot deep into her, flooding her.
Her cunt twitched, spasmed, clamped even tighter.
But his cock had swollen too thick to slide out.

He was stuck inside her, the base throbbing, locked just past her opening — sealing everything in.

Antara could feel it all — the heat, the pulses, the weight of it.
The stretch.
The way his cock plugged her full of cum.
The way every spurt filled her womb, then stayed there, no escape.

“You’re… stuck,” she whispered.

Edward didn’t speak.

He pressed his chest to her back, one hand sliding to her belly, the other still gripping her hip.

Both of them were trembling. Shaking.

Their skin slick. Their breaths broken.

And still — he remained buried in her.

Throbbing.

Knotting.

Claiming.

She moaned softly, her voice different now — not begging, not crying out — just a long, slow, guttural sound of a woman completely fucked.

Her pussy clenched again, fluttered around his cock — and she felt another faint gush of heat inside her, his cock jerking with one last twitch.

And still… he didn’t move.

Because he couldn’t.

Their bodies had gone beyond fucking.

They were tied.

Locked together in the dark, like dogs after rutting — two bodies breathing heavy, skin flushed, muscles twitching, hearts racing in tandem.

The wind rustled the hazelnut leaves around them.

But nothing moved between their bodies.

He was knotted in her.

And she was still dripping, but nothing could leak.

Not with him plugged inside her like that.

They didn’t speak.

They didn’t need to.

It was the most perfect fit she’d ever felt.

And now, there was no space left between them at all.

Edward pulled out of her slowly.

His cock, wet and swollen, slid out of her with a sticky, audible plop — the kind of sound that made her pussy twitch involuntarily, still sensitive, still open.

A thick string of cum clung from his tip to her lips — viscous and warm, stretching long before finally snapping and dripping between her thighs, landing in a slick puddle at her feet.

The sound of it — that deep, obscene plop — made her glance over her shoulder and laugh softly, breathless, amused, still glowing.

“God… did you hear that?” she said, grinning, voice hoarse but rich with satisfaction.

Edward smirked, his chest rising and falling, cock still glistening, still semi-hard, slicked with the mix of both of them.

Antara stayed bent for a second — spine curved, ass lifted, her cunt still open, wet, leaking in slow pulses down the insides of her thighs.

Then, with a slow exhale, she reached for her robe, but didn’t bother putting it on.

She stood up fully — nude, shameless, spent and stunning.

Her skin glowed from sweat and moonlight. Her thighs were tacky with the mess they’d made — slick with sweat, smeared with cum, the backs of her legs glistening with the remnants of his release.

She didn’t wipe it away.

She just stood there, letting it trail, letting it drip, owning the mess.

He watched her start walking.

No talk.

Just the soft squelch of her steps on damp earth, the heavy sway of her hips, and the slow, unapologetic drip of his cum down her legs.

She didn’t glance back.

Edward zipped up and followed.

Halfway back across the field, the night around them utterly still — only crickets and the distant rustle of trees — she let out a lazy, loud fart that embarrassed her no end.

It slipped out of her ass with zero hesitation. Long. Warm. Loosened. It hung in the air behind her, earthy and thick, unmistakably post-sex. It sounded like a body relaxing after being taken hard — a slow release, not controlled, not held back. She kept a brave face and looked at her lover who seemed to appreciate her for everything she did with him.

Edward’s eyes stayed fixed on her ass.

“That was… beautiful,” he muttered.

She didn’t stop. Just laughed — short and wicked.

“Well-fed and well-fucked,” she said over her shoulder. “That’s what happens. Lamb stew and a tight screw does it”

Another one followed a few steps later — quieter, wetter, but almost melodic, like her body was still sighing.

“God,” he murmured behind her. “You’re leaking, farting, and walking like you own this land.”

“I kind of do tonight,” she replied, proud and breathless.

When they entered the farmhouse, she walked in without a word. Still nude. Her hair wild. Her back glossy with sweat. Her thighs still shining.

She went straight to the bathroom and sat down.

No hesitation. No performance.

Just a grown woman lowering herself onto the toilet seat, legs apart, cunt open, body fully used, posture relaxed like she belonged there.

And then she let go.

A long, thick, crackling log slid out of her — slow, solid, deliberate. It dropped with a heavy splash that echoed in the quiet room. The smell came fast — dense and intimate, mixing with the trace of Edward’s cum that was still sliding from her cunt.

Her face didn’t shift.

No embarrassment. No hiding.

Just a long breath through her nose and the satisfied release of a second wave — softer, wetter, a messier finish. Her body sagged slightly with it. Then came a hard stream of piss, splashing over the mound of her dump with a hiss that felt almost therapeutic.

She reached for tissue. Wiped her ass slow and firm, looking down between her spread thighs as she finished.

Then, without a word, she stood.

Her belly had softened. Her pussy still looked wrecked — red, parted, glistening with traces of sweat, cum, and the heat of what she’d just done.

