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Preface
CONTENT WARNINGS


This erotic collection contains graphic depictions of:

	Consensual wife‑sharing within marriage
	Voyeuristic and exhibitionist encounters
	Group intimacy and multiple partners
	Interracial relationships
	Strong sexual language
	Themes of dominance and surrender




Introduction


You are reading book 15 in my "Hotwife Tales" series of full-length novels, novellas, and now short stories. I also have a very popular series of Cuckold books, my "Cuckold Tales".

This book is a 60,000+ word collection of SIX filthy hotwife stories – each totally stand-alone, and quite different in their sub-genres and kinks.

NOTE: One of the stories presented here; Story 4: Holiday Heat – was released as a teaser stand-alone for this collection – and is available stand-alone on Kindle.

It is an ADULTS ONLY 18+ story – explicit and of a sexual nature. 


Corrections - A Request

I am an independent author and while I have my (hot) wife Rachel to help proof-read my books, I do not have the backing of a huge editorial team, so therefore some mistakes may slip through the editing process.

I am British, and use British English spellings and phrases, so please forgive those if you are American. Arse = Ass and so on.

If you do find mistakes in this text, please do contact me directly so I can correct them. You can email me at contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk or use the form on my website authorchrisrider.co.uk to stay anonymous!

You can find me on Instagram: @chrisriderauthor

Thank you, Chris.


one
The Wrong Bar
Entering Obsidian


"Careful!" I laugh, catching Stacy before she goes over, her heel snagging on cracked Camden pavement. My hand on her waist, fingers brushing warm through what there was of her dress tonight. Christ, the night air stings, and she leans into me, giggling wine‑sweet, tits lifting against the tight dress.

"Watch yourself." Not that I fucking mind the stumble, any excuse to steady her, touch, steer. Tonight, she isn’t just my wife. She’s the bait.

"Where exactly are we going, Tony? I’m not dressed for dive bars."

Dive? Fuck no, she isn’t. That white dress clings slick to her curves, straps delicate enough to snap if a hand pulls, hem trembling at mid‑thigh like it knows men will reach up there. Against the murk of autumn streetlight she glows - goddess and prey, beacon bride. Exactly what I wanted.

"Just trust me," pulling her down the side street. My voice low, like the secret burning in my gut. "A mate from work mentioned this place. A bit exclusive. Something different."

Different. Word too small to hold the filth I’ve imagined. Three long months, dirty porn tabs stacked on my phone — white wives choking on fat black cock while husbands groaned in the shadows. Hours scrolling underground forums, links to bars that weren’t on Google maps. Whisper lines traded like smutty code: special bar, Obsidian, Big Dane decides if she’s yours.

My cock twitches as I remember my practice runs. Me alone in the shower, water sliding down my shoulders, muttering into steam: Take her, she’s yours, fuck her like I can’t. Cum slopped at my feet like I’d rehearsed a prayer. Tonight it cashes in.

"Tony?" She squeezes my arm, breaking through the fog of lust. Soft fingers, tipsy pressure. "You’ve got that look."

"What look?"

"Like you’re plotting something wicked." Her eyes - hazel flecked gold under the streetlamp - sparkle up at me. Mischief, half‑drunk and gorgeous.

If she only knew. Christ, if she knew the wolves checking their watches just a block ahead, stiffening cocks ready for her.

We turn the corner. There it is. OBSIDIAN in brutal white neon, brick black as soot. No windows, just an intimidating steel door and a man mountain outside like Cerberus chained to it.

Her grip clamps tighter, arm curled into mine. "This looks… intense."

"It’s fine," I tell her, though my cock lurches against denim. Fine? My little cock is fucking aching. "Place is supposed to be incredible."

"What kind of music?" She chews her lip, the colour of wine‑stains.

I swallow. "Hip‑hop. Afrobeats. Something new for us." New. For her to be remade, split open by the thickness she’s only teased herself with in private.

The bouncer’s eyes fix on her like clamps, straight to her tits pushing white cotton, then down sleek legs. Back up, locking to me. Holy hell, he knows. Knows I brought her for this, and his thick silence is a test.

"You sure, Tony?" she whispers, nervous lips grazing my ear. "We can just hit Ronnie Scott’s instead…"

"No," I shoot too fast. My stomach drops then flares. "I want to try this. Trust me?"

Her teeth take her lip. Eyes flick back to the bouncer, body tense but bright. "If you’re sure."

We step closer. He doesn’t move, doesn’t fucking need to. Fortress man, six‑four at least, polo stretched like it might rip at the seams.

"Evening," I manage. My voice is steady. The hammering in my cock is not.

"ID?" Deep rumble. His hands are huge, swallowing our cards. We’re more than old enough, but I know what he’s doing, getting her name.

He glances at mine like trash, then takes his time with hers. Eyes over the photo, then onto her face, then the curve of her tits, her waist, her thighs. That pause. Possession in the scan.

"First time?" he asks, passing them back.

"Yeah," I nod.

He hums low. Steps aside, door shifting wide in his hand like nothing. "Enjoy… yourselves."

The pause. Christ, that pause. It slides wet into my ear, straight down to my cock. He knows. All of them will know. This is no club. This is a pit. Exactly what I hunted.

"Tony…" Stacy hangs back at the lip of darkness, hesitant.

My palm presses her lower back, urging her into the shadows. Go, my love. Go be ruined. "Adventure, right?"

The door seals behind like a coffin lid, and we’re swallowed. Narrow black corridor. Red strip lights are buzzing low by the floor. Bass rolling from beyond, floor quivering with it. Like a heart thumping giant and slow.

Stacy’s expression flits - nerves, curiosity, her eyes wide and brilliant. "This isn’t like the places we usually go."

"That’s the point," I mutter, my cock swelling as I guide her towards the curtain. Her perfume sticky‑sweet under the tang of paint, bodies, sweat.

Thick black drapes. I shove them aside. Obsidian breathes us in.

It’s not huge, but Christ, it’s alive. Wall‑to‑wall bodies, couples and single men, mostly black, moving like heat itself to the thundering afrobeats. Light deep red, everything pulsing — teeth white, eyes sharper in the dark. A bar lined in amber and gold.

And Stacy. Stacy in that fucking dress. White ricochets under the glow, her breasts pushed high, nipples hard enough to show, legs caramel‑gold. Every head turns. Men are still moving their hips, but their eyes clamp her.

She presses into me. Whisper‑gasp. "Oh my god. I’m so overdressed."

"You’re perfect," I tell her. Cock iron, threatening to break denim. Perfect doesn’t scratch it. She’s meat laid out on a silver plate in a den of wolves. This is it. This is three months in porn tabs made flesh. My wife laid bare before predators. My goddess.

I scan the room. Forums flash in memory, names and blurry pics. At the bar — sharp suit, polished shoes, maybe mid‑thirties. Damon. Smooth tongue, women wrote like gospel about him. Near DJ booth, cocky as fuck in a tracksuit, laughing gold tooth flashing — Jamal. Savage. At the floor, a curvy young beauty writhes on her man’s lap, a protective stare on her. Simone and Rico. In the corner booth — bleach blonde tits bouncing fake shine on a black giant’s lap. Denise and Tyrone. Real, Jesus. Not clips. Flesh. All of them are here, the main characters documented in other husbands’ forum posts.

My guts twist, cock pounding. "Want a drink?" I croak.

She nods too fast, eyes crazy wide. "Definitely need one."

Eyes track us, heavy, greedy. Not nightclub glances. Assessment. As if Stacy’s not a person but a prize they’ve been given a sniff of.

We cut through the heat, reach the bar as the barman turns. Christ alive. He’s massive. Head shaved, grin shining gold on his teeth, and tattoos snake across forearms as thick as her thighs. Has to be Big Dane. The one every thread spoke of. The gatekeeper. Auctioneer. Judge who decides if tonight is hers — and mine.

"First time in my house, star?" His voice shakes teeth, Jamaican‑London heavy on it. "Your lady looks nervous… but curious, seen?"

Stacy flushes scarlet. Her nipples show through cotton like bullets. "Just not what we expected."

Dane clocks both nipples, then tilts up dark eyes at me. There it is. The quiet pact. He knows exactly what I dragged her in for.

"The unexpected is where the magic happens, princess," he says thickly.

Two shot glasses appear on the bar. Rum dark as treacle. He pours slowly, eyes never leaving hers. "Drink up and feel the warmth. Tonight, I make sure you both remember your time here."

The measures are brutal, nothing delicate. Stacy glances up at me, one brow arched. I nod. She lifts, tips the glass towards me - little toast without words - then throws it back. Her throat swallowing, her mouth scrunches adorably as the fire hits. Then her shoulders go slack. Heat blooms in her cheeks.

"Smooth," she splutters.

"Only the best for new friends," Dane says, smile dipping razor. His eyes crawl her tits, hips. "The lady is…?"

"Stacy," I say, rum burning, cock surging harder. "And I'm Tony." I'm not sure he even hears my name.

"Stacy," he repeats, tasting it thick. His tongue moves on the syllables. "Beautiful name for a beautiful woman."

I take my shot, let it pump raw through chest, cock, skull. Adrenaline tangles with alcohol until I’m trembling. Stacy’s flushed, her tits proud, eyes flitting over the room, landing on hips grinding, backs arched, men thrusting against fabric. She’s seeing what’s offered.

"What you think of my place, star?" Dane asks, but his eyes are locked on her tits.

"It’s… different. Good different."

"And you, princess?" The word rolls from him like thunder. "This your scene?"

She laughs, sharp with nerves. "I don’t know what my scene is tonight. Tony’s being mysterious."

His grin spreads, heavy gold flash. "A man with plans. I respect that."

The weight smashes into me full. It’s here. Not wank fantasy. Not clips at 2 a.m. This is her. Stacy. My wife. In this much-talked-about hunting ground. Surrounded. Nipples cutting fabric, sweat not yet sex sweat but nearly. Black men hungry, their eyes making her a free meal.

My cock fucking hurts. Terror kicks with the lust — will she go along with my plans, or storm out disgusted?

Dane leans in, voice almost growl. "Your lady’s a gem, star. The kind that shines brighter when properly… handled."

It’s the challenge. Everything narrows. My chance to bail, run, drag her to some jazz dive, bury my shame. Pretend.

Instead, I lock eyes with him. My voice is steel over hard cock. "She deserves the best."

"That she does." Dane nods slow. Understanding of my intentions burns thick in it. "Another round? On the house."

Stacy presses close into my side, the heat of her tits against my arm, body trusting, soft. She doesn’t know. Doesn’t know I brought her here to be swallowed whole. That I’ve already made the pact, she’s theirs tonight.

"You’re up to something," she whispers, lips grazing my ear. "What is this place really?"

I smile. Kiss her cheek, smell the faint tang of rum and lipstick. "Something different. Something new. Just enjoy yourself."

Dane slides fresh shots across wood, his gold grin watching both of us drink. "To new experiences," he rumbles.

I raise the glass. Feel the weight of it, the weight of the room. Stacy flushed and trusting beside me. My cock pulsing raw.

No going back now.
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Her Hips Know What They Want

Stacy leans into me, the heat of a second rum punch colouring her cheeks. Christ, she's a fucking vision. Her tits swell against the thin white cotton, nipples pebbled hard enough to cut glass, the dress clinging to every curve I married her for. We’ve been here maybe thirty minutes, but time’s gone strange, twisting into a hot, sticky loop of seconds and hours.

"You're right," she giggles, her lips slick with rum and sugar. "This place isn't so bad."

That’s what you think. She sees friendly faces. I see wolves. The hungry stares tracking her every move, the subtle nods passed between them, the knowing smirks cast our way. Does she see it? Or is she pretending not to? Every black bull in this place has clocked her: fresh meat, overdressed and out of her depth. The signal’s the only thing they’re waiting for. My cock gives a painful throb, jamming itself against my jeans. The thought of her right here, surrounded, overwhelmed, split open by strangers… fuck, I’ve wanked myself raw to this script for months.

"Told you," I murmur, my hand resting on the small of her back. Her skin is burning up through the fabric.

"I was expecting some seedy dive, but everyone's been so friendly." Her gaze drifts across the room, lingering on the couples grinding on the dance floor. She still doesn't get it. She's not a guest here; she's the main event. Perfect.

Big Dane slides another punch across the bar, his eyes glinting. "Your lady settling in nicely, star?"

"Seems to be." I meet his gaze. The pact between us is unspoken but solid as the concrete floor. She’s here for the taking. You have my permission.

"Good drinks," Stacy says, taking a deep, greedy sip. I watch her inhibitions dissolve with each swallow. Her body starts to sway, a slight, unconscious response to the filthy, grinding bass.

"Music calling you, princess," Dane rumbles, nodding towards the dance floor. "Don't fight what feels right."

I follow her gaze to the dancers. Black couples, but also some Black men and white women, bodies fused in the dark, the women’s faces slack-jawed with a pleasure that looks almost painful. Stacy’s breathing hitches. That’s the look. The exact same one she gets when she’s riding that huge black dildo I bought her, not realising that I know she uses it almost daily while I’m at work.

"We should dance," she says, her tug on my hand a little too insistent.

Before I can even form an answer, a shadow detaches itself from the bar beside us. He’s tall, athletic, designer clothes stretched tight over his frame.

"Wagwan, beautiful?" The voice is pure South London, smooth as sin. His eyes are locked on Stacy, completely ignoring me. "You're glowing in that white dress... curves like that gotta be moving, innit?"

Stacy blinks, stunned by the sheer confidence of it. Her eyes dart to me—checking, asking permission. My heart thunders against my ribs. I give a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. Yes. It’s starting.

"I'm Marlon." He holds out a hand to her, not me. When she takes it, his huge fingers wrap completely around hers, swallowing them. "Dance floor's calling your name."

"I'm Stacy," she breathes, then adds, a little too quickly, "and this is my husband, Tony."

Marlon’s eyes finally flick to me. A slow, knowing grin spreads across his face. "Safe, bruv. You married a fucking goddess."

And just like that, the fight goes out of her. A deep flush crawls up her neck. She can't meet my eyes. She's thinking, 'It's just one dance. What's the harm?' The perfect, fatal little excuse I knew she'd tell herself.

"Go on," I manage, the words tasting like metal. A little too quick, a little too eager. I try to sound casual. "I'll... I'll watch from here." The phrase I've whispered to myself a hundred times while scrolling through porn.

Marlon doesn't need to be told twice. His hand slides from hers to her lower back, a gesture of pure ownership, guiding her away from the safety of the bar. "Let me show you how we move in here."

I throw back the rest of my rum, the syrupy sweetness doing nothing to quench the fire in my throat. The cold glass is slick with condensation in my sweaty palm. I watch them disappear into the throng of bodies, her white dress a final, flashing beacon before she's swallowed by the dark.

"Another drink, star?" Dane asks, already pouring.

"A beer, please." My mouth is a desert. I need to keep off that firewater from now on.

From my perch at the bar, it’s a perfect fucking vantage point. Marlon spins her so she’s facing me, a deliberate show. He knows I’m watching. His hands don’t just settle on her hips; they claim them, thumbs digging in, guiding her back against him. There’s a moment of classic Stacy awkwardness—her middle-class reserve fighting the raw intimacy—then the bass drops hard, and something in her snaps. She lets go, just a little, her body beginning to answer his.

"Look at the new girl," a sharp, female voice cuts through the noise. I glance over. A blonde with tits so fake they look painful, barely contained in a scrap of crop top. Denise. "She's about to get proper schooled!"

Her boyfriend - that’ll be Tyrone - keeps a possessive arm around her. "Easy, princess. Let them have their moment."

Across the floor, Simone and Rico dance. The King and Queen of this place. They’re watching Stacy, whispering to each other. They know exactly what she is: fresh meat for the grinder. And they’re enjoying the show.

My attention snaps back to my wife. Marlon’s closed all the distance now. His body is a wall of muscle against her back, his hands spanning her waist completely. Christ, his fingers nearly meet in the middle. He dwarfs her. A strap on her dress gives way, sliding down her shoulder, and for a perfect, gut-wrenching second, more flesh of her tit is exposed. She fumbles to fix it, but he saw it. I saw him see it. His grin widens. He knows what’s underneath. He knows she's coming undone.

"Look at her trying to resist—cute!" Denise cackles.

My cock is a hot spike welded to my zip, useless but painfully, desperately alive. Marlon is grinding now, slow and deliberate, the massive bulge in his trousers leaving nothing to the imagination. Even from here, I can see the thick, heavy outline pressing into the fabric of her dress, right against her arse. She has to feel it. There's no way she doesn't know exactly what he's pushing into her.

And she’s not pulling away.

The white cotton rides up her thighs as they move, flashing more skin than she’d ever show at a dinner party. Her back arches, her head tilting. He leans down, his mouth at her ear, and whatever he says makes her laugh and shake her head. Testing her. Pushing.

"Your lady moves nice," Dane observes, "Natural rhythm."

I just nod, throat too tight for words. The scene playing out in front of me is ripped straight from my deepest, filthiest wank fantasies. My wife, the respectable girl from Kentish Town, grinding in a dark basement bar with a man whose cock is thicker than my wrist.

The song shifts, the beat getting slower, filthier, and another shadow detaches itself from the crowd. This one's different. Leaner, cut like a predator, with dark tribal scars twisting up his forearms. He's moving towards her.

"Your missus drawing attention, star," Dane says behind me from his station at the bar, a low chuckle in his voice. "That's Kofi."

Kofi reaches them, his approach all quiet confidence. His eyes are burning with a predatory heat that his polite smile can't hide. I watch Stacy offer her hand, and instead of shaking it, he brings it to his lips and kisses her knuckles. Old-school charm. Fucking lethal.

"Please, may I... join you?" I can just make out his words, the rich Ghanaian undertones in his careful English.

Stacy’s eyes find me across the room, wide and questioning. I lift my pint in a silent toast. Permission granted. She gives Kofi a hesitant nod, and suddenly she's pinned between them. Marlon grinding into her arse, Kofi pressing against her front.

My wife. Sandwiched between two black bulls. In public. A jolt, hot and sick, flashes through my gut. It feels like pure terror and the best wank of my life all at once. Fuck.

"Nah, don't fight it, darling," I hear Marlon murmur as I drift closer with a fresh for Stacy, a pathetic excuse to get a better view. "Just feel the bass, yeah? Let me guide you. Mm, that's it. Your hips know what they want."

Stacy takes the drink from my hand without looking at me, downing half in one go. The rum has her now. Cheeks flushed scarlet, eyes glazed and bright, her body moving with a fluid abandon I’ve never seen before.

"You're exquisite," Kofi murmurs, his hands resting on her upper arms. For now. "Your husband is a fortunate man."

I step back towards the bar, retreating to my voyeur’s nest. As I do, two more predators close in. One in an expensive shirt, a gold watch glinting—Damon. The other in a tracksuit, a thick neck tattoo visible in the gloom—Jamal. Both of them are looking at Stacy like she’s a plate of food they haven’t decided how to eat yet.

The circle is tightening. Marlon behind, Kofi in front, Damon and Jamal on the flanks. Four bulls, all bigger than me, all harder than me, all focused on my wife.

"You've brought a prize," Dane says quietly beside me. "Question is, star—what you gonna do with her?"

My hands are shaking. "What happens now?"

His gold teeth flash in the dark. "That's for you to decide, bredrin. You brought her here. You’ve still a moment to steal her away. Before…"

On the dance floor, Stacy’s resistance is a distant memory. Marlon's hands have slipped lower, gripping the swell of her hips, yanking her arse hard against his cock. The strap on her dress has fallen again. This time, she doesn't even notice. The fabric shifts, and for a split second, I see the dark circle of her nipple before she moves.

Fuck. I know that look on her face. The flush isn't just in her cheeks; it’s a dark stain spreading down her neck, disappearing into her dress. Her lips parted, wet. She's breathing through her mouth. I know she’s fucking soaking wet for them right now.

Kofi leans in, whispers something. Her eyes widen, then narrow. She glances at me, a flicker of something—fear? excitement? Before she bites her lip. His hand slides down her arm and encircles her wrist. A gentle cage.

Marlon leans in from behind again, his mouth at her ear. His other hand disappears under the hem of her dress at her hip. Hidden from the room, but not from me. I see her body go rigid, a sharp intake of breath, and then… she melts into it. Whatever he’s doing, whatever he’s saying, she's letting it happen.

The sway of the crowd brings them closer… close enough so I can hear them over the music. Maybe it’s not random, maybe Marlon is steering her towards me.

"Peng ting with the fat arse," Jamal's voice cuts in, closer now. He flashes a gold tooth. "Clocked you the second you walked in, swear down."

Stacy gives a nervous little laugh but doesn't pull away. The four of them have her now, a tight circle of muscle and heat, my wife glowing like a sacrificial beacon in the red lights.

Damon stops dancing a moment to close the gap to me, his steps measured, a gentleman surveying his prize. "Exquisite taste, Tony," his voice smooth and deep. He's acknowledging me, the pathetic little husband, while claiming my wife with his eyes. "She's... positively radiant."

The music shifts again, darker, heavier. The crowd instinctively parts around them. Everyone knows. They can smell it.

Marlon whispers something else in Stacy’s ear, his lips brushing her skin. Her eyes go wide. She looks at me, her expression a mess of panic and pleading. Then Marlon’s hand is on her lower back, steering her with unarguable force away from the dance floor. Towards the corridor.

Kofi follows a few paces behind, casual, like it's the most natural thing in the world. Damon and Jamal hang back, smiling. They know their turn is coming.

Dane catches my eye, gives a slow, deliberate nod towards the corridor. Decision time.

Rico appears at my elbow, that huge grin splitting his face. "Your missus is about to get proper sorted, bredrin." He claps me on the shoulder, a heavy, final thud. "You ready for that?"

Ready? I— Christ. My cock is ready. It’s been ready for years. But my head… this isn't a browser window I can just close. This is Stacy. My Stacy. Being led away by two men who are going to fuck her.

Dane leans over the bar, his voice a low growl in my ear. "You see how she leaning into him already? Don't fret. You brought her here for this, no? Let it play. Have a seat—drink on me, bredrin. Or go keep an eye on her. Your choice."

The floor tilts beneath my feet. The enormity of it crashes over me, a wave of ice and fire. My wife is about to be fucked by strangers.

And I engineered every single second of it.
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The Corridor Baptism

The corridor looks like a throat. Dark and swallowing her up while Marlon steers her deeper. One big hand steady on her lower back, the other palming her arse like it already belongs to him, fingers squeezing through that thin white dress. Kofi tails them with that quiet grin of his, a polite nod at me that says it straight: cheers for delivering supper, bruv.

My legs drag me after them before I’ve even decided. No choice in it. That dress - fuck, it glows under the red strips like a spotlight hanging her out for them. Pale straps, sheer stretch across tits with her nipples begging through, hem flicking off her thighs. A beacon. My wife, a walking target.

She looks back at me once. Christ. Eyes glassy with rum, wide like prey, lashes batting - confusion or just drunk heat. Pupil‑drowned. She knew. She had to. Did she? Fuck. My balls tighten; cock hard enough to bruise inside denim.

I’d wanked to this so many times the sheets stuck stiff - Stacy pulled into back corridors by bulls, pulled into toilets, used. Now it was right here. Flesh and sweat, brick wall and heartbeat. Marlon and Kofi steering her in like it’s rehearsed.

“Oi! New boy!” A lash of a voice cuts it. Denise. Fucking Denise bouncing up, the tits on her spilling their way out of the short crop top. Fake or not, they jiggle like cartoon porn balloons. She swats my arm: “Your missus is about to get the full Obsidian welcoming, babe. First time’s always in the ladies.”

Fuck. Pulse racing.

She snatches my arm, nails sharp enough to leave marks. “Come on, don’t float. Don’t miss it. Trust me.”

“I… I don’t know if-”

“Don’t be fucking daft.” Tugging me forward, arse wobbling in a skirt so tight the seams are dying. She yells back over her shoulder: “Tyrone, babe, I’m just showing the new lad the ropes. Back in a bit!”

Her bloke looks up, hard eyes narrowing, but he smirks. “Don’t get too wet, princess.”

She doesn’t slow. Boots clicking us into the corridor’s throat, arse painting figure‑eights under neon. “First rule here? You watch. Clock what your girl likes - can’t play dumb after that. Second? Don’t interfere. Once it starts, she’s theirs. That’s Obsidian.”

The ladies’ door closes behind them. Stacy - my Stacy – trapped with them now. The door doesn’t latch tight. Maybe that’s deliberate. A crack down the side flashing chrome light, enough to let every husband watch and hear his wife become their new property. Design flaw, my arse - design kink.

Denise wheels me flush, my head angled to the slice. Hot whisper in my earlobe, tits pressing my arm: “They’ll spit‑roast her. Always do. One in the throat, the other in her box. Wait for it - that gag sound, babe. Fucking symphony.”

My heart hammers, ribs buzzing like blown bass cones. Wall plastered in old graffiti, cock sketches, “WHITE WIVES WELCOME” adorns the wall in thick marker pen. Public as anything.

Christ. Danger hot. Shouldn’t be here. Shouldn’t — but bollocks, I need it. Need to hear the choke‑noise, need the whimper while she’s stuffed. Need the ruin. My cock is stamping wet against my jeans, a wet patch spotting already. Adjust it. Denise snickers at the bulge.

“You’re proper gone, ain’t ya? One of the good ones. Some hubbies puke their first time.”

But I’m welded to that gap. Breath clouding.

Inside – I hear her laugh. Thin. Fake. Wobbly edge of nerves. Then Marlon’s velvet: “Relax, darling. Stand there. Yeah? Let me slide this strap off. Your hubby brought you. Right now, he’s outside waiting on you to shine.”

Pulse spikes so hard I nearly groan. He fucking knows. They all know. A stage show. For me.

Kofi chimes, voice dipped in honey: “Please, allow me. You’re exquisite. May I taste you first?”

The pause feels endless. My balls curl up tighter, braced. Say it. Fuck, say it.

Then her gasp whisper: “Oh God… yes. Just… yes.”

Denise squeals in my ear: “There. That noise? Panties gone. Give it a tick – you’ll hear the slick soon.”

Rustle inside. Fabric shifting down thighs. A gasp. Skin on skin slap, wet with heat. My brain paints it — her bent over, dress bunched up, knickers dangling at heels. Kofi’s dark hands splitting pale thighs open.

Then the new sound — obscene, wet suction. Her mouth, full of cock, no mistaking that.

“Jesus Christ. He’s in her throat already,” I mutter to no one, voice leaking out. “I can hear her lips tearing round him, stretching — fuck!”

Cough choke. Splutter. Muffled groan that sounds broken. Cockhead punching tonsils. My dick jerks like shocked alive, blurt of pre‑cum soaking denim.

Kofi loses the etiquette: growl bursting through: “So soft, warmer than heaven… fucking hell -tight bitch, Christ, grip me, take all of it-don’t run, don’t ever run.”

The slap slap slap goes faster. My brain feeds me images like porn loops: thick cock shoved inside pink gape, lips swelling around girth.

Marlon’s taunt slick as ever: “Look at you, babe. Mouth wide for it. Don’t lie – you’ve practised this plenty.”

I’m jammed against the crack, eye straining. Glimpse: her mouth ballooned round him, spit shining his girth. String snapping when he pulls free. Next flash - Kofi’s hands brutal on her hips, dragging her back to meet him, cock sliding her open while her tits swing.

Denise bites my shoulder, gasps in ragged memory. “That slap? That’s her peach flapping. He’s jackhammering her. First time always makes you squirt till you can’t breathe. Your slut’s learning big cock now.”

My cock feels dead to use, stiff in denim, mocking me. All I can do is watch. Tilt for a wider angle, just snap‑shots: Marlon’s spit‑shined cock leaving her lips covered, Kofi’s bollocks punching her arse as he buries deeper. Her tits bouncing like they’ve never bounced for me.

Choke again. Muffled gag that breaks into a moan deeper than anything she’s made me. That sound flipped inside out.
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STACY POV

Oh god, what am I doing? This is so fucking dirty. Too much. Fuck so good.

“More you fuckers.”

I’m too full. Too much – splitting me open. Fatter than the dildo at home. Hot veins, alive cock, battering my belly. Should stop, Tony outside—bet she loves it. Fuck, I love it. Should have tried this years ago. Never, ever going back.

“Fuck… you’re splitting me - oh God yes - more, harder…”

Dripping. Flooding. Is this her? I’m a slut. Tony’s wife – fuck, he’s just outside. No, he could have stopped this. I’m their slut now.
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TONY POV

Her cry rips free, not gagged, not held back. Clear through. She’s begging. Stacy is begging strangers to fuck her harder. My wife. My live porn track.

Kofi out loud, panting: “Your lady’s a marvel, bredrin, fit sweet and tight, wet glove round me.”

Marlon purring filth right after: “Oi hubby; look, she’s slobbering her throat on me. Chokin’ beautiful. Can’t fake that sound.”

They’re showing me. Taunting me with it. And it’s perfect. Cock jerking in my jeans, ready to ruin myself untouched.

The noise peaks. A gagging choke swallowed by rhythmic slap. Bulls groaning, Stacy squealing, torn wet. Denise rubbing herself under her skirt, clutching me herself, her own orgasm vibrating her words. “She’s close — she’s squirting. Here—wait—now—”

Then Stacy screams. Tiles splash loudly behind the door: a gush of juices smacking puddles. Her voice knotted in bliss: “I can’t… too much… YES, YES!”

Their groans knot, rhythm cracks. I know that lurch. Release. They’re pumping inside her. Flooding her cunt and throat with loads while I dry‑hump rough denim outside.

Flood noise. Obscene gag‑swallow. Then ragged breathing static. My fingers are gripping graffiti walls till they burn. Nearly cum in my jeans just from the soundtrack.

The door moves. Denise nudges it open a sliver. Flash like lightning: Stacy wrecked. Mascara tracks, and a spit-glazed chin. Her dress is still bunched at her waist, fat creek of white leaking down thighs, running wet stripes.

Her eyes lock with mine through the crack. Burn me. Not just fucked — changed. Shame and hunger jammed in one look. You saw. Heard. And I’ll do it again.

Denise humming smug beside: “Told you. One of us now. Snow bunny cracked open. First go always the best.”

My throat is dry. Maybe I should be angry. Should. All I feel is pride and cock‑ache so violent it throbs behind my eyes. This is my goddess. Ruined by block cock just like I wanted.

The door pulls wider. Marlon strolls out first, tucking himself back in, smirk dripping satisfaction. A heavy hand claps my shoulder. “Proper wife, bruv. Pure natural. Took me lovely.”

Kofi shadows him, polite back like flipping a light switch. Hairline sweating, but smiling, bowing almost. “Thank you, Tony. She’s… remarkable.”

Then Stacy. Leaning in frame like she’ll fall. Dress lopsided on tits, lipstick gone. Hair messy halo. Most beautiful mess I’ve ever seen.

“Tony,” she croaks. Voice cracked on cock. “I-”

Nothing. She can’t even form it. Sorry? Loved it? Want ten more?

Denise grabs her waist, steering. “Come, babe. Freshen time.” She throws me a wink. “Don’t spit panic - she’ll be back soon. Night only warming up.”

She hauls her back in, and this time the door closes. I’m stranded knacker‑cock in the corridor, heat and rum fizzing skull, balls cramping like I’ve been edged for hours.

Backroom thud beats bass underfoot. Marlon and Kofi are already laughing with the boys, probably next door, retelling my wife’s gag and gush like a punchline. Should horrify me. It just makes me harder.

I sag wallward, fighting for my breath. My chest synced with bassline throbs. Now what? Pull her out? Take her home? Or…

Door swings again, a proud Denise leading Stacy, patched makeup, re‑fitted dress. But she’s changed now. A different walk. Glow in her cheek and dirty shine in her eyes to match.

“She’s good,” Denise says, smug grin. “Fixed the face but left the cum. Knew you’d like.” She pinches Stacy’s hand. “Remember what I said, yeah?”

Stacy nods. Bites lip. Quiet: “Thank you.”

We’re alone.

We just stare. My wife looks - new. Not shy. Not broken. Proud slut with hunger behind blush.

“Tony,” a cock‑wrecked voice. “I don’t… I don’t even…”

“Did you like it?”

Her eyes glint, lips raw. “Yes. God help me, but yes. Loved every second.”

“Good.”

Her grin faint wicked. “You… you fucking set this up. All of it.”

I don’t deny. Can’t. “Yes.”

She shakes her hair free, laughing silent breath. “Unbelievable bastard.”

“Angry?”

“I should be.” Steps closer, smell dripping off her: Marlon’s cologne, Kofi sweat, thick blanket of sex. “But I’m not. I’m… curious.”

“About?”

Her hand ghosts my bulge. Cock solid thick as stone.

“About why you… What happens now… and maybe, who else in here wants me?”

I nearly topple. “There’s… fuck…. there’s more. If you want.”

Her lips drag by my ear, a wet whisper. “I do want. I want it all. Show me what this place really is about, Tony.”

My spine is electric. I grip her hand and lead her back. Lights strobe, the bass pounds. Back to the waiting wolves.
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Airtight Queen

The music drops. Suddenly. Like someone cut the throat of the bass.

"Lock-in time, ladies and gentlemen." Big Dane's voice rolls across the room, deep and ceremonial. Keys jangle as he secures the front door. "Now it just us."

Stacy clutches my hand, eyes widening. "What's happening?"

"Special hour," I murmur. My cock already straining. "The real Obsidian."

The small crowd shifts, purpose in their movements. Bodies melt away from the edges, forming a loose circle in the centre. Marlon, Kofi, Damon near the booth. Jamal prowls in from the shadows, gold teeth catching red light when he grins.

Dane beckons me. "Bredrin, this way. Best seat for what's coming."

He positions me at the bar's edge, sliding a fresh rum into my palm. "Front row, star. Your queen's coronation."

My throat closes. This is it. The forums weren't lying. Lock-in gangbang ritual, happening now. My wife is the centrepiece.

Stacy stands uncertain in the clearing space, her dress still damp from the bathroom session. Her eyes find mine across the floor – confused, scared, but something else. That dark hunger I'd seen in the corridor.

Marlon moves first. Smooth stride, confidence pouring off him. "Darling, it's time now." His hands on her shoulders, gentle but firm. "No more hiding what you are."

His fingers slide under the thin white straps of her dress. Tug. They fall loose, exposing her shoulders. Pale skin against his dark hands.

"Wait," she breathes, but it's not a protest. Just delay. Performance. "Everyone's watching..."

"Let 'em watch," Dane calls from beside me. "Princess ain't shy now. You were born for this stage."

Kofi approaches, courteous bow of his head. "Exquisite. May I help?"

Before she answers, his hands join Marlon's, peeling the dress down, exposing her tits to the room. Heavy, flushed pink at the tips, nipples hard as pebbles.

Stacy gasps. Hands flutter like she might cover herself, then drop away. Her body betrays what her mouth won't say.

Damon steps forward from the shadows, smartly dressed, eyes approving. "Remarkable." Just the one word. He doesn't touch, just appreciates.

Jamal circles like a shark. "Peng ting with the fat arse. Proper snow bunny. Get her wet already, yeah?"

Her dress slides completely down, pooling at her feet. Just heels left on. Cunt bare, slick already. Their rough handling in the bathroom left her swollen, pink lips parting with each breath.

The bulls circle her like predators who've finally cornered their prey. But there's no rush. This is a ceremony.

"Look at her," Damon breathes, his cultured voice thick with reverence. "Absolutely exquisite. A goddess unveiled."

They don't touch yet. Just drink her in. Stacy stands trembling in just her heels, every curve on display under the red lights. Her tits heavy and full, nipples diamond-hard. The swell of her hips, the thick curve of her arse. And between her thighs - Christ, her cunt glistening, lips already parted and begging.

"Proper peng ting," Jamal growls, gold teeth flashing. "Look at them tits, bruv. Made for sucking. Made for slapping round a fat cock."

Marlon moves first, hands reverent as they cup her breasts. "Beautiful," he murmurs, thumbs circling her nipples. "Wagwan, darling? You ready to be worshipped properly?"

She gasps as he rolls her nipples between his fingers. "Oh God... yes..."

Kofi drops to his knees in front of her, breath ghosting across her inner thighs. "May I taste you first? Before we claim what's ours?"

"Please," she whimpers.

But he doesn't dive in. Just inhales deeply, savouring her scent. "You smell like heaven. Like desire made flesh."

Damon positions himself to one side, lips at her ear. "This is your coronation, darling. Tonight, you discover what you truly are." His fingers trace her jaw, "Not just Tony's wife. Not just a curious woman. You're a queen, Stacy. Our queen."

Jamal grabs her arse with both hands, squeezing hard enough to leave marks. "Fat arse, innit? Proper handful. Gonna split this open later, snow bunny. Gonna hear you scream for it."

"Oh fuck," she moans, head thrown back. "I can't... all of you... it's too much..."

“No such thing as too much here, princess," Dane calls from beside me. "You’ll be begging for more later.”

My cock throbs against my jeans. Unbearable pressure. I fumble with my belt, freeing myself without shame. Nobody cares. Every eye was fixed on my wife.

A padded table is dragged out by Big Dane, positioned so she can mount it on her hands and knees, guided by Marlon, his hands possessive on her hips. Kofi kneels between her thighs, breath ghosting her arse.

Stacy's eyes find me across the room. Wide, uncertain. Asking permission.

I nod. Just once. Enough.

Her head tips back as Kofi's tongue finds her slit. Long, slow lick that makes her shiver. Marlon grinds against her face, still clothed, but a clear bulge pressing against her lips.

"Christ," I mutter. Cock in my fist now, stroking slow. My wife displayed like an offering.

Big Dane leans over. "Proud moment, star. She's no princess now – watch her become queen."

Kofi's mouth works harder, face buried between her thighs. Her first moan breaks, loud enough to echo. Fingers clawing at the table edge for support.

Marlon unzips right before her, freeing himself. Thick cock slapping against her blushing cheeks. "Ready for round two, beautiful?"

"Yes," she gasps. Not even pretending to resist anymore.

He moves round, Kofi stepping back, his lips wet from her excitement. Marlon slides his magnificent black cock into her from behind. One smooth thrust that buries him deep. Her mouth falls open, a silent scream of pleasure. There’s a gasp around the room of appreciation… she’s so wet, still stretched from earlier, that she takes him easily.

My hand moves faster. Precum slicking my fingers. The sight of him stretching her, dark skin against pale, her cunt lips wrapped tight around his girth.