She stepped to the mirror.

No vanity. Just realism.

Antara looked herself over.

Her hair was a tangled mess. A faint bite mark peeked from under her collarbone. Her breasts hung full and sensitive, nipples still stiff. Her stomach looked like a woman who had eaten and taken every inch. And between her thighs — the redness, the puffiness, the faint sheen of leftover fluids — it all said one thing clearly:

She’d been used.

Deeply. Repeatedly.

And she liked what she saw.

She didn’t fix anything.

She wiped once more between her thighs with a towel, tossed it into the hamper, and walked to the bed — bare, full, and raw.

Edward was by the window, quietly sipping water.

She lay down sideways, one leg bent.

Reached out and stroked his soft cock with lazy fingers.

“Wake me up early tomorrow,” she murmured. “I should leave before the house gets noisy.”

Her fingers still gently toyed with the shaft.

“Unless you’re planning on keeping me.”

“Not if you keep farting like that,” he smirked.

“Liar,” she said, smiling faintly. “You dig them, don’t you?.”

“You’re disgusting.”

“I am trying to catch up” I smiled

He moved to the bed.

She rolled to her back, spread lazily.

No invitation. Just comfort.

He lay beside her. Their legs tangled. Her fingers still lightly playing with him.

And slowly, under the faint scent of sweat, stew, and sex — they both drifted into sleep.


Chapter 10 – Home

Antara woke slowly. Her thighs ached. The bedsheet stuck to her in places — between her legs, under her breast, damp with dried sweat and semen.

Edward was still asleep, lying on his back. The early light traced over his chest, down to where his cock rested — soft now, but faintly swollen, like it remembered the night.

She lay still, one leg slightly raised, feeling the wetness in her cunt. He’d fucked her from behind, then again on her side — one leg over his thigh, her belly pressed to him as he came deep, grinding into her until she whimpered.

She stretched slowly.

There was soreness between her legs, a soreness she liked — a stretch that still throbbed when she moved. Her breasts were tender. Her lips felt chapped. Her belly was faintly full from the night’s heavy meal.

She rolled onto her side and reached down between her legs. Still wet. Sticky. She rubbed lazily along her slit, felt the way her folds still glistened. Then let her fingers drift further back — to where his cum had leaked and dried along the curve of her ass.

She turned to Edward. He stirred, one eye cracking open.

“You alive?” he mumbled.

She smiled and stretched again.

“Barely.”

He groaned and shifted closer, pulling her against him.

His hand slid over her belly, down between her legs.

“Still leaking?”

She didn’t answer. Just kissed his neck.

He slid a finger between her lips and felt it — the wet warmth that hadn’t stopped since he finished inside her hours ago. She gasped softly and pulled his hand away.

“No more,” she said. “Let me get cleaned up or I won’t be able to walk.”

She got up, naked, her body slow and stretched out. She didn’t cover herself.

The bathroom smelled faintly of last night — damp towels, sweat, something primal.

She pissed first, then stepped under the shower.

The warm water hit her thighs and ran cloudy down her legs. She parted herself, letting the water flush what was left of the night out of her. Her fingertips pressed inside gently, washing away the last of him. She didn’t rush.

When she stepped out, her skin was pink and raw in spots. Her breasts hung heavy, nipples still sensitive. She towel-dried her hair loosely, then stood in front of the mirror.

No makeup. No adjustment. Just her face — flushed, open.

She touched her belly, then her cunt, still faintly swollen.

Then dressed.

Simple black panties. A loose top. Soft jeans that clung around her thighs but made her feel human again.

Edward was sitting up, phone in hand, half-watching her dress.

“Heading out?”

She nodded.

“Gonna call Raj first.”

She picked up her phone and walked to the window. Pressed dial.

“Hey,” she said softly.

“Hey,” Raj’s voice came. Warm. Sleepy. “All good?”

“Yeah. Just packing up. I’ll be reaching by noon.”

“Kids are still asleep,” he said. “I’ve got a half-day. Thought we could eat together.”

“Perfect,” she said, a little pause in her voice. “I’ll be home before one.”

She hung up and turned to Edward.

Edward was still lying there — one arm thrown above his head, eyes half-lidded, chest bare.

She sat beside him.

Leant over and kissed his jaw — not urgently, but with that quiet weight of everything they'd done.

Then her fingers found his cock. Still warm. Still slightly wet from her. She stroked it once, lazily. It looked like a cute pale mouse, growing with her touch.

“I should go,” she whispered, almost to herself.

He opened his eyes.

She looked at him properly then — his unshaved face, his lips still flushed, the faint trace of where she'd bitten his shoulder.

“I'll miss you,” she said softly, thumb teasing the soft crown of his cock. “And this.”

He smirked, sleep still clinging to his face. “You say that like we’re not doing this again.”

“We are,” she murmured, kissing his chest. “But for now… I need to get home.”

He nodded slowly.

No need for drama. No promises.

She stood up, slipped her bag over her shoulder, then turned back one last time before leaving.

“Try not to fuck anyone else in the fields,” she teased, eyes glinting.

“No promises,” he muttered, stretching. “But they won’t smell like you.”

She smiled to herself — that slow, filthy smile only a woman with dripping thighs and no guilt can wear — and walked out.



The car seat was still warm from the morning sun. Antara settled in, hands light on the wheel, the softness of her thighs pressed to the cushion. Her body still carried the night — a heaviness in her hips, a relaxed looseness in her core. She didn’t mind it. She liked it. She adjusted the mirror. No lipstick. Just the faintest shadow of a hickey near her collarbone.

The road wound through the familiar edges of suburban London, trees blurring past, spring in the air. She let the window stay cracked just enough to taste the air. It smelled like clean wind… and her. Still.

Her phone lit up in the cradle. Raj.

She tapped to answer.

“Hey.”

“Hey,” he replied. “You on your way back?”

“Yeah. Should be home in thirty.”

“The boys are still at football practice. I’m just making tea.”

“Good. Don’t let them twist your knee again,” she said with a smile in her voice.

“Don’t let yourself get too sore,” he replied softly.

There was a pause.

“Was it good?” he asked, voice even.

She didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

“Then take your time coming back.”

“I’m already halfway.”

He chuckled. “Then drive slow.”



She pulled into the driveway just before noon. The small hedge had grown wild since last week. A toy scooter was tipped near the porch.

Raj opened the door before she reached it. His hair was damp from a shower, and he wore a grey henley over loose track pants.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” she replied.

No questions. No remarks.

Just the soft ease of routine.

She stepped inside, kicked off her shoes, and dropped her bag. The house was clean. Lived-in. The kettle was on.

She walked toward the bathroom, pausing at the door.

“I’m taking a shower, love” she said over her shoulder.

Raj smiled faintly. “Take your time.”

Inside, she stripped again — this time slower. The warm water didn’t erase Edward. But it softened the edge. Washed away the field, the grass, the bite on her thigh.

She dressed in cotton pyjamas and a loose tee. Her nipples still brushed the fabric too tightly. She ignored it.

Back in the kitchen, Raj was setting two cups down.

“Toast?” he offered.

“Later,” she said, sitting opposite him. “Let’s just… sit.”

He nodded.

And they did.


Chapter 11: The Constant

It had been five years since Antara first slept with Edward.

Five years since she followed him into that quiet farmhouse, let him undress her in silence, and took his cock like it had been waiting for her since forever. Five years of returning — again and again — not because she was curious, but because she was certain.

Edward wasn’t a phase.

He was her rhythm.

He wasn’t just her lover. He was her anchor. The man she could lean on — for everything from honest advice… to the kind of filthy, toe-curling anal that no one else ever gave her.



She had played with others. Raj had seen her bloom.

From shy boys who came too fast to hungry bulls who bent her over in hotels, Antara had tasted variety. She’d whispered confessions into her husband’s ear, sent him blurry nudes after being used, even let him watch from across the room.

But Edward?

Edward wasn’t a game.

He was her constant.



He never changed.
Still lived alone at Hazelnut Farm.
Still opened the door half-dressed, barefoot, half-hard.

And every time she came, it was like her body sighed back into place.



She didn’t need pretense here.

Not with him.

She could be silent.
Or loud.
Filthy or quiet.
She could fart as easily as she could speak — mid-breakfast, mid-laughter, even after sex.

No apologies. No filters.
He never blinked.
Just kissed her shoulder or patted her bare thigh like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She was just like with Raj — fully herself — only with Edward, she was even more primal.
More owned.
She could moan, laugh, piss, cum, and fart — and never once feel less desired.



The moment she walked in, he’d kiss her. Deep. Wordless.
Sometimes he’d pin her to the wall and growl into her ear, “Get naked before I rip it.”

She’d smirk, toss her jeans off, and slide her tongue along his jaw.

“You’ve missed me.”

“I’ve missed your cunt.”



Their sex had rhythm. And filth. And intimacy only built over time.

Sometimes he took her on the kitchen table, bending her over with one leg up and spanking her till she leaked.

“Say it,” he’d grunt.

“I’m your fucktoy. Your bitch. Use me.”

Other times, he’d lift her onto the window sill, hold her throat, and thrust slow and deep while she whispered dirty things in his ear.

“I thought of this cock when I was sucking someone else’s,” she’d hiss, fingers raking his back.

“You’re disgusting.”

“I know,” she moaned. “So fuck me deeper.”



Outdoors was different.

More feral.

He loved her on all fours, in the grass, knees wide, back arched.

She loved it too — the air on her skin, the sky above, the slap of his body behind her.

Once, as he fucked her under the moonlight, she looked back over her shoulder and said:

“You’re gonna fill me again, aren’t you?”

“I haven’t stopped filling you since 2018,” he muttered, slamming into her.

She laughed. “I should charge rent.”