"Proper wife, bruv," Jamal calls to me. "Taking that cock like a champion. Bet she never cream like that for you."

I should be offended. I'm not. I'm fucking elated. My balls tighten, pressure building too fast.

Marlon sets a rhythm, hips slapping against her arse. Stacy's tits bouncing under her with each thrust. Kofi stands, cock freed, guiding it towards her mouth.

"Please," he says, still in that polite voice. "May I?"

She doesn't answer with words. Just opens her mouth, pushing forward to gulp him down. Cheeks hollow as she sucks, breath loud through her nose.

Dane nods approval. "First test. Double-filled. Watch her bloom, star."

I can't hold back. My cock jerks, spurting across my hand, cum spattering the floor. Shameless, animal relief. But I don't stop stroking. Already feeling myself hardening again.

Kofi's demeanour cracks. Hand fisting in her hair. "Christ, take it… Take all of it." Hips snapping forward, forcing deeper into her throat.

She gags. Tears springing at the corners of her eyes. But she doesn't pull away. Takes him deeper.

[image: ]


STACY POV

Choking. Can't breathe. But don't want to stop. So much cock… Never felt so full, so used. The dildo Tony bought – nothing like this. Real cocks, living heat, veined and throbbing inside me.

Marlon behind, stretching my pussy wide. Kofi in my throat, making me gag, drool streaming down my chin.

Should be ashamed. Should run. But God – this is what I was made for. My holes filled. Every inch of me claimed.

My cunt clenches. Tighter, wetter than I've ever been. Let them use me. Let Tony watch. I'm theirs now.
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TONY POV

Damon now approaches the table. Cock already standing out proud, impressive length curving elegantly upward. He stops beside me first, voice cultured, calm.

"Exquisite taste, Tony. May I join them?"

Dane claps my shoulder. "Your call, star. She's yours if you say so."

My mouth is dry as a desert. "Yes. Take her. All four of you."

Damon smiles. Gentlemanly nod. "Thank you."

He moves next to Marlon and indicates he should shift position… and with a wicked grin he takes Stacy in his arms and lifts her from the bench… she stands there shaking as he lies on his back, cock obscenely wet and standing like a fucking lighthouse. Stacy understands her place and quickly straddles him, easing herself down inch by inch until she’s bottomed out on him again.

Kofi grabs her by her hair and moves her until he can restart face fucking her.

Then Damon glides behind Stacy, producing a small bottle from his pocket. Lube. Applied methodically to her rear, working a finger carefully inside while she continues to ride Marion’s monster.

She whimpers around Kofi's cock. Her body tensing at the new invasion. I’ve never had my cock in her arse, and here she is about to be defiled by another big black cock.

"Breathe, darling," Damon soothes. "You're magnificent. Let your body open."

My cock is stone again. Painfully hard. Watching him work a second finger into her arse, stretching her.

Kofi pulls back, letting her gasp for air. "Too much?" he asks.

"No," she pants. "More. I want more."

Damon presses the head of his cock against her rear entrance. Slow, careful pressure. "Relax, sweetheart. This is your coronation."

She cries out as he breaches her. A sound I've never heard before. Pain mixed with something deeper, wilder.

"Double-stuffed!" Jamal crows, now right beside me. "Oi, bruv, your missus taking two fat cocks. Look at her stretch!"

And I am looking. Can't tear my eyes away. Marlon thrusting up beneath her now, Damon working into her arse. Her cock sucking face twisted in a mix of agony and ecstasy.

"Fuck," I groan. "She's never taken anything in her arse before. Not even with me."

"First time for everything," Dane says. "First time is Obsidian's gift."

The two bulls find their rhythm. Marlon thrusting up, Damon pressing down. Stacy caught between them, filled completely.

"Oh God," she wails. "Too much… you're splitting me open. Don't stop… don’t you fucking dare stop!"

Her body shakes, first orgasm ripping through her. Juices gushing visibly around Marlon's cock, splashing onto the table beneath.

Kofi moves back into position. Cock aimed at her mouth again.

"All three," Dane narrates beside me. "Airtight. The true baptism."
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STACY POV

Can't think. Can't speak. Every hole filled, stretched beyond bearing.

Marlon beneath me, cock buried in my cunt. Damon behind, splitting my arse. Kofi’s fat cock filling my mouth, choking. Covered. Owned.

Airtight. That's what they call it. No part of me is empty anymore. Every hole claimed. Every inch.

Tony watching. His eyes. He sees me. His slut. Their slut. Both.

Yes. YES.
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TONY POV

My wife is airtight. Every hole filled but none of the cocks are mine. And it's fucking perfect.

I stroke myself raw, hand slick with my own cum, still hard, needing more. The sight burning into my brain. Stacy taking cock in every hole, her body accepting what I never gave her.

Marlon's rhythm quickens. "Tight little snow bunny. Taking us all. Your husband is watching you become our fuck toy."

"Mmm-mmph!" Stacy's muffled cry around Kofi's cock.

"She wants to speak," Damon says, slowing his thrusts. "Let her say it."

Kofi withdraws, letting her gasp for air. Her words tumble out, desperate:

"Tony! Tony, I love this…I love their cocks…I need this!"

Pride swells in my chest alongside lust. My wife calling my name even as she's stuffed full of strangers.

"I know," I call back. "Take it all. Show us who you are."

Jamal cackles beside me. "Bruv, your bitch creamin' like a slag. She loves it deeper than you ever gave."

I nod, acknowledging the truth. "Yes. That's why I brought her here."

Dane pats my shoulder. "Behold her, star. Princess no more. She crowned queen tonight. Respect."

The bulls rotate. Kofi taking Marlon's place beneath her. Jamal finally stepping in, dropping his tracksuit bottoms to reveal his thick cock.

"My turn, yeah? Let's see how this snow bunny handles road dick."

He's rough immediately. No warm-up. Grabbing her hair, forcing his cock deep into her throat in one thrust. She chokes violently, eyes watering.

"Gag on it, innit? Bite your lip, man wants to hear them nasty sounds, gal."

And she does gag. Throat convulsing around him. But her hands reach up to grab his muscular arse, pulling him deeper instead of pushing away.

"Fuck, look at that," I groan. "She wants it harder."

Jamal grins at me. "Your missus proper nasty, fam. Born slag waiting to happen."

Damon withdraws from her arse, letting her recover. Kofi pounds her cunt from below, rhythm precise, measured.

"Please," Kofi grunts, politeness cracking with each thrust. "Take it—all of it."

Her body jerks as another orgasm hits. Stronger than before. Scream muffled around Jamal's cock.

They shift again.

"My turn here," Damon says calmly, holding his slimy cock to her mouth.

And Stacy - my wife, my respectable Stacy - opens her mouth for the cock that was just buried in her arse.

"Fuck," I breathe, stroking myself frantically. "She's... Christ, she's going arse to mouth. She's actually doing it."

Denise squeals from across the room. "Yes! Proper slut now! ATM queen!"

Stacy doesn't hesitate. Takes Damon into her throat like it's the most natural thing in the world. Her eyes water, but she doesn't pull away.

"Dirty bitch," Jamal laughs. "Taste your own arse, snow bunny. That's what real sluts do." He then moves behind, slapping her arse hard enough to leave handprints.

"Gonna split you proper, yeah? As you ride Jamal’s cock."

He enters her arse without ceremony. Just rams forward, burying himself into her gaping hole in one brutal thrust.

Stacy screams around Damon's cock in her mouth. Real pain this time.

For a moment, I tense. Ready to intervene. But Dane's hand on my shoulder holds me back.

"Trust, star. She needs this part too."

Jamal doesn't slow. Pounds her arse with savage thrusts. "Take it, slut. Your husband loves watching you get ruined by our three cocks."

And somehow, impossibly, her scream morphs into a moan. Pain transforming into something else. Her body accepting him, opening for him.

Damon strokes her cheek tenderly, cock still in her mouth. "Such hunger in you. Now it's unveiled. A queen should never hide her crown."

The contrast between them, Damon's reverence and Jamal's savagery, with Kofi just laying back enjoying the ride, breaks something loose in me. I'm stroking frantically now, cock raw and aching.

"Tell her," I gasp at Jamal. "Tell her what she is."

Jamal laughs. "Say it, snow bunny. Tell your man what you are."

Damon withdraws, allowing her to speak.

"I'm a slut for black cock," she gasps, voice wrecked. "Your slut, Tony. Their slut. I belong here."

The words trigger something primal in all of them. The bulls close in tighter. Kofi beneath, cock driving up into her cunt. Jamal behind, brutalising her arse without mercy. Damon using her dirty mouth. Marlon stands nearby, stroking himself to stay hard, waiting for his turn.

"Look at her," Rico calls from his booth. "Born for this. Natural cock-slut."

"She's learning fast," Simone adds, her own hand between her legs. "Girl knows what she wants now."

They fuck her like men possessed. No restraint now. Just animal need to claim, to mark. They're all inside her. Truly airtight. Moving like pistons, using every inch of her. The sounds are obscene, wet slapping of bodies, muffled moans, the constant squelch of cocks in holes.

"She's coming again," Marlon announces, spotting her body convulsing around the other men. "Squirting all over you."

I can see it from here. Her juices spraying visibly, soaking Kofi beneath her, dripping onto the table. More fluid than I've ever seen from her.

"Airtight queen," Dane intones beside me. "Look at her take it all, star. Your doing. Your gift to her."

My hand moves faster. Second climax building, painful but necessary. Watching my wife transform before my eyes.

Kofi breaks first. "Coming… Christ…taking my seed-"

His body jerks beneath her. Pumping up into her cunt. Filling her with the first load.

Jamal follows, grip brutal on her hips. "Fuck - tight bitch. Take it all-"

He buries deep in her arse, grunting like an animal as he releases. I can see her body shake, she must feel every drop of his hot cum inside her.

Damon withdraws from her mouth at the last moment. Stroking himself, aiming carefully. "You've done beautifully," he says, almost reverently, as his cum paints her face in thick sticky ropes.

Marlon steps in, adding his load across her tits with a grunt, marking every inch of her.

She's drenched. Cum leaking from her cunt and arse, streaking her face, pooling between her breasts. And she's smiling through it all. Eyes glazed, mascara streaked, but unmistakably triumphant.

"Say it again," Jamal demands, slapping her arse one last time. "Say it, snow bunny."

"I'm yours," she moans. "All of yours. Tony's slut. I belong here."

That breaks me. My cock jerks painfully, second orgasm ripping through me. Less cum this time, but the pleasure is more intense, almost painful.

Dane nods approval. "Well played, star. You brought her, you let her shine. Respect." His hand squeezes my shoulder. "Friday nights now - this don't need to end."

The bulls step back, admiring their work. My wife sprawled across the table, every hole used, cum dripping from every part of her.

Damon, ever the gentleman, produces a handkerchief. Gently wipes her face. "Don't mistake this as ruin, darling. This is a revelation."

The crowd begins to disperse. Lock-in ending. Bulls tucking themselves away, laughing, exchanging comments about my wife's performance.

"Squirted like a fountain."

"Throat deeper than the Thames."

"Proper natural. Born for BBC."

Stacy struggles to sit up. Legs shaking, barely able to support her weight. Cum still leaking down her thighs, makeup destroyed, hair wild.

She staggers towards me. Falls into my arms.

"Tony," she whispers, voice destroyed. "God help me, but I loved every second."

I hold her tight. My ruined goddess. My perfect wife.

"I know. That's why I brought you."

She laughs, a broken sound. "Take me home. I need a shower and about twelve hours' sleep."

"And then?"

Her eyes meet mine. Something new there. Something permanent.

"And then we come back. Next Friday night, like he said."

Dane calls a taxi for us. Helps us to the door. As we leave, he presses a card into my hand. Black with silver lettering: OBSIDIAN – FRIDAY NIGHT QUEEN.

"She belongs here now," he says quietly. "Both of you do."

In the taxi, Stacy collapses against me. Exhausted. Still leaking cum onto the seats.

But her hand finds my cock. Still hard somehow, despite everything.

"Once more," she whispers. "When we get home. I want you to fuck me with their cum still inside me."

My cock twitches at the thought. My wife, stretched and sloppy, filled with strangers' seed.

"Yes," I agree. "And next Friday?"

Her smile is both exhausted and hungry. "Next Friday, we do it all again. And more."

The taxi speeds through London streets. Taking us home. But we've found a new home tonight. Obsidian. Where my wife was crowned queen, and I watched it happen.

The beginning of something. Not the end.

And as Stacy dozes against my shoulder, cum still drying on her skin, I know with absolute certainty: there's no going back.

This is who we are now.
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The Aftertaste of Gods

The taxi door slammed, and I fumbled, nearly dropping her. Fucking hell, dead weight. Stacy was all jelly legs and slack arms, a beautiful wreck I had to bundle into the back seat. Her dress - fuck, the dress. Just a crumpled strap over one shoulder, the white fabric ruined with dark, wet patches of their cum that stuck to her body. More of it glistened on her thighs in the slick, passing glare of streetlights.

"Kentish Town High Street, please," I mumbled, my voice tight. Trying to sound normal. Trying to sound like a husband bringing his tired wife home, not a pornographer delivering his star performer from a shoot.

The driver was some thick-necked bloke in his fifties, a Man U air freshener swinging from the mirror. Of course he was. And his eyes, well, they went straight for the mirror, straight for Stacy, lingering on the glorious mess of her tits spilling into view. Another one. Another spectator.

"Long night, eh?" A smirk played on his lips as he pulled into traffic.

I settled Stacy against me. Her head lolled onto my shoulder, her hair sticky and matted with God knows whose load. She was completely wrecked. Mascara tracks like black rivers down her cheeks, lipstick smeared into a clownish grin, and bruises - dark, beautiful bruises - blooming on her neck, her thighs, everywhere their hungry hands had gripped her. And looking at the absolute state of her, I felt my own cock, raw and spent, begin to twitch and thicken again inside my trousers. A hopeless, desperate ache.

"Tony," she croaked, her voice a shredded whisper from deep-throating cocks I could only dream of. "God. I loved it. Every single second."

I tried to swallow, but my throat was dust. Her words hit me like a shot of brandy. "Even... all of them? Filling you?"

She tilted her face up to mine, her eyes glassy but electric. Her tongue snaked out, catching my lips in a messy, open-mouthed kiss. The taste exploded in my mouth: salt, sharp male musk, and under it all, the thick, unmistakable flavour of their spunk still coating her mouth. Jamal's? Damon's? I deepened the kiss, wanting to swallow every last trace of them.

"Especially that," she breathed against my lips, her voice ragged. "Their size... their strength... Why did we wait, Tony? All this time..."

The driver cleared his throat from the front, a loud, theatrical cough. His eyes flicked to the rear-view. "Busy time, then?" His grin was pure grease, the professional pretence worn thin.

My back went rigid. A hot flush of middle-class panic; the driver, the public space, the sheer fucking front of it. But then Stacy, my Stacy, moaned. Not a quiet thing, but a loud, deliberate purr that filled the car. A performance.

"Very busy," she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She took my hand, guiding it down, under the ruins of her dress.

My fingers sank into utter devastation. Her cunt was a swamp, flooded beyond anything I'd ever felt. Not just wet – fucking sloppy. Obscene. My knuckles were immediately coated in warm, sticky seed as my fingers made squelching sounds, sliding in and out of her.

"Hear that?" she said, her voice carrying clearly to the front. "That's them, Tony. Their cum. I'm still full of it. Leaking all over your hand."

The driver's eyes were practically glued to the mirror now, wide and hungry.

I pulled my fingers out of her, the sound a wet suck. Strings of their mixed seed, thick and pearly, stretched from her cunt to my hand. The sight, the smell... it was a command. I lifted my hand to my face and licked my fingers clean, sucking noisily, making sure he could hear every bit of it.

"Jesus..." The taste was overwhelming. Her own juices, sharp and sweet, mixed with the seed of at least four other men. "I can taste them all. Still inside you. God, Stacy... you're still their slut."

"Yes," she hissed, pushing her legs wider, angling her hips towards the mirror in a filthy invitation. "He can hear, can't he? Listen to the mess they left in my cunt."

I plunged my fingers back inside her, pumping them deliberately, making the wet slurping sounds as loud as I could. The car filled with the sound, with the hot, filthy perfume of sex.

He shifted in his seat up front, his right hand dropping out of sight for a second to adjust himself. I saw it. I saw everything.

"Tony," Stacy whispered, just loud enough. "He's watching. He's hard for me."

A spike of pure, triumphant lust shot through me. My cock strained, painful against my zip. "Let him. You're a show now. My fucking show."

She spread her legs wider, hiking the dress right up to her waist. A handprint, faint but definitely there, was bruised onto her arse cheek. "Should we pay him... with what's left over?"

"Bloody hell," the driver muttered, his voice thick.

That was it. I couldn't hold back. The sight of my wife, my respectable Stacy, fucked open, dripping with strangers' seed and putting on a show for another one... it broke me. I hauled my aching cock out of my trousers.

"Need you," I grunted, wrestling her onto my lap.

She sank onto me, and the feeling was alien. My cock, which usually filled her so tightly, slid in through a loose, gaping wetness. She was slack, pounded open. But more than that, she was sloppy, her cunt so full of their cum that it squelched and oozed around me, a warm, thick lube they'd provided.

"Oh God," she moaned, throwing her head back. "You feel so small in me now, Tony... fuck, but it's perfect. Knowing it's you... after them. Knowing you gave me to them."

A gush of wet heat as she settled, and I felt their cum spill out around the base of my cock, thick and warm, dripping onto the fucking vinyl seat.

"My goddess," I groaned, my hands gripping the new bruises on her waist. "Ruined. You're fucking ruined, and you're still mine. This is exactly what I wanted."

She started to ride me, faster now, a deliberate, theatrical fuck for the mirror. The sounds from her cunt were obscene - a constant slap-squelch-slurp with every rotation of her hips.

"Ahh… yes! Fuck me, in front of him," she cried out, her eyes locking with the driver's in the mirror. "Take me back Friday, Tony. I need more. More black cock... always more."

The driver actually chuckled, a low, rough sound. "Hope you bring her back, mate. Shame not to."

His words were like a lit match on petrol. Stacy moaned louder, her cunt trying to clench around me. It was nothing like her usual grip, but the mental image of the massive cocks that had stretched her this wide sent me right over the edge.

I came again, a raw, burning orgasm that shot my pathetic load into the flood already inside her. My seed was just a drop in the ocean they'd left behind. Lost.

"Christ," I gasped, slumping back against the seat.

She kept grinding, milking every last drop out, her body still buzzing. She turned to me, her expression deadly serious under the smeared makeup.

"I'm your slut," she said, her voice dropping. "But I... I need them too, Tony. More. Always bigger. You have to... Friday. Every Friday. You'll bring me back? Promise me."

I kissed her neck, tasting salt and some stranger's cologne. "Yes," I heard myself say. "Every week. You're mine... and you're theirs. I want it all."

She smiled, a slow, filthy curve of her lips. Then she turned back to the mirror. "Tell him, Tony. Tell him you'll bring me back for them."

The words felt like they'd been rehearsed in my head for a year. "Friday nights are hers now," I said, my voice steady with a certainty that thrilled me. "This is never going to stop."

The driver just laughed, pulling up outside our townhouse. "Lucky bastard..."

I paid him, shoving an extra twenty into his hand for the mess, my own trembling. Stacy staggered out of the cab. In the orange glow of the streetlight, I could see the cum, still leaking down the inside of her thighs, a final, glistening stain on her once-pristine dress.

On the pavement, she grabbed me, kissing me savagely, her tongue tasting of all of them - Marlon, Kofi, Jamal, Damon. Their essence, their victory, still marking her as theirs.

"We belong to them now," she whispered against my lips. "You wanted this. And I fucking need it. Every Friday... maybe more."

As I fumbled with the keys, I saw the cabbie was still there, watching us, shaking his head. I knew exactly what he was thinking. How does a small, unremarkable bloke like me end up with a goddess willing to be ruined like this?

He couldn't possibly understand. This wasn't an accident. This was architecture. My design. My little cock was the key that unlocked the door, not the bolt that kept it shut. My vision - my dark, twisted, perfect vision of her, glowing and wrecked - that was the thing that had fucked her harder than any of them ever could.

And now it was real. My wife. Their BBC slut. My goddess.

Friday nights at Obsidian. Our new religion.


two
The University Revisited
Prelude in Port and Pussy


“The Right Honourable Lord Edward Ashdown, Earl of Norchester, and his wife, Lady Olivia Ashdown!”

Abernathy’s voice cracked like a choirboy’s bollocks dropping, every syllable puffed up to mask the College’s threadbare coffers. Pathetic little bow‑tied insect, straining at his collar the way clerks always did when overcompensating. Edward let the ghost of a smirk twitch behind his lips. Yes, scream my titles, little man, as if the sound itself brought back your endowment.

The hall turned as one. A hundred dry throats croaked into silence, and every gaze locked where it always would: Olivia. Midnight silk gripped her hips, then spilt like melted sin to the stone floor. Diamonds bit at her throat, scattering candlelight, as if even the room clawed to lick her skin instead of hearing another catechism on budget deficits. A mausoleum of Latin saints and crusty academics — and within it, one living beast: his Lady. They gawped, the whole hall of ghosts, because she was it. The ruin in waiting.

“Smile, darling,” Edward murmured, palm warm at the dip of her spine. His words just for her ear, clipped neat under the pomp. “Otherwise they’ll think dukes never shit.”

Olivia beamed — that grin like floodlights in a dusty tomb, pushing wattage far too obscene for ageing dons. He saw eyes blink wide behind spectacles. Good. Let them remember flesh existed. Desire. Sin. Let them choke quietly while imagining her tits bouncing under the gown she’ll ruin later.

Dr Eleanor Vance descended like a crow in wire spectacles, jaw tight enough to crack. “Lord and Lady Ashdown. The college is most honoured by your attendance tonight.”

“The honour’s ours,” Edward offered without heat, the phrase tripping from his lips smoother than the cufflinks on his wrist. Attention already gone, roaming the beams, the saints in glass, then, inevitably, back down — down where silk plunged, splitting at Livvy’s tits, that soft shadow her diamonds couldn’t erase. The only stained glass worth kneeling for.

They were led to seats at the high table, beneath the pictures of the dead. Gilt frames lined in powdered wigs glowered down as if their philanthropy earned the right to scold. Vance began her drone before their arses even warmed the cushions.

“The challenges facing humanities funding are particularly acute…”

Edward tilted his head at polite intervals, all nods and noise. In truth? A governess pacing out vowels, lips cracked, words shrivelled to dust before they reached air. He catalogued her as furniture. He catalogued the men instead — dons and donors with spines caving, all of them stealing glances at Olivia. Yes. They all saw it. That spark beside him, half‑suppressed, half‑feral.

A touch — there. Beneath the snowy table linen, Olivia’s hand on his thigh. Nails tracing calm little curls that spiralled higher. His cock stirred. Public mask, private filth. She edged closer. He smoothed his face, but beneath the stitched wool of Savile Row a swell pressed against zip‑teeth, flushed hot and growing.

“Don’t you agree, Lord Ashdown?” Vance’s croak jabbed through.

“Absolutely. Urgent matter.” His mouth knew the lines. His cock throbbed the truth. Livvy’s fingertips were daring him under the tablecloth, drawing phantom circles closer to the ridge of him.

Her smirk cracked out sideways in a flash unseen by the others. Then her voice - lower, softer. Too creamy. “I do miss college,” she sighed. “All that vigour about the youth. There’s something invigorating about being surrounded by such… energy.” The final word curled wet from her tongue like a bead of spittle sliding cock‑heads.

Professor Finch spluttered, port bubbling in his grey moustache. Even the crow blinked, thrown off course. Edward held back a laugh. He let it sear deeper - the first act. The bait in plain daylight. Livvy taunting elderly academics with cunt‑heat.

Wine passed. A student making some side cash playing at being a porter, hefted bottles at his elbows. Edward caught him - those eyes dragging up Livvy’s shoulders, down her neck. She froze him with a stare a fraction too long, lips wet as if she’d just sucked skin. The boy’s cheeks stammered red. Edward’s prick twitched. Hunger writ across the student’s face. Yes, lad, stare. You’ll choke on that vision later.

“Have you met the Duponts?” the crow cut in, gesturing.

Across the table: Michael Dupont. City pork, paunched up, suit straining - veins purple from greed. Beside him, blonde Sally, fifteen years younger and fifteen classes shallower, skin slicked beneath jewellery bagged from Harrods just to prove she belonged.

“Banking’s the real action,” Dupont boomed. “Portfolio’s up twelve percent. Can’t say the same for the gentry, eh, Ashdown?”

Edward’s smile curled tight. “How fascinating.”

Cunt. Bloated, clumsy cunt. Blind to his wife’s wet envy across the linen - staring at Olivia the way shopgirls eye haute couture they’ll never own. Sally sneaking looks, knowing Livvy made her diamonds look like cheap paste. The Duponts: all money, no marrow. A bad deal lacking the spark - no fire, no rot, no joy in filth. Edward’s cock hardened at the thought. The difference lay raw: Olivia’s mouth stretched open for common spunk was still Lady enough to reclaim, whereas Sally’s mouth would never matter even with pearls dribbling in it.

Livvy sipped her wine, deliberately tonguing the bead of wetness off the rim like she’d just swallowed drips of semen. “The college architecture is exquisite,” she said lightly. Her brow flicked at Sally. “Have you seen the dormitories? Such… intimate spaces.”

Edward coughed into his glass. Nearly spat. Fucking dormitories. She was setting tinder alight in broad daylight - in front of professors and port.

Finch barged in again, stale tobacco cloying his breath. “You were a rugby man, weren’t you? ’99, Trinity match, magnificent handling.”

“2000,” Edward cut without thinking, eyes fixed where they belonged - on Livvy swirling a finger against her long-stemmed glass like practice for another stem she’d be downing later.

“Yes, yes,” Finch droned. “Rugby’s all about one’s handling grip, isn’t it? Firm but flexible-”

Christ. Livvy almost laughed, almost moaned right there. Salivating on innuendo, offering herself during a bloody monologue about ball‑handling. Her silk wrap slipped like she’d timed it - bare shoulder flashing. Servers across the room could almost stack plates on their cocks. Eyes glued.

Edward’s spine stiffened. His cock, too. Good boys. Stare. Watch her unwrap for you while you juggle crockery.

“Quite,” Edward muttered, shifting in his chair. Trouser fabric taut across his lap.

She pushed mercilessly: hand sliding, palm squarely cupping his bulge. Her grip deliberate. He swelled harder, breath scissoring. Across, some grey‑haired benefactor sang soporific hymns about scholarships. Edward cut in with a brittle, “Exceptional generosity,” while Livvy’s thumb etched the length of him. His balls tightened like gunpowder ready to explode.

Her lips brushed him. Whisper at his temple: “Shall we escape soon, darling? Or must I drown in speeches about endowments?” Hot perfume sliding into his nose, her breath spiced with wine and hunger.

Edward kept his face smooth, voice level. Inside? A snarl of libido clawing at the leash. Filth guttural under iron jaw.

“Patience, Livvy.” His lips barely moved. “Let them tire. Night’s still young.”

The dinner crawled, meat slabs tougher than parchment, conversation spongy as boiled mutton. But Livvy burned. Every tilt of her head is fanning flames. The shake of laughter in her throat, perfectly tuned for them, while under the table, her ankles pressed together. He’d checked already - cunt soaking. He had slid his finger in quick under silk and found her slick truth.

All this pomp: smoke, boredom, waxworks in wigs - balanced on the bulge of his cock and the pulse of her wet hole. Every second built pressure. Pop the cork. Raw release waiting in the corridor shadows. Soon. This wooden hall was no hall - it was a prelude. A shaking bottle begging to spill.

Soon she’d be bent, dripping, split open for the chaos of youth downstairs.

And he’d be there, cock in fist, to show them all what fucking power owned her.

[image: ]

Silk and Spunk Beneath the Linen

Spotted dick, served up like royalty. Christ. The thing landed on the table with all the ceremony of a chamber pot being slammed down. A sticky brown mound, sweating steam, drowned in yellow gloop. The college still thought that was indulgence? Soggy sponge and custard the colour of piss. It looked like a weak man’s wank on a plate.

He bit back a smile. If only they knew true decadence - if only they saw what his Lady would look like by dawn if all went to plan: mascara streaked, pearls rattling against her throat, aristocratic thighs smeared with apprentice seed, dripping like the dessert in front of him.

Professor Finch wheezed like a man dying in slow instalments. “I do hope it’s not too heavy for you, Lady Ashdown. The college chef is rather traditional.”

Olivia smiled, spoon poised. Every inch the Lady. “I’ve always had a remarkable capacity for heavy things, Professor.”

Oh yes, darling. Heavy things. Thick things. Things that split you and leave you clawing at walls while I watch.

She slid the spoon between red-painted lips, eyes locked on Edward. Her tongue flicked, catching custard in a show of obscene elegance. Little slut knew exactly what she was doing - and only he was meant to see it.

Dr. Vance sniffed theatrically, letting her untouched pudding crust over. “The behaviour in our dormitories has become utterly appalling. The students treat them like pubs. Last week the porters confiscated seven kegs from a single landing. In my day, we respected property.”

“Oh, but isn’t that the joy of youth?” Olivia leaned in, voice velvet over sharpened steel. “An untamed mess of bodies and drink - so uncivilised. So… authentic.” She dabbed primly at her mouth. “There’s something invigorating about all that raw energy. Don’t you think?”

Edward felt it then, cock tugged awake in his Savile Row trousers. Breadcrumbs, every line she dropped. He knew the trail, he’d laid it with her a hundred times.

Dr. Vance clutched her pearls, actually clutched them like they might stop her cunt drying up from envy.

And Olivia turned, smooth, calculating. “Tell me, Sally, where do you holiday? Somewhere with sparkle, I imagine.”

“The Maldives,” Mrs. Dupont squeaked, too eager. “Private island. So exclusive, the sand practically glittered like diamonds.”

Her husband roared with laughter; he’d missed the bite entirely.

Olivia’s smile was razor glass. “Lovely. Exotic’s fine. But I prefer it… primitive. Something raw. Dirty. Grit under your nails. Honest grit, don’t you think?”

Edward’s pocket buzzed. Under the table her thumb moved, face the very mask of serenity. He glanced at the screen.

Tell me, darling, did you tire of our new gardener yet? The Jamaican one with those enormous hands?

His mouth twitched even as he held Dr. Vance’s gaze across the cutlery. He texted back:

Did he tend your roses properly?

Seconds later — He serviced me behind the greenhouse yesterday. Pinned me against the glass. His thick fingers split me open. Tongue wilder, wetter. I screamed so loud the kitchen staff stopped peeling potatoes.

A porter bumbled up with a bottle. “More wine, Lord Ashdown?”

Edward nodded, passed him the glass, typed back under cover of the pour.

And did he sow his seed in the bed? Plant you full?

Her reply bled across the screen:

Flooded me. I let him ruin my cunt. Came home to you with his load still in me. Wetting your sheets as I kissed you.

Christ. He sipped the claret, mask of detachment held firm. Finch droned about tenure. Irrelevant. Edward tapped another line.

And the Swedish intern? The pretty blond I delivered you…

A pause. Her lips curved politely at Sally Dupont’s braying. Underneath the table she typed, neat as calligraphy.

An anal obsessive. Begged me to peg him till he sobbed. I strapped on Berlin’s big black cock and split him wide. He thanked me with tears. We should invite him to the anniversary party. A trembling party favour, legs open for us both.

“Wouldn’t you agree, Lord Ashdown?” Finch’s foghorn of a voice dragged him back.

“Indubitably.” Smooth as ever, though he hadn’t caught a word.

And then, her foot. Bare, wicked. Slipped from the heel, sliding up his calf. Sneaky little toes climbing his leg under the white linen, pressing, teasing. Christ, her cunt must already be soaked.

“Fly half that was your specialty, wasn’t it?” Finch babbled on. “The college hasn’t seen such dexterity since.”

“Quite,” Edward murmured, throat dry as her foot pressed higher, grazing him. Handling balls. Indeed. If only the wrinkled fool knew she’d been on her knees this week, juggling strangers’ bollocks with her greedy mouth while Edward watched.

Her foot cupped his cock through the material, slow, deliberate. Candlelight caught her throat: perfect, pale, begging to be marked. A Lady in public, a sodden cunt waiting under silk.

He leaned, lips to her ear: “Remove your knickers.”

One brow arched, the small sign only he was trained to read. She shifted daintily, one careful motion. A moment later, her hand surfaced, palm closed around black silk. She pressed it into his fist beneath the napkin. Damp. Still warm. Her wetness soaked through the delicate weave.

He shoved them into his pocket. Cock strained savage against his trousers.

The young server arrived with the cheese. Same lad who’d stared since they entered. Edward shifted the chair, let the boy have his fill of her cleavage. The poor fucker trembled so hard the Stilton nearly toppled off the board.

Good. Let them stare. Let every man in the hall know where his eyes should be. She was the only living flesh among these dry relics. And she was his to show.

He pushed two fingers into her cunt then, slow and merciless. Shaved smooth. Already slick — soaking. Christ, she was swimming for him. He held her eyes as Dupont prattled about hedge funds. Olivia smiled serenely, posture unbroken, only her death-grip on the white linen betraying it.

“Oh good, cheese.” Wrist turning, fingers twisting deeper inside her.

She shifted slightly, taking them in, cunt swallowing new depth. Her thighs parted beneath the gown. She was riding his hand while the pompous bastard demanded attention from the Chancellor.

Then a toast. Glasses raised. Edward took the moment, slid free, wetness coating his knuckles. He lifted the napkin to dab politely, her musk staining his fingers, rich, salt-sweet. He held the scent faintly before wiping it away.

“We’re leaving,” he whispered to her. “I need to see you ruined properly tonight.”

“Yes.” One word, gleaming with conspiracy. She squeezed his thigh.

They rose, smiles so well-rehearsed that even their enemies had to admire them. “Forgive us, early rise tomorrow. Norfolk requires our attention.”

Sally Dupont ogled with naked envy. Finch tried to launch another anecdote, but Edward cut him with a blade of a smile.

“I’m afraid it cannot wait. Dr. Vance, delightful evening.”

Hands clasped, they walked out, Lord and Lady on parade. Only Edward knew her cunt was bare, slick, her sodden knickers warm in his pocket.

The oak doors shut heavily. Outside: stone corridors, damp chill. Olivia shivered. Not from cold. From want.

“You’ll make me wait, won’t you?” she whispered, hunger tearing her composure.

Edward’s grin spread wolfishly slow. “Long enough to ruin you.”
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Portraits of Perverts

The oak doors groaned shut behind them with the sonorous weight of a coffin lid. Good riddance. The suffocating pomp of high table, all candlewax and port‑decayed grandeur, smothered at last. Here, the corridor stank of damp stone, rusted pipes, stale beer; honest, raw scents that clung to the back of the throat. Proper. A place fit for debauchery, not speeches. Somewhere a bassline thudded through plasterboard, bass so low it set his cock twitching like a war drum.

Edward inhaled it greedily, letting the false dignity of the hall slough off like dead skin. Let the dons squint over footnotes; this was the artery to the real sport, air sharpened like a draught through a cellar door.

The corridor stretched on: cracked flagstones, fluorescent tubes buzzing like trapped flies, each flicker laying that aristocratic skin of Olivia’s in a bilious green glow. Didn’t pretty her, but Christ, it made her obscene. A Lady cast in the strip‑light of a lavatory. Even better. Her Dior heels sang sharp echoes down the stones, the clack‑clack utterly foreign to this corridor’s rugby‑soaked history.

“God, those pompous fuckers,” Olivia said, bending, tits tumbling forward, pulling her shoes free. A whore unleashed. She straightened barefoot, hair falling wild, “If Dr Vance had known you had three fingers up my cunt during her sermon on academic integrity…”

Edward smirked, his cock swelling hard, still tacky with their pre‑drinks fondling. “She’d have had an aneurysm on the spot. Dupont would have offered to endow an entire wing just to watch.” His hand slid to the small of her back - ownership, his brand stamped on her fabric - letting her know she was already his filthy commodity to parade.

Bare feet on cold flags hushed her steps. She leaned in, conspirator, filthy bride. “I saw you watching that server boy. The one who nearly dropped the platter when he saw down my dress.”

Couldn’t deny it, the lad gawped like he’d seen cunt for the first time in his life. Edward allowed the grin. “He couldn’t look away. I expect he’s still in the kitchens, trousers round ankles, wanking himself raw and praying your tits wobble when he closes his eyes.”

Her laugh cracked off the stone tunnel, light going bright in the gloom. “Speaking of young men…” She slid him a sideways glance, sly with filth. “Harry should be grown up by now, shouldn’t he? Little Harry. Your accountant’s son? Twenty, perhaps?”

The bolt of lust went stiff and savage in his gut. Harry, the lad who used to fetch paperclips for his father - now a scholarship cock, waiting down the way with his mates. “He is indeed. Sharp lad. Got in like his old man. And yes, we’ll find him with the rest.”

“Will he remember me, do you think?” she asked, tone fluttering falsely innocent, but eyes rank with dirt.

As if any boy who glimpsed her tits at Christmas could forget. Edward smirked. “Hard to forget the woman who wrote his reference and opened these very Oxford doors for him. He’s shy. Handle with care.” His fingers grazed lower, stroking the curve of her arse through that silk sheath. Hot, live, promising ruin beneath.

“Unless he wants to be pushed?” That wicked grin, a predator in pearls.

Edward adjusted his trousers, the pulse inside too demanding now. “Of course. Though Christ, I’d like to see the boy try.”

They walked close, arm in arm, dipping from shadow to jaundiced pools of light along the rabbit‑hole. The portraits stared down: pompous men painted constipated. The stink changed with the air: beeswax giving way to damp stone and that rancid musk of rotting rugby kit forgotten in cupboards. Yes - his youth remembered.

“I walked this corridor a thousand times,” Edward murmured aloud. “Always the same stink, the same gurning ancestors scowling from the frames. St. Alcuin’s never changes - which is the point.”

“Except us,” Olivia said. “We’re hardly the same people who left.”

How right. He squeezed her hip, harder than civility allowed. “Far filthier. Thank Christ.”

A stern Georgian in a powder wig glared down at them. Edward gestured like a docent at a gallery. “Sir Alistair Pembroke. Founder of the East Wing. Said to have given half his fortune to theology.”