He pulled her hair, bit her shoulder.

“You pay in orgasms. Now give me another.”



He licked her slowly when he wanted to soften her.

Used his fingers when she couldn’t stop shaking.

And when she collapsed, breathless, sweaty, maybe even releasing a little gasp from her backside — he just pressed a kiss to her hip and whispered, “That’s how I like you. Open. Empty.”



She never hid.

She never held back.

She was Antara, the hotwife.
The woman who’d been fucked by dozens.
And still came crawling back to the man who didn’t chase — because she couldn’t help herself.

With Raj, she was honest. But with Edward, she was at ease.

There was nothing sweet or sentimental between them.
They didn’t cuddle. They didn’t coo.
They met like storms — raw, real, ready.

She didn’t make love to Edward.
She fucked him.
Deliberately.
Like her body trusted him more than words ever could.

And he —
he received her like a man who knew her already.
Not just the taste of her cunt or the pitch of her moan,
but the small, strange parts too —
her silences, her mess, her moods.

Edward was a good listener.
Not the kind who nodded politely,
but the kind who paid attention to what she didn’t say.
He remembered.
The wine she liked.
The way she bit her lip when she came.
The way she tensed before letting go —
sometimes even letting out a loud, deliberate fart in the middle of it all.
He never blinked.

He just watched her. Steady.
Stroked her leg. Waited for her to look at him again.
And somehow, got even harder.

She didn’t need to ask him to slow down or roughen up —
he just knew.
He gave without asking for praise.
Took without making it ugly.
And when she cried once — overwhelmed, mid-climax —
he didn’t ask what was wrong.
He just pulled her closer, slid in again, and stayed.

With Edward, she could leak, squirt, arch, tremble.
She could press her cheek to the windowpane, feel his cock inside her,
and say nothing — because nothing needed saying.

There were no filters.
No pretty version of herself to maintain.
Only the woman she was, and the man who never judged it.

Still — after all these years —
he’d open the door barefoot, shirtless, half-hard,
as if she was the only thing that made sense anymore.

And she’d step in without makeup, without a plan,
and know she was home.

With Edward, she could say anything.

“I came three times this week already, but this one’s for you.”

Or,

“I want you to fuck me slow enough that Raj can hear it in my voice when I call.”

And he’d smile, press her face into the mattress, and say:

“You’re not going anywhere till I’m done.”



She once came so hard she cried.

He didn’t stop.

Just fucked her through it, stroked her hair, said,

“Five years and this cunt still grips like it knows me.”

She nodded, voice shaking.

“It does. It really does..aahhhh.”



Raj knew.

Of course he did.

She told him everything.

Sometimes in texts.

Sometimes in moans when they made love after.

He never questioned Edward.
Never doubted him.
Just kissed her thighs and said, “Did he take care of you?”

And she’d whisper, “Always.”



Because Edward wasn’t just a lover.

He was the man who watched her fall apart over and over — and built her back every time.

No ego. No performance. No limits.

He was the man she could strip in front of — body aging, belly softening, thighs marked — and still feel utterly fucking wanted.

He was the man who made her proud to be filthy. And feminine. And loud.

He was the man who didn’t need to own her — because he already did.

Hazelnut Farm was her temple.

His cock, her rhythm.

And their years of filth, laughter, sweat, and scent — her deepest truth.

Her constant.


Chapter 12 – Guest in London

It wasn’t often that Edward came to London.
Maybe once every couple of months, when a conference or client pulled him out of Hazelnut Farm and into the polished blur of the city.

But every time he did, Antara made sure to see him.

Just a few hours. A drink. A touch. A finish.

That one Saturday, Raj had taken the lead, dropping their son off at music practice. Antara had done her makeup with care — a light plum on the lips, a subtle line under her eyes — and picked out her longest skirt, the one with the slit that opened high on the thigh when she sat just right. No panties underneath. A soft cami, covered with a sheer shrug that dipped low in the front.

Just enough to look respectable.
Just enough to ruin someone’s evening if she leaned forward too far.

Edward had already arrived at the pub — a cozy place in Richmond, tucked behind a lane of townhouses. He was seated at a back table, a bottle of red opened beside him.

He stood when they walked in. Tall. Still in that soft grey shirt he wore like it was part of his skin. The moment Antara saw him, her thighs warmed.

She walked ahead of Raj. Took the inner seat beside Edward without being asked. Raj slid into the opposite side of the table.

That seating said everything.
That the rules were no longer new.

Edward poured her wine silently.
Raj watched, his hand resting casually on the table.

No words had passed, but the energy was thick. Antara reached for the glass, her fingers brushing Edward’s.
She didn’t look at him. Not yet.

She took a sip, wet her lips slowly, then let her hand drop to his thigh — just near the knee — and gave it the gentlest squeeze. Her palm lingered.

Edward didn’t flinch.
He simply took her hand and placed it on his crotch.

That calm, unhurried gesture. As if this wasn’t a pub. As if Raj wasn’t right there. As if her palm belonged on his cock.

It was already half-hard.

Her fingers gave it a slight press — cautious at first, playful — as she shifted in her seat and let her thighs part just slightly.
She felt the pressure under her skirt mount.
He was growing.

Still no words.

She rubbed him softly, hand slow, eyes on her wine glass.

He placed his hand on her thigh, over the slit in her skirt.
She felt his fingers trace the shape of her leg — from just above the knee, pressing lightly over the fabric, then resting where the skirt parted.

Raj stood to go order tapas. “Back in a minute.”

Antara didn’t even turn to acknowledge him.

She just smiled and let Edward’s hand slip past the open slit — down to the bare, smooth skin of her inner thigh.

He paused.

She let her lips curl into a smirk and whispered, still not looking at him, “I dressed light.”

His fingers inched further, brushing her inner thigh.
She sat back against the wall and let her knees part, just a little more.

He dipped his hand under the fabric and found heat.

Bare. Wet. Already open.

He looked over at her, eyes glinting.

She didn’t smile. Just held his gaze and muttered, “If you keep doing that, I might drip on your seat.”

And still, her hand stayed on his crotch — squeezing now, slow and rhythmic.

The table was quiet. Their glasses untouched.

Only their hands moved — hers on his cock, his fingers just brushing her bare cunt under the tablecloth.

When Raj returned with his beer, Edward’s hand stilled, but didn’t leave. Antara’s hand lifted — but only to reach for her wine.

Everything else stayed exactly where it belonged.

Raj set the beer down and smiled faintly — something about Antara’s face, the flush in her cheeks, her still shoulders — told him things had already begun.
He didn’t ask. He just sipped.

Edward reached for his glass too, the movement calm, confident.
His left hand, though — that stayed under the table.
Hidden beneath Antara’s skirt.

She shifted her hips slightly, offering more space.

The skirt was soft cotton, easy to lift.
And beneath it, nothing but skin. Wet skin. Ready skin.

Edward’s fingers dipped in.
One at first, slow and exploratory, teasing the slickness at her entrance.

Antara breathed in.
Not sharply. Not dramatically.

Just that slight inward breath that said, yes, that’s where.

She kept her face neutral.
One hand cupping her glass, the other still gently resting in Edward’s lap, now merely suggestive, as if nothing had happened.

But below?

He was tracing her lips.
Running two fingers through the heat of her folds. Parting them. Testing how ready she was.

Her knees spread wider under the table.

His fingers slipped inside.

She clenched slightly, and the muscles of her thigh jumped.
Her jaw remained steady.

But Raj saw it — the subtle catch in her breath. The way her lips parted for just a moment.

He didn’t interrupt.

The waitress arrived with jamón and patatas bravas. Plates clinked down. Wine was poured again. Everyone smiled politely.

No one saw Edward’s fingers moving inside her.

No one saw Antara bite gently on the inside of her lip.

She leaned toward him now — her voice low, intimate, masked by the clatter of glasses and chairs.

“You’re going to make me come right here,” she whispered.

He smiled faintly. “That’s the idea.”

Then he slid his fingers out of her. Coated, warm.

He brought his hand up slowly to his glass — lifting it — as if nothing had happened.
But Antara saw it.

Two fingers still glistening faintly.
He sipped his wine with those same fingers around the stem.

And when Raj glanced over, Edward met his eyes, calm and amused.
“Your wife,” he said, “is quite the hostess.”

Antara laughed — not a fake, girlish giggle.
A throaty, open, you-have-no-idea kind of laugh.

And she leaned back, stretching her arms, lifting her chest just slightly, her skirt still parted as her thighs slowly pressed together — sealing the heat back in.

She was dripping.

And she hadn’t even kissed him yet.

The waitress had barely turned away from the table when it started.

Edward didn’t say a word.
Just leaned back, wine in hand, while his other hand remained casually beneath the table — beneath Antara’s skirt.

It had been years of this. Years of her body remembering what he liked.
What he took.

And right now, his fingers were moving through her folds with the same quiet entitlement that always made her wetter.

No rush.
Just steady, knowing strokes.

She sat with her knees slightly parted, back straight, face calm — sipping from her glass like a well-bred woman on a polite evening out.

But under the table?

Edward’s fingers were pushing deeper. First one. Then two.

He didn't curl them. He didn't thrust.
He just stayed there — sunk inside — stroking the inner warmth of her with short, patient nudges.

Her breath caught. Just once.
Enough to tilt her wineglass, enough for Raj to notice something. But he didn’t interrupt.

Antara stayed still.

Her thighs twitched. Her hips wanted to move, but she held herself perfectly poised — skirt pulled taut over her lap, giving away nothing.

Her pussy, however, told another story.

Soaked. Open.
Pulling on Edward’s fingers like a mouth that had waited too long.

He flexed them once, just to feel the depth.

Antara swallowed hard.