Olivia tilted her chin high, then dropped her accent into something gutter‑ripe. “Rectitude, Edward? That jaw’s pure sodomite. Bent half his footmen over his desk and had them lick powder from his cock hairs.”

Startled laughter ripped from Edward’s chest. Fucking brilliant. His perfect Lady, painting history in spunk and filth. His cock throbbed. Every line out of her mouth dirtied the hall, desecration by tongue.

“You’re obscene,” he managed, but it came out as pride, cock‑swollen.

“You married obscene.” She pressed her hip to his erection, the smug slut.

Onward. Another portrait: Victorian parson, long sideboards, watery goat eyes. Edward intoned mock‑learnedly. “Dr. Henry Stourbridge. Master of College. His sermons still taught, supposedly.”

Olivia’s lip curled, barely a glance. “Look at those fingers. Long, twitching. Spunk‑stained under sermon sheets, I guarantee. And he had choirboys pissing in his sherry decanter, he downed it frothing.”

Edward half‑choked with laughter, muffling it into her hair. Hand slipped down, claiming her arse properly now, fingers kneading through thin silk. She heated under his palm, cunt getting wetter the filthier her tongue went. He knew her body’s treachery. A perfect machine of sin.

“What a mouth you’ve got, Lady Ashdown. What would your mother say?”

“Nothing she hasn’t heard. She caught me with the riding crop last Christmas.”

The slut. He pushed her on faster, pulse heavy. One last portrait barred the way to the dorms: Edwardian matron, lace collar, lip thin as virtue. Edward exaggerated solemnity. “Lady Catherine Bexley. Patroness of the Women’s College. Defender of integrity. Founded orphan scholarships.”

Olivia studied, eyes slitting to wicked. Her voice dropped, a grave whisper drenched in filth. “Integrity, my cunt. That jaw’s from blowing half a regiment on the Western Front. Bet she wore their spunk splatter across her medals, grinning as the vicar pinned them back sticky.”

It broke him. They crumpled against the cold wall, Edward shaking with laughter, cock raw‑hard against his trousers. Livvy gasped for air, cheeks flushed bright pink, arousal dressed up as giggles.

“She’s looking at us!” Livvy wheezed, finger pointing. “She knows!”

“She knows what a depraved little historian you are.” Edward crushed her to him, nipples pebble‑hard under silk pressing his chest. His voice had dropped thick, guttural. “Filth in your mouth for every revered alumnus.”

“You started it.” She insisted, grinding against him. “They were all perverts. It’s history.”

He touched her throat, thumb feeling the sharp, racing pulse. “And what would they make of you? My Lady. Soaked slit. Legs shaking. Ready to open for boys near half your age?”

“They’d call me whore,” she panted, eyes glazed.

“And they’d be right.” He dipped to her ear, cock raw against his pocketed knickers of hers. “My Lady whore. My depraved slut, bright as medals.”

She shivered violently, slipped from jest into real craving, body vibrating like a taut string.

“Take me,” she hissed. “Take me to them. I want their faces when you tell them what I am.”

He brought her onward, hand owning the small of her back. Ahead: battered oak door, shoulders of generations ploughing through. From behind it: chants, laughter, the surging stink of sweat and lager. The arena.

His palm pressed the cheap metal handle, savouring the heat of it as though it were cock‑warm. He smirked: “They won’t know what’s hit them.”

The room roared: breaking glass, cries of approval. Livvy bit her lip till blood, eyes alight.

“One step further,” she said, raw‑throated, “and the sport begins.”

Edward closed his fist on the handle, feeling her knickers heavy in his pocket, his cock battling his Savile Row seam. One shove and the door opened not to memory, but to ritual. From the golden cage into the pit.

Lord of the fucking manor; his Lady dirty treasure to display. The boys were in for a treat.
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The Arena Opens

The door slammed back beneath Edward’s palm, and they entered chaos. Shouts, chants, lads roaring their lungs raw, spilling from young beery throats—and then snapped tight into silence, hard as a guillotine drop.

Two dozen faces turned like livestock whipped into line. Eyes wide, mouths half‑open, pint glasses held mid‑air, lager brimming and spilling at their knuckles. A greasy deck of cards was sprayed across a table, sticking in puddles. Some poor bastard’s phone clattered to the floor, but nobody shifted to grab it. They stared, frozen. Rabbits caught by torchlight.

Perfect. A fucking perfect tableau. Slack‑jawed apes gawping at Olympians. Exactly the stage he’d wanted—their common room, this piss‑stinking shithole of fag burns, takeaway cartons, porn posters curling on the wall, transformed in a heartbeat into his arena. And he and Olivia framed in its doorway like crowned gods fallen among the monkeys.

Olivia, his Lady, barefoot, her Dior heels dangling from one finger, pearls glowing at her throat. Her stockings already blackened at the toes from the short walk. Hair immaculate still from the alumni dinner. Aristocracy stepping straight into their trench of sweat and testosterone. The sight is obscene, unbearable. His cock hammered against his thigh, stiff enough to tear through the silk knickers burning warm inside his pocket.

“No fuckin’ way,” a stocky rugby brute blurted, vowels as thick as his block of a neck.

“Lads, this is - mad. Actual royalty in here,” wheezed another, baby‑faced, eyes wide as though he’d stumbled onto his first porn film in the flesh.

From the corner, a tall Black lad in a thick gold chain tipped back with a swaggering laugh. “Bruv, nah, this a fancy‑dress ting. Gotta be.” He shifted in his seat, though, cock giving him away under the fabric.

Others half‑stood. Spines twitching, instincts dragging them up. Smirks cracking nervously across faces. One daft bastard even bent himself into a jerky bow, desperate to mask awe. Edward nearly laughed. Oafs. Tools. Temporary cocks waiting to be borrowed.

But Harry—the boy was the jewel. Harry, frozen halfway upright, pale and stiff as marble. The accountant’s lad suddenly found out. Lips trembling around reverence: My Lady… Genuine. Not parody. He’d known them since he was fourteen and watched Olivia parade manicured gardens in sun‑drenched Dior dresses. And now, barefoot on a rancid, sticky student carpet, warmth between her thighs he could smell if he dared breathe. Small wonder he quivered like a birch tree in January wind. Perfect taboo

Edward smiled, slow, savouring. Delicious, the possibilities in this room. Taboo spilling across the floor, waiting for his hand to orchestrate.

“Gentlemen.” His voice cut the silence in two as he raised his palm, pissing on formality with a smirk. “No need for curtsies. She’d laugh herself sick if you tried.” A wink, glossy with filth, punctured their unease.

“Carry on,” he drawled, aristocratic lilt spoiled by vulgar edge. “We were students here ourselves once. Place stank then. Stinks now. Haven’t changed an inch.”

They darted glances, uncertain, balanced between awe and panic. Edward watched their thoughts flicker—was it a raid? Would some Don storm in? Were they expected to bow and scrape?

“Don’t bloody stand,” he commanded, voice rasping with authority meant to linger. “Let it stink in here of sweat. Refreshing after the tomb upstairs.” And soon enough, stink of his wife’s cunt.

Olivia moved forward to join him, smile dazzling, years falling away. Mischief crinkled her eyes, his Lady radiating youth and danger at once.

“My goodness!” she said brightly, toes curling against the grime. “It hasn’t changed one bit, sticky carpets included!” She laughed, pure mischief, and Edward noticed shoulders relaxed around the room, boys leaning closer, hungry to be caught by her orbit.

A Brummie lad with a shaved scalp raised his pint like an offering. “Beer, m’lady?”

“Olivia, please,” she corrected with effortless warmth, but she took it regardless, sipping at their piss‑lager, nostrils wrinkling while she swallowed the act. Christ, his cock raged. The thought of Lady Olivia Ashdown pretend‑sipping student slop while her expensive cunt wept slickness into her stockings had him thrumming inside his trousers.

Her gaze flicked and landed on a stack of stolen traffic cones. “Still pinching cones for decoration? Edward used to drag them back, covered in vomit. The porters were furious.” She laughed again, light lifting through the stink. The lads laughed along, genuine now. She worked them like a perfect courtesan. From high‑table queen to filthy dorm muse in seconds. God, he adored her.

But Harry stood still, face crimson. Edward cut across the space to him deliberately.

“Harry, yes? Charles Thompson’s boy. Scholar now?” Edward’s eyebrow lifted.

Harry’s throat bobbed painfully. “Y‑yes, my Lord. Didn’t expect… I mean-” He cut himself off as if he’d sworn aloud in chapel.

“My Lady,” he stuttered instinctively, and the room cracked wide with laughter.

Olivia crossed to him smoothly, her hand feathering his arm. “Olivia’s fine, darling.”

Harry went scarlet to the roots of his hair. Edward drank the sight: the trembling reverence, the discomfort bleeding with raw need. Sure that the boy’s cock had lived in his fist to her image, garden dresses and ball gowns, and tonight it might graze the lips of her wet cunt. Oh yes, the accountant’s son had imagined this. And tonight he’d live it or snap in shame.

“Oi lads,” the Bradford brat called, words sharp, thick Northern twang turning heads. “Deal these two in, innit? Make space.”

The rugby bull slammed his palm on the table, lager spraying. “Sound that, boys! Pull chairs, the posh bird is sittin’ with us!”

“Ring of Fire?” The Scot grinned, clumsy with the deck, cards spilling from his hand. “Or straight to drinkin’ games?”

Edward accepted the bottle thrust his way. Sticky as spilt syrup. Petrol fire tramp juice inside. Disgust. Paradise. He could taste already the contrast—port at high table to gutter swill down here. His cock strained harder, veins pressing against fabric. These lads didn’t know. Couldn’t guess at the wetness between Olivia’s thighs at that very moment. Christ, her cunt was soaking already. Dripping for their gaze, their hands. His porcelain slut aching for her own undoing.

“To the best years of your young lives,” Edward announced, lifting the bottle. “Waste them properly.”

“Don’t you encourage them!” Olivia gasped, feigning horror, though every note carried her sparkle of wickedness, her promise of scandal.

As they properly introduced themselves, Edward collapsed into a battered armchair, surveying his recruits. Callum, rugby bull, thick shoulders, piss‑loud. Reece, slim wit from Bradford, quick tongue, faster fingers. Tommy, ginger ox of a Geordie, no brains but size. Jordan, baby‑face and barely shaving. Lewis, Scottish twat drowning in beer. Darryl, lanky Brummie, chain flashing against dark skin. Connor, sharp Belfast grin. Kwame—the tank, broad and black, cock already a legend unspoken, chain glittering under a single harsh bulb.

And Harry. Poor trembling Harry. Reverence and raw animal lust. The keystone, the taboo pivot.

Edward saw them all. Saw them stripped and sweating, cocks free, pricks slick with her. Saw his Lady gaping, stretched open, porcelain whore dripping with spunk on cheap sheets. His possession. His perfection. His aristocratic wife’s cunt was owned by him yet shared for their benefit.

“So shall we play a game - maybe a drinking game?” Olivia purred as she folded onto the threadbare sofa. Grace ignoring the filth. Her hem rode high, and cream thighs glowed in the dim. Every boy stared, mouths slack.

“You’re on, Lady A,” Kwame grinned wolf‑wide, raising his can. “But fair warnin’. We play proper filthy here.”

Her smile widened, patient and devastating. Edward’s cock ached savagely. The Arena was open.
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Rules Are Rules

Edward lounged back, surveying his prey like a lord at the hunt. The lads shuffled into a circle around the sticky coffee table, their nervous energy sour as spilt lager. Boys on the edge of manhood, half‑terrified, half‑aching for their first proper fuck, and tonight he offered them meat straight from the royal kitchen. Fresh cuntsmen in waiting, none of them yet realising they’d soon be rutting all over his Lady while he watched.

“Right then,” Kwame clapped those massive hands, bravado barely covering the swell in his jeans. “What’re we playing?”

Livvy’s eyes sparkled with wicked mischief above her champagne polish. Christ, the contrast, silk gown pooled on sofa cushions crusted with lager and spit. Manicured hands accepting a warm plastic cup of corner‑shop vodka squash from Tommy like it were Dom Pérignon. Couldn’t have staged it better.

“Well, boys. Cards are for brutes,” she purred, her voice a caress and a weapon. “Might I suggest… Never Have I Ever?”

Snickers. Shuffling. One lad muttered about sixth‑form games. They had no clue this was about to turn filth.

“The rules-” Jordan cracked, voice betraying nerves.

“I’m aware how it works, darling,” she cut him off smoothly, her bare feet tucked primly beneath her. Deliberate. A Lady perfectly posed in the centre of their filth‑pit.

Edward raised his own sticky vessel, the rim glued with old foam. He lifted it not as they did - lads slurping cans - but with the same motion he’d give to port in the dining hall. “To wasted youth,” his voice sliced through them. “Make it filthy, boys.”

Yes. Let them think it’s a lark. A noble lowering himself onto piss‑stained cushions, letting his wife tease their cocks with words before she teases them with holes. Even now, his trousers cut into him, cock thick and pulsing. And Harry, poor little clerk’s son—eyes fastened on Livvy’s tits like he’d never seen any outside a laptop screen. Delicious blush already burning him raw.

“Never have I ever shagged in university,” Connor started. Predictable.

All the lads drank. So did Olivia—with that coy grin she reserved for lowering men. Edward’s cock pushed savagely against his zipper.

Lewis swayed forward, muttered, “Never have I ever… had sex in the dining hall.”

Her smile sharpened to something obscene. “Not quite the dining hall. But the Fellows’ Garden shrubbery was very obliging.” She let it hang. “We ruined Edward’s dinner jacket.”

Howls, cackles, slapping thighs. Beer spat out. And Harry—Christ, the boy looked catatonic, scarlet as a ruptured cherry.

Edward leaned toward her, lowered aristocratic voice rich with menace. “I believe that constitutes a drink, darling.”

She lifted her cup, tilted her head back. Vodka laced with orange sluiced down, a run slipping from mouth to chin. She licked it slow, like a cat tonguing cream. Every boy in that room swallowed in unison as though tasting her spit. Edward smirked; let them choke on themselves before her throat works their cocks.

“Never have I ever swallowed cum,” Darryl dropped, Brummie drawl thick with nerves.

Silence. A gauntlet thrown.

Livvy’s laugh cut as elegant as crystal, filthy in this den. “Too easy. I’ve swallowed more cum than you boys have swigged beer.” She upended the cup, performing a mock swallow, her throat deliberately flexing. The air thickened instantly—pulled jeans, hands hiding cocks, lads’ eyes wide and hungry. Good boys.

Another brave voice rang out: “Never have I ever had anal.”

Connor drank, cue jeers of bullshit from his mates, until Olivia tipped her entire cup, gulp after gulp, until it was dry. Wiped her lips delicately. “My arse,” she announced like a weather report, “has been very thoroughly explored.”

Edward caught Harry’s strangled whine, saw how the virgin shifted, cock near bursting through cheap denim. Lady Ashdown’s perfect arse, split open. That image alone could ruin a boy for marriage.

The room hushed, bravado collapsing into want. They teetered on the precipice.

Edward leaned in, voice cutting like a whip: “Don’t go soft on her, gentlemen. She’ll thrash you otherwise.”

Immediate change in the room's atmosphere: their fear washed out, replaced with savage hunger. Permission was granted. The stag in command.

Kwame, drunk with himself, sloshed lager into Olivia’s cup. “Waterfall! Everyone drinks till the one on your right stops.”

Round the circle it went—all of them gulping, necks tilted back like half-trained hounds. Then Olivia, her turn—Christ, she tipped her head long, alabaster throat stretched, pearls slipping from collarbone down into the swollen valley of her breasts. The lads froze, staring as her jugular worked. Harry’s gaze never left her chest, the boy visibly praying her dress would slip that half-inch lower, just one nipple.

Callum found his courage and his leer. “Three sips if the Lady takes off somethin'!”

Gasps and idiot laughter. Reece muttered a “fuck’s sake” in a wary undertone. Still, every cock twitched in anticipation.

Olivia only laughed, a girlish trill masking the whore gleam in her eye. She touched her neck, mock-shy. “Something off? If those are the rules...” Her fingers slid to her pearls, unfastening with languid patience. White beads cascaded through her hand, glossy as cum ropes. She laid them deliberately onto the beer-stained table like a down payment at a brothel.

“Will that suffice?”

If the idiots only knew. Edward smirked, her knickers still in his pocket, damp with cunt-slick, her sex already bare to every draught of filthy dorm air.

“Truth or dare,” Reece pressed, braver now. “Dirtiest thing you’ve done this year.”

Beneath the piss-stinking table, Olivia’s nails tickled up Edward’s inner thigh, closing on his cock through the cloth. He let her. Her voice bright as crystal. “Does pegging our Swedish intern until he cried count as dirty?”

Chaos. Kwame pounded the floor with his palm, beer spraying from Callum’s mouth as he howled. “Fuckin’ no way.”

“Absolute weapon,” Lewis breathed, wide-eyed.

Harry gaped like a landed fish, frozen between wanking in his jeans and sprinting for the door. Poor fucker, trapped between holy reverence and carnal need. Edward hid his smirk behind his drink. The boy’s seed building, damp already soaking his pants. He’d wait, desperate, until Edward blessed his chance.

The games grew hotter, speedier, drinks spilling sticky rivers across the carpet. Inhibitions dripped away like froth. And through it all, she glittered in diamond filth, silk rucked up to bare thighs, lipstick smudged a whore’s bruise, laughing as if nothing pleased her more than these brutish lads salivating.

Callum, red-faced and sure of himself, suddenly announced: “Truth or dare, Lady A!”

Her lashes fluttered falsely. “Dare, of course.”

“Sit on someone’s lap for the next round.”

The oxygen seemed to snag in every throat. Every eye swerved to him, waiting for the Lord to stop his Lady’s debasement. Surely here he’d draw a line.

Instead, Edward lifted his plastic goblet, a solemn toast. “Go on, darling. You must obey our guest’s rules.” His command, his blessing, delivered smooth and unflinching.

Shock on their faces lasted but a beat—then hunger, relief, disbelief sparking. Permission given.

She rose, hips swaying with vodka warmth, scanning her pick like a queen choosing sacrificial grain. Callum spread his legs like a crude invitation. Connor winked, cocky. Kwame’s thighs flexed like iron.

But of course, she drifted toward poor Harry.

The boy froze entirely, a fox in the lights. As she descended, came the silk whisper of her dress against denim, her cunt heat pressing down naked on his trapped cock. Harry’s jaw snapped shut with a strangled choke.

“Hope you don’t mind, Harry,” she murmured, straight‑faced, shifting her weight and wriggling until her arse ground his erection flat.

Edward studied his features with savage humour—pleasure warring with panic, every nerve in the boy screaming. He’d gone stiff in more ways than one. The Lady’s heat searing through his jeans would ruin any cloth, harder steel than Rigby’s old dining knives. A virgin cock pressed beneath aristocratic cunt. Let the lad squirm, let the blush rise like illness, let the others see how out of his depth he was.

“Lady needs a drink!” Lewis roared, passing her a brimming cup of beer.

She accepted, her free hand resting idly on Harry’s knee behind her. Fingertips circled, brushing as light as spiders, every loop making the boy’s body twitch helplessly under her.

Kwame, drunk with power now, leaned back, booming. “Lap‑sitting requires further penalty.”

“Hear fuckin’ hear,” called Cal, eyes narrowing, animal shine.

“Kiss penalty!” Tommy yelled thick in his Geordie burr.

The room collapsed into a chant, crude chorus hammering rhythm: “Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!”

Olivia shifted on Harry’s lap, grinding just enough to tear a strangled whine from him. Then, her gaze turned to Edward, lips curved, brows raised in polite question.

Edward lifted his cup in half‑toast, tipped his chin. Permission, silent but final.

Predatory smile split her lips. She pivoted, her tits pressing under silk, her face descending closer. The chant thundered. Harry’s hands floated uselessly in the air, palms up, terrified of touching what he’d spent his teenage years wanking over. His eyes bulged: terror and wild need.

“Well,” she breathed, so close her words brushed his mouth, “rules are rules… aren’t they, Harry?”

Watching her painted lips part, Edward smouldered. His porcelain slut closing the final inch toward the little clerk’s son. The same teenager who had carried their Christmas cards to the staff quarters, now about to taste the cunt‑kissed mouth of Lady Ashdown.

The scene was perfection. Purest filth. His whore wife debasing herself on the accountant’s son for drunken lads who’d thought the night would end with cheap takeaways. And Edward knew the pattern, oh yes, this was but the beginning. His Lady, collapsing from Queen to Tavern Slut step by glorious step, each act more degrading, each made holy by his sanction.

Harry stammered alive, hands finally sliding to her waist, grasp trembling as if seizing a relic.

The chant rattled walls. Livvy’s dress hiked higher on her thighs. Sweat and lager and want curdled the air thick as spunk.

Edward tossed back his drink, tasted cheap alcohol cut with expensive power. His cock ached, royal stag throbbing, orchestration begun in earnest. His porcelain Lady, his noble slut, on full display, consumed before his eyes, yet always and forever his to reclaim. Tonight, she’d be split on their cocks, stretched, dripping, ruined. And he’d sit back, directing the ruin, cock in his fist, until the moment came to step in and finish her properly.

[image: ]


The First Kiss

Her lips touched Harry's with a maternal gentleness at first: soft, dry, barely grazing. The lad froze like taxidermy beneath her touch. Edward watched with savage pleasure as she eased him in, knowing exactly how to coax virgin nervousness into something more.

Look at her. My whore playing the tender seductress for this accountant's boy. Perfect.

Then she tilted her head, parted her lips, and Harry - poor fool - gasped like he'd been electrocuted. His mouth opened instinctively, and in slid her tongue, deliberate and filthy. No longer a peck but a proper kiss, wet and invasive. His hands gripped her waist tighter, knuckles blanching.

The room exploded. "MILF! MILF! MILF!" The chant rose like a prayer from beer-soaked throats. Kwame and Callum pounded the coffee table until empty cans toppled, while Reece whistled through his fingers. Jordan wanked the air with obscene pumping motions, his face lit with disbelief.

Harry's arms wrapped around her like drowning, hands splayed across her back, feeling silk and the heat of skin beneath. The boy was lost now, his cock probably pulsing against her arse through denim. What a filthy tableau; Lady Ashdown tongue-fucking a scholarship student's mouth while rugby lads stamped approval.

Edward's cock swelled brutally against his trousers, the sight more savage than he'd anticipated. Watching his proper Lady, who'd dined with prime ministers and royalty, writhing on the lap of a trembling virgin, her tongue exploring deeper as the boy's hands slid lower, grasping at her silk-covered arse. Pure animal instinct was taking over his reverence.

The chant morphed, unified like some depraved tribe: "Strip! Strip! Strip!"

Edward stood, each step deliberate. The room hushed instantly, lads shrinking back. They thought it was done—the Lord's patience exhausted, the game over. He saw it in their faces: disappointment, frustration, bracing for the aristocratic outrage they'd expected all along.

Poor fuckers. They think I'm the boundary. They've no idea I'm the usher.

Olivia pulled back from Harry reluctantly, lips shining wet, eyes sparkling with arousal. "Edward?" Her tone carried the perfect mix of compliance and hunger.

He placed a firm hand on her bare shoulder. The lads slumped, Jordan muttering "Shit" under his breath.

"Stand up, Livvy," Edward commanded, voice like cut glass.

She obeyed, sliding off Harry's lap to stand before her husband. The boy's face was a masterpiece of conflict: desire, shock, guilt, all fighting for dominance beneath a flush that had spread down his neck.

Edward's hand moved to the zipper at the back of her dress. The sound as he drew it down - that slow click-click-click - silenced even the radiator's hiss. No one breathed. His fingers worked deliberately, exposing first her shoulder blades, then the dip of her spine, the small of her back with its dimples. Teeth of metal parting to reveal creamy skin.

Callum swallowed audibly. Lewis adjusted himself openly. Connor's mouth hung ajar.

The dress slackened as the zipper reached its base. Edward paused, letting the moment stretch thin as wire.

Savour this, boys. You'll wank over it till you're grey.

In one smooth motion, he pushed the fabric from her shoulders. The silk collapsed like water, pooling first at her breasts—held momentarily by her lace bra—then sliding lower, exposing her flat belly, the curve of her hips, then falling entirely to her feet. She stepped out of it, kicking it away with aristocratic disdain.

The collective groan was primal. No knickers. Her cunt bare, shaved smooth, gleaming wet in the dim light. Just a lace bra separating her from full nudity.

"Fucking hell," Darryl breathed, voice strangled.

"Jesus Christ," Kwame whispered, reverent like church.

Harry looked ready to pass out, his face ashen beneath the flush, eyes locked on the slick folds between her thighs. The smell of her arousal spiked the room's beer-soaked air.

Edward reached around her, unhooking her bra, the final scrap of material covering her body. The lace fell away, and her breasts spilt free: heavy, perfect, nipples drawn tight with arousal. He caught the garment and flung it deliberately toward Tommy, who snatched it from the air like a trophy, clutching it to his chest with a wild-eyed grin.

And there she stood: Lady Olivia Ashdown, naked in the squalid common room, skin gleaming like polished marble against the backdrop of stolen traffic cones and curry-stained furniture. Aristocracy stripped bare.

Edward saw every cock in the room straining against trousers.

My noble slut. Watch her transform before your eyes, lads. She'll be on her knees for each of you before dawn.

He pressed down on her shoulders, firm but not rough. "Kneel," he whispered against her ear, his words for her alone. "Enjoy yourself, Livvy. Make it filthy."

She smiled that wicked, hungry smile that belonged in bedrooms, not ballrooms, and sank gracefully to her knees before Harry. The boy's chest heaved like he'd run a marathon, hands gripping the sofa cushions, knuckles bloodless.

"Put him in your mouth, Lady!" Reece called, emboldened by alcohol and lust.

"Suck him off!" Connor added, Belfast accent thick with want.

Edward stepped back, settling into his chair, legs spread to accommodate his painful erection. He nodded once, deliberate permission. "Go on, Livvy. Suck him."

Her hands moved to Harry's belt, unhooking it deftly – she’d had more than enough experience. The boy's breath came in sharp, panicked bursts as she unbuttoned his jeans, dragging down the zip with torturous slowness. The room had gone silent again, captivated by her every motion.

"Christ," Harry moaned as her fingers hooked into his waistband. "I've dreamt of this, My Lady-"

She tugged his jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free; impressively thick, flushed purple, the head already slick with precum that gleamed in the harsh light. The scent of aroused male filled the room, mingling with her musk.

Edward watched, cock throbbing in sympathy, as she wrapped one perfect hand around the base, squeezing gently. Her wedding ring glinted against the boy's flesh - obscene, perfect. The other hand cupped his balls, rolling them between manicured fingers.

Yes. Christ yes. My Lady on her knees for the accountant's boy, twenty years her junior. Perfect.

Her tongue flicked out, tasting the beaded precum at his tip. Harry's hips bucked involuntarily, a strangled sound escaping him. Then she took him into her mouth, those perfect lips stretching around his girth, sliding down until he disappeared almost entirely.

"Fucking hell," Lewis breathed, hand now openly palming his erection through his jeans.

Reece had his phone out, capturing the moment while Callum stared, jaw slack with disbelief. Jordan was undoing his own trousers, no longer pretending discretion. Around the room, hands moved to crotches, rubbing, squeezing, adjusting painfully tight erections.

Edward could hear the wet sounds as she worked; that slick, obscene suction of her mouth, the soft gagging when she took him deeper. Saliva spilt from the corners of her lips, dripping onto her bare breasts, leaving glistening trails down her skin. Her head bobbed in a perfect rhythm, each downstroke taking him to the root, each retreat leaving the head shining with spit before plunging again.

Harry's hands had found her hair, tangling in the expensive styling, ruining what had taken an hour to perfect. "Oh God…. Christ. Lady-" His words fragmented as she worked faster, cheeks hollowing with each powerful suck. His hips began to thrust upward, losing control, fucking into her mouth with increasing desperation.

The little clerk's pup, cock-deep in my Lady's throat. Imagine what his father would say. Accountants tallying expenses while their sons get sucked off by nobility.

Olivia's hand slid between her own thighs, fingers spreading her folds, showing the room how wet she was. She moaned around Harry's cock, the vibration making him cry out. Callum had his cock out now too, stroking openly, eyes fixed on her fingers as they circled her clit.

Harry's breathing grew ragged, muscles tensing visibly beneath his t-shirt. "I'm… I can't-" His warning choked off as his body went rigid. Olivia didn't pull away. God no, she was no tease. Instead, she drove down harder, taking him to the base as he erupted with a howl.

Edward watched, fascinated, as her throat worked, swallowing pulse after pulse. Harry's face contorted in ecstasy, mouth open in a silent scream, eyes squeezed shut as years of fantasy crashed into reality.

When she finally pulled back, a single drop of cum escaped her lips. She caught it with her finger, then licked it clean with theatrical deliberation. The room had fallen into stunned silence, broken only by Harry's laboured breathing.

Olivia turned, kneeling in the centre of the circle, naked and glistening with sweat and saliva. Her smile was triumphant, predatory.

"Delicious," she purred, voice slightly hoarse. She ran her tongue across her lips, collecting any remaining traces of Harry's release. Then her gaze swept the room, taking in the aroused, disbelieving faces of the students. "Anyone else?"

Hands shot up like they were in a lecture hall.

Edward leaned back, cock still trapped in expensive wool, watching his Lady become the centre of a tightening circle of young, hungry men. His orchestration perfect, his stag pride swelling with each new cock revealed for her pleasure.

Let them worship her. Let them fill her. Let them think they've corrupted her. All the while, she remains mine - my perfect whore.
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The Gangbang

Chaos erupted as the lads scrambled to strip, trainers kicking off in all directions, jeans tangling around ankles. Socks remained on many feet, their owners too desperate to bother with complete nudity. Seven cocks sprang free, each aimed at Olivia like compass needles drawn to magnetic north.

Hands reached for her - grasping, needy - but Olivia rose to her full height, aristocratic command cutting through their frenzy.

"Line up," she ordered, her voice still carrying the clipped precision of county balls and royal garden parties despite her nakedness. Her eyes swept over the eager bodies before her, assessing, selecting. "Plenty for everyone. We'll have proper order, boys."

She pointed at Jordan, the baby-faced Manc trembling with anticipation. "You first." Her finger moved along the others. "The rest of you, form a queue. I want to see what each of you can offer."

Christ, look at her. Naked as a whore but commanding them like servants at the estate.

"Yes, lads," Edward called out, his commanding voice cutting through the commotion. "That's it. Let's see who's first to make my Lady cum around your cock. Use her however you wish," he settled on the edge of the dilapidated sofa, taking his cock in hand, stroking languidly, enjoying the show.

The boys' eyes darted between Edward's aristocratic composure, someone posh even mid wank, and his wife's nakedness, uncertainty giving way to lewd excitement as they recognised his explicit permission.

Jordan stepped forward, barely nineteen, his cock surprisingly thick for his slender frame, curving upward with youthful urgency. "Would you suck me too, Lady? I've never…"

Olivia sank to her knees before he could say any more, her mouth level with his straining erection.

"So, never had your cock sucked before?" she asked, one eyebrow arched.

Jordan swallowed hard. "Not... not proper, like."

She smiled, predatory. "You won't get better than this. I never waste a drop of cum."

She took him in hand, guiding his cockhead to her lips. He trembled as she licked the tip, collecting the bead of precum that had formed there. Then she opened wide, taking him halfway in one smooth motion.

"Fuckin' hell," Jordan gasped, eyes wide with disbelief. "Lady's on her knees for me!"

His exclamation triggered a wave of high-fives and crude encouragement from the waiting lads. Olivia's response was to take him deeper, her throat opening around his length until her nose pressed against his stomach.

Edward stroked himself slowly, savouring the obscene gurgling sounds as she swallowed the boy's cock. Jordan's hands fluttered uncertainly before settling in her hair, gripping the expensive styling that had earlier graced the high table.

That's it, my filthy aristocrat. Show these northern oiks what a titled Lady's throat can do.

Olivia worked him with her experienced skill, cheeks hollowing with each withdrawal, thick strands of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft. Jordan's hips began to thrust uncontrollably, fucking into her mouth with increasing desperation.

"She's fucking deep-throating him," Callum marvelled, furiously stroking himself. "Look at that, no gag reflex at all."

Tommy approached, cock in hand, unable to wait for his turn. "Can I taste her while she sucks you?"

Jordan nodded frantically, too lost in pleasure to form words. Tommy dropped to his knees behind Olivia, spreading her thighs wider to expose her glistening cunt. The scent of her arousal filled the air—musky, rich, intoxicating.

My Lady, spread like a feast for these scholarship brats. Perfect degradation.

Olivia complied, reclining onto the stained carpet, head tipped back to maintain her seal around Jordan's cock. Tommy positioned himself between her legs, his face hovering above her exposed sex.

"Take him, Livvy," Edward called, voice cutting through the grunts and wet sounds. "Show them what an Ashdown cunt was made for."

Tommy's tongue darted out, making first contact with her swollen clit. Olivia moaned around Jordan's cock, the vibration making the boy cry out. Tommy lapped eagerly, face quickly becoming slick with her juices.

"Christ, lads," he gasped, coming up for air, beer froth still clinging to his lips. "She tastes proper posh an'all!"

The room erupted in laughter and crude commentary. Tommy dove back in, tongue probing deeper, tongue fucking into her as Jordan continued to thrust into her mouth. Her body arched between them, accepting both invasions with aristocratic grace transformed into pornographic hunger.

The spit-roast begins. My Lady impaled at both ends by commoners. How the old portraits would weep.

Jordan's movements grew erratic, his thighs tensing. "Gonna cum… fuck - I'm gonna-"

Olivia pulled off with a wet pop, hand immediately replacing her mouth, working his shaft in tight, slick strokes. She aimed his cock at her face, tongue extended in obscene invitation.

"Give it to me," she demanded, her refined accent slipping into something rawer. "All over my face, darling. Don't hold back."

Jordan convulsed, his release spurting in thick ropes across her cheeks, lips, and tongue. She stroked him through it, milking every drop while Tommy continued his assault on her cunt. When Jordan finished, she scooped the cum from her face, collecting it on her fingers before pushing it between her lips with theatrical relish.

The room cheered as she swallowed, her performance turning the act into ceremony. Jordan staggered backwards, collapsing against the wall, his expression dazed.

Tommy rose from between her legs, his face glazed with her wetness. "My turn," he declared, positioning his cock at her entrance. "Been dreaming of filling a posh cunt."

He thrust into her without preamble, burying himself to the hilt. Olivia gasped, her body accepting him with a wet, obscene sound that filled the room.

"Fuck, she's soaked," Tommy marvelled, beginning to pump with sharp, brutal strokes that made her breasts bounce. "Dripping like a fucking tap."

Yes, pound that aristocratic cunt. Make it remember what it's like to be stretched by common cock.

Olivia's composure fractured as Tommy's pace quickened. Her moans lost their controlled edge, becoming raw, animal sounds. Her hands clutched at the filthy carpet, knuckles white with tension.

"Harder," she commanded. "Fuck me harder."

Tommy obliged, his hips slamming against her arse with bruising force. The wet slap of flesh on flesh provided percussion to her increasingly desperate cries. His hands gripped her waist, fingers digging into soft hip flesh as he used her body for his pleasure.

"I'm filling this posh cunt," he announced to the room, sweat dripping from his forehead onto her stomach. "Gonna flood her."

His rhythm faltered, and with a guttural roar, he drove deep and held, emptying himself inside her. Olivia's back arched off the carpet, her own orgasm triggered by his release, cunt visibly clenching around his buried length.

Tommy withdrew with a crude squelching sound, his cum immediately leaking from her stretched hole onto the carpet. He rejoined the spectators, cock still wet with their combined fluids.

Edward clapped, knowing his wife was far from done, that orgasm was just an appetiser for her extensive tastes. "Well done, Tommy, first blood to you. Let's see if anyone else can improve the count"
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Reece stepped forward next, his lean body moving with eager haste. "Lie back a little, my Lady. Want them tits."

Olivia smiled lazily, her body glistening with sweat, Tommy's seed trickling from her cunt. "Come and take them, then."

Reece straddled her chest, his cock slapping against her sternum. He gathered her breasts in his hands, pushing them together to form a channel for his length.

"Oi lads," he called over his shoulder, "these posh melons belong t'me tonight!"

He thrust between her tits, the head of his cock appearing and disappearing between the soft mounds. Olivia craned her neck, tongue extended to lick his tip each time it emerged.

Edward adjusted his position, moving closer to watch the spectacle. His own cock throbbed painfully in his hand, every vein standing proud against the skin.

Fucking her tits - perfect Ashdown tits that have graced royal galas, now a sleeve for a Bradford boy's cock. Fucking exquisite.

"Spit on it," Reece demanded, and Olivia complied, letting saliva drip from her tongue onto his shaft, easing his glide between her breasts. The obscene squelching sound joined the symphony of grunts and moans filling the room.

Reece's pace quickened, his cock sliding faster through the slick channel. "Gonna cover these posh tits," he warned, voice strained. "Gonna fucking paint them."

"Do it," Olivia urged, her voice a purr of anticipation. "Mark me."

With a strangled cry, Reece pulled back, his cock erupting in thick spurts across her chest. Ropes of cum landed on her neck, breasts, and chin, glistening against her flushed skin.

Before he'd fully finished, Olivia was already gathering his seed with her fingers, bringing it to her mouth and sucking it clean with exaggerated enjoyment. She lifted her cum-splattered breasts to her mouth, tongue extending to collect what she could reach, making an obscene slurping sound like someone finishing a delicious milkshake.

Edward nodded approvingly. "Well done, Reece. That's a magnificent load." He turned his attention to the room. "She loves cum, lads. Can't get enough. I've seen her swallow over a hundred men's loads over the years."

Gasps and exclamations of "filthy posh slut" rippled through the audience. Reece moved aside, spent with a shit eating grin, as Callum pushed forward, his rugby-built frame imposing in the suddenly cramped space.

"On all fours," Callum commanded, stocky and confident. "Want to see that aristocratic arse."

Olivia rolled onto her hands and knees, positioning herself in the centre of the room, cum still dripping from her breasts onto the carpet. Callum knelt behind her, hands spreading her cheeks, exposing both holes to the room's hungry gaze.

"In the drinking game," he said, voice thick with arousal, "you claimed you'd taken it up the arse more than most sluts. Let's test that, shall we? If you're really so experienced, I won't need much lube."