Raj was now halfway through his beer, absently watching the TV screen over the bar — races, scores, dogs leaping. But his attention kept flicking back.
Not to Edward.
To her.

To the way her breath got slightly shorter.
To the way her free hand gripped the table’s edge just a little too firmly.

He knew. He just didn’t know what.

And Antara… she was enjoying that.

Edward leaned toward her slightly, lips brushing her ear.

“No underwear again?”

She didn’t turn her head. Just smiled into her glass. “Didn’t want you wasting time.”

His fingers moved faster. Deeper.

Still calm. Still hidden.
But the pressure was unmistakable.

She shifted in her seat, subtly lifting one hip, adjusting to open herself more.
Not dramatically — just enough.

Enough for Edward to press his thumb to her clit now.
A slow, circular motion.

Antara exhaled sharply through her nose.

“Oh, fuck,” she mouthed silently.

She brought her wineglass to her lips again, this time sipping slowly — not because she was thirsty, but to muffle the little hum in her throat.
Her body was starting to tremble.

He was going to make her come.

Right here.

In a fucking pub.

The tapas arrived — plates of jamón, olives, crispy potatoes steaming hot.

Raj leaned forward to serve some onto her plate.

That’s when Edward curled his fingers just right inside her.

Antara’s fork clattered to the plate.

Raj looked up. “You okay?”

She nodded quickly. “Too hot. That potato.”

Edward smirked beside her.

He kept his hand there, still working her slowly.

Antara turned her face slightly toward him now, lips barely parted.

“You’re such a bastard,” she whispered.

He didn’t reply.

Just stroked deeper. Slower.

“You’re going to make me ruin this chair.”

“That’s the idea,” he murmured, calm as ever.

She bit her lower lip — hard.

His thumb pressed harder on her clit now, the rhythm steady.

Raj was speaking — something about the flavor of the ham — but Antara was somewhere else entirely.

Her orgasm crept up like a heatwave.

Low. Spreading. Coiling tight inside her belly.

Edward’s face didn’t change. He looked like a man reading a menu.
Only his fingers told the truth.

The little roll of her eyes.
The quick hitch in her breath.

And then it hit her.

Quiet. Deep.

Her thighs clamped. Her cunt clenched around his fingers.
And a soft, involuntary moan escaped before she could stop it.

Raj paused mid-sentence.

She quickly coughed, hand to her chest.

“Wine went down wrong,” she said, a little too fast.

Edward removed his fingers and brought them to his lips under the guise of scratching his chin.

He sucked them. Briefly.

She saw.
And her cunt clenched again.

Then he leaned over and whispered, “You’re dripping down your thighs, love.”

Antara smiled wickedly.

“I know.”

The air outside was cool. Damp with the smell of rain that hadn’t come. Antara stepped out of the pub with purpose, one hand still warm from clutching Edward’s cock under the table. Her thighs still tingled from where his fingers had explored through the open slit of her skirt. She looked back once — at Raj, walking behind them — and then towards Edward’s SUV parked near the far end of the lot.

She turned to both of them with calm finality.

“Raj,” she said, voice even. “Driver’s seat.”

He didn’t ask. Just nodded and slid into the front of Edward’s car.

She looked at Edward, her eyes gleaming with that wet, private mischief. “You’re with me.”

Edward gave a soft grunt of approval and opened the back door. She stepped in first, hoisting her skirt slightly with a practiced flick to not sit on it. He followed.

They didn’t speak.

The door shut with a deep, sealing sound.

Inside the car, the lighting was dim — only faint yellow glows from a streetlamp nearby lit the inside. Not enough to expose. Just enough to see.

Edward was already half-hard. She could see it through his jeans. That deep, familiar swelling beneath the denim. She looked at him — the same man who had taken her in every season, in every room of Hazelnut Farm. The same cock she had begged for with her face in the grass. The one she could fart in front of without apology. The one that made her feel more wife than she did at home.

She reached forward.

Unbuttoned.

Unzipped.

Let her fingers slip inside — slow, unhurried. The tension was in the air now, thick and crackling. She leaned in and murmured against his neck, “You’ve been carrying this thing around like a loaded weapon.”

Edward exhaled a low chuckle, his hand already on her thigh. “Your mouth’s the only safety switch I trust.”

She didn’t need a second cue.

Her hand yanked down the elastic waistband of his underwear, and out sprang his cock — flushed, fat, glistening with the first wet pearl of anticipation. Antara stared at it for a second, then tilted her head and let her tongue trail from the base to the tip, slow and wet. She took a deep breath through her nose, eyes fluttering shut as she tasted him.

Edward groaned, head hitting the window behind.

From the front seat, Raj watched silently through the rear-view mirror — his breath slowing, his hands gripping the steering wheel. His wife’s head bobbing in the back seat. His cock already thickening.

Antara took him in deep now, her mouth a soft, obscene suction that made Edward groan louder than she expected.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered, fingers gripping her hair. “Raj, your wife’s the best fucking cocksucker I’ve ever met.”

She moaned around his shaft — her eyes flicking up to meet Edward’s. He looked like a man breaking. A grandfather, maybe, but one who knew how to take.

Her fingers played with his balls. Her mouth worked steadily, cheeks hollowing, tongue circling under the head, teasing that spot just under the ridge that made his thighs tense.

“Fuck… just like that,” Edward breathed, hips starting to rise from the seat.

She pulled off for a moment and whispered, “You’re close already?”

“You’ve got no idea how long I’ve wanted this again,” he said, his voice thick. “The second I saw that opening in your skirt… I was done.”

She grinned, licked the head slowly, then went back down — taking him to the root this time.

In the front, Raj reached down and adjusted his bulge. He watched his wife in the mirror — her head moving with intent, her cheeks flushed, her hair tangled from being gripped.

Edward stiffened.

“I’m gonna cum,” he groaned. “Fuck, Priya, I’m… I’m—”

She didn’t stop.

His cock jerked once.

Twice.

And then his cum came in thick, bitter spurts — Antara moaning as she swallowed, hand still stroking the base, milking every drop.

Edward panted. His chest heaved. His eyes half-closed.

Antara looked up at him. Lips swollen. Chin slick. She licked the last drop off the tip like dessert, then leaned back against the seat, breathing heavy.

“Raj,” she said, voice low but clear. “He’s right.”

She glanced into the mirror with a grin.

“I am the best.”

Edward zipped up slowly, his cock still lazily twitching in the tight denim, wet from the blowjob Antara had just given him. The SUV still smelled of cum — thick, raw, humid. The scent of Antara’s saliva and Edward’s seed clung to the fabric of the backseat. Her lips were wet. Her hair was a little messy. Her skirt was still rucked up, the inside of her thigh streaked with his fluid.

He looked at her one last time, the way he always did — calm, spent, not needing to say much. Then he reached around and grabbed a full handful of her ass, dipping his fingers under the hem to feel the bare cheek.

“You’ll feel me leaking out of you when you sit,” he murmured, close to her ear, his fingers pressing in possessively.

She gave a quiet, shameless smile. “Already am.”

He smirked, kissed her damp neck — then gave her ass one last slap before slipping out of the car and adjusting the bulge in his pants, still half-erect. As he walked toward the train station, the streetlight caught the shadow of his cock stretched clearly down his thigh.

“Bye, Raj,” he said, casually, through the open window — not glancing back.

Antara watched him go. Watched that confident walk. That thick outline. She bit her lip, still tasting him.

Then she pulled open the passenger door and slid into the front seat beside Raj.

He was sitting still, his hand frozen on the gear shift, his face flushed and stunned.

Antara let the silence settle.

Then she turned to him, voice low and wicked.

“You okay, baby?” she asked, brushing his thigh.

He didn’t reply. His eyes stayed forward.

She smiled.

“You sat there and watched while I sucked his big, white cock dry.”

Her hand moved to his lap, fingers finding the hard shape of his arousal through his pants.

“From the pub… when I slid his fingers into my cunt while you ordered food,” she whispered, slowly unzipping his fly, “to the backseat, when I knelt for him — opened my throat for that cock like it was mine to keep.”

She tugged his pants down just enough to release his erection. It sprang out — flushed and glistening at the tip, already slick with precum.

“I haven’t even wiped my mouth yet,” she whispered. “Still got his cum on my tongue… mixed with that red wine.”

She dragged her tongue slowly across her bottom lip.

“You want a taste?”

Raj let out a choked breath.

Antara didn’t wait. She leaned over and kissed the tip of his cock, her spit stringing from her mouth to the head.

“Mmm…” she moaned softly. “You smell like patience.”

She licked him from base to tip — slow, deliberate — then circled her tongue around the head, eyes locked on his.

“I’m his cocksucker,” she murmured, lips just brushing him. “That’s what I am.”

She wrapped her lips around him and took him into her mouth, inch by inch, letting her throat open. Her hands slid under his balls, squeezing gently, fondling him while she bobbed her head slow and filthy.

Raj whimpered.

She pulled off with a wet pop and looked up.

“You sat there in silence while I gagged on him. While I let him use my throat like it was a hole he owned.”

She spat onto his shaft, jerked him slowly.

“Now it’s your turn. Let me taste you. On top of him.”

She sucked him in again — deep, fast this time. Her lips tight, her tongue swirling under the crown, flicking at his slit.

Raj moaned, hips bucking slightly.

“No, no,” she said, slapping his thigh. “Stay still. I’ll decide when you cum.”

She worked him harder now — bobbing, twisting her hand, mouth wet and noisy. The windows fogged slightly from the heat between them. The car smelled like Edward’s cum and her perfume, and now Raj’s sweat.

“Fuck,” she growled between sucks, her voice low and dripping with filth, “you love this, don’t you? Knowing your wife just drained his cock… and now she’s draining yours. Like a dirty little whore with no gag reflex.”