He spat between her cheeks, the crude gesture making Edward's cock twitch. Callum's tongue followed, circling her puckered entrance, probing gently before pushing inside.

Christ, the rugby lad's rimming my Lady on a filthy dorm floor. Perfect degradation.

Olivia moaned, pushing back against his face shamelessly. Callum worked her with his tongue until her hole glistened with saliva, then positioned his cock - thick and veined - against her entrance.

Without warning, he drove forward, burying half his length in one brutal thrust. Olivia's cry was sharp, genuine pain mingling with pleasure.

"Fucking knew it," Callum crowed, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Knew she'd take arse like a fuckin' champ, the posh slut loves it!"

He began to thrust in earnest, each movement forcing more of his length into her tight passage. The room fell silent except for the obscene sounds of penetration and Olivia's increasingly filthy encouragement.

"Harder," she demanded, her cultured voice giving way to gutter crudeness. "I can take it. Fuck me like you mean it!"

Edward stroked himself faster, captivated by his wife's transformation. The Lady who discussed Proust over brandy now begged for her arse to be violated by a Leeds rugby lad.

Aristocrat by day, filthy cum receptacle by night.

Callum obliged her demands, his hips slamming against her arse with enough force to drive her forward. She’ll have carpet burns to remember this night. He reached around to maul her breasts, pinching her nipples roughly as he buried himself completely inside her.

"Taking it all," he gasped, amazed at his own success. "Fucking tight arse."

His thrusts grew erratic, breath coming in short bursts. "Gonna fill your dirty hole, gonna cum-"

"Fill my nasty hole with all your young cum." Olivia commanded.

Callum's body went rigid, a whimper escaping his throat as he emptied himself deep in her bowels. He remained there, twitching with aftershocks, before slowly withdrawing with a wet, obscene sound.

Before Olivia could recover, Darryl was behind her, his cock already aimed at her freshly used hole.

"Still want more, Lady?" he asked, his Brummie accent thick with lust.

Olivia looked over her shoulder, mascara streaked down her cheeks, hair wild and tangled. "Don't make me wait."

Darryl thrust forward, entering her cum-slick anal passage with ease. The obscene squelching sound of Callum's load being churned by this new invasion filled the room.

"Listen t'this posh arse cry, lads," Darryl called out, delivering a sharp slap to her left cheek that left a red handprint. "Swear down she loves it rough!"

Each thrust was punctuated with another slap, alternating cheeks until her pale skin glowed crimson. Olivia's cries grew louder, more desperate, as he established a punishing rhythm.

Edward watched, entranced by the sight of his wife's body being used with such crude enthusiasm. Her composure had completely shattered, replaced by raw animal need.

Look at her, Lady Olivia Ashdown, who's shaken hands with royalty, now being spanked raw while she takes a second load up her arse.

Darryl's pace quickened, his fingers digging into the red marks he'd created. "Like it rough, don't you, posh bitch?"

"Yes," Olivia gasped, each word forced out between thrusts. "Harder. Hurt me, boy - if you can."

He took the challenge, one hand grabbing her hair, yanking her head back sharply as he drove into her. The new angle made her scream, a sound of pain and ecstasy that drove the watching lads to stroke themselves faster.

Darryl suddenly withdrew, his cock gleaming with Callum's cum and her own juices. He aimed at her back, working himself furiously until he erupted across her spine and arse, adding his load to the collection of fluids already marking her body.
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Lewis stepped up, his Scottish accent thick with urgency. "Stayin' right where ye are, Lady. Want tae see inside that posh arse."

Olivia remained on hands and knees, her hole visibly gaping from the double penetration, cum dripping onto the carpet beneath her. Lewis positioned himself behind her, cock in hand, but instead of pushing in, he merely pressed his tip against her entrance.

"Aye, that's it," he murmured, mesmerised by the sight of her stretched, reddened rim. "Can see right inside ye."

He began to stroke himself, the head of his cock just barely penetrating her, his fist working his shaft at a furious pace. The room leaned closer, captivated by the obscene tableau.

"Want tae see my cum shoot inside," Lewis explained, his breathing laboured. "Want tae fill ye up where everyone can see it happen."

Edward moved closer, kneeling beside them to get a better view. "Go on, lad. Paint her insides. Show us all what a proper posh arse looks like, filled to the brim with common spunk."

Lewis groaned, his orgasm building visibly. His cock twitched once, twice, then erupted - the first spurt clearly visible as it shot into Olivia's gaping hole, followed by another and another, coating her red raw walls with fresh seed.

"Aye, that's a proper Lady's arse," Lewis laughed, watching his cum pool inside her before slowly dripping out. "Filled tae burst with spunk!"

Edward nodded approvingly. "Look at her, lads. Three loads in her arse already. My Lady's become your personal cum dump."

Olivia turned her head, eyes meeting Edward's with a mixture of degradation and triumph. "And I'm fucking loving it."
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A hush fell over the room as Kwame stepped forward, his massive cock - easily the largest present - jutting proudly before him. Dark skin stretched over impressive girth, veins prominent against the shaft.

"On your back, Lady," he commanded, his South London accent cutting through the room's heavy breathing. "Want to see your face when I split you."

Olivia complied, rolling onto her back, legs spread in wanton invitation. Her body was a canvas of debauchery - breasts marked with drying cum, arse leaking, hair wild and matted with sweat.

Edward gestured to Jordan and Harry. "Hold her legs open, lads. Let's give our big cocked friend proper access."

The boys hurried to comply, each taking an ankle and pulling her legs wide apart and then up, exposing her drenched cunt fully to the room. Kwame positioned himself between her thighs, the dark head of his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Ready for a proper filling, Lady?" he asked, confidence bordering on arrogance.

Olivia's eyes widened as he pushed forward, stretching her visibly around his impressive girth. A gasp - genuine surprise - escaped her lips as he sank deeper.

"Yeah," Kwame growled, observing her expression. "Tell 'em, Lady. Tell the boys this is the fattest cock you've ever had."

Olivia smiled through her discomfort, her aristocratic pride reasserting itself even as she was impaled. "It's impressive, darling. Truly. But I've had bigger... a lot bigger."

The room erupted in jeers and laughter. Kwame's expression darkened, his pride wounded.

"Then I'll make up for it by fucking you harder than they ever did."

He began to thrust with savage intensity, each stroke bottoming out inside her. His hands found her breasts, squeezing roughly, then moved to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp.

"All you got?" Olivia taunted, even as her body jerked with each powerful thrust. The challenge drove Kwame to greater violence, his hips slamming against her with brutal force.

Edward watched, cock throbbing in his hand, as his wife was hate-fucked by the massive black student. The contrast between her pale skin and Kwame's darkness was mesmerising, obscene, perfect.

Yes, pound that aristocratic cunt. Show her what a proper fucking feels like. Make her feel it tomorrow at breakfast.

Olivia's taunts dissolved into genuine cries as Kwame found his rhythm, her body betraying her as an orgasm built visibly. Her back arched off the carpet, thighs trembling in Jordan and Harry's grip.

"She's cumming," Edward announced to the room. "My Lady's cumming on your cock, Kwame."

Her release was spectacular, a keening wail torn from her throat as her body convulsed around Kwame's pumping length. He continued through her orgasm, relentless, driving her higher until she was babbling incoherently, all pretence of composure shattered.

Only then did he pull out, his cock slick with her juices, and aim at her stomach. His release came in thick spurts, painting her belly and cunt with ropes of spunk that stood stark against her flushed skin.

Olivia lay spread-eagled on the carpet, chest heaving, body marked with the evidence of her debasement. Cum leaked from her arse, coated her breasts, streaked her face and hair. Her makeup was ruined, mascara tracked down her cheeks like war paint.

Edward stood over her, drinking in the sight. "Look at you, my darling. The Lady of Ashdown Manor, reduced to the dorm's communal fuck toy."

She smiled up at him, no trace of shame in her expression. "And loving every fucking second of it."
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Her Pilgrim, His Show

The jeers snapped off like a candle wick in a storm. Edward only had to raise his hand - the same gesture that once hushed Lords in Westminster - and the lads obeyed just the same, rowdy animals suddenly tamed. Eyes swung to him. Waiting.

Time for the pièce de résistance. The accountant’s boy - all gawky limbs and blushes - who’s had his cock twitching over my wife since he was still in short trousers.

“Harry,” he said. Letting the name slice through the thick, wet air. “Step forward, lad.”

The boy shrank behind his mates, chest still heaving, eyes flicking helplessly between Edward’s command and Olivia’s ruined body stretched across the dorm carpet. Spunk still streaked her tits, cum dried on her belly; his Lady looked like a chapel icon freshly defaced. All the better. The lad goggling at her, poor boy must have peeled the foreskin off himself a hundred times watching her from hedgerows, and tonight he’d already had her throat around him. Now time for more.

“My Lord, I-” Harry stammered. Always polite. Always crumpling into deference. Sweet, ridiculous reflex from the ball nights and mince pies.

Edward gestured lazily at the mess between her legs. Invitingly gaping open, glistening strings of white pooling on the carpet. “Come now. She’s been waiting for you. You’ve had her mouth, haven’t you? Time to finish the job.”

Olivia lifted her head, mascara carving black rivers down her cheeks, her eyes swimming in filth and wine, but focused straight on the boy. “Harry,” she gasped, her voice softer, warmer than she’d given any of the rugby brutes. “Come here, darling.”

That tone, fuck. Even Edward’s cock kicked at it. Different from the panting bait she’d tossed Callum, Jordan, and the rest. This was real.

The boy lurched forward, ungainly, his trainers squeaking sticky against the spunked carpet. Limbs clumsy, but his cock knew its place, standing proud and curved skyward. Smaller than some, sure, but thrumming with the boldness of worship.

“Christ,” he muttered, looking down at her as though she were still in silks in a ballroom, not tits out, hair knotted with sweat and drool. “Since I was fifteen, I’ve dreamt of this… fuck, my Lady, you’re everything-”

Edward closed the gap, clamping a steady hand on his shoulder. The boy jolted, expecting fury. Instead, Edward squeezed, steady. Ownership passed hand to hand.

“Go on, lad,” he murmured, low growl pitched for boy and wife alone. “Make her remember. Fill her.”

Harry dropped between her thighs. Hands trembling as though handling relics. He leaned closer - tender, for God’s sake - bent like a parishioner before an altar.

“I’ve always wanted you,” Olivia whispered, words slipping raw into the room. Not performance. A true shard. Edward’s cock pulsed harder, gutters thick with blood. Something new. Something dangerous. “Mowing the lawn, sixth form. Shirt sticking to your back… I watched you from the terrace. Shameless.”

The boy’s eyes nearly toppled out of his skull, his cock pressed against her glossy, semen-smeared lips. “You… you watched me?”

“Every sweaty inch.” Hands framing his face, brittle nails scratching light. “Edward knew. He’d catch me at the window when your shirt came off.”

The lads muttered, restless now, realising they’d been shoved off centre stage. Their spectacle was replaced by private theatre they weren’t invited into.

Harry pushed in, slow, a reverence with every inch. Olivia spasmed tight around him. Her gasp rolled through the room.

“I watched you, too,” Harry confessed, rhythm carving deeper. Confidence swelling as he finally lived the wank fantasy stitched into every sock. “Through windows… in the garden… I saw you with Lord Ashdown. And with others.”

A jolt struck Edward deep. Christ, the boy had spied on them. Hid in hedges, cock in hand, watching his Lady get railed. Perfect. My Olivia - noble whore for the village boy, without even knowing.

“Tell her,” Edward ordered, voice rasping, cock iron in his trousers. “Tell my wife what you saw.”

The pace stumbled, then jerked forward again as confession spilt faster now. “Last summer, the pool. You sunbathing… naked…” His breath tore up with every thrust. “Then that Italian couple-”

Olivia gave an animal moan, face cracking with filthy delight. “You saw that?”

“Everything,” Harry gasped. “Meant to be clearing leaves… but wanked myself raw. Every night, weeks after.”

Good boy. Good little spy. Edward grinned inwardly, pulse thundering at the filth of it. Harry, not just fantasising, but jerking himself sick behind a hedge while other’s had her cock‑drunk.

This coupling slid differently. No rutting thumps like Jordan, no red‑faced slams like Callum. Harry moved with her, hips catching hips, bodies tangling with absurd tenderness. And then he leaned in, lips searching. Edward actually hissed quietly when they found hers. Tongues wet, sucking at each other with lewd desperation. First of the night to steal her kiss. That intimacy the rugby oafs hadn’t earned.

“That’s it,” Edward crooned, circling them. “Kiss her properly.”

“Wanted this, so long,” Harry panted, words grinding at her lips. “Wanked over you every night. Waited outside your bedroom window...”

Olivia dug claws down his back, leaving scarlet welts. Voice ragged at his ear: “Did you imagine it was you inside me? While you saw them all split me open?”

“Always,” he spat, driving harder, arse flexing like a piston. “Always… imagined the heat, the taste.”

Edward prowled behind them, cock out now, dragging weight through his palm as he watched. This wasn’t raw porn. This was worse. Better. Breaking the circle. His Lady kissing the accountant’s boy with spit-string and reverence, while telling him she’d bent in windows watching his mowing arms. Perfect transgression.

“Tell me what you want,” she breathed, gasping the order against his throat.

“Want… fuck… cum inside you,” he whined, truth spat out with desperation. “Raw. Want to fill you up. Proper.”

She caught Edward’s eyes - a silent question. His nod, slow, deliberate. Permission granted.

“Do it,” she snarled then, aristocratic bark curling into slut command. “Finish in me, Harry. Fill me.”

The other lads had gone mute, stroking their softening dicks, eyes locked as though seeing some new ritual dawned.

Harry collapsed into an erratic fever. “Fuck. Fuck… going - Lady-”

“Do it,” she spat, arching her whole being on his cock. “Make my cunt yours.”

The boy bucked, spine taut, groan blistering the dorm as his cock pumped spurt after spurt into her, body quivering in disbelief. Edward locked his jaw at the sight – her cunt drowning in the lads seed, hot flood sucking down into her womb. Her lips ate at Harry’s again, tongues clawing, draining him until no more spilt.

When they detached, Harry slumped, transformed. The shy lad dissolved, a man reborn in filth.

Perfect. My wife’s cunt is dripping with the boy’s thick load. Circle complete. Now it’s my show.

The lads mobbed him, slapping shoulders, guffaws breaking awkward reverence.

“Fuck me, Harry, she’s made a man of you!” Callum crowed.

“Never seen you pull a bird at the Union, now you’ve fucked Lady bloody Ashdown!” Jordan cackled.

Harry grinned dazed, eyes only flicking back to Olivia, who reclined sated, pussy leaking a cocktail of semen down onto the stained fibre of the rug. Her smile - full, secretive - angled just at Edward.

The air sagged heavy, boys slack, cocks wilting, room stinking now purely of sweat, cum, cheap lager, and her cunt steaming from every hole. Olivia lay sprawled, ruin made regal. Makeup gone, cunt leaking, tits marked. Magnificent.

My Lady. My whore. My goddess, drowning in villagers’ cum and still sovereign.
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Cum of Kings

Her whole body thrummed on the carpet, wrecked and glittering ruin - a Lady of Norfolk left in sticky ribbons of boys’ spunk. Every inch stinging. Her arse was burning, cheeks still hot where their palms had battered her raw. Tits a filthy canvas, streaked with drying ropes glueing against her skin. And her cunt - poor, proud cunt - stretched wide, wet gape spilling their seed in endless dribbles onto the beer‑stained carpet. A sluice of spunk seeping, cooling in trails down her thighs. She stank of cock. Tasted of them still - the tang at the back of her throat, the ghost of their cocks she’d gagged on in the last few hours. Lungs choked with the memory of their shafts slamming her throat. Society hostess smeared to a dorm-room ruin. Yes. Yes. Glorious.

Her arsehole twitched, sodden ache blooming with every clench. Still gaping, sloppy open. They’d been merciless, driving into her like she was nothing but a bus-stop slapper. Because she told them to. Begged it. Each thrust, smack, degradation had been worship - her prayers answered in sweat and spunk across her moisturised skin. The bruises would blossom purple by morning. No satin gown in Norfolk could hide this ruin. Edward would see, oh, he would smile at the stripes, the bruises, the marks that proved her debasement. She gave a cracked little laugh, gargling through a throat half‑gone. Perfect. Filthy perfect.

The dorm sank quiet. The jeers gutted out. Just the stink of spunk and beer and her own gasping, slurry breath. Humiliation? Debasement? Utter. And yet pride sang through her bones - she’d given it all. Eight of the bastards. Every dripping hole. And still here. Still gleaming slut-beauty in the wreck. Slag for the lads, still a Lady for Edward.

Her lashes fluttered. Where was he? Her King. He hadn’t moved. Watching while they’d mauled her. Watching, always watching. The boys finished, but this? Just the starter. Every flood emptied into her tonight a preface. Their common loads? Only warm‑up. The carpet, her skin, her womb - prepared theatre for the only cock that mattered.

Her cunt gave that reflexive clutch, messy throbbing. Just the thought - Edward inside, after their noise. His magnificent cock filling past the looseness. He always split her better. He always crowned her body as his. A Lady sprawled, stunning and ruined in filth, waiting for that belt buckle. Waiting for her Bull, her Stag. Her husband, her King.

Please. Edward. End me. Show them whose meat I’ve been all night.

The metallic click sang through the haze.

Her world pivoted. Edward stood. Straightened. The axis of the dorm snapped to him. Air stilling, as if God himself ordered silence. That belt sliding free — Italian leather whispering of his calm wealth. The lads froze. She shivered in reverence, cunt weeping for it.

“Wait, fuck… he’s actually-” Callum’s voice split, boy’s awe leaking through his throat.

“Lordship? Shhh…. Christ.” Jordan whispering, Northern vowels fattened with fear.

They backed off. Rugby brats shrinking. Their bravado shrivelling as the alpha shadow stepped. The hierarchy snapped. Hammered her like cheap gash not a second ago — now pissing themselves as a Lord strode among them.

Edward’s trousers puddled at his ankles.

“Jesus Christ almighty,” Tommy hissed.

Collective gasp. Their faces priceless. Whole gang of them, schoolboys again, gape‑mouthed, cocks already tucked away. And there his hung - her Masterpiece. Thick, long, veined animal meat swinging heavy, swatting the air like weaponry. Bigger cock than Harry’s timid twitcher. Greater even than Kwame’s Black Bull. He made a mockery of their young meat. Proper stag’s cock, cut in aristocratic proportion.

Her cunt spasmed with need, Pavlov’s bitch, soaking and empty all at once. God, yes, opening for him. Aching vessel, desperate, craving fullness. All the polite dinners, all the champagne afternoons - melted away. She was only a hole now. Vessel waiting for the Master to crown her.

“Oh Christ, yes…” voice torn ragged, scraped filthy. “My Lord, my husband, fuck, please, claim me.”

She begged, posh vowels collapsed all to Norfolk gutters, raw whore’s plea. Edward always knew. Beneath the Dior shone nothing but a cock-drunk animal.

He wasted nothing, no preamble. Just her naked thighs spread, her meat split open, and him. Heavy cock shoving deep into her slut-used cunt.

Oh fuck the feeling, him sliding true through wet ruin. Different from the lads, every rutting inch mapped right. They’d left her sloppy, gaping wide, but Edward knew secret interiors by heart. Each ridge, each quake-point that shattered her. Perfect thickness stretching her freshly raw again.

“Yes! Yes, fuck!” The voice she screamed with? Savage, guttural, unrecognised. “Fill me, fill me with yours… yours alone.”

The room lit. The lads bawled, braying like boys at the terraces.

“Look at that, look at him go!”

“Fuck her, my Lord!”

“Show her whose cunt!”

Conquerors seconds ago, now punters on the sidelines, whooping awe. Yes, yes, pigs. She let them watch the true fucking. Edward’s show. Always his show.

Her body quaked into instant submission. They had to bludgeon orgasms out of her - but not him. He just moved, slid, body’s map already inside him. Her gaping cunt grabbed him greedily, spurting and sloppy but clinging, refusing to let his cock go.

His hands bruised hips, his strokes hammering precise, aristocratic fuck tempo. Their spunk pushed out, bubbling down her thighs as his shaft drove remorselessly. Their cum reduced to lube for her Lord’s rightful reclamation.

“Look at you,” his growl, posh vowels poisonous. Public school bite. “My Lady. My whore. Bathed in gutter spunk and still more exquisite than all of this county.”

Her tits bounced shamelessly, lewd meat show with each slam, sticky nipples gleaming as her chest jiggled. Walls echoed with slap, slap, slap - his hips pelting her plush thighs. Her nipples diamond hard through a crusted mess. God, how only he could ignite her wreck.

Then his fist in her snarled hair - harsh yank, head snapped back, throat thrust on display to the audience. Mascara streaks, drool, cum-haloed face. Edward’s blazing gaze swept the lads as a proclamation.

“She’s mine. You fucked about. But you know she belongs here, under this cock - don’t you?”

The brats, mute lambs, nodding headmaster’s lesson.

“Say it.” Thrash still driving her gaping meat.

“Yours, sir,” a slurry chorus, cheeks hot.

“Yours, my Lord!” Kwame bellowed, now humbled, knees bent.

Yes, yes, his command dragging her over - mind breaking, cunt convulsing. Her arching, carpet-smeared and shaking, orgasm convulsions shocking through her meat harder than anything the lads had managed.

“Oh fuck, Edward!” Bare animal cry, throat cracked. “Cumming, cumming on you - only yours, forever yours!”

It flipped him. His rhythm snapped savage, every thrust grunted, beast beneath Savile Row stirring violent. Then… gone. Pulled free in sudden show, cock glazed whore-shaft, streaming with lad-spunk and her slime.

On knees over her ruin. Masturbating his rod hard, purple purple-veined crown fit to burst. She mouth‑open, whimpered a moan, tongue instinctively ready.

Release detonated thick, gorge ropes. Noble sperm blazing white against tits, joining their crust but outshining it. Next spurt hot belly-stripe. Then her lips, spit-smeared chin glazed again. Each volley bigger, truer, richer than the boys. Cock of cock, seed of kings, mocking their piss-shoots.

Room riot, cups raised, football-chanting.

She scooped cum off her chin, licked slowly onto her tongue, throat sighing. Salty, bitter miracle. Holy Host. More sacred than chapel.

Edward stooped. Kiss fierce, tongue-tangling spunk remnants. He drank from her mouth salty, filthy, and pulled back with eyes blazing that dangerous lust that had always enslaved her.

“Remember, my Lady,” his growl into her spit-slick mouth. “Their fun for hours. Mine eternal. Mine’s the cock you’ll crave forever.”

And truth soared through every battered vein. Eight boys split her, filled her, debased her before the crown’s eyes. But it was his cock, one stroke, that touched her soul.

Plastic cups clashed. A chant - “Lord and Lady!” - brayed through sticky air. And she, sprawled and dripping beneath him, was rebirthed. Claimed, ruined, exalted. Lady Whore of Norfolk, shining filthy in her King’s reclaim.


three
Late‑Night Office Temptation
Pizza, Plonk, and Proof


The main doors slid open with a muted ding, reception stretched empty, with just the security lad behind the desk giving him an idle nod after buzzing him in. Place was dead quiet, too quiet. Matt juggled the pizza boxes, grease already marking his fingertips. Bloody brilliant idea, this; romance as a couple of floppy Dominos, cheese stains seeping through. Wine bottle tucked under his arm was still warm from the corner shop, label peeling away like it couldn’t be arsed to stay on. Looked like he’d robbed it off the reduced shelf of a garage. What a gesture. Sophie’s gonna be over the moon. Proper class act, Matty boy.

“Surprise visit from the husband,” he muttered low, pressing the lift call. “Pizza and plonk during a late night at work. Proper bloody thoughtful.” Sarcasm bitter in his throat. Yeah. Thoughtful like a mug.

Fluorescents fizzed above, humming like angry bees. His shadow dragged long across marble ground that screamed too much money. Every step echoed back at him: hollow, abandoned. Sophie had called her place of work ‘buzzing’… a hive of ideas, big campaigns, movers and shakers. Bollox. Tonight it felt like a morgue. Quarter to ten and she was still at it, just like other nights recently. Launch deadline, she’d said. Always a bloody deadline keeping her from home.

The lift arrived, doors yawning open with a squeal. Stale smell inside - old carpet and cleaner’s spray not quite covering sweat. He stepped in, knuckles sticky round failing cardboard. The lift lurched upward, slow as a pension day queue at the post office. Each ding another nail in his chest. Up and up. Off to surprise his wife. What then? He wasn’t daft. This wasn’t only about a laugh, sharing a greasy margarita in her office. Nah. Part of him wanted to catch her. See it. Prove his suspicions.

A snap of memory - three weeks back, Sophie twirling in their bedroom mirror, dolled up for work. A pencil skirt, tighter than she’d ever worn. New blouse, undone low, hint of lace at her cleavage.

“Bit much for the office, innit?” he’d said, voice casual as he could fake.

She’d rolled her eyes. “It’s media, Matt. Not your bloody coffee shop. We don’t wear aprons.”

Lift clunked as it passed another floor. His guts knotted. He could hear her tone still, sharp, defensive.

More fragments bubbled: late nights piling on. Mondays, Thursdays, piling work she’d never explained proper. “Global Energy,” she’d said. “Massive account.” Couldn’t look him in the eyes when she said it.

Then the smell. That steaming bathroom every time she came home late. Shower gurgling, heat enough to peel skin. Couldn’t grab her, couldn’t kiss her at the door; she’d duck away. “Let me wash off first, yeah? Tube makes me feel filthy.” Always scrubbed, too clean. Like she was burning evidence off.

Twelfth floor.

And the thong. Christ—the thong. Found it jammed in the laundry last Sunday. Black lace, gusset stiff. He knew her slick, spent years tasting it from her cunt, licking her fingers after, sniffing her panties when she was out. This wasn’t her. This was something else. Was it thick, claggy spunk dried into the fabric? Someone else’s load? He’d stood frozen, holding it like crime scene proof, then shoved it in the drum, heart thundering. Didn’t say a word. Pathetic bottler. Not tonight, though.

Fourteenth floor. The lift slowed, and the doors pinged wide, too loud in the empty corridor.

Matt stepped out. Fluorescent lights washed the hall a sickly blue. At the far end, a sound - laughter. A bright sound, carefree, the laugh she used to give only him. Deeper bass under it, warm rumble. Probably Kayode, her boss. His stomach twisted.

The office stretched, rows of darkened desks, swivel chairs neat and grave. Only one corner alive - a glass‑walled office glowing, carpet lit. Her bloody office.

He crept forward, server hum hiding his trainers. Pizzas hot, palms hotter. He looked and… Christ.

Sophie, perched on her desk as if it were some barstool. Legs bare, feet swinging free, her shoes kicked away. Today’s blazer was shrugged off onto the chair back. A too-tight blouse unfastened down low, lace trim teasing. Hair wild around her shoulders, not the tied-up bun he watched her leave with.

And in the chair opposite? Kayode. Six‑three of boss‑man calm, sprawled with easy power. White shirt hugging shoulders wide as a bloody doorframe. A company mug dangling from one hand, but no way that was coffee. Relaxed, laughing, letting her touch his arm. It was written like a script.

She threw her head back, laughing full‑bodied, hand resting light on his forearm. Delicate. Familiar. Wrong.

Matt froze mid‑corridor, pizzas dripping sweat fat through cardboard. Every second dragged. Time molten.

What was this then? Was he walking in as the thoughtful mug with pizza and warm plonk? Or was he about to bust open his wife mid‑flirt, mid‑fuck deal with her boss?

All the evidence flickered: knickers, showers, cold bed, her laptop, her mess of excuses. Stack tall as him, glaring red.

He breathed deep, spine stiff as a stick, and plastered a smile on his gob. Felt it crack sharp like bad glass.

And shoved the office door open.
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Thin Banter

Silence hit like a slammed pint glass in a rough pub. Sophie’s laughter chopped off mid‑note, sharp as a guillotine. Her head snapped round to the door, eyes wide, colour blooming straight up her throat like a flare. Not just embarrassment either - too bright, too fierce. That was electric guilt, maybe anticipation. Christ, she looked almost relieved he’d caught her.

“Matt?” She half‑gasped it. Shock laced with something nastier. She couldn’t even hide it.

And Kayode - the cunt - turned slowly, all careless ease, like a lion nudged in his dinner spot. No surprise there, no guilt. Just curiosity. Like Matt had wandered into the wrong meeting. The bastard filled the room with his frame anyway: six‑three worth of authority, rolled sleeves showing ridged muscle, even sat he looked carved out of something permanent. Matt stood there like a mug, hair whipped up by the night air, sweat-damp shirt from the tube ride, greasy cardboard pizzas digging into his arm like the world’s biggest loser. Delivery boy at the gates of some sex palace. Fair play, mate, you’ve really nailed the look.

He forced a grin into his voice: “Didn’t want my girl starving in here. Pizza rescue mission.” His throat betrayed him, though - an edge in the words, nerves cutting through.

Sophie slid off the desk quick, those bare feet whispering into the carpet. He clocked the blouse sagging loose over her tits, flashes of black lace as she crossed the room. Black fucking lace for work. Not her M&S cottons. She’d never worn that with him before, not once. Bought for this. Bought for… him. His wife, with lingerie just for her boss’s benefit.

“That’s so sweet,” she breathed, kissing his cheek. Wine breath spilling hot over him. “We weren’t expecting anyone.”

We. That word stuck in his head, a jagged barb.

Kayode unfolded upright, deliberate, like revealing height one inch at a time for maximum show. Fuck, look at him - wide shoulders stretching shirt fabric, tall enough that the office lights seemed further away by comparison. Matt had to tilt his head. Breadwinner, boss, bull, shit. And then the bugger put out his hand, big dry grip locking round Matt’s. Not even confrontational. Relaxed possessiveness.

“Matt, yeah? Sophie talks about you.” The deep London‑Nigeria lilt in his baritone was soft, easy. “Good to finally meet you, man.”

Matt managed, “Likewise.” Lie sour on his tongue. He’d heard plenty about Kayode: senior creative director, client charmer, the bloke everyone in the agency fancied a bit. And funny how, in years of Sophie working here, they’d never bloody met. Course not.

Sophie hovered, tennis‑head flicks between the two of them, hair curling over her flushed cheek. “We’ve just been finalising the Global Energy pitch.” She gestured at the paused slide deck glowing bright as interrogation. “Deadline tomorrow.”

Matt dropped the pizza onto her desk stack. One sheet skidded off onto the floor — “BUZZ TOGETHER” in garish yellow against honeycomb. Fucking stupid slogan. Work slogans, and here she was gagging on his-

He stopped himself. Jesus.

“Actually, we already ate.” Sophie twined a lock of her hair round her finger. Nervous tell. “Earlier. But the wine…” She swooped up the bottle he’d brought and brightened like it was salvation. “That we definitely need. I’ll grab you a mug.”

He watched her go, arse taut under the skirt hem as she padded into the break room barefoot. Then it was just him and Kayode. Office lion, legs spread wide, cock no doubt pressing meanly at his tailor’s trousers, and Matt with fuck‑all but pizza stench.

“Long hours you keepin’,” Matt muttered, scratching his neck. Awkward filler. Fuck’s sake, could he sound any more like hen-pecked husband?

Kayode smirked slow, teeth neat. “Creative process, you know how it is. Always best ideas after dark, with a drink.”

Matt’s neck flamed hot.

Sophie breezed back in with a new mug. White ceramic, buzzing bee slogan. Christ, corporate tat. She sloshed red in all three with heavy, reckless glugs, almost bleeding down the sides.

“To late nights,” Kayode offered, lifting first. Smooth, calm.

“To surprises,” Matt bit out, mug warm in his palm. Thin smile, cock stiffening against his jeans, no matter how he fought it. Cheap Merlot scraped down.

Sophie’s brow twitched, but she cheered: clink, sip, long gulp. She looked tipsy, freer than at home.

London outside sparkled through the glass walls. Fourteen floors higher than he should be. City stretched like some diamond‑dust blanket, glinting corporate power. Cold, distant. And him - locked in some theatre he didn’t know he’d bought tickets for.

Kayode leaned back in the visitor’s chair, knees opening wide again - deliberate cock room. Sophie climbed back on her desk, closer to him than to Matt, edge of skirt climbing. The room buzzed like it had an undercurrent. Something filthy building under the office dutifulness.

Then the bastard said it: “If the big boss saw us like this, he’d think we were setting up a three‑way.” Lazy crack but exactly pointed.

Sophie barked laughter, wine‑soaked, not nervous but liberated. Hand fell right onto Kayode’s knee, spread flat over his thigh fabric before Matt’s bloody eyes. Neither of them blinked about it. No recoil, no apology. It was there, a fact, on display.

Matt’s chest hammered, throat locking, words seized frozen. Christ, the evidence clanged louder than the dropped slogans and skirts at home. Not panties in the shower drain, not her coming home wired at midnight. This was deliberate, seat‑row explicit. An act. A theatre.

Then Sophie twisted that wicked mouth his way. “So tell me, darling, what’ve you been doing all cosy at home while I’m slavin’ here?”

“Footie. Bit of telly,” his voice dried. He blurted it like some schoolboy.

“…Or watchin’ certain videos?” Smile thin. Eyes never letting him out.

“What?” Heat rushing to his skull.

“You think I don’t know?” Her pursed lips sneered. Wine sloshed down her mug. “Tabs, Matt. You leave ‘em open. Blacked.com. Hotwife videos. Threesomes where the wife kneels, chokin’ while hubby watches. That’s your secret alone-time treat, innit?”

The floor dropped under him. Shame boiling up white‑hot, arsehole clenched, gut heaving. Every late night squirt into tissues, laptop slammed, shame thick and sticky, the vow to never to watch again. All reborn under her glare. Christ, she knew. She’s known for months.

Kayode hid none of his grin behind the mug sip. Watching him unravel. Bastard.

“I-” His throat strangled, lips working uselessly. No defence. A fucking fish gasping for air.

She delivered, low husk: “You’ve always wanted me stuffed proper. But never dared to say darling? So, I made it real.”

Kayode slumped easy, hand settling deliberately near her bare leg. Smug king.

Matt’s brain hit hard reset. Knickers swapped, those goddamn long showers, those late babbles… Not guilt. Prep. She’d been engineering this.

“This ain’t betrayal,” she moved off the desk, slow, lion‑taming. Steps toward him soft, face softer. “This is us, darling. It’s what you search every fucking night for on those websites. Your kink. Your wish. Your wife. Come out the shadows already.”

Kayode rose smooth behind, palms laying on her hips like she was already his. Casual possession. Matt’s stomach said fury, tradition, but his cock swelled instantly and alarmingly, hammering the denim. Wrong reaction!

Her eyes - his Sophie’s eyes - locked and pried him open. “If you don’t want, love - say it now. Stop me. Stop… us.”

The pause hung fat and swollen. His throat clicked loudly in the pin‑drop hush. His hard‑on shouted louder than tongues ever could. She glanced down the bulge, lips twitching in smug proof. That smile wrecked him.

“Show me,” a wet whisper from his lips. Forcing up again, louder, bolder, “DO IT. Show me.”

Relief flared over her like fireworks, hunger rushing in beside. “That’s my man.”

Kayode’s hands bit heel‑deep in her hips, flex ridging her fabric, waiting like the gatekeeper.

“You certain?” His low growl.

“Yes.” Matt’s jaw set. His cock drooled into his pants.

The bull smiled broadly. “Girl’s been dreaming this, man. Weeks.”

Weeks. Organised behind his back. Deliberate as chess. Sophie nodded, eyes gleaming. “Oh, we worked late. Done the deck an hour ago.” Flash to Kayode. “Celebrated after.”

“How much?” His snarl edged.

“Just kissing. His hands… on me. In me.” Bite of lip, a half‑smirk.

Fucking brilliant. Kayode’s hands, black and huge, fingers inside her. He saw it clear as porn tape. His chest filled with molten jealousy, morphing to arousal.

“Show me,” again, chest baring, stronger.

Kayode palmed her breast, firm, confident. “She’s sensitive here.” Just stated, owning the fact. Not finding - stating.

She gasped, nipple pushing, blouse silk crinkling. Eyes fluttered, moaned.

Christ, after years of knowing her tell, to see another bloke summon it like nothing. Every nerve boiled him down. His cock leaked hot pre right in denim.

“So good. So different.” She rasped breath, staring him straight. “He’s got bigger hands and is rougher with me. Makes me shiver, Matt.”

Fuck. I’m fucked by that admission.

Kayode squeezed her throat now, tilting her up, hair spilling. She took it, eyes glassy, lips open. Not panicked, just owned. Controlled.

“She likes it,” Kayode’s smug hum. “Don’t you, girl.”

Her moan writ itself as yes.

Kayode smirked across. “Your man enjoys watching. You told me he would.”

The realisation of how they’d planned him in. Hours of chat about his responses.

“Undo it,” Matt said, pointing to her top. Authority acid‑sharp.

She grinned feral. Started with blouse buttons, snapping them open one by one. The black lace bra was full on show at last. Brand new – must be bought for this dick.

For his fantasy. For his filthy web history.

Kayode’s palms slid under, rough black hands stretching near to span her entire pale midline. Contrast of black on white pornographic.

“She trembles every time. Doesn’t believe it’s real.”

Matt’s cock throbbed fit to burst, his breath pure pant. Every instinct to run, to fight, to… do something was overwhelmed by his need to watch. A trapped witness to his own fantasy.

She reached behind, tugged at Kayode’s belt line, dragging him flush to her.

Raw lust flicked Kayode’s mask - a flash of dark want bursting free.

“She refused me for a year, a good married woman. But then, suddenly teasing, bending over my desk - three weeks past, she cracked. Told me. About you. About your porn tabs. About wanting black cock inside her while you watched.”

Matt flushed bright red but couldn’t find the words to argue. They all knew his need.

“All of it?” He croaked.

“Every file.” Her grin was predatory. “Your hotwife videos — wives gaggin’ for BBC, moaning round bigger cock, husband in the corner tugging on his small cock. Your wank stash brought open.”

Kayode’s damming laugh. “Man likes specific tastes. Lucky he’s got a wife that craves the same filth.” He thumbed her nipple till she squealed.

Perfume and raw sex scent mingled; his cock pulsed, chafing soggy denim.

“More?” Sophie breathed, glancing down at his jeans straining.

“Yes,” he found a steel in his voice. “Everything.”

Pretence gone, veil burned. No betrayal left. Just orchestrated porn theatre unfolding now.

Kayode wound her hair around his hand and jerked her face back, his arms bulging veiny and muscular.

“Your bloke paid in full. Wants the show. London’s filthiest private screening. Time to give him the main event.”

Matt’s swallow loud, stomach flipped, cock hammering. “Yeah. Show me how you’ve been getting used when I ain’t here.”

Sophie wicked, eyes feral vixen bright. “With pleasure.”
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The Deep End

Sophie sank to her knees like she’d been waiting all her life for this moment, grace twisted dirty. The office carpet snagged skin, left little red bites around her kneecaps, but she didn’t give a toss. My Sophie. Bare knees on corporate grey, hair tumbling down like a proper porn star, and fuck, she looked proud of it.

Her hands were already at Kayode’s belt, fingers jittering, frantic. Christ, she’d done that quick, how many times had she done it before? My heart went with it - hammering, pure pizza‑box panic.

She looked up at me. Locked right onto me like a spotlight. “Is this what you wanted, Matt?” Essex vowels syrupy with cock‑hunger. “Your wife gaggin’ down a fat cock like this?”

Didn’t blink. Didn’t look away once. She was performing, yeah, but not for him. All for me.

Kayode straightened his shoulders in that white shirt, towering over her, black skin gleaming even under office strip‑lights. She freed his cock, and Christ almighty. It swayed heavy, thick as her bloody wrist, drooping with its own weight before swelling even thicker in her palm. As big as the videos, a proper monster. Bigger than anything I’d dared imagine in her hand in them midnight wanks.

“Bloody hell…” It tore out of me, a mutter, useless.

She grinned around her lipstick smear, hand pale against his girth. Wicked little look, dirty triumph. “See what I’ve been gaggin’ on while you’re frothing cappuccinos, eh?”

My cock kicked so hard against my jeans it hurt. Should’ve been fuming. Should’ve been storming out and slamming doors. Instead, I froze there, balls aching, watching my wife transform into filth. Christ, had I ever been harder?

Then she swallowed him. No hesitation. Lips straining wide, mascara blurring from the very first shove. Barely half of him in and her throat already fighting, gag rattle echoing round the office like microphone feedback.

Kayode’s hand at her hair, calm and heavy. Not forcing - he didn’t need to. Just steering. His voice rumbled like he owned the city. “That’s it, girl. Open wider. Show your man how you take cock.”

Soph made a wet choke, spit flying from the corners, dripping. Froth of bubbles, guttural heave in her throat. Jesus fuck. She kept forcing herself down, knuckles clamping white on his thighs, desperate to prove she could.

“Fuck…” My hand flew to my own belt. Couldn’t resist, not another second. Fair play to her—she was going all in.

She hacked herself off him, gasping, lungs on fire, spit stringing from swollen lips to the fat wet head of his cock.

“Bigger than you dreamed, innit?” she panted at me, hair stuck to her cheeks, mascara rivers blacking down her face. God, my filthy angel. “Proper stretched me out.”

Zip down. Cock out. Didn’t matter if it was smaller - my hand wrapped it wanking hard all the same, precum already slicking my fingers. Watching her like that, Christ, it was relief and torture knotted together.

“Look at him,” she said, flashing Kayode a wicked grin, but those eyes were welded to mine. “Told ya he’d be twitching hard as soon as I opened my mouth. My man loves watchin’ white wives being used.”

Kayode chuckled low, deep as thunder. “Fair enough. Let’s not leave him disappointed.”

She dived on him harder this time, reckless. Her throat bulged around his girth, obscene. Christ, you could see the fucking shape of him under her skin. The whole office filled with dirty noise: wet schlicks, gag jolts, gulp after gulp. Porn come alive, except it was my wife.

“Christ, Soph… look at you,” I groaned, fisting quicker, precum leaking warm over my knuckles. “Fuckin’ beautiful.”

She moaned round him, the vibration dragging a hiss from Kayode. Her hands never stopped, cupping heavy black balls, tugging, worshipping as she worked his shaft.

She broke off, chest a mess of drool soaking straight through the lace of her little bra. “He’s so thick, Matt. Splittin’ my jaw.”

Something snapped in me. “Show me more,” I barked, voice rough, surprising even me.

Kayode yanked her up by the hair, just enough for a gasp. “You heard your man. Worship it proper.”

Tongue flicking now, licking slowly from the fat brown base all the way to his shiny, swollen tip, pausing to spit dribble down the underside. And those eyes, still drilling holes through me.

This is for you. You wanted this. I’m giving it to you.

“Do you like it?” Her voice shredded hoarse, lipstick gone smeary clown. “Watchin’ your wife get her throat fucked raw? S’it everything you wanked over?”

“Better,” I snarled, accent thick, cock pulsing in my hand. “Proper better than any video.”

She opened wide again, shoved herself right down to his root until her nose mashed his stomach. Tears coming out in rivers, throat convulsing around that monster. I watched her neck bulge, and Jesus Christ I nearly spent right there.

Kayode lost it for a moment too, growl caught in his throat. “Damn girl. Someone’s been training.”

She pulled back gasping, spit drooling in thick ropes, stringing from chin to tits. “Only the best for my husband.” She winked through ruined mascara. Filthy, proud. “Wanted to prove I could take it all when he finally caught us.”

Cock throbbed in my hand, painful. Realisation slammed me - she’d been prepping for this. Practising on her dildo, licking lips in mirrors, planning this whole stage. For me. Fuck.

“Touch yourself,” I near‑begged, the demand ragged.

Her hand went beneath her skirt instantly. “Already dripping, babe. Been wet since you walked in playin’ delivery boy.”

Then she turned it into theatre. Rubbing that meat against her cheeks, breathing him in, slapping herself with it. Then slow, obscene sucks, cheeks collapsing, spit pooling. Wanking him with one hand, rubbing that sloppy pussy with the other so her thighs shook. All performance. All for me.

“You’re… fucking gorgeous,” I told her, no shame left. Meant every consonant. She was ruined and still mine, crown jewels filthier than I’d ever hoped.

Kayode framed her face suddenly between both hands, teeth gritting as he used her throat proper, deep thrusts hammering slick gags out of her. “Your wife’s got talent, mate. Natural throat.”

Her eyes glazed with tears but sparked defiance. Not submission. Not begging. Triumph. Fucking power, right there dripping down her face. My Sophie. Feeding my filth and her own.

“That’s it, girl,” I muttered, breath breaking, cock jerking tight in my fist. “Show me how much you fuckin’ love it.”

Her muffled moan vibrated through his shaft, sending shivers across even his face. Sloppy, messy perfection. Pure filth.

And I couldn’t look away. Couldn’t even breathe.
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Reshaped on the Boss’s Cock

Kayode hauled Sophie up by the arm like she weighed nothing. Her throat worked as she swallowed, gasping for breath, spit shining on her chin. Mascara blackened down her cheeks. She looked ruined already - and the bastard was still hard as stone. Cock bobbing, thick sheen of her drool clinging along his shaft like it hadn’t bothered him in the slightest. Matt clocked it proper: he’d have erupted twice over from that throat work. Kayode? Unfazed. Just standing there glistening, like Sophie’s mouth had only got him started.

“Preview good enough for you?” Kayode’s eyes slid to Matt’s fist, pumping his cock raw. Calm. Smooth. Like this was business. “Your lady’s got a filthy mouth. But that was just the warm‑up.”

Sophie dragged the back of her hand over her lips, leaving a black smear and a glossy web of spit across her knuckles. State of her. She grinned through it, all brazen. “Tell ya, Matt. His stamina’s a joke. The first time he had me, I figured he’d blow soon as I gagged him down. Nah. He held off. Nearly an hour. Proper wore me out.”

Her laugh cracked into a moan as Kayode grabbed her, spun her, and bent her over the desk. Papers shot sideways, Post‑its sticking to her tits as they squashed onto the blotter. Her MacBook wobbled, faint glow stuttering across her cleavage. Kayode dragged her pencil skirt down hard — ripped it off her arse like it’d offended him. She kicked it free. A thong slid tight between the bounce of her cheeks. Black lace was a fucking mockery of how exposed she looked.

“Christ,” Matt muttered, shifting closer without meaning to. His cock throbbed in his fist so hard his knuckles ached.

“You want to see what she really takes?” Kayode’s voice dropped low, cockhead grinding rough at Sophie’s soaked slit, thong pushed aside with indifference. “What she’s been begging for every day since I first had her?”

Sophie twisted, tits pressed flat against the scattered paperwork, arse grinding back. “Do it. Show him. Show my husband how you ruin me.”

And then he drove in. No rubber, no caution, bare flesh punching straight through. One brutal shove, and he sank into her till Soph screamed against the desk. Guttural, ragged, shaking the bloody glass walls. The wet slap echoed, obscene.

“Ohhh God, yes - Matt – he’s splitting me wide,” she cried, clawing through highlighters and loose contracts, shredding papers with her nails.

Matt staggered close, eyes on her cunt. Watching his wife stretched to fuck. Her lips peeled around Kayode’s thickness, wet folds clinging shiny and raw. Jesus. She was being stuffed full, cock bloating her fit little cunt until he could see every ridge disappear inside her. Her wetness strung in ropes off the shaft each time Kayode rocked back.

“Take it,” Matt croaked before even knowing he’d said it. His voice sounded wrecked. “Take every inch. I want to see you opened up on him.”

Something cracked inside him. Not jealousy - pride. Filth‑soaked pride. His filthy, aching wife was his. And yet she was split on another cock, acting out the deepest, darkest porn he’d never admitted he loved. And it was breathtaking.

“She couldn’t take it all at first.” Kayode’s hips rolled slow, deliberate, stretching Sophie till she moaned. “Half my length and she was done. Weren’t you, girl?”

Sophie whined, hair plastered to her sweaty face. “Only half the first time. Too bloody big.”

“Persistent though,” Kayode grunted, pace edging faster, cock plunging deeper, office filling with wet slap after wet slap. “By third go, this cunt had swallowed the lot. Hilted every thrust. Didn’t you, Soph?”

Her mascara‑smeared face turned toward Matt, wild eyes glazed. “Every-fuck-every inch. He’s shifted my insides, babe. Cock’s proper reshaped my cunt.”

Matt’s fist worked faster, precum slicking onto the carpet below him. Droplets hanging between his knuckles. “Harder,” he barked. Didn’t recognise his own voice. “Fuck her harder. Deeper.”

Kayode obliged like it amused him. Each slam rattled the desk.

“Like this?” Kayode’s thrusts punctuated the words. Each one louder, wetter. “Tight little cunt but opens right up round me now. Sweetest hole I ever had, mate.”

“Tight? Not anymore,” Sophie gasped, breath a ragged stammer. “Not after him. He’s wrecked me good.”

Matt circled round the desk, needing to see her face directly. Needed to see his wife cock‑drunk. Her lips hung wet, glossy, moans spilling constantly. Mascara like black rivers. She looked gone - cocked out of her own head.

“Tell him the other thing,” Kayode ordered, smacking her arse hard enough to bloom red. Handprint visible.

Sophie snapped her gaze to Matt. Wicked grin tugged under the drool. “We’ve been working on my arse too.”

Matt almost lost it right there, balls cinching. “What? But you always said-”

“I was wrong!” she shrieked, pushing back into Kayode like she couldn’t get enough. “So fucking wrong. It’s heaven, babe. I’ll show ya at home. You’ll see. Proper love it now.”

“Girl’s full of surprises,” Kayode huffed, fisting her hair, forcing her head back. “Ain’t you?”

“Yes!” she spat through clenched teeth, body shaking. “Fuck yes! Matt - you’re winning too, innit? Your hotwife learning new tricks.”

Matt saw it in jagged flashes: Sophie arse‑up over their bed, begging him into her new hole, showing him everything Kayode taught her. His cock spasmed in his fist, drool of precum sliding down to his wrist.

“Go harder,” he snarled, guttural, throat harsh. “Make her feel it tomorrow.”

Kayode grinned, dark eyes sparking. Both hands locked her hips. He hammered forward mercilessly. Desk groaned, papers fluttered, mugs rattled. Slap after slap, his balls smacked raw against Sophie’s cunt. Filth ringing round the room like animals penned in glass.

“Oh fuck… Matt…. look!” Sophie screamed, body jolting, tits bouncing against scattered reports. “Look at me getting fucked proper by me boss!”

She wasn’t Sophie anymore. Not his professional wife. She was cock‑drunk, eyes rolling, lipstick smeared gone. The noise she made wasn’t human; it was pure sex. A screaming whore for another cock. And still his. Always his.

“You’re gorgeous,” Matt rasped, voice thick, chest heaving. “Fuckin’ perfect getting ruined like that.”

Sophie spasmed, body taut every slam. “He’s so deep! Fuck…touches places you never can.”

The words should’ve gutted him. Should’ve cut. But hearing her admit it - Christ - it set him off fiercer. Heat scorched his groin; shame turned to arousal. This was it. Exactly what he’d jerked off to for years. Sophie owned by a bigger cock, honest about it, craving it blatant.

“That’s it,” he urged, cock trembling in his palm. “Show me, girl. Show me how much you love him splitting your cunt.”
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Proper Ruined, Proper Mine

Kayode laughed, deep and low, a sound that seemed to rattle off the sterile office walls. When he dragged himself free, Sophie’s cunt clung to him, lips tugging like it didn’t want to let go, until a wet pop finally freed his shaft. Strings of slick clung and snapped between them, shining down his length.

“Why don’t we let the whole city see?” he grinned, cock still glistening, eyes locked not on Sophie but on the wall of glass.

Matt barely had time to mutter Christ above before the bloke had her spun around. Kayode manhandled her like she was weightless, marching her to that bloody window wall that showed London spread out like an audience. A sharp kick of his foot and her legs were splayed. He bent her forward until her gasp misted the glass.

Then came the rip. Buttons scattering—a couple pinged off across the floaty grey carpet, one vanishing under her desk. Her blouse hung ruined off her shoulders until he tore it away completely. The bra unclipped so fast it made Matt’s chest clench. Christ, he hadn’t even touched that new bra yet tonight and here was Kayode ripping it away like he owned it.

“Fuck,” Matt muttered, fist still on his cock, knuckles sticky already. Couldn’t stop, wouldn’t stop.

Her tits were mashed hard on the cool pane, flattened circles of flesh, nipples going pebble-hard right in front of him. Mascara already smudged a black streak across her cheek where her face was pressed. Spit trailed too, stringing off her lips and down the glass. Bloke was turning her into vandalism.

Beyond the glass, the Shard cut the night sky, headlights veining the London streets below like ants. All them windows opposite, offices lit up, workers hunched over screens, cleaners doing the rounds. Didn’t take much imagination - one sigh, one glance out the window - and they’d see his Soph pinned naked, tits squashed against the pane fourteen floors up, boss’s cock coming for her. His wife.

Should have made his stomach twist. Should have got him stepping in, pulling her away. Instead, precum leaked down his shaft like he was pissing it.

“Back arched. Hands flat. Don’t move,” Kayode ordered, voice clipped, certain.

Sophie’s breath fogged the glass in a round patch that ballooned and shrank with each pant. Her hands had gone wide, leaving sweaty smears that’d still be there in the morning like filth-stains in the boardroom.

She turned enough to catch Matt out the corner of her eye, Essex thick in her mouth: “Oi, look darlin’. Tits on the glass for the bloody city. Like them slags ya wank off to online, yeah? Proper my turn now.”

Matt edged closer, needing another angle. From here, he caught it all - her face mashed flat, her tits spread wide, her silhouette turned into a porn clip plastered against London’s lights. And Kayode, sliding the fat head down, pushing it between swollen lips shiny with her cunt juice.

“Open it, girl,” Kayode grunted.

She did, mouth dropping into this perfect ‘O’ as the stretch hit. Matt’s stomach jolted hard as he watched her cunt drag wide round him again, the sound like something wet being sucked out of a drain.

“Bloody hell, Soph… look at you takin’ it,” Matt muttered, voice caught in his chest, rhythm of his fist picking up.

The stink of sex was thick now. Her musk sharp in sterile office air, sweat and pussy running like perfume. Wet, slurping noises every thrust. Proper porn sounds but somehow worse - real, messy, nothing staged.

Each slam drove her tits harder to the pane till the nipples dragged shiny circles, skin squeaking faint against the cold. Her fingers whitened where she clawed, arms shaking with the force of his hips crashing into her arse.

“You likin’ it, mate?” Kayode called, eyes cutting to Matt. “Watchin’ your missus stretched round me cock?”

“Fuck yes,” Matt spat, voice ragged, mind gone. “Harder. Proper ruin her.”

Kayode did. Faster, meaner. The pane thrummed like it might crack. Sweat streaked down Sophie’s back, catching the strip light above, running down her spine all the way to where cock met her.

“Look at me, Matt,” Sophie gasped back at him, face twisted awkwardly against the glass. Her messed-up reflection was a dirty masterpiece. “Look at your slag wife. Fucked stupid by the boss while you watch.”

Matt pushed closer again until he was near enough to feel the heat rolling off her. City outside, Sophie in the glass, Kayode pounding into her. No fucking words for it. Just disbelief knotted with awe so hard he nearly blew then and there.

“Anyone could see,” he rasped, throat dry, stroking harder. “All those across the way. Working late, looking out the window, seeing my wife’s cunt getting wrecked.”

Her mouth broke into a ragged grin. “Let ’em,” she shuddered, voice jagged as Kayode found her sweet spot. “Let the whole city see what I am - your Essex slut wife getting ruined on a big cock.”

Matt’s vision fuzzed. Hand blurred on his shaft, his pale cock pumping beside the sight of Kayode’s dark cock splitting her to the base. Just like his secret videos - except it was Sophie, his Sophie. Flesh and spit and mascara tears.

“She’s still tight,” Kayode grunted, slamming on. “Grippin’ like she wants milkin’ dry.”

Her palms slipped an inch, left smeary handprints twitching down the glass as her arse bounced back into it, cheeks rippling pink under the assault.

“Feels so fucking good,” she wailed, eyes on Matt’s, “different to you. So much better.”

Words like knives made him harder. Should have cut. Instead his cock nearly exploded in his hand. The truth of it scalded him, made him proud.

“Beautiful,” he hissed, throat cracking, “fuckin’ beautiful stretched round him.”

Kayode shifted angle and Sophie broke. Whole body juddering, cry torn out her throat, eyes rolled back like her soul slipped.

“Christ, Soph…” Matt’s step faltered, his fist slick, his cock pulsing. “Look at you cum - gorgeous, mine, still mine.”

Her pupils blew wide on the reflection. A flick of tongue, a smear of spit glossing the pane.

“You want me filled, babe?” she gasped out through the battering, body snapping with each thrust. “Want work cock cumming sloppy inside me for you?”

Matt’s chest locked. The line. The big fucking line. Watching was one thing, egging ’em on another. Creampie - that was the filthy secret he hadn’t even dared admit he wanted.

He lasted three seconds. Maybe. Then broke.

“Do it,” he hissed, voice a muttered prayer. “Flood her. I wanna see it.”

Kayode roared low, hips brutal, his fingers clawing bruises into her flanks till her tits squealed tighter against the glass. Breath smeared the city out beyond in fogged white patches. Matt half‑wondered if London dimmed for her moans alone.

“Gonna spill deep in your wife,” Kayode growled, close to breaking. “Paint her from the inside.”

“Yes!” Sophie rasped, hoarse. “Fill me, Kay. Fill me right here. Let Matt see me dripping your cum at work!”

Matt’s balls hitched so hard it ached, his hand a blur, his cock slick under his own palm, watching his wife offer herself up against London glass, mascara streaming, lipstick gone, nothing but fucked‑wild beauty.
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Mine in the Mess

Kayode’s muscles locked, massive frame gone stiff like steel. One hand clamped Soph’s hip hard enough to bruise, the other fisted white against the glass. He wasn’t just holding her there - he was pinning her open, forcing himself impossibly deeper, shaft like a bloody battering ram disappearing inside Matt’s wife.

“Take it all,” he growled, teeth bared, voice scraped raw. “Every. Fucking. Drop.”

His hips gave those short stabbing thrusts: violent, final. No pull‑back, no rhythm now. Just grinding right up into her, burying himself to spurt heat as deep as any cock could reach.

Soph’s whole body flushed pink, sweat slicking her back. The sound she made; animal, broken, a howl straight from her belly - Christ above, Matt had never seen her let go like this. Never. Her legs shook so hard she’d have dropped if Kayode’s hold on her hadn’t kept her standing, plastered to that bloody office window like a porn set backdrop.

“Oh God…yes… ’m cumming again!” she wailed, her voice cracking, slurring through sobbing moans. “He’s fillin’ me Matt… fuckin’ pumping it in - proper hotwife creampie. Inside me... so fuckin’ much inside me...”

Her palms smeared frantic trails on the glass, squeaking as her cunt clenched around the bull filling her. Beyond her writhing outline, London burned neon across the night, blurred streaks of colour behind the fog of her sweat.

Christ almighty. Look at her. His bloody gorgeous wife, squealing while another bloke emptied himself into her guts. Magnificent didn’t cover it. His wrist blurred over his cock, knuckles white, balls so tight they ached like stones.

“Fuck, girl…” Kayode finally panted, slowing down, chest hammering. “You milked me dry.”

Then he pulled out, dragging that fat length free with a schlurp so filthy it punched straight into Matt’s cock, twitching, leaking. The shaft came clear, still half‑hard and gleaming wet - glossed with cum froth and Sophie’s juices. Jesus wept. The very sight of it, his porn tabs come to life, only real, steaming in front of him.

Soph slumped forward, cheek near the glass, tits flattening as she heaved for breath. Mascara had run down her cheeks in black rivulets. She barely turned, swollen lips open, and found Matt with her eyes through the mess. Glazed, needy.

“Look,” she rasped, chest jerking.

One word was enough. She arched her back and tilted that arse higher—offering it out. Deliberate. Her thighs spread, and his eyes dragged straight to her hole, his mouth falling open as the first thick spunk slipped from her slit.

It dangled heavy. Then snapped. Sliding down the inside of her trembling thigh.

Then another thick dribble. Prising out of her stretched lips, sliding messily over pink folds rubbed raw.

Another.

Bloody hell. It was spilling – pouring - from her, creamy white pumping out of the gape he’d stretched her open into, Kayode’s spunk flooding down his wife’s legs. Framed by the twinkling skyline, it looked obscene. Perfect. The filthiest, maddest, proudest sight Matt had ever bloody seen.

“Fuckin’ hell, Soph,” he croaked, voice cracking, hand clamped round himself. Didn’t even sound like him. Didn’t care.

Kayode shuffled with all the calm in the world, tucking in, buttoning like it had been a late‑night meeting and nothing more. He grinned at Matt, smug, sorted.

“She’s a state, mate,” he said casually, nodding. “All yours now.”

And the bloke was gone, jacket over his shoulder, swaggering out like a man clocking overtime. The door clicked softly behind him. Only Sophie’s ragged breathing left, the aircon hum filling in the silence.

“Soph,” Matt whispered it without air, still pulling at his cock, eyes nailed to the cum dripping from between her thighs. Torture, ecstasy, both at once.

She pushed back slowly from the glass, turning toward him. Sweat slick, tits shining wet in the overhead light, nipples diamond hard. Her legs gleamed with fluids - hers, his, theirs - pussy still oozing white onto the carpet.

“Look at your filthy wife, babe…” she gasped, Essex twang thick, drunk on her orgasms. “Full of it. Stuffed. Ya wanted this fuckin’ mess, didn’t ya? Proper hotwife all dripping for ya. Tell me it’s what ya’ve been dreamin’ of.”

Her eyes shiny through smudged mascara, pleaded for it, searched him, daring him not to claim this moment.

“Bloody right,” Matt groaned back, cock jerking in his grip, voice cracking around it. “My gorgeous filthy mess. My bloody wife.”

The words smashed out of him and felt like truth ripped raw. She was his. Especially like this.

He was on his knees before he knew it, face right in front of her ruined cunt. The stink - musky arse, sweat, raw salt of spunk - hit him like he’d opened a bottle. His head spun from it.

“Show me,” he begged hoarsely, shaking. “Show me what he left in you.”

Soph widened her stance, hand slipping down to peel herself open. Christ. A thick spill slid straight free under his nose.

“All for you, babe,” she murmured down at him. “Lick it. Taste what ya’ve been wankin’ over all this time.”

He leaned in, tongue dragging through her lips, scooping the white mess spilling. Salty, bitter, sharp. Foreign. His head reeled but his cock kicked. Moaned like a fool against her hole, lapping greedily at the mixture pooling in her slit. Worship, not shame. That much he bloody knew.

“That’s it,” she gasped, fist curling in his hair, grinding herself down against his mouth. “Good boy. Clean your messy fuckin’ wife.”

He pressed deeper, spearing his tongue up her sloppy entrance, drawing out thick gobs of seed. Sticky on his chin, smeared around his lips. And still he licked. Like he couldn’t bloody stop.

“Delicious…” he mumbled into her. “Mine even like this. Especially like this.”

Soph shuddered, nails dragging his scalp. “Ya like it, don’t ya? Proper filthy husband, slurpin’ his cum right outta me.”

He shot upwards suddenly, cock aching proud. Spun her back to the glass almost rough, couldn’t wait another second.

“Need to be in you,” he snarled, heat breaking. “Need to fuckin’ feel it.”

She braced her palms, tits pressed against the smeared glass again. “Do it then, babe. Add yours to his - fill me up.”

He lined and slammed, no ceremony. Straight in. Her cunt swallowed him whole, wet and sloppy, and – fuck a duck - it was like nothing else. Hotter. Wetter. Loose from Kayode’s thickness. Christ alive, she was ruined perfectly. And welcoming him in anyway.

“Jesus. Bloody. Christ,” he gasped, already buried to the base.

The noise of it was rank. Squishy, dirty slop with every thrust, office filled with filthy sound. Should’ve sent him sick. But no, it wired him like a drug.

“Feel how stretched I am?” Sophie teased, head twisting back, hair sticking to her face. “How sloppy he left my cunt for ya?”

Straight to his bollocks that. His breath hitched; rhythm stuttered. “Fuckin’… Soph-”

“That’s it, babe! Finish in your hotwife. Add your cum to his. Make me a proper mess.”

It hit him like lightning. Words, sight of her bent, smell of her clenching round him with another man’s cum slicking every thrust. Too much. His balls heaved and burst, cock pumping frenzied as he spurted his release right through her stretched cunt.

“SOPHIE!” he cried out, voice echoing, body jerking as spunk shot high into her.

Spent, he sagged against her back, both of them sliding sticky down the glass until they hit the carpet. Panting, weak, tangled in sweat and filth.

“Soaked, ain’t I?” Sophie smirked through heavy breaths, mascara smeared to panda black. “Proper slut for ya. Did I do good, darlin’? Was I the hotwife you fuckin’ wanted?”

He brushed damp strands from her sweaty face, saw the wreckage of her makeup, the swollen wreck of her lips, the cum still leaking lazy from her hole. Christ, nobody had ever been prouder.

“Always, Soph. Gorgeous. Filthy. Mine.”

That softened her in a way that hit deep, stripped of the cheek. She cupped his cheek, whispered thick:

“Always yours. And you’re proper proud now, innit? Did it just for you, babes.”

They crumpled lower together, laughter breaking against ragged breaths, edging into tears and kisses against his neck. Sticky and spent but whole.

London still blazed outside the glass, cold city lights bearing witness to what they’d become.

“Wouldn’t have it any other bloody way,” Matt muttered, pulling her tighter. And he meant it. Every filthy bit.
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London’s Glow

They’d ended up sprawled on the carpet far longer than either of them had meant to, Sophie sunk tight against his chest, her breath damp against his throat, sticky where sweat and spit had dried. His shirt was ruined, dark mascara streaks ground in with patches of spunk that had smeared across them both when Kayode had finished. Christ, he stank of her. Of them. London glittered beyond the big glass wall like it couldn’t give a toss that Sophie Taylor had just been bent double and stuffed full by her boss while her daft husband watched and nearly came in his jeans.

“Got you proper fucked up, ain’t I,” Sophie murmured against him, dragging a finger along the black stain she’d left, smudge to crease to his collar. Her nails traced over evidence that wasn’t just hers either. Her hair wild, cum knotted in a strand brushing his chin, the smell of cock still thick where she breathed. She grinned, lazy, filthy. “Not just your shirt. The lot. All of you.”

Matt dragged her closer, arms clamping round her bare belly like he might lose her if he loosened even an inch. “Not fucked up,” he muttered into her ear, voice catching. “Changed. That’s what it is. Changed in the best bloody way.”

She tilted up, brown eyes softer now, her mouth still swollen from where it had been stretched stupid round Kayode’s cock. The brash Essex gob that had been begging for more minutes before melted for a second into something raw. Vulnerable. Christ, that cracked him harder than anything.

“Listen, Matt.” Her palm warm, sticky, cupped his jaw, made him meet those eyes. “I’ll never cheat on you. Ever. This ain’t that. This is us. You, me… and sometimes him. ’Cause this is what you want, innit? Always what you wanted but bottled it up ‘cause you thought I’d think you were a wrong ’un?”

He swallowed, throat bone‑dry even though his chest was still damp with her. “Christ, Soph… I was bloody terrified. Thought you’d think I was mental.”

Her lips ghosted his, whisper hot. “I’ve never loved you more than watchin’ you watch me tonight. The way you looked at me when he was inside. That weren’t jealousy, babe. That were worship. Proper worship.”

And fuck her, she was right. Truth of it cut through him sharper than Kayode splitting her. She’d ripped the secret filth he’d hidden for years and dragged it squirming into the light – and she wasn’t disgusted, wasn’t horrified. She was proud of it. Proud of him.

“How’d you even suss it?” His hand stroked through her tangled hair, fingertips catching on the crunchy dried strands where spit and cum had knotted.

Sophie’s cheeky grin slid back like a blade. “Laptop history, stupid. All of them late‑night whispers when we fucked – the things you thought I didn’t catch. And then I clocked it proper, how hard you’d get when I so much as mentioned stayin’ late with Kayode. Could see your cock twitch. Cock don’t lie, babe.”

He choked a laugh, shaking his head. “Fair play. You called me out proper, didn’t ya.” Christ above, she’d been playing him for weeks and he hadn’t had a clue.

He pulled her to her feet, body still wobbly with exhaustion, and started piecing her back together like she was his. Clothes scattered across the carpet, her blouse shredded open, buttons snapped and glinting like aftermath confetti. He held out her skirt while she stepped into it, zipped it slowly, tender like a ceremony.

“Blouse is knackered,” he muttered, lifting the ruined scrap.

She shrugged, tits still bare beneath as she slipped her arms in. “Battle scars, innit. Worth it.”

Worth it. He pinned the words to his chest. Worth everything. His fingers fumbled the last of the buttons - two missing, one clinging by a thread - and still, standing there, he marvelled at her. This mad, perfect woman who should’ve laughed in his face or slammed a suitcase but instead had staged the filthiest bloody show of his life just to give him what he didn’t even dare ask.

“You’re bloody unreal, Soph, d’you know that?” His voice cracked, and he didn’t care.

Her head lolled against his hand, eyes drifting shut, a tired smile splitting her smudged face. “Only for you, babe.”

Their clean‑up looked like a crime scene at best: pizza boxes slimed with cold grease in the bin, her ruined knickers stuffed into his pocket like contraband, an office that still hummed with the stink of sweat and spunk no janitor spray would smother. At the glass door, Sophie paused, fixing herself in the reflection. Hair fucked, eyeliner trails carved down her cheeks, blouse gaping. Still the filthiest vixen he’d ever seen.

“Anyone clocks us like this, they’ll know exactly what we’ve been up to.” She laughed, wickedly.

Matt grinned back, cock spent but still twitching. “Let ’em look. Fair play, let ’em see.”

In the lift, she sagged against him, head bumping into his shoulder, her body still damp and warm. “Kayode mentioned somethin’, by the way. For next time.”

His cock, sore and drained, gave a stupid lurch at those two words. Next time. Christ. “Yeah?”

“Place in Camden. Bar called Obsidian.” Her eyes glinted, daring. “He reckons it could be a game‑changer for us both. But only if you’re there with me. Always together, my stag.” Her fingers interlaced tight with his, sticky and trembling but sure.

The lift doors slid open to the dead lobby, cold marble and strip lights humming above. Matt stepped out with her clutched to his side like treasure, chest hammered hollow with exhaustion yet buzzing like he could run miles. He thought back to how it started – hearing Kayode’s laugh in her office, rage boiling, ready to catch her out. Thought it’d be the death of his marriage. Turns out it was the rebirth. Dirtier, rawer, stronger than ever. Proper sorted.

“Obsidian,” he repeated, tasting the word. Dark, dangerous, tempting. “Sounds perfect.”

They shoved through the revolving doors into the London night, air sharp against their damp skin. Sophie tucked against him, still his, always his. Husband and wife. Stag and vixen. Exactly as they were meant to be – messy, filthy, proud.


four
Holiday Heat
When in Rome, Tits Out


Ishoved my sunglasses back up my sweaty nose and tried not to swear. Some little sod had just kicked sand all over our towel again—third bloody time—and Anna’s book was now gritty. Perfect. Exactly the Spanish holiday vibe I was going for.

“That’s it.” I sat up, brushing sand off my chest. “Come on, let’s move down the beach. Fewer bloody kids over that way.”

Anna peered at me over the top of her paperback, squinting in the Spanish sun. Her shoulders were already pinking. That English rose skin of hers—burns in a day, peels in two. Gorgeous even when she’s cursing the suncream.

“We’ve only just got settled,” she said, weak protest at best. Then another shriek went up from the cricket match behind us, and she winced. “Actually… maybe you’re right.”

She sat up—robe falling open—and Christ. That bikini. Powder blue, skimpier than anything she’d ever wear back in England. The top barely holding her tits, spilling from the sides. The bottoms tugged tight, strings pulled high on her hips, fabric straining over her mound, the perfect outline of her cunt pressed into it. My cock lurched hard, straining against damp nylon. Four inches fighting like it was trying to be ten.

“What are you even reading?” I reached for her book, caught a glimpse of the contents before she yanked it away, face flooding pink down her chest.

“Nothing!”

“Didn’t look like nothing. I swear I saw the word ‘throbbing’ in there.” I grinned, bundling the towel into our bag like a smug bastard.

“Hardly. Well—maybe once.” She rolled her eyes, but a smile edged her lips. “It was filthier than expected, actually. Think you’d approve.”

“You dirty thing.” I pulled her close, hand sliding under her robe to squeeze the warm curve of her arse. “Getting hot and bothered on a family beach?”

She swatted me away—but not before my fingers pressed into the heat of her skin. “Pack up the drinks before you spill something.”

I slung the tote over my shoulder and followed as she walked ahead, watching every swing of that perfect arse. The robe blew open in the breeze, flashing the strings tied at her hips. Men we passed tried to hide their glances—some didn’t even bother. Bloody understandable. My wife. My little showstopper.

“That lifeguard’s staring,” I muttered, leaning close.

“Stop it.” But she straightened up, tilted her tits higher. Subconscious? No chance. She bloody knew.

“Best view on the whole beach. No contest.”

She elbowed me. “Speaking of views…” She flicked her chin towards a surfer rinsing down by the showers. “Bet he’s hiding something huge under those shorts.”

I laughed, but Christ—my cock twitched painfully. She knew exactly what she was doing, winding me up with it. My wife talking about other men’s cocks—hot and dangerous like fire under the skin.

We walked on. The shrieks faded, the crowds thinned. Families gave way to topless couples, then serious sunbathers. I clocked my first set of bare tits, German or Dutch, sprawled out like it was the most normal thing in the world.

“Getting more European the further south we go,” I joked.

Then we rounded a dune past some amber flags—and bloody hell. Stark bollock-naked everywhere. Men, women, even a group of lads smashing a volleyball about, cocks swinging like pendulums every time they jumped.

Anna froze, clutching her robe tight. “Oh my god. Tom. They’re naked. I told you we shouldn’t… we shouldn’t have walked this far.”

“Not complaining.” Couldn’t hide the laugh or the twitch in my shorts. “Look at the state of them. Swinging bollocks danger zone on the volleyball court.”

She gawped at them, cheeks flaming. Me, all I could see in my head was her; robe falling, her tits out in this filthy arena, showing up every pair here. Christ, if her nipples were free in this sun, they’d make half these German wives look like dinner ladies.

“We should go back—” she hissed, but her eyes were locked on the nude crowd, flicking from cock to tits to arse.

“Why? It’s quieter.” I gestured at the open sand. “No brats, no bloody beach cricket.”

“Because we’ve got clothes on. We stick out like idiots.”

“So take something off,” I smirked at her gasp. “When in Rome…” I nodded at a well-preserved woman nearby. “Look at that one—perky arse, granted, but she’s no Anna Jeffries.”

She slapped my arm but smiled despite herself. “Cheeky sod. But you’re right, she’s nothing compared to me.”

And fuck me, she was right. That bikini clung to her nipples, poking against her see-through robe like they were begging for daylight.

I pointed toward a shack further down. “Beach bar. Let’s get some Dutch courage.”

She gave a humourless laugh. “Might need a whole bottle of it if you think I’m stripping in public.”

Our footsteps slowed by the volleyball match. Six naked blokes, balls flying everywhere. Literal balls. Anna’s gaze was fixed on one particularly gifted player, cock swinging like a weapon.

“You like watching,” I teased, elbowing her. “Don’t pretend you don’t.”

“Stop…” she whispered, flustered, but the smile broke through. “You’re obsessed.”

Yeah. Obsessed with her tits bouncing free here. Obsessed with her standing topless beside giants and not flinching. Obsessed with every bloke looking at her like she was already half theirs.

Then I saw them. Two gods at the edge of the water—tanned, muscular, lounging with a pair of topless women. Both stark naked, and Christ almighty, hung like thoroughbreds, even when soft. Monsters compared to me. My cock twitched pitifully by comparison. And Anna’s gaze? Fixed. Locked.

“It’s just like your porn, isn’t it?” she murmured, cheeks crimson. “Strangers watching. You love it.”

“Seen the size of those two?” My throat tight. “That’s not porn, love. That’s the bloody Olympics compared to the rubber thing you’ve got tucked in the drawer back home.”

She laughed, shocked at herself, swatting me. “Tom. Shut up!”

But she was flushed deeper, tipsy already from the fantasy. My cock leaking precum into my shorts. This—this was it. The real-life version of every bedroom whisper between us.