Raj trembled, panting.

She could feel his balls tighten.

With one last swirl of her tongue around his tip, she whispered, “Cum in my mouth, baby. Add to the mess. Let me carry both your tastes.”

He moaned — deep, helpless — and came.

Thick, fast spurts hit the back of her throat. She swallowed without flinching. Held him in her mouth until the last drop oozed out.

Then she pulled off, wiped her lips with her thumb, and licked it clean.

She turned to him, eyes still wicked.

“Now that,” she whispered, “is dessert.”

Then she kissed him. Slow. Deep. Tongue and all.

When she pulled back, she smirked.

“Drive. We’ve got a son to pick up.”

Epilogue: His Message

Later that night, when the house was quiet and Raj was asleep beside her — spent, warm, his hand curled over her bare thigh — Antara lay in the dark, phone glowing against the sheets.

Her mouth still tasted like earlier.

The pub wine. Edward’s cum. Raj’s finish.

She scrolled past the pictures she’d secretly taken: her face in the rearview, lips swollen. The faint smudge of Edward’s cock on her cheek.

At the top of the chat was Edward’s latest message:

“Heading to Scotland next week. Want to come?”

No emoji. No questions. Just a direct invitation — the way he always did it.

She smiled.

Not because she missed him — she always did.

But because even after all these years, he still asked. Still included her in the world he didn’t share with anyone else.

Her thumbs moved slowly.

“Yes. Just say when. I’ll bring the raincoat. Not the underwear.”

Sent.

She placed the phone screen-down and turned over in bed.

Raj stirred beside her. “Who messaged?” he mumbled, half-asleep.

She kissed his shoulder. “No one,” she whispered.

He drifted again.

But her body was already awake.

The ache low in her belly was familiar now — warm, involuntary, expectant.

She imagined the train. The cold Scottish air. That farmhouse Edward had once described with a fireplace and thick walls and no neighbors. It belonged to his brother. Probably better than the one in Yorkshire.

She imagined him waiting there. Shirt off. Pants unzipped. His thick cock already rising as she stepped in from the wind. 

And her — dropping to her knees before she even said hello.

She closed her eyes, still smiling.

Beside her, Raj slept peacefully.

But inside her, something had already boarded the train north.

Toward the man who didn’t live here.

Her constant.

Husbands changed with time.

Needs softened. Lives adjusted.

But a bull like Edward?

Always constant.



Author’s Note – Sharing His Wife Series

This is the story of Antara — a married woman who doesnt just explore the hotwife lifestyle…
She embraces it.
She enjoys it.
She embodies it.

Her husband, Raj, has always been her support system — her sense of support, her truth.
But it’s the men she gives herself to — her bulls — who become her rhythm, her escape, her release.



In Book 1, Antara takes her first step — letting another man have her while Raj watches. Nervous. Turned on. Changed forever.

In Book 2, she crosses a deeper line — when Raj’s own best friend visits… and ends up taking Antara in ways even her husband never dared to.

And, in Book 3, Antara returns to the one man who never changed —
Her constant bull.
Her side lover.
Her rhythm.



With every surrender, Antara grows more confident.
More mature.
More open — with herself, with Raj, and with the men who take her.

Because once a woman tastes that kind of freedom —
There’s no going back. THE AWAKENING.


If you found this series — Sharing His Wife: The Awakening Trilogy — irresistible, filthy, or deliciously addictive... drop a rating or a review.

Even a few words — or simply clicking ★★★★★ — helps others discover this world of surrender, spice, and craving.

?? Your words make this world hotter.

And it doesn’t stop here.
The next forthcoming books dive even deeper into how Antara and Raj push the boundaries of pleasure, trust, and adventure — as their journey into hotwife life continues to evolve, expand, and surprise even them.

More of their private, discreet adventures are coming soon.

Thank you for reading… for craving… and for all the love.


?? Also Check Out 

Cuckold Confessions: Cheating Wives & Size Queen Adventures

130 Real Wife Confessions of Hotwifing, Cheating, and Size Obsession

She said it was just a fantasy.
She lied.

In this explosive box set of over 130 raw, taboo confessions, three sizzling volumes reveal what really happens when wives stop holding back — and husbands stop pretending they don’t love watching.

?? Book 1: Cuckold Confessions — 52 hotwife stories of betrayal, temptation, and public surrender.
?? Book 2: Cheating Wife Confessions — Real women tell the truth about their affairs… and what they did after they were caught.
?? Book 3: Size Queen Confessions — Bigger, bolder, deeper. 30 stories where size wasn’t just a preference — it was the rule.

Whether you're here for the guilt, the grin, or the girth — this set delivers.

?? No fluff. No filters. Just filthy, addictive reading.

Perfect for fans of hotwife stories, cuckolding, size kink, and true-feeling erotica.
These women don’t whisper. They confess.

?? Get it now → amzn.to/3FHaqlR

?? 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. 💋
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