At the shack-cum-bar, we ordered wine. Rosé in plastic cups. Surprisingly decent. Anna downed hers in gulps, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Dirty. Gorgeous.

“Another?” I signalled already.

“Careful,” she teased, as he poured more. “You’ll get me drunk—and you know what happens then.”

“I know exactly what happens.” I raised an eyebrow, grinning. “Naughty Anna makes an appearance.”

She sipped, looking through her lashes at the nude expanse. “Maybe that’s what you’re hoping for.”

We picked a spot on the sand, spread out towels. And immediately—two things screamed at me: the volleyball lads still slamming around bare-arsed, and those Adonises, twenty metres off, lounging, both hung like they could ruin a marriage in a minute.

I nudged her, gesturing to a middle-aged woman with fake tits. “You’d put her to shame. Easy.”

“Stop it.” She snorted, wine spraying slightly.

“I’m serious. You’ll stand out more with that top on. Everyone else has theirs off.”

She drained another gulp, slammed the cup down. “Fine.” Her voice crackled with defiance, nerves betraying her eyes. “Only to not stand out and because it’s hot.”

My pulse hammered. She shrugged her robe off completely. Then, her hand went to her back clasp, fumbling. Eyes darting, as if half the beach were sneaking looks. Those Mediterranean bastards both turned. One smirked—cocky, dark-haired, arm draped like a god. Bastard winked directly at her.

And Anna—Jesus fuck—her fingers finished their work, and the clasp popped. Her bikini top fell. Out spilt those tits—my wife’s tits—pale and perfect, nipples stiff in the breeze. Pink rising across her chest. She stood there, topless, trying too hard to act casual.

“There.” Her voice was breathy, trembling. “Happy now?”

“Bloody ecstatic.” My cock was tenting my shorts shamelessly. I didn’t care. She looked incredible.

She fiddled with her towel, but I saw her eyes scanning reactions. And the bastards staring—proper staring—one of them still fucking winking like he already had a claim. Anna didn’t look away. She smiled. Actually smiled at him. My chest flipped. My cock stiffened so hard it hurt.

“Not bad, eh?” I muttered, sliding my shades as if to catch the men’s line of sight on her bare tits.

And then she shocked me again—eyes darting, lips quirking. “Well? Everyone else is starkers. You're not going to get your cock out, then?”

I spat wine, spluttered down my chest. “Christ, Anna!”

She laughed, setting up her towel before lying back, tits brazen in the sun. “What? When in Rome, right?”

The players noticed. One missed the ball entirely, gawping at my wife’s tits. The Adonis was still openly feasting his eyes. Anna leaned back, sunglasses on, pretending calm but smiling. She stretched—arched her back—pushing those tits skywards like she bloody loved being seen.

“People are watching,” I whispered, warning and confession all at once.

“Isn’t that what you wanted?” she replied, eyes closed, sly smile playing on her lips.

Fuck yes. My cock ached. And somehow worse—she hadn’t denied it. She wanted it too.
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The Stranger’s Hands

Anna rolled onto her stomach, twisting her face away from the sun. Arse up, bikini bottoms sawing greedily between her cheeks, the strings cutting into soft hips. Fabric stretched taut over her mound, the outline screaming to be pulled aside. She wriggled to settle, and that peachy bum rippled like she was showing it off.

"This is ridiculous," she muttered, nodding at the group nearby. "Everyone's watching me already."

Fuck, she wasn't wrong. Three Spanish lads sprawled twenty metres away, fake‑chatting while their eyes crawled over her. Older couples too, not even hiding it. My cock hammered against my shorts, leaking just from their stares burning into my wife.

"'Cause you're gorgeous," I told her, dropping beside her. "Showed up every other woman here."

Those bikini strings dug little dimples into her arse cheeks. Obscene. Tits squashed sideways against the towel—perfect mounds flattened and spilling. Christ, if she peeled the bottoms off, too, it would feel like Christmas. My wife. Naked. On display.

I felt a movement out of the corner of my eye. Two shadows heading straight at us.

Holy fucking Christ. Them. The same Adonises we clocked earlier. Tall, lean one—the smug prick who winked—strolling stark naked like Poseidon himself, cock dangling hefty and thick between his thighs. Even soft it crushed me. Veiny, heavy, arrogant. His mate behind, stockier, all chest and arms, and as for between his legs—Jesus—a thing like that needed planning permission.

They stopped just shy of us, pretending idle chat, eyes ticking back constantly to Anna. Dark one glanced at me, too. Measuring me. Like deciding if I even counted.

My heart was trying to punch out my ribs. Instinct said drag a towel over her, shield her. Cock betrayed me, dripping already at the thought of him kneeling closer. His hands on her.

He broke away from his mate—casual, confident, every muscle all golden lines. Cock swaying like a damned weapon. Face smug, stubbled, of course handsome.

"Excuse me," he said, low, smooth, thick‑accented. "The sun here, very strong. English skin burns easily, no?" His gaze glued to Anna's bare shoulders. “You need lotion?”

He nodded back at his mate, who grinned and called, "¡Hola!"

"I am Alejandro," smooth as oil, eyes never leaving Anna's back. "That is my friend Diego."

He crouched beside our towels, arse in the sand, cock lying thick against his thigh. Close enough I could see the texture of his skin—tanned all over, not a bloody tan line in sight.

"You are from London, yes?" He smiled directly at Anna now. "I hear the accent. Very beautiful."

"Kentish Town," she replied, voice higher than usual. Nervous. My wife, talking to a nude Adonis while her tits lay bare in the sun.

"Ah, I know this place. Many beautiful English couples visit from there." Something in his tone—deliberate, loaded. His eyes flicked to me, measuring. "They come to... experience Spain properly."

Anna's eyes widened slightly. "Oh? And what does that mean?"

"Freedom." He gestured around. "No rules like England. No... how you say... restrictions."

"We're not exactly restricted at home," I cut in, playing along. "Anna's quite adventurous."

My wife shot me a look—half shock, half warning—but Alejandro just smiled wider, nodding like we'd passed some test.

"I can see this," he said, eyes trailing across Anna's bare back. "Some women—they need permission. Others... they just need opportunity."

Swallowed so hard I nearly choked. My fucking luck. This bronzed God, cock hanging in my eye‑line, asking to touch my topless wife.

"Yeah, sure, mate," I muttered, acting casual like this wasn't every jerk‑fantasy I'd sweated over. "She's hopeless at her own back."

Anna turned, startled by the sight looming over her. "Oh! I—uh—"

"Is no problem, señora." He was already kneeling beside her, thigh brushing the towel. "I help. Sun here is dangerous."

Hat tipped down, sunglasses in place, I leaned back like it was a normal Tuesday. Inside, pulse hammering, my cock stiff and messy against cotton.

He took our bottle, poured a puddle on her pale skin and pressed his bronze hands down. She squeaked at the cold.

"Cold!" Nervous laugh. "That's alright—yes—"

He worked circles over her shoulders, confident, broad‑fingered, lotion shining wet in the sun. Contrast gorgeous—his bronze hands swallowing her pale back. Claiming her.

"Relax," he whispered, leaning close. "So tense, bella…"

Her eyes shut. Throat gave a tiny sound—half laugh, half moan. My cock jolted, precum oozing.

Through dark lenses, I saw everything. Hands sliding slow. Down her spine. His soft cock brushing the towel beside her hip—so close she must feel that warm weight. Christ, she knew.

The knot? Bollocks. This was an invasion. Those hands exploring. Hands the size to crush compared to mine. Cock likely twice me. Easy.

"Turn more," he murmured, shifting her. "Yes. Beautiful."

Her tits flattened further into the towel, swelled sideways like they were begging to be freed. His thumbs pushed into the dimples of her arse.

Her breath snagged. "That's… that's enough now, I think."

But no movement to go. Staying still. Let him.

"Just relax," he murmured, thumbs digging deeper. "Body wants this. Tension here..." His fingers pressed into a knot near her shoulder blade. "And here."

Anna gasped—soft, barely audible. Her fingers curled into the towel.

"You have stress in London? Your husband works long hours, perhaps?"

She laughed—nervous, breathy. "Sometimes. We both do."

His hands slid lower, tracing her spine like he was memorising it. "Life is too short for only work. For only one... experience."

Anna's eyes were closed now, face turned away from me, but I could see her lips parted, breath coming faster. The bastard knew exactly what he was doing—working her like an instrument he'd played a hundred times before.

"My wife gets bored easily," I offered, voice thick despite myself. "Always looking for new thrills."

"Tom!" she hissed, but there was no real bite to it.

Alejandro's eyes glittered, dark and knowing. "All beautiful women deserve... variety. It's natural."

His thumbs traced circles at the dimples above her arse, lingering longer each time. I watched Anna's thighs press together, then part slightly—unconscious response to the heat building between them.

"Your husband watches you well," Alejandro whispered, low enough I barely caught it. "This is good. Caring man."

"So soft," Alejandro purred. "Perfect woman. Perfect skin."

His hands continued to explore. Brushed the side curve of her tit where it spilt out under her ribs. I froze. My wife. Stranger's fingers on her breast. And she didn't swat him away. Jesus, she let him.

Still, I kept still. Hat tipped. Sunglasses hiding. Cock swelling so hard the head poked from my shorts, dripping spot already dark.

His thumbs traced her back lower, into her waistline, teasing the edge of her blue bottoms, thumb ghosting over the top of her crack.

"That's—quite far enough," she mumbled. But then hips betrayed her—tiny shift, lifting into him.

"Tell me to stop…" Alejandro's voice husky, hovering. "You don't want me to stop."

Her lips stayed sealed. Her breathing deeper, faster.

"Arms up, bella," he instructed. "Above head. Lotion spreads even."

And she obeyed. Arms stretching out, back arched—fuck—arse up, bikini pulled taut into a full camel‑toe. Slit imprint visible and obscene. Her cunt on show to us. Beach could see it. Did she know? Of course she knew. Dirty secret—the thrill lit her cheeks.

"Beautiful," he muttered, fingers running her ribs, scribbling dirty borders between tit‑curve and side.

Keep still, Tom. Pretend rest. Don't let them see you leaking like a teenager. My cock was agony, a wet patch spreading larger, precum oozing.

Alejandro's hand gripped her hip possessively, thumb circling lazily. "Maybe lotion in front too, no?"

"Oh, I—I think I'm good," Anna cut, laugh tense.

But his hand didn't leave. Stayed on her hip. Arse gave a nervous twitch against him. Eyes closed like she couldn't bear to admit. She liked it. She bloody liked it.

He shifted the towel under her, "comfort adjustment." Bullshit. It widened her thighs, blue cloth stretching across wetter lines, now darker. Sweat or arousal? Both? We were both watching her cunt sweat out lust.

Nearby, the Spanish lads are openly gawping now. Another couple blatantly staring. My wife—fucking centrepiece—smeared with sun lotion under a stranger.

His hand dipped waistband again, paused. "Later, perhaps, I will show you real places here. Private. Coves. Dunes…" His eyes met mine just once. Teasing. "Places for freedom."

Anna's cheeks glowed. "I…"

"Many couples from London, they find... liberation here." His voice dropped lower, fingers still tracing the edge of her bottoms. "Especially from Kentish Town. Strange, no? But I have met several."

Anna's eyes fluttered open, darting to try and find mine briefly. "How lucky,"

"Not luck." He smirked. "Some men know what their women truly want. What they need." His hand rested flat on her lower back, possessive. "And some women are made for more pleasure than one man alone can give."

He stood then, cock swinging heavier than before, definitely thicker. Semi-hard from touching my wife, the cocky bastard not even hiding it.

"The dunes there," he pointed toward a stretch of higher sand beyond the beach edge. "Very private. Many couples go for... sun without lines." His eyes locked with mine directly. "Some husbands like to watch their wives enjoy the full Spanish experience."

Anna buried her face in her arms, but not before I caught her cheeks burning crimson, her teeth catching her bottom lip.

"Think on it, bella."

He went back to Diego. Both casting looks back. My mouth dry, cock throbbing into sodden fabric.

Anna curled on her side, stiff with tension, eyes wide. "Oh my god. Did that just happen?"

I pulled the hat up and yawned as if I’d been asleep. "What's that, love?"

"Don't you dare," she hissed, smacking my arm. "You were watching the whole time."

I grinned. Couldn't help the filth soaking me. "Blame me?"

Her eyes dropped to my crotch. The tent was obvious, but the leak mark was far more telling. "You're—fuck, you're actually hard from this."

"Aren't you?" I shot back.

Colour flushed, but no denial. Just: "He… he asked me to go with him. To those dunes."

My cock bucked. "And?"

"I couldn't."

"But you wanted—"

She bit her lip. Didn't answer out loud. Her face screamed it.

"It's just a fantasy, Tom," she whispered. "You know that."

I brushed her hair back, smiled sharply. "Doesn't have to be."

Her eyes flicked to me, shocked. "What?"

"What if it wasn't pretend?" I murmured lower. "What if we let it. Made it real."

"You'd let me?" Her voice trembled, dare bleeding into it.

"Let?" I laughed darkly. "Christ, Anna, I'd fucking love it."

Her breath caught. We stared. World blurred. Line crossed.

"He's coming back," she whispered, heart in throat.

And yeah—Alejandro again, smile cocky, cock heavy-swinging, eyes straight on us.

"Have you thought on my offer?" he asked, voice velvet filth. Looked long at Anna. Then at me. "Both of you?"
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My Wife, Split Open

Alejandro’s eyes caught mine again. Bastard had that look — smug, predatory, like he already owned the ending of this story. Smooth. Confident. Dominant without lifting a finger.

“Will you come with me?” he asked, voice low, rolling like smoke. He didn’t need the answer. Everyone on this bloody stretch of sand could feel it.

Anna’s cheeks glowed crimson, deeper than any sunburn. Christ, she was pink down her chest too, nipples stiff and pointing straight at him, practically begging for his hands. The sweat between her tits glistened like oil, catching the Spanish sun.

Her thighs clamped together, then shifted, opening just enough to tease. Subtle and obvious all at once. She waved her hand like it was just the heat, fanning herself, pretending her breathlessness was from the weather.

“So hot,” she whispered.

Too right. Too fucking right. My wife on heat, sitting there like some middle-class slut ready to bolt for cock.

The fabric of her bikini bottoms — originally powder-blue — was now visibly darker. Christ, you could probably see the damp patch back in Blighty. Anna’s eyes flicked like a trapped animal between me and him. No, not trapped. Hungry. That look I recognised from home, from the nights she rode the biggest toy, head thrown back, cunt dripping, tits bouncing. Same look. But this was real. Raw. No silicone rubber, no fantasy. Him. Alejandro.

I’d whispered fantasies for years. Sat in bed with her, muttering, “What if another man, love? A bigger cock, stretching that tight little hole of yours…” Dirty play. Laughs. Safe. Toyed with it. Never touching real.

Until now.

He crouched down beside her, deliberate. His cock hanging loose, heavy between bronzed thighs, thickening before my eyes. Truth, it looked fucking dangerous.

“Come,” he murmured, voice silk-wrapped command. “Just a little. Away from this noise. The dunes. Private.”

Anna’s laugh came sharp, nervous, cutting the air. She didn’t pull from him, though. His hand touched her shoulder — contact enough to jolt my cock alive in my shorts. She looked at me, fuck, half-guilty, half-thrill.

And me? I forced an easy nod. “Go on, love. I’ll grab a nap.” Casual tone, like I wasn’t thrumming with nerves, cock leaking steadily, wet patch growing bigger than my palm. My cock was drawing maps of stains on my shorts while I waved her into another bloke’s arms.

She picked up the blanket from under us, hugging it instinctively. It wasn’t shame that made her grab it. I knew. It was preparation. Something to fuck on. Blankets in dunes didn’t mean naps, they meant my wife spread and moaning. I nearly squirted right there just realising it.

She stood, tits bouncing, that robe already a lost memory, her sodden bottoms hanging low. Took his offered hand like it had always been waiting there for her. Both walking away from me. Him, proud cock swinging with every step. Her, topless wife of mine, tits shaking with each stride like they knew the way.

Everyone knew. Spanish lads gawped outright. An older couple smirked at me, a shrug in return. There was no mistaking what it meant. Point of no bloody return. Anna Jeffries — my wife — being led by a naked stranger to somewhere ‘private’.

I stayed put till they vanished behind the first dune, then stood, adjusted my trunks, like that might hide my stiff cock! Pretended casual. Some bloke off for a walk. Not some husband tailing his missus into dunes to watch her get filled.

Feet burning in the sand, pulse thumping stupid in my ears, I went after them.

When I caught them again, they were further than I thought — deep. Hidden inside twisting dunes, high banks making a private gorge. My Anna swayed her hips with each step ahead of him, arse cheeks wobbling proudly with each movement, strings riding dangerously low on her hips. No way she wasn’t showing off. Hotwife strut — sultry bounce that said she knew eyes were eating her alive.

She looked like a slut. My wife. My Anna. Arse flexing, tits enjoying their time in the hot sun. His gaze tethered to her back end like a predator. He reached out, cupped an arse cheek bold as brass, hand digging into her peach. Possessive already. She didn’t protest.

Scrub scratched at my arms as I ducked behind bushes. Hiding. Heart battering my ribs, cock twitching so hard precum smeared my skin raw as I shifted inside trunks.

Alejandro pulled her into the shade under the highest dune, a natural dip, practically hidden. Except not from me. From my hole in the scrub I had perfect sightlines, every detail on show.

He spun her, lips crashing into hers. Messy kisses, wet and urgent. His hands full of my wife’s tits, mashing them hard. Her blanket slid from her grip, landed on the sand and was forgotten.

“We shouldn’t—Tom—” Anna gasped against his mouth, voice torn between duty and raw need.

Alejandro smiled, lips still grazing hers. “He wants this, bella. Look around. He’s watching already.”

And fuck me — she turned her head, eyes sweeping dunes, landed straight on me. Locked.

I froze. My cock throbbed violently in my shorts, knowing she could spot it tenting.

Her lips parted. A breathless pause. Then — that smile. Filthy, secretive. She turned back to him with it glued to her face.

Holy fuck. She was doing it for me. Not just her. Not guilt. Our fantasy made flesh.

I nearly broke the bush I was crouched against as she kneeled to spread the blanket over the sand. Setting the stage. Porn unfolding. A few dozen metres away, tourists draped under umbrellas while my respectable wife laid bedsheets for another man’s cock.

Alejandro groaned into her lips as they kissed again, his body pressed flush. His cock — visibly iron-hard now — ground along her belly, leaving a smear of shiny pre down her skin. His hands pawed her tits like fruit in a market, shoving roughly, thumbs flicking across stiff nipples until Anna moaned into him.

One hand dragged lower, edging down to those flimsy bottoms. He yanked. Quick knot slip, side strings sagged. Down they went. Anna gasped, stepping shyly yet deliberately out of them. And there she was. Naked. Middle of the day. Skin pale and flushed red in spots, cunt swollen, puffy, ripe with dripping gloss.

Christ almighty. First time I’d ever seen her bare outside. Naked under the raw open air.

Alejandro wasted nothing. He grabbed her hand, wrapped it around his now hard and proud cock. Her neat fingers barely curled halfway. From where I sat, my stomach dropped: Christ, it dwarfed her hand. Dwarfed mine, hers, fucking anything.

“Oh my god.” Anna stuttered it, staring down. “It’s… you’re so…”

“Big?” Alejandro smirked. “Much bigger than your husband, hm?”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t deny. She stroked, slow, measuring him against her memories of me like a scientific test that already had its result. Eight inches? More. Thicker than her wrist. A thick vein swollen and standing out proud. She just kept stroking, as if hypnotised by its size.

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered. And dropped to her knees.

So fucking fast her tits bounced. Sand clung to her knees immediately. My posh, middle-class wife, kneeling in Spanish sand in front of that monster cock.

“Yes. Open that mouth for me.”

She obeyed. Head tilted, lips parting, eyes wide at the sheer fat of the head bobbing in front of her.

Her mouth sealed to the crown. One wet kiss. Then she opened. Christ, she opened wide, hungry. Moan deep in her throat on breath in as she took the shaft. Her cheeks caved as she sucked, drool spilling already.

Jesus Christ, my wife is gagging. On another man’s cock. Hacking, spit stringing to her chin, mascara bleeding out of the corners. She coughed tight but went back down again, greedy, as though choking was the pleasure.

“That’s it, bella. Throat it. Take more.” His hand knotted her hair, forcing her bob.

My shorts discarded, my cock was out, small in my hand, dripping buckets of precum. Four inches, useless compared to what she gagged down. Yet I couldn’t stop stroking, jerking in rhythm with her.

She worked at him, smears of spit along his shaft, gags echoing in the sandy cove. Each time she pulled off, thick ropes of drool tethered her chin to him.

Minutes bleeding, him groaning every time she managed to throat him, impossibly taking every inch. Then suddenly, Alejandro pulled free. Hand still tangled in her hair, he dragged her up. “Enough. I want your pussy now!”

He pushed her down flat on the blanket, her body sprawling open. My wife’s cunt right there, hairless, lips shining and split visibly wet. Inner folds swelled into a pronounced pout. Glossy enough that the sun made her leak glint.

Christ almighty. She was begging with her cunt without words.

Alejandro knelt between her legs, cock standing proud, darker and heavier than before. He rubbed his fat head through her slit, coating himself with her excitement. Anna trembled, hips thrusted up, whining, grateful for his touch.

“I shouldn’t… Tom’s right there…” she panted, eyes flickering past him right at me.

“Yes,” Alejandro growled, aiming himself. “Yes, bella. He wants this. He needs it.”

And so did I. Fucking yes, I did.

“Fuck, he’s so much—ahhh fuck!” Her words shredded into a cry as he rammed forward. Breached her in one horrible-beautiful stroke, splitting, stretching.

Her body bucked, spine bowed, toes curled in handfuls of sand, mouth open in a scream.

She’d never stretched like that for me. Not open like that. Not even for the toys at home. Watching his cockhead disappear between lips that barely managed to stretch over him — it made my balls tighten instantly.

I clawed my cock in my fist, precum slicking my palm, watching and wanking like a madman.

Alejandro groaned, holding inside, her walls clamped insane. “So tight. Your little English cunt so tight on me.”

Anna whimpered up at the hot blue sky, hands clenched white on the blanket. “Oh god, oh god, oh god…”

Then he started to move. Pull back, cock dragging out wet, only head left. Slam forward. Bodies collided. Her tits bounced brutally, a spray of sand sticking to sweating curves. Wet slap of cock into cunt echoing clearly.

“It’s too big — so big!” Anna cried, voice pitching sharper. She wrapped her legs around his waist, betraying herself, forcing him deeper.

My breath slammed to a stop when she screamed: “Tom — he’s inside me — ohhhhhh.” Her eyes were on me as he split her open. Not looking at him. At me. Pulling me into this.

She never screamed like that for me. Never lost voice, moaned with cracked fire. She was dripping around his shaft, shining wet lines with every slam. Christ, it looked obscene — my wife’s cunt drowning around another man.

Alejandro snarled. “Good little slut. Stretching for me. Husband’s watching.” Each thrust came harsher, muscles powering as he sped up, piston hammering through her.

She didn’t care about beach sounds anymore. Moans high, loud — cry after cry. Hand between their squelching crotches, rubbing clit fiercely. “Yes, yes, harder — don’t you stop! So deep — God — I’m gonna—”

Her orgasm fried her spine, arched it, pulled her balls tight. Her scream jagged, carried by the wind across the beach. Cunt clenching visibly around him. His shaft locked in that greedy fuck hole that used to be just mine, juices streaming up and down.

Alejandro ploughed on, folding her back near double, pinning her thighs to her chest. His sweat dripping bronze onto pale tits.

She begged it out, wet-eyed, hair plastered: “Cum in me. Fill me. Breed me, please.”

One final piston, savage, forced throat cry from her — and he came. Face twisted, muscles strained and exploded violently. His balls rocked heavily against her as he unloaded his spunk. My wife moaned, slutty smile across her face as hot Latin cum spurted inside.

I wanted to weep. Another man’s cum… Inside her cunt…

I wanked faster, matching his pumps as he let his cock twitch and balls empty to fill her greedy pussy.

When finally he pulled out — white cum already bubbling down her slit, dripping onto the cheeks of her arse, pooling on the towel. Her hole was gaping, stretched wide, not closing. My dream come to life.

Anna collapsed, tits covered in their sweat and saliva. Breathing ragged, face messy with mascara. Words left her: fucked. Spent. Glorious.

And Alejandro, satisfied, rubbed his cum-and-juice-soaked cock across her face like a filthy paintbrush. She stuck her tongue out, licking their mess, gasps breaking into greedy hums.

I broke. Too much. Wanking exploding into white fire, ropes spurted over the bush, sand, knuckles. My orgasm crushed me, ripped my knees weak.

Breath rattling, I stared still, leaking aftershocks. And Anna — staring knowingly back. Still cum-dripped, still smiling — dreamy, satisfied, filthy. She knew. Christ, she knew I loved it.
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Spit-Roast Coronation

My wife was sprawled on the blanket like a goddess wrecked by cock. Sun beating down, sweat slicking every inch of her pale skin until she gleamed like she’d been dipped in oil. Her chest rose and fell madly, tits bouncing with each breath, nipples stiff little pegs glistening with sweat. Her face — glazed, cock-drunk, slack-jawed and filthy — told me the truth: she wasn’t finished. Not by half.

Alejandro’s spunk still drooled freely from her slit, globs of white cream clinging to her swollen lips before trailing down her inner thighs. The cum clotted with grains of sand, dirty paste smeared to her soft skin. Christ, my wife — frosted in spunk and grit, her fingers trembling circles around her clit to keep herself right there on the edge. I’d never seen her like this. Used. Ruined. And somehow… never more beautiful. My perfect little slut goddess.

I knelt in the scrub, cock raw in my fist, jerking on instinct even though I’d emptied myself minutes before. Stupid, guilty fist shining with drying spunk, dick still aching and flushed, already twitching like it wanted to give her another load. They knew I was here. Every groan, every slow thrust earlier had been a show for me. And Christ alive, I wanted to see more.

Alejandro bent to her neck again, whispering into her ear in that silk-soft Spanish. She giggled. The filthiest sound I’d ever heard in my life — sweet Anna giggling through the drip-drip of his cum leaking from her cunt. Absolutely ruined me in the best way.

Then—footsteps behind. The crunch of sand. My lungs froze up.

Diego. That other bastard. Stockier, harder lines, scar cutting his face raw, eyes like hunger. He walked past my so-called hiding spot like he knew exactly where to find me. Not even fucking subtle. His cock swung in rhythm like a heavy weapon, and this time it was erect.

Jesus fuck. Alejandro had been a monster. This was worse — thicker, longer, meaner. Christ, my entire cock looked like a biro beside this battering ram. Nine, ten inches? I don’t know. Thick veins twisting along the shaft. One fat crown at the top like an engorged plum, angry-red, spitting precum down its length as it bobbed.

My stomach fell through me. They’d planned this out — I saw that now. My Anna… about to get cock number two. Bigger. Meaner. I should’ve panicked, should’ve shouted. I didn’t. I wanted it. My wife’s hole stuffed again, made to fit more cock than I ever could give her. Exactly the filth I’d whispered into her ear at home, wanking myself while she rode the biggest dildo in our box. But this… this lad was flesh-and-blood, bigger than any toy I’d dared buy her.

Would she even manage it? Of course she would. She’d begged bigger from me a dozen times. Always wanted that stretch. Always wanted more.

Diego stalked down into the hollow, cock first. Anna’s eyes went wide, pinned there on the beast swinging between his thighs. She licked her lips before she even knew she had — like an addict sniffing powder. Hungry.

“You want more, yes?” Alejandro drawled, fingers stroking her hair. “My friend, he wants to meet you properly.”

Anna half-sat, breathing ragged. “I… I should get back to Tom.”

My heart slammed. Was this the moment she broke?

But Diego’s eyes flicked to me, bullet-hard. “Your husband. He’s enjoying the view.” His accent made it deeper, rougher. He jerked his chin at me. “Look at him. Wanking with his little toy cock.”

Heat exploded through me — arousal and shame choking my chest. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t hide.

Anna’s gaze found mine again, steady across the sand. A questioning look hung there — one last chance to stop it. Then her lips curled up. Not soft. Not girlish. Filthy. Knowing.

“Maybe… a little more,” she whispered, eyes flicking back to Diego’s monster prick. “It’s… so big, though…”

Oh fuck yes. She wanted it. My quiet English wife wanted this bastard’s cock. Cum still leaking from her holes, pussy soaked, drunk on wine, on heat, on cock.

Diego moved like a soldier. No slow tease, no asking. Clamped her chin in his hand, fat cockhead pressing against those pout lips of hers.

“Open.”

My heart about exploded. Ten inches. My Anna. My slut wife — about to choke down this monster.

Her lips parted. She moaned around the crown before he’d even shoved it in, the sheer sight of it undoing her. Then Diego pushed, hard, and her pink mouth stretched lewd around the swollen head.

She gurgled, cheeks sucking in. Spit streamed instantly, coating his shaft in wet trails, dripping in strings off her chin and onto her tits. A mess in two thrusts.

“Good slut,” Diego rasped down at her. “Deeper.”

Alejandro wasn’t idle. Like clockwork, he pulled at her hips, so her arse lifted high. Cum still slick on her folds, his cock slid back in one smooth, filthy glide. A wet squelch echoed as her hole swallowed him whole.

My wife. My classy, blushing, middle-class Anna — spit-roasted in the dunes, wetter than I’d ever known her. Two pricks pumping her from both ends.

My legs betrayed me. Before I knew it, I was staggering out of my spot, sand crunching under me, pulled into the stink of sweat and sex like it was religion. The noises alone — gagging, moaning, the squelching suck of sloppy cunt juice and slapping of balls — filled my skull. My cock sharpened painfully hard in my palm, precum slicking my fist as I tugged myself again, eyes locked on her.

Diego’s gaze cut sideways. “Míralo. He can’t stop.”

Alejandro grinned over Anna’s back, cock rutting relentlessly. “He loves this. Your husband loves to watch.”

“Yes,” I gasped, no hiding it now. “Yes — use her, fuck my wife!”

Anna twisted her eyes back toward me, already full of cock. The muffled sound she made — some hoarse attempt at yes around Diego’s shaft. She gagged, drooled down her chin. The bastard yanked out with a brutal pop, strands of spit webbing her face to his shaft.

She gasped, mascara streaming down her cheeks, lipstick gone. “Stretch my cunt open! Do it harder!”

I nearly came just from hearing her. My wife — my bloody Anna — begging like some pornstar whore in front of me.

She grabbed Diego’s slick shaft in both hands, smearing her own spit across her face with it, painting her cheeks with dirty streaks. “Yes, fill me everywhere — don’t stop!”

Diego snarled, gripped her hair, and forced it back down her throat. “Open wider. Stretch for it, whore.”

Her gag-tremors rattled through me; throat bulging visible, spit erupting past his shaft, frothing into a wet ring at her lips. Tears burst from her eyes and streamed, mascara in black rivulets down her face — and still she moaned, fingers clawing at his hips, dragging him deeper.

“This bitch takes cock like she was made for it,” Diego spat — at me. “Natural fucking whore.”

Alejandro’s voice contrasted, smooth and velvet filth as he pumped her sopping cunt. “Sí, hermosa, show your husband. Show him what a cockslut you are.”

She tore off Diego’s cock again, panting, spit chin-dribbled: “I’m your slut! Your holiday slut! Tom — look, look at me! Your wife’s a dirty cockslut!”

My knees buckled. Truth — shouted in my face. Loved it.

Diego and Alejandro switched with wordless hunger, as seamless as soldiers swapping rifles. Anna rolled flat onto her back, legs thrown open, cunt glistening gaping, milky-white with spunk.

Diego’s bulk loomed over her. His cock — Christ — it looked impossible against her small frame. That fat head pushed down against her slit, parting lips still stretched red from cock.

“Please,” she whimpered, biting down, voice shaky, still greedy. “Go slow… it’s so big.”

He didn’t. One pressure, one relentless drive forward. Her cunt peeled open round him like a flower splitting apart, lips strained obscenely tight round the fat girth.

“Too big!” Anna shrieked, scream tearing her throat. Then one heartbeat later, spin-flip to filth: “Don’t stop! Oh god, don’t stop!”

My eyes nearly rolled from the sight — inch after thick inch vanishing up her body, cunt squeezed down white round his cock, now creamy juices bubbling out frothy underneath him. Her back arched, her tits bouncing wildly, voice a stuttery mess of pain and pleasure colliding.

Diego groaned down at me like a challenge. “So tight. Your wife’s cunt grips cock like a dream.” His hips slammed the last inches in, balls pressing to her arse.

She thrashed her head side to side, crying guttural pleasure. Sweat ran in rivers off her tits, grains stuck to every dripping curve. Pure wreck. Pure idol.

Alejandro, cock still rigid, crouched over her face. Fed it to her lips. Filled her from above. Her hungry throat opened like it belonged there, wet choking spasms making obscene suction sounds over their rhythm.

Two holes filled again. My wife reduced to dripping receptacle, cunt overflowing, face painted in spit.

Their balls slapped steady, one against her chin, one against her arse, echoing in our sandy hollow until faint voices travelled from beyond dunes. Families. People.

“They can hear you!” Diego barked, fucking her harder, fast. “Everyone fucking knows you’re a whore now!”

Anna wailed round cock, tore off in a splutter. “Let them! Let them all hear me — your cockslut!”

My quiet English wife. Screaming “cockslut” loud enough for strangers on holiday picnics. We’d gone too far now, there was no return.

Diego jackhammered her hole, froth slopping everywhere, mixture of old and new cum running down her crack. His thrusts snapped savage, pace feral. Anna locked her legs around his waist, heels slamming into him, demanding deeper.

“Gonna fill it,” Diego barked. “Flood this fuckhole more, puta.”

Anna gagged on Alejandro above, eyes rolled back white, face smeared in drool. Cum already pouring down thighs when Diego rammed in one final, brutal thrust. His snarl cut sharply — then he spent.

Thick floods. My eyes bulged watching the gush — spurt after heavy spurt drowning her cunt, rivers of seed pouring back out immediately, splattering into sand.

Diego heaved, pulled out sloppy and slick, her hole gaping wide, painted inside white like cream whip.

Alejandro yanked his cock free of her gasping throat, jerking, roaring: “Face!”

Torrent. Thick white ropes across her forehead, her cheeks, chin, smeared into her lips. Paintball of cumshot. She blinked through it, tongue out, begging for more.

My wife — barely human, drenched in spunk, both holes dripping overflow. And she glowed through it. Grinning like the cum-drunk whore she now was.

“Your turn!” Diego barked at me, pointing.

Stumbled forward — cock madly jerking in my fist, shuddering with orgasm before I even stood over her. She looked up at me through lashes clumped in cum, smiling slut-proud.

“Come on, Tom,” she moaned, voice strangled, hoarse from throat use. “Show me how much you loved it.”

“God, yes — take it all, love!” I gasped, stroking myself into a blur. All over her tits, spraying my release across the mess already covering her chest. Hot ropes layering theirs. Mock collaboration of strangers painting my wife into pure filth.

“My goddess,” I whimpered, near tears. “My perfect slut goddess.”

Anna barked a laugh — hoarse, smutty. “Yours, theirs, everyone’s. And you fucking love it.”

I did. God help me, I fucking did. She reached up, dragged me down, kissed me mouth-to-mouth. I tasted them. The salt, the spunk, Alejandro’s still strong on her tongue. Should’ve gagged. I moaned.

She sat up, dripping, legs part spread, cum stringing down like wet candle wax. Gaping. Leaking.

Our Spanish bulls tugged themselves away, satisfied, leaving us a total mess in their aftermath.

Anna collapsed into me, body sticky, heavy with cock and seed. “Are you okay?” she whispered between gasps — a flash of my old Anna's shy eyes peeking through the filth.

I pulled her into a kiss, spunk-smear and all. “Better than okay. You’re perfect. Every fucking inch. My goddess.”

[image: ]


Used, Filled, Worshipped

The hotel corridor felt like it never ended. Anna leaned into me, stumbling, her white beach robe a sodden mess of sweat, salt, and streaks of dried spunk caked stiff across the fabric. You could smell it. Cum and heat and cheap wine. Sand stuck to her calves, the backs of her thighs, her knotted hair. My cock stayed swollen the whole stagger back from the dunes — every flash of memory jerking through me like a fucking slideshow of filth.

My wife in the dunes. Two cocks stretched into her. Screaming, begging, taking it like her cunt was designed for them.

I nearly broke the bloody keycard in the lock, fumbling three times before the green light blinked. The air-con blasted us, blessed cold against scorched skin. She didn’t even look at the bed — straight out to the balcony, collapsing into the wicker chair, legs flying apart like she owned the night. Robe falling wide, tits bare, streaked red with grip marks, nipples raw from their teeth and tongues.

Fuck me. She looked like a goddess stumbling straight off a porn shoot. Used. Open. Glorious. Mine.

“Water,” she croaked, voice shredded from choking on Diego’s fat cock. I shoved a glass into her hand and watched rivulets spill past her lips, dripping over her tits, tracking down and mixing with dried stains across her chest. Couldn’t look away. Every drop turned me feral.

“Come here,” she muttered, glass clattering aside.

Couldn’t wait another fucking second. Shorts gone, knees on the tiles, face between her thighs. The scent punched me — musky, ripe, tang of two men still fresh. Her cunt didn’t look like mine anymore — lips engorged, open, a gaping, fucked-out hole painted white, cum streaking down her thighs, grains of sand crusted into the mess.

“You don’t have to—”

No chance. My tongue on her skin, licking upwards. Christ—the taste hit like salt and metal and filth. Alejandro and Diego, mixed and soured in her hole, dripping into my mouth. So fucking wrong. I should’ve gagged. But I didn’t. Instead my cock rubbed against the cool tiles beneath me, hard as fucking steel.

“Oh god, Tom.” Anna’s head dropped back, hands clawing my hair. “You’re—fuck—you’re licking their cum straight out of me you sweet dirty bastard.”

A growl in my throat as I dove deeper, tongue hunting inside her for more. Slurping up every drop, desperate. Her clit was swollen, so tender she jerked when I brushed it, then shoved herself harder into my mouth anyway.

“Good husband,” she panted, grinding down. “Cleaning up their mess for me.”

Degraded? No. Harder than any cock deserved to be, with my sweaty face buried in my wife’s well-used cunt, my tongue dredging two bulls' worth of spunk. Heaven. Dirty, dripping heaven.

I needed more – need to feel her, so I stood, cock slapping just below her belly. No words. Just rammed myself inside her sloppy cunt. Oh God, I felt the difference immediately. Her walls slick, stretched, slackened — her pussy giving way too easy to my average cock. Christ, not tight anymore, not only mine. Fucked wide by much bigger cocks. My little cock swimming in their leftovers.

“Can you even feel me?” I gasped, terrified but harder because of it.

Her arms locked around my neck, dragging me tight. “Your cock feels so small after them,” she moaned into me, kissing, feeding me Diego’s taste off her tongue. “But I love it. I love you.”

Small… soaked… sloppy with bull cum inside her. And me in there too. Sharing them in her hole. Holy fuck.

Balcony open, sea dark beneath. Anyone on that beach just lift their head — they’d see me fucking my wife’s ruined cunt, legs splayed, robe open, tits bouncing. Public show whored out for whoever wanted. The exhibitionist buzz burning through me again.

“So full today,” she groaned, wet noises loud as I fucked into her. “Cock after cock. I can’t stop thinking of it.”

Rhythm faltering, cock jerking inside her. “Christ, Anna.”

“You saw me take them. Tell me you loved it.” Her eyes locked, daring.

“Yes,” I hissed, pounding harder now. “Every bloody second. When you opened for them, begging…”

“I needed it,” she gasped. “More cock. Couldn’t stop. Did you see what they did to me? How I begged?”

I realised I was nodding furiously, while working my cock inside her, hearing the obscene schlurp of my cock churning cum from her.

“They were so big, so bloody rough,” she whispered. “Never thought I’d beg like that. I’m a slut, Tom. Your slut. Wanted the whole beach to hear me scream for them.”

Words should’ve gutted me. Instead, my balls pulled tight, orgasm burning close.

“It didn’t feel wrong,” she said, voice hushed with wonder. “It felt… alive.”

“Alive?” I gasped through laughter, chest pressed to her tits. “Baby, it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. You swallowing cocks while I sat there wanking. Harder than I’ve ever come.”

Her cunt squeezed on me, tremors through her body, pulling another sob into her throat.

“You were a fucking goddess,” I spat, words falling unplanned. “My cock can’t compare — don’t care. Just want more.” Thrust, “More,” Thrust, “More.”

She arched, gasping. “More?”

“I want you to do it again. Every chance you get. I want you begging, stretched, dripping for a stranger’s cock.”

“You mean it?” Wide-eyed, searching me, hips grinding.

“Yes. Your cunt stretched wide, gaping, dribbling another man’s seed, Christ… I’ll never get enough.”

She broke — orgasm ripping her. Pussy clamped, convulsing, dragging my cock deeper. I lost it with her, shooting, spilling into the stew already leaking inside her. My seed joining theirs.

I slid down again, shoving my face between her thighs, sucking the fresh overflow straight from her. Hotter now — my cum swirling with Alejandro’s and Diego’s, all of it leaking. My chin slick with it, groaning into her pussy.

“Jesus, Tom,” she whispered, stroking my hair softly as I slurped her filthy. “You really did love it.”

I tilted up, chin dripping, lips smeared white. “More than anything.”

We stayed like that — my cheek on her thigh, her hand stroking my hair, resort sounds floating below. For them, just a normal night: music, laughter, waves. For us? Fucking axis tilted so hard my head swam.

Later, sprawled naked on the sheets, doors flung open, sea breeze cooling us, Anna curled to me, fingers sketching across my chest.

“I never thought I could be that woman,” she whispered. “But fuck, I want to be her again.”

I smirked. “Which woman?”

“The one who begs cock into her throat. Who hotwife who moans so loud everyone knows. The slut.” Her eyes flickered, shy beneath it. “Is that awful?”

Kissed her forehead. “Magnificent.”

She smiled, lazy, glowing filth. “On the walk back, I kept thinking about tomorrow. The next day.”

“What about them?”

“How many men can I take? How many cocks?” She sat up, eyes bright. “At the beach. Naked like them. Dragging men into dunes one after another. Not stopping at two.”

My cock twitched against her hip. “How many?”

She bit her lip, teasing. “Three? Four? As many as want me.”

“Fuck…”

“And you, there, every time. Watching. Wanking.”

“Yes,” I groaned. “Every time you moaned, I came alive. Seeing you with them made you even more mine. Make sense?”

“Yes,” she murmured. “Felt like it was for you. Even while I was lost.”

Her hand slid low, fist wrapping around me, dragging me back hard.

“I’ll be your slut,” she panted. “Our secret. Just on holiday. Do you want that?”

Closed my eyes. Faces. Images. Anna bent over the hotel bed with a line of strangers. Anna in a club toilet, dress shoved up, a cock down her throat. Cum down her thighs, mascara ruined, tits bouncing.

“I want strangers painting your cunt every night,” I moaned as she pumped me. “I want to see you gaping, dripping. Want every filthy word torn out of your mouth.”

She laughed wickedly. “I thought you’d be horrified I spoke like that.”

“Don’t hide,” I growled. “Shout it. Let the whole beach know your filthy truth.”

She bent, whispering like smoke. “And who am I?”

“My wife,” I said, voice thick. “But now my wife is a slut goddess.”

She climbed on top, straddling me, still wide from them, cunt loose and wet as she dropped on my cock. The stretch — fuck. Knowing what had made her this sloppy set me burning again.

“Here, Tom,” she hissed, rocking slowly. “Nobody knows us. I can be anyone. The slut wife. The holiday whore. Every cock, every night.” She grinned that wicked wife smile. “So many cocks. So little time.”

I clutched her hips, thrusting her down. “Yes. Every bastard with his cock out. All of them in you. I want front-row seats.”

She leaned low, tits brushing me, lips to my ear. “You’ll get it. Every last cock. Every load. Your sweet husband place, always watching.”

As she rode me — not rough like before, but slow, filthy-intimate — I realised we weren’t tourists anymore. This morning we’d been normal. Now? Wife, whore, goddess, mine all in one.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered as we built again, “let’s go back. Fuck those volleyball guys.”

“Yes, fuck me, yes!”

“And you’ll watch me? Stroke while they wreck me?”

“Every fucking time, love.”

She came softly, a sigh easing from her throat, cunt pulling me. I spilt again, the second time in her this evening, filling her already dripping womb.

Later, tangled in sheets, stars burning above the sea, Anna asleep against me, my cock still twitching in the mess inside her. Two weeks left of holiday. Two weeks of strangers inside her. Two weeks of me watching, worshipping, wanking.

Couldn’t fucking wait.


five
The Brighton Dirty Weekend
Arrival at the Seafire


Dragging our knackered wheelie case down Brighton pavements, the bastard rattling so loud it feels like the slabs are laughing at me. Bank holiday weekend madness. Half of London down here necking pints, the smell of chips and vinegar sharp in the air, gulls screaming overhead like they’ve spotted a mug ripe for nicking. One of them dives, wings spread wide, beak yelling like it’s laughing at my expense.

“Stop scowling,” Jenny pipes up. Sunglasses sliding down her nose, walking down the promenade like she’s gliding on silk. Breeze in her hair, not a strand out of place. Course not. She’s glowing, all fresh out the advert. Anniversary glamour weekend. Me? Sweat is sticking my shirt to my back.

She smirks. “We’re here for romance, Michael, not a grumpy Spurs away‑day.”

“Try hauling this case and dodging kamikaze gulls,” I mutter. Still, I can’t help sneaking a look at her.

And fuck, that sundress. Some floaty, floral thing you’d call innocent in the bag. But out here in this salty Brighton breeze it’s porn. Thin cotton clinging, showing the sway of her tits underneath - full, heavy, bouncing with every step. Dress lifts against her arse whenever the sea breeze gusts. I swear every bloke on the seafront clocks it.

Two lads passing, new tattoos shining red, pints already sloshing in hand - stall mid‑stride and stare. Could draw drool maps with their eyes, glued to her tits. She plays dumb, head forward like she’s oblivious, but I see her lips twitch. She bloody knows.

And my cock’s stirring in my chinos before we’ve even checked in. Typical. Spent the morning ready to strangle Thameslink staff for delays, and now I’m hard as sin watching strangers leer at my wife. Instead of rage? Feels like petrol tipped on a fire in my chest, because some wrong part of me loves it. Proper loves it.

Jenny flashes me a cheeky grin. “Your face. You’re grumpy, but your ears are going red. Which is it, Michael, travel stress or my boobs again?”

“Always your boobs,” I answer, deadpan. She laughs, tits wobbling, planes of soft flesh shifting under the cotton, and I have to grip the suitcase handle harder.

Then I see it - the Seafire hotel. A hunk of steel and black glass shoved into Brighton’s line of B&Bs like somebody dropped a nightclub into a caravan park. Strip lights glowing gold, a slick black frontage screaming 'star-fuckers welcome.' SEAFIRE burns across the panel in light. Selfie couples are already preening under it. Looks like Love Island HQ, and here’s me rocking up in dirty trainers, two nobodies from Kentish Town about to blag a bed inside.

“This is… fancy,” I mutter, hand at my neck.

I let her lead the way. Always have. Her hair catches the sun off the coastline, and Jenny nudges me with her hip. “We’ve been married five years. One fancy weekend won't kill us.”

Inside, it’s a different planet altogether. Dark wood shining enough to see yourself, sculpted lights dangling like sex toys, perfumed air heavy‑sweet. Bass line hums low. Couples everywhere; young, glossy, half‑naked. Girls in see‑through slips, nipples cutting right through the fabric, heels clacking with no shame. On the sofa, a bloke’s hand already buried between his girlfriend’s thighs, her skirt bunched high, moaning low into his mouth. No one cares. Nobody bats a bloody lash. And my throat’s instantly sandpaper.

Jenny drifts right past it, eyes locked on some orchids on the desk. Smooths her dress prim like butter wouldn’t melt. Then she bends forward at the counter, leaning her weight on her arms, tits flattening hard against the cotton until they bulge across either side. Reception lad in his sharp suit, tidy hair like some Ken doll, can’t stop his glance - eyes flick down, then snap up guilty. I don’t look away. Couldn’t if I tried. Her nipples sharp beneath fabric, tits spread, bouncing as she chuckles something low to him. My mind wipes clean of football line‑ups – replaced by her breasts, framed perfect on a hotel desk.

I snatch my keycard before Ken doll can smirk. Black plastic things, logo flaming like hellfire waves. Fetish club vibes, not Travelodge.

Jenny twirls hers, lollipop grin. “Ooh, posh. Don’t lose it.”

“Is there a reason it needs flame graphics?” I mutter. Lower, to myself: of course there is. The place is dripping for shagging. Whole lobby feels wound tight, waiting.
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The Wrong Door

I drag the bloody suitcase along the plush carpet, wheels catching on every change in pattern like the place is mocking me. Five hours on the trains, then lugging our bags down Brighton seafront, gulls shitting overhead, stag dos everywhere. This was meant to be a reward, a romantic weekend, and by the time we finally find the ‘discreet’ lift, my arms ache, all I want is a shower, and Jenny bent over the tiles.

Jenny skips half a pace ahead, hair swishing. Sundress floats about her legs with that teasing flick, thin straps sliding just enough to give every bloke we passed outside a glimpse at the swell of her tits. She touches her hair and grins over her shoulder. “First thing? Shower. My hair’s a mess. Then cocktails. Maybe fish and chips.”

I grunt, juggling the case around a corner. “Anniversary. Champagne’s practically mandatory.”

She laughs, bright and breezy down the hushed corridor. “Behave. You’ll have to pace yourself. We’ve got three days, remember.”

All I can think: three days where I’ll fuck her stupid in hotel sheets, away from Kentish Town, no work, no family texts interrupting. Just me, her, skin on skin. By the time we hit room numbers in the 300s I’m imagining steam running down her back as I pin her against the shower wall. Best anniversary plan imaginable.

Card out of pocket, I wave it toward the glowing reader at suite 305. Green. Beep.

“See?” I mutter, nudging the door with my shoulder. “Easy.”

We push inside, bags bumping over the threshold.
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Straight away it’s off. Heat, thicker than the hall. Air feels sticky, cloying. A heavy musk rolls over me, stronger than perfume, more like sweat and… sex. There’s noise too. Faint bass line through walls—but beneath it, something else. A rhythm. Wet slaps.

I push open the door to the bedroom, and Jenny gasps and clamps a hand to her mouth.

I stop dead.

Christ.

Middle of the room - a big bed, navy sheets crumpled. And on it? A woman writhing on her knees, body jerking with every pounding thrust of two cocks at once - one younger black bloke under her, forcing himself deep from below, the other white, hands gripping her arse, hammering from behind. Their movements are synced, driving her open, splitting her cunt in two directions at once.

Her tits bounce wildly, big and round, sweat slicking them with each slam forward. Mascara streaks her cheeks, mouth stretched wide round gasping moans, stockings laddered halfway down her thighs.

And on the armchair across? Another bloke, more the woman’s age. Shirt unbuttoned, broad chest relaxed, whisky in hand, smiling like he’s watching a bloody comedy panel show. He looks straight at us, raises his glass.

Holy… fuck. She’s split open on two cocks, and he’s sat back like it’s bloody Match of the Day.

I freeze. Hard. My cock is straining tight against trousers so fast it makes my chest hurt.

Jenny jolts as if to spin away but doesn’t. She stares through her fingers, eyes locked while her breath comes short and sharp. I can see her body betraying her - the sundress pressed firm against her tits, nipples standing sharp through the cotton, shifting thighs pressed tight together like that’ll hide it.

The moans get louder. The rhythm darker, faster. Flesh slapping, obscene and wet. The white bloke grabs her hair and cranks her head back, forcing another cry out of her, and she bares teeth as her body jolts with the strike.

“Shit – sorry - wrong room!” My voice cracks, words tumbling out as I fumble backwards for the main door.

Not a flicker of concern from the bloke in the chair. Just a lazy Yorkshire drawl with a grin. “Don’t worry, mate. Happens all the time. Sit yourselves down if you like, Diane won’t be long.”

Then he sips again, eyes glittering on us in amusement.

The woman, Diane? - arches her back and moans louder, almost as if she’s performing for us now, giving us the full soundscape. Both sweaty men keep ramming into her, skin meeting with meaty wet smack after smack, but the clothed guy only watches, proud, like this is routine.

Jenny makes a noise low in her throat. Shock, yes - but not just shock.

My palm snaps to hers, tugging her back toward the door. But she doesn’t move fast. Her neck is craned, stare glued to the bed. She sees it too, the thing gnawing at my brain - this isn’t some sordid affair. That woman is performing, for the man watching - his husband, from the look of it. And he wants it. And her noises, her body clenching on two cocks at once, she bloody loves being watched while he sits there sipping whisky.

It slams into me - this isn’t cheating. It’s something else. Something dirtier, stranger, hotter than porn could ever manage.

Finally, I wrench us backwards into the corridor, the suite’s door crashing shut behind. The slap of bodies muffled but still thudding like it’s inside my chest. Even through wood, his voice cuts clear: “That’s it lads, stretch her wider - good girl.”
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The case bumps the wall as I stagger us away. My breath feels ragged, like my lungs aren’t working. My cock aches so thick I’m half afraid Jenny will notice.

“Jesus Christ.” I hiss it between clenched teeth. “Back to reception. They’ve given us the bloody wrong room…”

Jenny stays quiet until the corridor bends toward the lift. Then her shoulders jolt up and down, and she cracks into laughter; a disbelieving, high, half-scandal, half-hysteria sound. “We are so not in Kentish Town anymore…”

I glare, though my chest still hammers. “Brighton bloody welcomes you,” I growl, dragging the suitcase with a shaking hand. “Not what I had in mind ten minutes after check‑in.”

Her cheeks burn rose, eyes sparkling, laughter not settling. And fuck me, her nipples are still peaked, tenting through the flimsy dress. She folds her arms tight, but that only squeezes them more, tits heaving under thin cotton.

I can’t stop staring. Can’t stop imagining those other men, how their cocks split that woman open while her husband watched, how much Jenny’s eyes widened with every thrust…

All I wanted was to dump the bags and fuck my wife senseless in the shower. Now every nerve burns with the image of a woman impaled on two cocks while her man called the shots. And the worst bit? My cock’s still hard because I saw Jenny’s reaction. Too shocked to hide it. Too flushed to deny it. And something in me knows, we’ve both just stepped through the wrong door in more ways than one.
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Afterglow Drinks

I fix my hair in the mirror, tugging at the front to hide the slightly thinning patch. Five years married and I'm still a vain git when we go out.

"You look fine," Jenny calls from the bathroom. "Stop fiddling."

We've showered, changed, and spent the last hour carefully avoiding any mention of what we'd blundered into. Room mix-up sorted, bags unpacked in the right suite - the elegant white-walled Selene, not the navy-blue shag palace where... Christ, I can't stop seeing it. That woman was sandwiched between two blokes, taking it like a trooper while her husband just watched.

Jenny emerges in a navy dress that hugs curves she usually keeps modest. This one dips lower, shows more cleavage than she'd normally display. I wonder if it's deliberate after what we saw.

"Bloody hell, Jen. You look gorgeous."

She smiles, a bit shy but pleased. "It's our anniversary. Thought I'd make an effort."

My hand slides to her waist as we head for the lift. Even with the shocking start, I'm determined to salvage our first night; drinks, maybe dinner, then back to christen our room properly.

The Ember Bar throbs with low music when we arrive, all brass fittings and teal velvet booths. Couples huddle in corners, heads bent close. The lighting's so dim you could be anyone's wife, anyone's husband.

"Gin and tonic?" I ask as we approach the bar.

Jenny nods. "Large one."

While I order, she leans against my arm, scanning the room. Suddenly, her fingers dig into my forearm.

"Don't look now," she whispers, "but they're here."

Of course they bloody are.

I hand over cash to the bartender and turn, drink in hand, knowing exactly who "they" are. My stomach does a weird flip as I spot them in a corner booth - the couple from the wrong room. He’s broad-shouldered in a crisp polo shirt, and her, blonde hair loose now, both nursing drinks with easy smiles.

Before I can suggest we find somewhere else, the man spots us and waves, grinning like we're old mates who'd arranged to meet. Jenny giggles nervously beside me. To my surprise, she tugs me forward.

"We should at least say hello," she murmurs. "Be polite."

The couple already have gin and tonics, with two empty places in the booth like they've been waiting for us. A trap I'm walking straight into.

"There they are!" the woman says, beaming. "Told you they'd come down eventually, Dexter."

I'd have thought they'd be mortified. The confidence is staggering.

"Look," I stammer, "about earlier – well, bloody hell, we didn't mean to-"

The bloke; Dexter, apparently, waves his hand dismissively. "Happens more than you'd think. Adds to the spice, eh love?" He nudges his wife, who smirks into her gin.

"We honestly thought it was our room," Jenny says, cheeks pink.

"If you'd stayed just five minutes longer, you might've thought it was," the woman replies with a wink.

Everyone laughs, and the tension cracks. Jenny slides into the seat across from the woman, and I follow, still wary but curious. Maybe this won't be the disaster I feared.

"I'm Dexter," the man says, extending a hand. "This is Diane. We're down from Leeds for the week."

"Michael," I reply, shaking his hand. "And Jenny. Five years married as of today, actually."

"Five years?" Dexter raises his eyebrows. "Bloody hell, at our five-year mark, Diane was already bored of just me."

Jenny's laugh is shocked, but I catch the curious sparkle in her eyes.

Dexter signals a passing waitress. "Bottle of champagne, love. On us, anniversary special."

"Oh, you don't have to-" I begin.

"Least we can do after shocking you with the floor show," Diane says, and everyone laughs again, easier this time.

The champagne arrives, and Dexter pours generously. Two glasses in, and Jenny's cheeks glow. The conversation flows surprisingly well - normal stuff about jobs, London life, the ridiculous price of the hotel. But there's an undercurrent, a shared secret that makes every word feel charged.

Jenny leans forward suddenly. "Can I... can I ask something? Don't mean to pry..."

Diane's smile widens. "Go on, love. You saw enough to spark a question or three."

"Isn't it... cheating?" Jenny asks, voice hushed, then looking to Dexter, "Doesn't it make you jealous?"

I nearly choke on my drink. Trust Jenny to go straight for it.

Dexter laughs. "That's what everyone asks first. It's not cheating… It's shared. We're stags and vixens, not cheaters."

"Course there's jealousy," he continues, refilling glasses. "But jealousy's just fuel. Look at her enjoying herself? Christ, makes me twice as hard as when it's just us."

I bite my tongue, half-cringing, half turned on. Jenny hangs on every word.

"It's not about replacing him," Diane adds, touching Jenny's hand briefly. "It's about feeding both of us. I love sex-" she smiles at me, making my ears burn "-but that doesn't mean I don't love my husband. If anything, it's more fun together. Certainly more exciting."

Dexter's eyes fix on me. "You didn't look away, did you, mate? You watched."

I splutter. "It was hard not to!"

"He didn't blink," Jenny adds with a devil's grin I've rarely seen.

We all laugh, and somehow I feel included now, part of their world rather than just an intruder.

"First time I sucked another man's cock in front of Dex, he came in his pants," Diane says casually, like she's discussing the weather. "Didn't even need touching."

"Diane!" Dexter protests, but he's grinning.

"Have you ever been with a woman?" Diane asks Jenny directly.

Jenny shakes her head, eyes wide. "No! Never even kissed one."

"Wasn't it weird?" Jenny asks. "The first time?"

"Weird?" Diane leans closer. "Sweetheart, it was the hottest thing I've ever done. And watching is more fun than most admit... half the men in here would kill to see their wives kissed by another woman."

Jenny blushes to her roots, and I know it's true. What bloke hasn't thought about his wife with another woman at some point?

"Tell you what," Dexter says after a beat. "Tenner says she won't dare kiss you right now, in front of me and her man."

"Bet's on," Diane replies instantly, and before I can process what's happening, she leans across the table. Her hand cups Jenny's cheek, and she plants a slow, teasing kiss on my wife's lips. Jenny freezes, then, oh fuck yes, her eyelashes flutter closed, and she clearly enjoys the press of it.

I swallow champagne wrong, coughing as blood rushes south. My cock strains against my trousers as I watch my wife being kissed by a stranger. A woman who, hours earlier, I'd seen being fucked by two men, and God knows where her mouth had been.

"Told you," Dexter says smugly as the women part. "Natural."

"Harold, they're talking about... about sharing!" a horrified voice hisses from the next booth. A grey-haired woman in pearls glares over, clutching her elderly husband's arm. "In my day..."

"Hear that?" Diane winks at Jenny. "We're corrupting the youth of Brighton."

"Bet Harold wishes he'd thought of it first," I find myself saying.

The four of us dissolve into laughter; conspiratorial, bonded. Jenny's eyes shine with a wicked thrill I've never seen before.

As we finish the bottle, Jenny's cheeks stay flushed, her body language more open. She and Diane lean together, whispering, giggling. Dexter catches my eye and gives me a knowing nod.

Bloody hell... a few hours into Brighton and I've already seen a wife double-fucked, and my own snogged by another woman. And the way she's smiling... my wife's barely started.

I find myself assessing Diane. She's attractive, yes: confident, sleek, sexual. But Jenny? If she did what Diane does, she'd have men and women falling over themselves. Those breasts she keeps hidden, that arse I grab in the dark... they'd worship her.

The thought would normally horrify me. Instead, my cock throbs harder. When in Brighton…

"Another round?" Dexter suggests, signalling the waiter.

"Sure," I hear myself say, though we've had plenty. But I'm not ready to leave this bubble yet, this strange twilight where rules seem optional and my shy wife keeps darting hungry glances at a woman who's just kissed her.

Jenny's hand finds mine under the table and squeezes tight. Her eyes meet mine, questioning, excited, a little afraid.

"So," Diane leans forward, voice dropping. "Let me tell you about the first time I fucked another man while Dexter watched..."

And just like that, the night spirals deeper into something I never expected but can't turn away from.
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Dare Escalation - Jenny's POV

The booth swallows us whole. Velvet teal pressing against my back, the candle between us throwing shadows across four flushed faces, champagne fizzing too sweet and heady in my chest. Michael’s thigh is wedged tight to mine, but he feels further away than ever. Diane, by contrast, is right here. The heat of her leg brushing mine under the table, her perfume thick as wine, the little glint in her eyes promising she knows something I don’t.

Dexter leans sprawling, confident, one arm along the booth back like this is his sofa at home. He talks in that easy Yorkshire drawl, teasing Michael, bantering like they’ve been mates for years. Michael does awkward laughs and nods, eyes flicking my way now and then as if to check I’m coping.

God, if only he knew. Coping? My nipples are straining beneath this dress so hard I can’t bring my arms down without feeling them. Every sip of champagne makes my head lighter, my thighs buzzing already from the way Diane kissed me earlier, drowning me in her lipstick taste, and now our knees keep brushing like she’s playing under the radar. Only it doesn’t feel under. It feels deliberate.

And I like it.

Maybe too much.

“Don’t worry, lad,” Dexter grins at Michael, clapping him on the shoulder hard enough to make him slosh his drink. “She’s safe with Diane. Well… safe enough, eh, love?”

Diane chuckles low, pinning me with raised brows as if to ask, safe? am I?

“I enjoyed the kiss earlier,” she murmurs suddenly, voice pitched private - her hand touches mine almost absentmindedly, her rings cool against my fingers. “Did you mind?”

My lips part before I can answer, heat flushing high. “I-” awkward laugh, too high-pitched “-God, no, I didn’t mind…”

Didn’t mind? Christ, Jenny, understatement. My tongue keeps remembering how soft her lips were, the taste of her gloss, that daring slide of her teeth on my bottom lip. I could still taste her now if I closed my eyes.

“I liked it,” slips out before I can bite it back.

Diane beams. Dexter lets out a bark of laughter.

Michael swallows so visibly that it shudders down his throat.

“Truth or dare,” Diane whispers, leaning closer, breath cherry‑sweet. She says it like a filthy secret, not a parlour game. My heart jumps into my throat.

“You can’t be serious,” I laugh nervously.

“Deadly.” Her eyes sparkle. “Truth or dare?”

I look sidelong at Michael. He gives a tiny shrug, like go on if you want. But his eyes - locked to me now, wide, hungry, uncertain - tell me he’s fascinated. He wants me to.

“Dare.”

The candle crackles. Diane smiles like a lioness.

“I dare you to let me touch your tits right now. Under your dress.” She grins wider.

Blood drains then floods back so fast I feel faint. Holy Christ. My tits. Here.

I glance at Michael, desperate for a stop signal. But he doesn’t move. Doesn’t even breathe. His hand’s tight around his glass, but his eyes fasten to mine with a look I’ve never seen before. Not outrage. Not horror. Just a wild expectant flare of lust.

And I’m wet already.

I nod.

Diane’s hand slips easily under the neckline of my dress as though she has every right. Her fingers graze my nipple, and I nearly choke on my drink. Christ - it’s so obvious, the little pebble tightening instantly under her fingertip, and I exhale with a jerk as she squeezes gently.

The room still chatters around us, glasses clinking, but in our booth time thickens. All I can feel is her. The sly curl of her ring scraping my areola, her palm warm and slow between my ribs as if mapping me only for herself.

Dexter glances at Michael, a grin wolfish. “She’s letting her, mate. Look at her face.”

Oh God, I’m trying to sip casually, nod along like nothing’s happening, but I can’t hide. My nipples are screaming through the cotton, Diane pinching lazily, gaze locked on how my chest rises sharply with each breath.

Michael’s jaw clenched, cheeks flushed, and fuck, he looks… mesmerised. Not angry. Almost proud. Turned on so bad the air seems to buzz around him.

And that makes me wetter still.

“That’s it,” Diane purrs, lips brushing my ear. “Gorgeous tits. Let him see how I make your nipples hard.”

Her hand guides mine; I gasp as she presses my palm flat to my other breast through my dress, holding my tit up like an offering across the table. My fingers tremble, but I don’t stop. In fact, I squeeze. Hard. My nipple jolts under my own pressure, the sensation so filthy I could whimper.

“Touch me too,” Diane whispers, and drags my hand across the booth, sliding it deliberately beneath the edge of her neckline. My palm meets silky skin, then heat, then the bounding swell of her breast. She covers my hand, urging me to squeeze.

Her tit’s firmer than mine, her nipple a bullet beneath the fabric, and I squeeze harder, staring, forgetting myself until I realise Michael is right bloody there watching me grope another woman’s chest.

And instead of shame, I’m soaking the seat.

Diane kisses me again. Not the quick playful peck from earlier - this is mouth open, tongue sliding, lips wet, plenty for the whole bar to see if they dared look our way. Her perfume wraps me, her taste seeps in, and my clumsy tongue answers automatically.

I’m kissing her. Really kissing.

And her fingers are still rolling my nipple under the table.

I whimper into her mouth as sparks shoot right between my thighs.

Dexter groans softly. “Look at your missus, mate. Fucking stunning. When’s the last time you saw her so into it?”

Michael doesn’t answer. He stares. His trousers are tented, obvious even in the dim light, his knuckles white where he grips his glass.

I break from Diane’s mouth, panting, tongue tingling. A waiter passes close with a tray of cocktails; my gasp catches, afraid he’s seen - but he swerves on, distracted. Diane leans hot against me, lips brushing the rim of my ear.

“Bet you’re soaked, aren’t you?”

She’s right. My knickers are wet through. Sticky slick on my thighs. I want her to know, Michael to know, Dexter to know.

Dexter slams his glass down. Pulling me out of my reverie, our hands returning shaking to our own laps. “Right then, Michael. Truth or dare?”

Michael startles. “Um—truth?”

“Boring,” Dexter sneers, then grins broader. “No, Dare. I dare you to kiss Diane back.”

My stomach flips. I don’t know whether it’s jealousy, panic, or raw lust. All three?

Michael's wild eyes dart between me, Diane, and Dexter. He starts a protest - but stops. My own chest stammers tight. Do I want him to?

I realise with horrifying clarity, part of me aches to see it.

To watch.

Diane smirks like a queen. Leans across me, so her arm presses into my tits while she closes the gap to my husband. One hand squeezing my inner thigh beneath the table. Her lips take Michael’s before he can decide otherwise.

And oh God. They’re kissing right in front of me. Proper snogging, mouths open, tongues sliding, her lipstick smearing on the man I’ve called mine for ten years.

I freeze, overcome. Yet my thighs clamp around the pulse of her hand where she still grips me under the tablecloth.

Dexter chuckles low. “Go on, mate. You won’t break.”

Michael moans. Actual moans. It vibrates through him into her.

And watching them, my cunt clenches so hard it hurts.

I can hardly breathe. My heart’s hammering out of my chest. Silently begging for Diane to push her hand higher, to touch me there… and Michael’s right there devouring her mouth, while I sit between them, gasping like some shaking slut.

We’ve stepped into something filthy. Past the line. Past anything I ever thought our marriage would touch.

But I don’t want it to stop.

I want more.

I want Diane’s fingers inside me, Michael’s eyes holding me, Dexter’s voice telling me how wet I am.

Michael’s lips leave Diane’s with a string of spit. His eyes flick to me; startled, needy, pleading.

I grip his hand under the table and shove it firmly against my thigh, dragging it up the hem of my dress till he feels how it’s damp, how soaked I am. His eyes bulge, then glaze, as if his brain just cracked open.

Yes. Let him know. We’ve already gone too far.

And I don’t care.

Am I trembling? Yes. But I’m smiling like a lunatic. I’m high out of my mind, thighs rubbed together, knickers drenched. Everything between us feels spun into a whirlpool now, dragging us down.

Diane leans close once more, stroking me beneath the table like she owns me. “See, love?” she whispers, hot and triumphant by my ear. “You like being watched. You like showing him. And this, if you want it to be, is only the start.”

My whole body answers for me - nipples diamond‑hard under her spell, breath ragged, pulse throbbing at the lips of my cunt. Michael can still stop it, if he wants… but he isn’t saying anything. He’s staring, sweating, cock like a weapon under his trousers, burning me alive with his gaze.

Should I stop? Do I want to? God, no.

I’m lost.
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Public viewing

The Neptune suite door clicks shut behind us with a heavy sound, a soft thud welcoming us back to this room of earlier sin. My pulse hammers like we’ve slipped over some line. We’ve brought the bloody champagne bucket with us, Jenny clutching it like a prize she’s responsible for delivering safely upstairs, while Diane sways ahead, her heels tapping down the short hallway. Dexter’s arm slung over my shoulder like we’re old mates from the pub, and I can’t quite believe this is me, the nice lad who booked a little hotel getaway, stumbling into a hotel suite that still smells of sweat and spunk.

The air hits warmer as the door closes, musky, raw. The tang of sex is thick enough it’s almost choking. That smell of her earlier, Diane split open by two cocks at once - like the ghost of the scene still hangs here - and it hits me in the cock instantly. My head spins from the whisky and champagne, but more from the stench of sex saturating the bloody walls.

Jenny giggles nervously, setting the bucket clumsily on the glass table. “Careful. Nearly dropped it.” Her laugh’s too high, just nerves spilling out.

Diane slips onto the bed without hesitation, stretching back across the duvet, eyes smouldering. “That poor waiter downstairs...” she shakes her head with false innocence. “He’s wanking in the staff loo right now, I can promise you.”

Jenny snorts with laughter, covering her mouth with her hand. “Stop it!”

Dexter points a finger at her, smirking broadly. “She’s right! He nearly walked into a bloody pillar when you two were tonguing each other earlier.”

Jenny turns crimson; so do I. My wife, in a bar, tits grabbed, mouth kissed by another woman, in full view. I should be marching her out. I should. But the idea of that waiter sneaking off for a tug because of what she did with Diane - Christ, my cock pulses so hard I think my pants just dampened.

“Champagne’s not gonna pour itself, love,” Diane drawls, tilting her empty flute at Jenny.

Jenny fumbles a bit too eagerly, popping the cork, fizz spilling onto her fingers. Dexter leans close to me, murmuring like a conspirator. “Go easy on her first pop - seen enough of them bursting too soon, eh?” He laughs at his own filth, and I can’t help jerking a grin despite my dry throat.

Glasses clink. Jenny hands them round. We all tip them back, fizz cooling the heat in my chest but doing fuck all to still the animal twist in my belly.

Then Diane’s eyes settle on Jenny, head cocked. “Go on, love, get comfortable. Give your husband a treat. Just a little tease for him, it’s his bloody anniversary too.” Her tone’s casual. Command masked in warmth.

Jenny freezes, laugh snagging in her throat. “What here? Now?”

“Course,” Diane shrugs, sipping her champagne lazily. “He deserves it after all these years with you. Doesn’t he, Dexter?”

“Too right.” Dexter claps my shoulder again. “She’s gagging to.”

Jenny looks at me, wide‑eyed. That same look she gives when she wants me to step in, to rescue her. Every husband instinct in me wants to say enough, let’s go. But my throat closes. My cock throbs. Christ help me - I can’t say it.

Slowly, almost shyly, Jenny unbuttons the front of her blue dress. It clings in the quiet, drawn tight over those curves I’ve kept all to myself for years.

Then she pulls the hem up and lifts it right over her head.

And fuck me.

The Dexters both whistle low.

Her tits spill forward, bra stretched tight, magnificent cleavage on show. Thirty‑four bloody E’s, hidden under her flowery little dresses for years, now bursting out like they’ve been waiting for this room. Her hips curve, waist pulling her in perfectly. I knew she was gorgeous, Fuck, I’ve always known, but seeing their eyes widen makes me feel like I’m seeing her for the first time.

“Fuck me, mate,” Dexter breathes, hand raking down his face. “You greedy sod. How’ve you kept her hidden?”

Jenny hugs her arms over herself, flustered, then Diane rises like a panther, knocking her hands away. “Don’t cover. Show. You’re beautiful.”

Then Diane strips too, her dress off in one smooth slide, tits bobbing free, hard nipples catching light. She helps Jenny remove the rest… knickers and bras joining their dresses on the floor. Diane then steps in, pressing chest to chest, and Jenny’s gasp is swallowed by her kiss.

Their bodies melt together. Nipples crushing, mouths wet, hands roaming. Jenny grips her hair, pulling her closer, moaning open into Diane’s mouth. My Jenny, my polite little marketing exec, kissing like a pornstar, tits mashed against another woman in my full sight.

My chest tightens with panic. I should stop it. Drag her back to our room. Show her she’s mine, no one else’s. But then Diane’s hand cups the swell of her breast, Jenny moans louder, and I know; there’s no way in hell I could stop it now.

“Christ almighty,” Dexter groans beside me. He strips his shirt, then trousers carelessly, leaving him in boxers, tented massive. A dark wet patch spread across the crotch where he’s leaking already. “Getting comfortable, lad. You may as well, too.”

I glance down. My own jeans bulging, my own sticky damp patch blooming. Pre‑cum escaped so much, I look like I’ve spurted already. Heat slams through me, shame and lust in equal measure, as I shove jeans down shakily till I’m in soaked grey pants. My cock twitches hard as the material clings, shining wet.

Jenny’s tit disappears into Diane’s mouth, and she’s sucking her nipple, her other hand pinching her other. The wet suckling sound is obscene, Jenny crying out above her. I press my palm hard against my cock just to stop myself from tearing fabric apart.

Dexter chuckles low. “Look at your missus, mate. Never seen her massive tits used like that by another woman, eh?”

My throat’s locked. I can only nod.

Diane pulls Jenny off the bed, still kissing, still groping. Steers her straight towards the balcony doors. The night air crashes into the room as they stumble out, both naked, their giggles carried in the sea breeze.

I can hardly breathe as I follow, standing barefoot in damp pants while the two women press against the tinted rail.

“Anyone could see-” Jenny gasps, eyes darting at the dark, empty promenade below.

“That’s the point, love,” Dexter mutters at her back, stepping close, so close his bulging boxers smear right up against her bare arse. The clear wet patch seeps, glistening smears across her cleft as his cock grinds firm between her cheeks.

Jenny moans, arching back into it, letting him press his thickness to her while Diane clings to her front, sucking her tits harder, biting her nipples until they glisten in the cold air. Goosebumps ripple across her skin, her arse cheeks flexing as she pushes into Dexter’s bulge knowingly.

I freeze, chest stuttering, cock pounding harder than ever. Every bone in my body screams this is wrong, stop it, shout out no. Yet my throat’s useless. All I can do is watch, cock drooling steadily through my pants as my wife lets another man press his cock between her arse cheeks, lets another woman feast on her tits above the Brighton seafront.

She moans louder, head tilting back. My Jenny. My wife.
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Women play

When we leave the balcony, the Neptune suite is still heavy with that musk, air sluicing off the open balcony doors and pushing the smell of salt and the older tang of spunk deeper into the fabrics. My heart doesn’t slow, not for a second. Jenny stumbles laughing onto the bed with Diane, naked, flushed, tits heaving, nipples arched up proud. I can’t remember the last time she looked like this - certainly never while anyone else’s eyes were on her.

Diane pulls her close, stretching out across the duvet.

“Come here, love. Time you see what a proper taste test feels like.”

She kisses Jenny, quick and filthy, then lowers herself, sliding down between my wife’s spread thighs as if she’s done this a hundred times - which she probably has. Jenny juts her elbows back, hands shaking, chest pumping with nervous breath, but she doesn’t pull away.

I edge closer, bare feet sticking to the carpet. Her knees bend open wider, her trimmed little cunt glistening as Diane flicks her tongue in the smallest swipe. Jenny gasps, covering her mouth with her hand like she’s afraid she’ll scream.

“I like this, love,” Diane murmurs, not looking up, just moving her finger in smooth circles over Jenny’s clit as her tongue dips lower. “Gentle, then harder. Feel how I respond when you copy.”

Jenny squirms, thighs pressing half‑closed, then easing back, her face torn between laughter and a moan. “Oh god- it’s- I don’t know what I’m-”

“You do fine,” Diane reassures, and then pulls Jenny downwards to make her lie back completely and straddles her in a 69 so suddenly my wife’s face is trapped between her open thighs before she has time to react. “Kiss it. Same way you’d like yours kissed.”

I nearly fall against the wall. Jenny whimpers into Diane’s wet slit, but her hands grip Diane’s hips; holding her, not pushing away. I can see her tongue working awkward circles. Diane lets her try, and then gasps, loud and guttural.

“That’s it. Yes. That’s it, love. Now tell your husband what you’re tasting. Let him hear.”

Jenny pulls back, chin wet, mouth trembling. She stares straight at me. “It’s… salty. Hot. I can feel her quivering.”

Her words shoot through me like an injection straight to the cock.

From my side, Dexter leans against the armchair, cock hard behind his boxers. He smirks at me, digs in my discarded trousers’ pockets, then holds out my iPhone.

“Trust me, mate - you’ll want this saved.”

My stomach free‑falls. The weight of my phone in my palm, warm and accusing. Film my wife with another woman? Film her wet face between spread thighs? Yet my thumb hits record before I even realise I’ve decided. My reflection trembles on the screen as the shot steadies on Jenny’s tongue working Diane’s sloppy pink folds.

“Go on, lad,” Dexter grins. His arm on my shoulder is a heavy anchor. “Get her good side. You’ll want this on the telly when you’re back in Kentish Town.”

He’s bloody right. Even as guilt storms my chest, I can picture it - Jenny in our bed at home, me shagging her from behind while this very clip plays repeat on our screen, showing her sucking another pussy.

On the bed, Diane enjoys her meal of pussy, diving down on Jenny with ravenous hunger. My wife’s moan rises sharp, high‑pitched, her arse lifting off the sheets. Diane’s fingers slip in, wet squelch, and Jenny chokes out a cry, thighs shaking instantly.

“Look at her,” Dexter says, voice thickened, his eyes locked on her body. “Your missus is dripping. Never seen her fed like that while you watch, eh?”

I can’t even breathe to answer. My cock is hammering against the soaked cotton of my pants.

Obviously working to her own plan, Diane disengages and slides up her own husband’s chest like a cat, leaving Jenny gasping and wet, her cunt twitching in the open air, desperate for more friction.

“Lie back,” Diane orders him, tugging his boxers down.

He obeys, and Jesus Christ - the bloody size. His cock springs up, fat and long, nearly as thick as my wrist, the head swollen dark purple, shiny with drips of pre‑cum. His balls hang heavy, shaved smooth.

My throat locks. That’s a cock she’s never even imagined from me.

Jenny stares, wide-eyed eyes drinking it in. Her hands hover above him, hesitant.

Diane smiles, soothing but viper‑sharp. “Go on, love. Touch him. He won’t bite.”

Jenny shakes her head, laughing nervously. “I’ve never… I’ve only ever touched… Michael’s…”

“Doesn’t matter. Your husband’s recording. He wants this as much as I do.”

Dexter grins. “Don’t be shy, love — kiss it. Let him zoom in.”

And fuck me, she leans down. At first, just her hand trembling around the shaft, then her lips parted against the base, kissing it like she can’t believe she’s doing it. I zoom the camera in without even thinking.

Diane crouches beside her, grins at me, then runs her tongue the length of that monster cock. Jenny follows, two wives side by side tasting him up until both tongues meet wet at the tip.

The pre‑cum strings across both their mouths, and they kiss around him, lips wet, exchanging it. My knees buckle.

“She’s on her knees tasting another man’s cock next to his wife,” I whisper in my head. “Fuck, how’s that’s my Jenny. Sharing a massive cock?”

I shake so bad the camera image jumps. My cock leaks slick down my thigh.

“That’s it, love,” Diane moans against his balls, coaching Jenny. “Wrap your lips tighter. Use your tongue here. Show your husband what your throat can do.”

Jenny obeys, struggling to get her mouth halfway down the shaft. She gags, splutters, her drool running down her chin. My cock throbs uncontrollably at the schlurp of saliva dripping onto his balls.

Diane rubs her back gently. “Good. Gag’s natural. Means he knows you’re trying.”

Jenny coughs, then grins through wet lips at me. “Too much?”

“Fuck no,” I croak, stepping forward, camera one‑handed now, the other clutching her hair. I push her gently down, and she rams herself lower, taking it almost to her throat and pulling off with a gagging coughhkkk and spit flying.

Dexter groans, hand flexing in his wife’s hair. “That’s it. Fucking beautiful.”

“It’s-oh my god-” Jenny gasps between strokes. “It’s so much thicker than yours, Michael. I can’t…fuck.”

The words crush through my ribcage. My knees shake, but I don’t stop her. I pan the camera back, capturing her arse spread on the sheets, cunt shining wet, thighs streaked with juice. She’s soaked just from sucking him.

She bends lower again. Her chin slick, her throat bulging with the effort. Drool strings sparkle down her tits when she pulls off, gasping. Then Diane takes over, showing her how. She slides him deep, balls smacking her chin, then spits him back into Jenny’s open mouth.

Oh fuck that’s nasty.

The sight makes me groan out loud, hand needing to stroke my cock bare now - I finally tear my pants off, my cock swollen, angry red, leaking over my knuckles as I film.

Jenny and Diane share him again, licking up and down, circling his head together, pressing their tongues flat across him until shiny spit runs down his shaft. Then Diane kisses Jenny messily with his slick still on her mouth.

“See?” she grins against her lips. “Nothing to fear.”

Dexter’s thighs tremble, his voice throaty. “Fuck, you both killing me here. Christ, Michael, get a Zoom on that. The screen back home’ll look like Pornhub.”

My wife fucking looks into the lens, lips wet and trembling, and she smiles. "Like watching?" she mouths at me.

I’m dizzy, dizzy enough to collapse. But I manage to croak out, “Yes! More than I thought.”

Diane pulls Jenny up, mouth to mouth again, pressing tight so I can see their tongues swapping his taste. Jenny shudders in her arms, tits heaving against her chest.

“I… I can’t stop shaking,” she pants, looking from me to the phone to the enormous cock she’s just spat back slick with spit.
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Wife's first new cock

Dexter plants both hands on Jenny’s hips, his cock still slick from the spit and slobber of the double blowjob, looming behind her. She’s on all fours across the bed, hair in Diane’s fist, tits dangling heavy, nipples red and pointing down like ripe fruit. I’m holding my phone but my arm’s trembling. In my other hand, my cock is out and dripping, the lens picking up every shine and twitch between their bodies. I know exactly what’s about to happen, but my brain won’t buffer it - my wife is about to take another man inside her. Deep inside.

Diane grins up at me from the mattress, sliding beneath Jen, positioning herself head‑up between Jenny’s thighs. “Down you come, love - spread wider so I can taste you while he fills you.”

Jenny whimpers and glances back at Dexter’s cock, thick, purple‑crowned, veiny like it belongs in an anatomical drawing. “Michael…” her voice cracks. “It’s so big. Look at it next to me… how’s that going to fit?”

Dexter laughs, the Yorkshire lilt casual as if he’s about to break in a mare. “Easier than you think, love. You’re already soaked. Let’s show your husband how much you can really take.” He presses the fat head against her slit. Her lips shine, juice already stringing down her thighs from Diane’s teasing tongue.

I can’t breathe. My Jenny’s always tight with me, always that little gasp as I push in. Watching that bellend part her folds looks obscene, wrong, too big for her. The phone jitters, but I hold it steady, recording as he pushes slower.

She groans, long and ragged. “Ohhh God - it’s… splitting me. Too much… too much…”

Diane moans beneath, tongue lapping at Jenny’s clit as the cock stretches her open above. The wet slap of spit, then Jenny’s gasp as a couple of inches sink deeper. Diane’s voice muffled under her: “That’s it, love. Let your husband see how wide you can stretch. He can’t look away.”

And she’s right - I can’t. My chest is hammering, my cock slick in my fist, precum dripping onto the carpet.

Jenny throws her head back, moaning again - half fear, half filth. “Michael, are you watching him? He’s splitting me… I can feel it in my belly…”

Dexter growls, hips pressing harder, sliding deep until his balls smack Diane’s chin. Jenny screams, back arching, tits bouncing, mouth hanging wide. “Ohhh fuuuck! He’s… he’s inside me - every bit…”

Her arse trembles, cheeks jiggling as he holds her buried. Diane licks up between his balls, slurping at the juice already leaking out around the base of that monster cock.

“Christ almighty…” escapes me in a whisper no one hears.

Dexter starts to move, rocking slowly, savouring her heat. “She’s snug, mate. Christ, she grips like a fist. You’ve been keeping this little cunt to yourself all these years?”

Jenny pants, eyes rolling, drool hanging from her lip. “M‑Michael… fuck… It’s different… So much bigger, thicker than you. You see me? He’s stretching me wide open.”

The phone closer as if drawn, screen filling with her swollen cunt swallowing him inch by inch. It’s obscene – cunt lips glossy, hole yawning around a shaft that shouldn’t fit.

Diane’s licking furiously beneath, smearing her face in the mess. “That’s it, Jenny, drip for him. Drip into my mouth while he pounds your tight little hole.”

The rhythm builds, wet slaps echoing round the room. Jenny’s voice climbs sharply, her fists clutching sheets. “Yes! Oh God yes, harder, don’t stop, I’m dripping down your wife’s tongue, can you see? She’s drinking my cunt while you fuck me!”

My cock pulses hard, spit slicking my grip. I can’t believe these words are her mouth. My Jenny. Always shy in bed, giggling at lingerie, never crude. And now she’s howling filth as another bloke owns her body.

Jenny glances at me, hair plastered to her face, eyes manic with lust. “Film it, Michael! Don’t miss a second! Look at me being fucked, look at his cock disappearing in me – film your dirty whore wife!”

I groan, thighs tensing, I cannot control myself… Jets of cum spray out of me onto the bedspread in front, drizzling down the edge of the sheets. My phone almost drops as I grunt in shock. I feel a shame – but God, it feels so good. She watches it happen, eyes locked on me, and her body shakes violently.

“Ohhh Christ - Michael’s cumming - he’s watching me get fucked and he’s cumming. Fuck, it’s making me-” she wails and convulses, gush of wetness splashing Diane’s jaw.

Dexter snarls, grabbing her arse, pounding harder, balls thudding against Diane’s chin. “Jesus, she’s milking me. Where d’you want it, mate? In her? Over her?”

Jenny’s head whips round, eyes rolled white, mouth slack. “Inside! Fuck… cum inside me, fill me, I want it now!”

I choke on breath at how quickly I answer with her. “Inside. Fill her up. Do it!”

Dexter grins feral and slams in balls‑deep, roaring as his hips hammer. Jenny’s whole body shudders, gaping hole swallowing him as he pumps his load. I fucking see it - thick seep leaking instantly around his shaft, squirting straight down onto Diane’s tongue.

Diane moans deep, mouth open, catching the first drip. She sucks lewdly at Jenny’s cunt as it oozes out, then latches to Dexter’s cock base, draining the rest. White cream strings from lip to clit as she drinks, moaning over the mess.

Jenny collapses onto Diane below, face plastered on her thigh, arse spread wide as more spunk leaks out, rolling down thighs. Diane groans as she feeds, sucking every drip, mouth glistening with her husband’s spend and my wife’s cum mixed.

I can’t move. My phone’s still pointing, filming the obscene clean‑up, documenting the way Diane swallows every drop like it was never meant to be wasted.

Dexter grunts, pulls free at last - Jenny gaping wide, lips swollen, white flood already seeping. He slaps her arse proudly and drops back into the armchair with a sigh, cock wet and still half‑hard.

Jenny rolls of Diane onto her back, panting, face slack with bliss, hand slowly creeping to caress her raw cunt again, sticky and shining. She looks destroyed. She looks gorgeous.

Then the moment jars. A knock. Three sharp raps at the door.

“Room service!”

Jenny jerks up, eyes wide, cum still drying down her thighs. “Oh my God. No, no, no-”

Diane laughs, calm as silk. She grabs a satin robe from the floor, shrugs it on, tits still half‑peeking, and pads gracefully to the door. Her face glows with smugness as she opens it.

“Just leave the champagne outside, thanks.”

I peer sideways and glimpse the lad outside - maybe twenty, tray in hand, staring as music and the smell of sweat drift out. His eyes dart across the room: past me, the bedsheets crusted with my spunk, Dexter lounging spent in the armchair, Jenny’s body still twitching open as she strokes her messy cunt.

The boy flushes crimson, mutters, “Yes, miss,” and lays the tray down, eyes popping wide.

Diane winks before closing him out. Turns back smug. “Poor lad probably came in his trousers.”
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Strapped and Flooded

The champagne fizz crackles weakly in the glass, like it knows it shouldn’t be here anymore. Jenny’s still sitting cross‑legged on the bed, tits bare, nipples stubbornly dark and swollen, hair glued damp to her cheeks. She looks flushed, used, properly radiant in that way that makes my stomach knot and cock stir even when I’d sworn it couldn’t. I’m slumped beside her, trying to catch breath, half‑delighted it’s finally slowed down, half‑gutted it’s ending. Dexter’s splayed in the armchair like a king who’s just demolished a banquet; one hand digging lazy scratches into his chest hair, the other raising his champagne with that bloody smug glare. Diane leaned against the bed, fingers wandering over Jenny’s thigh like she owns her already, while Jenny gulps her drink too fast, pink lips wet and shining.

For a moment, just a blink, it looks bloody normal. Two couples winding down, clinking glasses, maybe laughing about room service, Jenny’s hand stroking mine. The hotel clock ticks soft past two in the morning, and I’m thinking - yes, this is it - the messy toast before we drag ourselves off to bed, sticky as old pints, knackered and fucked to pieces.

But Diane doesn’t sit still. Of course she bloody doesn’t. She pads through the spilt drinks and musk like a cat, down to her big suitcase by the dresser. I half‑assume cigarettes, knickers. Instead, she squats low, zips, and rummages. Then comes the clink. Metallic. Heavy. My gut lurches.

She pulls it out with a wicked grin. Leather straps, dangling buckles. And a thick black rubber cock strapped front and centre, swinging like a weapon.

The noise Jenny makes – Jesus - it’s a squeal, hand to her mouth like a schoolgirl, but her cheeks blaze and her tits jiggle like they heard it first. “Oh my God… what are…” Her eyes ping to me, begging me to confirm she’s not mad. My cock stirs, fucking traitor, I thought was done for the night, but no it twitches stiff against my thigh just at the sight. A bloody cock. Strapped to her hips. And she handles it like she’s been waiting all day for this.

“Nearly forgot I packed it,” Diane chuckles, squeezing lube into her palm, running it down the rubber until it glitters slick under the lamplight. Fat drops splatter the carpet.

Jenny whispers behind fingers, eyes glued: “Is that… she’s gonna - fuck me?”

The thought slams me: Jenny flat, Diane ramming that thing until it claps her belly red raw. Christ, I can see it. My cock lurches and I realise, I’m half-willing it, while half terrified.

But we’ve both misread.

Dexter moves. He hauls up from the armchair slow as thunder, broad shoulders rolling, neck cracking. He stalks to the bed. I think he’s shifting aside. Then he drops to his knees, crawls up, and lowers to all fours. Arse high. Hole there like a bloody beacon.

“What the fuck,” I rasp, whisper‑blast. Jenny jerks wide‑eyed at me, then back to him, mouth a stunned O, tits wobbling.

Diane licks her lips, dripping spit straight onto the strap as she fists it glossy. Predator grin. “Come on then, lad.” She presses the head against him, grinding steady. Dexter groans deep, muscles bunched, wicked shaft driving into him inch by greedy inch.

What the fuck? My cock doesn’t wilt - it hardens sharper. Watching him yield to his own wife, arse spread round that cock - it’s bloody obscene, but I cannot look away.

Jenny’s now crawling forward, tits swinging side to side. She drops belly‑down next to him, eyes locked on him, open‑mouthed. “Michael,” she pants. “He’s… he’s getting hard.” Her hand darts, tugging his hip, peeking. “Oh my God - look. His cock’s stiff while she’s pegging him.” And Dexter groans harder from her words.

My head buzzes blank, cock weeping fresh precum all down my thigh. Jenny looks back wild‑eyed, thrilled, confessing without words. She leans closer, lips parted, staring at Diane railing her husband. It’s nasty. Dexter grins crookedly past his arm, like he’s teaching me rules.

Diane clocks my stare, hair slapping her cheeks as she rams him harder. “See, love? Nothing wrong with craving cock. Look at your husband - he can’t tear his eyes off.”

Jenny seizes my hand, yanking me close to the bed. Her voice is wrecked with awe: “Michael - you see this, don’t you? It’s… It’s so hot.”

And it fucking is. Dexter spread wide, swallowing the black strap, glistening wet, groaning deep.

Then Diane spanks his arse, command hard. “Jenny. On your back. Now.”

My wife startles, then scrambles faster than sense. Spreads herself flat in the sheets, legs wide, cunt glistening as she pants like a slut on heat.

Diane grips Dex’s hips, strap-on still buried in his arse, and manoeuvres him over Jenny’s body. “Fuck her, lad. Right there. Bury that cock. I’ll keep you filled while you fill her.”

I choke airless, cock pulsing, as the scene locks into place: Jenny flat, thighs shaking open; Dex looming above, cock thick and glossy, Diane behind him shoving, heaving inches deeper into him.

Jenny squeals high, eyes blown. “Michael. Fuck… he’s going to…”

And then Dex thrusts down. His cock slams her open in missionary, hips crashing. The sound - wet rip, squelch, guttural groan. Diane rams him from behind at the same moment. Her strap shoves into him, his cock shoves into Jenny - a fucked‑through chain.

Jenny’s nails claw the bedsheet, scream spilling. “Ohh God - it’s so fucking huge - with her inside him. He’s filling me - every thrust I feel both of them!”

I nearly collapse. Jenny’s arse tilts to accept even more as he pounds her, Diane hammering his hole at the same beat. An unnatural rhythm, bodies colliding, filth stacked like flesh dominoes.

Jenny howls, clawing her own tits, back arching, delirious. “Michael…look…I’m being fucked by both of them…fuck…fuck…”

Her cunt bursts wet, gushing around his cock so loud it slaps obscene. Dex’s roar rattles the suite. Diane’s tits bounce, strap hammering him deeper as his balls slap Jenny’s arse.

Her cries split ragged. “I’m cumming… Michael… I’m fucking cumming like this!”

I’m furiously wanking, cock spilling precum over the messed-up bed. My wife pinned in a sleazy missionary, stuffed by a bloke getting pegged by his own wife - filth weaponised. And I can’t stop.

Dexter seizes, roaring. He pounds once, twice, then erupts. His cock bucks inside Jenny, blasts hot, floods deep. She jolts, gasps shredded. “He’s filling me… it’s pouring. Ohhh Christ - it’s flooding me, Michael!” Her belly twitches, cunt clamping on him.

Diane yanks his hair, rams the black cock home harder, still pegging as cum churns into Jenny’s hole.

Dexter sags, rutting seed into my wife while groaning, pinned himself on Diane’s strap. It’s a chain of filth, one load feeding another, flooding my wife.

I’m seeing spunk steaming, spilling hot down her thighs, messy trails streaking sheets. Her body quivering, her scream ragged - Christ, I can smell it, that sharp seed stink mixed with sweat and pussy.

Then Diane shoves him aside and grabs Jenny by the shoulders and hauls her up from flat. Smirk venomous. “Go on, Michael. Take your wife back. Slide into that messy cunt. Take what’s yours.”

I stumble, cock dripping wet, phone slack in my hand. Jenny’s cunt gapes sloppy, Dexter’s seed sluicing down her slit. I press my head to her hole, heat searing.

“Michael - ohh fuck - it’s so sloppy - it’s bursting.”

I slam in. No drag, no tightness. Just wet ruin, sloppy seed painting me. Her walls soaked sponge, my shaft drowned in his load. It’s obscene. It’s bliss.

I groan, grab her tits, and thrust hard. “Christ, Jen. You’re dripping. I can feel him all over me.”

She shrieks. “Yes fuck your sloppy seconds. God, I love it - don’t you dare stop.”

Diane leans over, mouth at my ear. “See? You don’t hate it. You love her ruined like this. Admit it, your missus is a slut now.”

I pound wild, cock burning, vision black from it. “I do. I bloody fucking do. I love it!”

Balls ache, bursting. I explode. Cum blasts through, mixing with Dexter’s load inside her wringing cunt. Jenny milks me tight, screaming climax, nails carving my chest raw.

We collapse, tangled. My cock still buried, cum bubbling free around me, slopping warm over her cunt, onto sheets. Jenny trembles, heavy belly with two men’s seed.

Diane strokes my shoulder like she’s crowned me. Dexter laughs hoarse, slumped, sweat‑slick. Jenny’s face glows filthy, matted hair, smile stuck. They share a look, sharp, smug.

He turns, beard dripping sweat, grin wide. “Welcome to the club, mate.”
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Afterglow

The Selene suite feels silent after the Neptune. No musk, no bass-line, no wet slap of bodies, just the faint creak of the mattress when Jenny slumps onto it, naked, her thighs still shiny and parted as if her body hasn’t quite caught up that it’s over. I shut the door, lean against it, heart still cracking against my ribs. My cock aches, but it’s emptied, raw. My head spins as I look at her.

She laughs weakly and sprawls on her back, tits jiggling with the bounce, belly still rising too fast. “Bloody hell, Michael. What just happened?”

Her cunt is glazed, cum still oozing lazy down the crack of her arse onto the white sheets. She doesn’t even reach for a towel. No rush to hide. She’s just lying in it, spent and glowing.

I crawl up beside her, naked and trembling. The mattress dips, sticking to my thigh where it touches the wet patch. “I don’t know. I don’t…” I swallow. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Jenny grins crooked, eyes glassy, hair rat-nest damp around her cheeks. “You filmed me. Proper zoomed in. Jesus, my cunt’s probably in HD now.”

I groan, cover my face with a hand, but I’m grinning too. “You didn’t bloody stop me. Christ, Jen, you looked right down the lens and told me I liked it.”

Her giggle is cracked, tired, filthy. “Because you did. Didn’t you? You loved it. Watching me get filled… listening to her lick me while he fucked me full…”

I can’t answer. My cock twitches again, half-hard despite the pounding I already gave it. My eyes drop back down to where she’s still messy, dripping.

Jenny props herself up on her elbows, watching me stare. “That wasn’t just sex,” she says, quieter now, serious. “That was… I don’t know what it was. Something… bigger.”

My chest jerks as I breathe. “It’s done something to me. Proper cracked me open. Seeing you like that, taking him, taking her… it wasn’t jealousy, Jen. It was primal. Like I could’ve watched all night.”

She studies me, chewing her lip. Then the words fall from her even as she blushes. “I want more.” Her voice drops to a husky whisper. “I want a room full next time. Michael, I do. Not just one bloke. I want… all of them.”

My cock pulses so hard I have to reach down, squeeze it. The image her words shove at me: Jenny on a bed, a whole crowd of cocks queued for her - is so obscene I nearly blow again.

“Fuck,” I pant, shaking my head. “Don’t say that unless you mean it.”

Her expression is deadly serious now, eyes shining. “I mean it. God help me, I mean it.”

I let out a crazy laugh, rub my hand down my face. “Christ. Next, you’ll be asking me to… to bend over so you can… peg me.”

The joke dies in my throat because it doesn’t sound like a joke. As soon as I’ve said it, I know it’s what I want to try. That image of Dexter hunched and moaning while Diane rammed him hasn’t left me. It twisted something in my chest, the same as watching Jenny stretched by his cock.

Jenny blinks, then stares at me, sharp eyes glimmering. “Did you just ask me…?”

I shrug, mouth dry. “What if next time… you peg me?”

Silence. Except for her sharp gasp. Except for my throat clicking.

Then she laughs, incredulous, covering her mouth with her messy hand. She’s shocked. But there’s pink rising in her cheeks again, nipples still hard. “You filthy bastard. You actually… oh my God.”

We both laugh, uneasily at first, then harder, till we’re clutching each other, our bodies sticky with the DNA of other people, our laughter shaking the soaked sheets.

Jenny’s grin softens, her voice molten. “Michael? I think we’ve started something we can’t stop.”

I kiss her hair, taste sweat, spunk, perfume. My cock is stiff again, pressed to her hip.

And I know she’s right.


six
The Dirty Taxi Home
The Mirror Show


The Soho streets still stank of piss and lager, fried onions stale in the air, gutter slime reflecting neon like grease. Dean’s sweaty palm clamped Kelly’s hip, dragging her along before she toppled in those too-tall heels. Every wobble hiked the pink scrap of her clubbing dress higher, thighs bare, legs loose from vodka-pops and hours of grinding on strangers. His cock hadn’t gone soft all night, trousers already wet through where precum had leaked into his briefs.

Across the street, a hen party screeched, inflatable cocks bobbing like balloons as one girl lost a heel and almost ate pavement. Kelly giggled at the sight, breath still fizzy-sweet with alcopop sugar, tits bouncing braless under the cling. She had no bra tonight - just bounce and jiggle for anyone to look. Dean pulled her in tighter, his cock jolting, trousers stained dark from a pint spilt hours earlier but pulsing hard anyway.

On the kerb a lad was folded over, emptying his gut into the gutter. Puke sour-curdled the air. Dean steered them around him, a bleeding wreck spilling bile in the road, while Kelly strutted beside him like lit fireworks, tits begging out of that dress. His slut. His fucking trophy of a wife, luminous against all the filth.

She crinkled the chip cone she’d got from some stall, grease soaking her fingers, salt white under the cab-glare. She sucked them clean slow, tongue snaking, lips smacking wet around potato. “Still hot,” she mumbled, stuffing two in deep. Her moan came half-starving, half-slutty whine. She dropped one, spat another half-chewed chunk on the kerb, tongue burnt but laughing like a maniac, grease sliding down her wrist.

“You’re disgusting,” Dean muttered, but his cock throbbed for it, stabbing his waistband like it would burst free just from watching her eat dirty.

A lash of glitter caught his eye - a pack of dolled-up girls bursting from a doorway, tits squeezed into sequined bras, belly buttons dangling rings. A bouncer shoved some skinny lad back into the street. Dean’s gaze snagged. Tits out in the cold, fuckable if he looked long enough. Too slow. Kelly saw it, saw him, gave him that lopsided drunk-smirk that said she knew exactly where his eyes had gone.

“Stop fucking eyeing ’em,” she giggled, a fat chip tucked to her lips.

Better this than another row. Earlier, some tosser had spilt his pint over Kelly’s tits and pawed too close, pint glass half-inches from Dean’s fist. He’d dragged her out before glass and bone crunched together. Adrenaline still buzzed sharply in his chest. Better this night ended messy in a cab than on a bloody Soho pavement.

Kelly lobbed the emptied carton for the bin, missing by yards, chips scattering across the road. She bent double, laughing at the splat. Dean just shook his head, herded her to the kerb. Wheel grind behind made him turn.

Not Uber. Not even a proper minicab. This was black paint long dulled to smoking grey, panel rattling, headlights yellow piss-glow, tyres bald. The driver's window squealed down.

“Taxi?” The voice was a gravel rasp, smoke and East End tang, bald crown in sodium glare, jaw grey with stubble.

Kelly tilted, wide-eyed, a grin slicing her face. “Shall we?”

Dean could’ve pulled his phone. He didn’t. Body already choosing – get in the warm. They were too gone. Too wired to wait out here. He nodded, couldn’t trust himself to speak.

Kelly bent first, hauling the pink hem down uselessly. The dress rode anyway – fuck no knickers. Her bare arse blinked at the petrol-lit kerb, cheeks full flash in sodium as she climbed. Dean’s cock thrashed at the sight – the disgusting cabbie’s first eyeful wasn’t even subtle. His missus butt-naked underneath, gift-wrapped.

The bloke's eyes flicked up in the mirror before her arse had even settled. Piggish stare stuck on her crack, no shame at all. Vinyl groaned as she shuffled across the stained seat, laughing at the grease marks. The dirty bastard already owned the sight - Dean’s shame flared but melted instant into gold heat. Fuck yes. Witnessed. His wife’s bare cunt was logged in some stranger’s filthy eyes. His cock burned under his trousers, the wet patch spreading.

The door clapped behind him like a cell slam. He choked on stinking air - cab soaked in recent fag smoke, damp vinyl rot.

“Where to, guv?” A standard opener.

“Get us to Kentish Town High Street, then I’ll direct.”

“Sure thing. Call me Ray. If you erm… need anything.” Fuck, the way he licked his lips and looked to Kelly as he said that, dirty bastard.

The old engine coughed, and the cab lurched off the kerb, back wheels spraying puddle scum. Kelly toppled into the seat corner, legs sprawling wide. Dress bunched high, inner thighs glowing flushed under dusty window neon. Every bump popped them wider. And there - obscenely neat - her groomed strip showed itself, lips under silky pink hem almost visible. Fucking hell.

She hummed tunelessly, hair frizzed, sweat-snarled into her cheek. Messy, drink-ruined - slutty. Dean slid low into the corner, never blinking from the rear-view mirror. The cabbie checked it every few seconds. Not even pretending. Eyes sticky, snapping from her thighs to his windscreen, then back. A dirty orbit round her cunt already set and circling.

Kelly slapped the vinyl with her grease-wet palm, streak leaving black marks. Laughed wildly. Fell open again, thigh muscles slack, cunt gaping hint beneath. Like the whole cab suspension was programmed to batter her legs wider with each pothole. No knickers, cunt bare, right there on tacky seats where half Soho had already rubbed off.

“You know he’s looking, don’t you?” Dean rasped, voice cracked, hand trembling over his prick.

Kelly’s drunk-smirk curled, slow, wicked; one she only pulled when she shouldn’t but knew she’d fucking do it anyway.

Mirror flared. Then the cabbie grunted out: “Love ’em shaved smooth, mate.” Voice thick with hunger, lips wet in the glass.

Dean’s gut dropped at his words, cock surged with it. Kelly stiffened, blush pumping vein-red up her throat, tits jutting sharp against pink cling. Nipples carved tight peaks, visible even in gutter glow.

Dean bit out, dragging his mouth by her ear, “I dare you. Show him more. Show him all of it.”

She looked sideways at the wet-black blur of street rushing past - but her thighs obeyed. They parted. Fabric dragged higher. Tidy dark strip glinted bare in the dim light. Right in the mirror, labelled for the cabbie’s eyes.

Ray’s throat clicked loudly, lips licked over as his stare held steady just ahead, but twitching hard. Dean grabbed his hard-on openly now, knuckle bulge shameless through trousers.

“Good girl,” he whispered hoarsely. “My fucking slut - show him what you’ve got.”

Kelly leaned back, lids fluttered - her spread cunt tilting wider, on display to every flare of neon rolling the glass. She twitched a finger across seat vinyl like she didn’t even notice how obvious, her body sketching its own pulse-beats.

Dean’s breath rattled, loud enough for pig ears to hear it front. The road ran black and wet, but none of that mattered. The only picture worth fuck was glowing golden in the cab mirror: his wife’s cunt offered, open; the cabbie devouring it; his cock granite and straining close to shatter itself with pride.
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Cab Slut on Display

The cab rattled deeper into North London, whole chassis shuddering like it wanted to throw them out. Every pothole knocked them sideways, neon Soho sliding off behind, drowned by piss-orange sodium lamps whining above shuttered shops. Half the shopfronts done up in bent graffiti, half rotting with bin bags bleeding drizzle. Dean barely saw any of it. The only thing glowing was Kelly’s thighs - wide open under the flicker - dress bunched up high, luminous hot-pink wrinkled like a cheap whore’s curtain. Her cunt showing just with the light stutter. No knickers. His fucking wife spread raw in the back of some pervy scumbag’s minicab.

Ray cleared his throat, a thick lump of phlegm like he wanted them both to hear it. Didn’t whisper. Didn’t need whisper.

“Fuckin’ love filthy birds with no knickers. Get ’em in here all the time.”

He said it like a policy. Like cab rank rules. Gave it straight to the rear-view like he was daring Dean to deny he saw the same.

Dean leaned in close, drunk stink rolling off his tongue, whisper burning Kelly’s ear.

“Hear that, Kel? He thinks you’re a filthy slut.”

Her laugh burst out sudden, half a little girl squeak, half fucking thrilled. Bottom lip caught between teeth. She tugged at her dress sharply, yanked the hem down over her slit like it would matter. Futile. Her thighs still spread wide, fabric bouncing straight back up like elastic. No knickers. Glimmer still there. The dirty flash was out, and it wasn’t going back in.

She tried resting her hand politely on her lap. Pretend she was still a lady. Dean slid his fingers over hers, casual fake touch - then let his forefinger creep down, greedy, slow. Inside thigh, hot, slippery with a shine he hadn’t clocked yet. Christ, she was already slick. His cock twitched like it wanted to rip through denim. Jeans too tight, cock crushed hard against zipper. The second his fingertip grazed her wet seam, he felt her heat pulse up him like sparks. Damp. Soaked. Pussy aching, and it hadn’t even been touched yet.

Her breath ripped out like she’d coughed on smoke. Little slap of fingers against his wrist - weak, too weak, then locking tighter. Not pushing him away. More like keeping him anchored there. No movement of legs either. They stayed spread for him. Maybe for dirty Ray watching in the glass. Her body screaming yes while she whined the no.

Ray’s eyes in the mirror went wide – his head twitching, frantic to catch both road and rear. Cab slowed, engine growl down to a dirty purr, suspension squeak like it was waiting for permission to watch.

Dean pushed harder. Two fingers knuckled up deep, cunt swallowing down greedy, sloppy-hungry like it’d been starving. Booze melted her resistance faster than kebab fat in chip-shop heat lamps. It was noisy. Obscene-sounding. He hooked a curl, and the vinyl beneath his hand smeared wet. Proof of her leak. Proof for the cabbie.

Her head fell back against cracked leather, eyes rolling glassy, muttering into the seat. Cab jolted rough over a bump, and her tits jerked under the dress, fabric dragging over nipples gone erect against it.

“Fucking hell, look at her open for you,” Ray barked. Phlegm on it, spit at the corner of his grin. “Dirty little bird.”

Kelly flushed deep crimson, cheeks lit even in road gloom. Her body betrayed her, hips lifting greedily onto Dean’s piston fingers, sloppy grind full of soaking filth. No denying in that.

Dean’s cock fought against jeans, the stretch obvious, the bulge showing through. Humiliation and pride in equal measure. Wanted Ray to clock it, a small hard lump straining while the big man got a view of the cunt. Loved the burn of being compared, the self-sick thrill of showing - his cock already leaking while hers opened wider for someone else’s gaze.

Ray snorted a laugh, nose clogged, wet.

“Posh cunt like that wasted on a lad like you. Look at ’er fucking leak.”

Dean shoved his mouth back into her ear, hissing a dare like spit-prayer. Each word hot into her skull.

“Go on. Show him, Kel. Proper. Let him see your tits.”

Kelly shook her head too fast, all panic laugh, panic voice:

“No… Dean-”

But her own hands didn’t listen. Her tits strained heavy against the fabric, then the elastic straps squealed when she tugged them off her shoulders, neckline lost grip. They fell out sudden, fucking meteors, gravity swinging them down fat into light. Nipples dark, swollen, shame-blood rushing to tips, stiff and honest. Piss-yellow glow glazed them like dirty showroom lamps.

Ray groaned thick from his throat, his worn seat squeaking as his bulk shifted. One hand left wheel - slid back blind, fumbling for her tits. Fingers fat, nails nicotine-stained to dirty-brown, smacked onto a soft breast like meat hitting a butcher's counter. He grabbed, pawed, tips scraping her areola clumsy but greedy.

Dean froze a blink, then phone up fast, glass eye open. Caught every second - Kelly bare, tits mashing through some cabbie’s rank paw. Frame filled with porn. His porn. Recording his wife touched.

Ray’s greenish grin cracked the mirror.

“Lovely tits. Fuckin’ wasted these. Christ almighty.”

He didn’t stroke. He kneaded. Mauling the flesh like dough, like rent owed. Already firmer, fuller grip than Dean’s own pathetic hand had ever managed.

Kelly’s breath hitched whiny. She didn’t shrink. Didn’t block. She leaned forward, feeding him more, tits swinging ripe into his palm, hair tumbling messy, shutting her eyes like she could vanish while her hard nipples told the truth.

Dean’s cock pulsed, throbbed. His boxers were soaked, a spreading patch, piss-dark wet of precum leaking constant. He couldn’t stop himself from dry-humping the armrest, needing some relief. Obsessed, watching her give in to the grope of a filthy older man.

Ray pinched nipple cruel, twist sharp until Kelly squealed thin, gasping. His grin widened.

“Slut loves it.”

Cab thumped over a pothole, suspension screaming. Her tits bounced, nipple slipped, slapped back into the crook of his knuckle, heavy smack pulling another groan-gasp. Her hips ground against his fingers harder, Dean’s hand sliding deeper in, cunt spitting juice that ran warm down his ring finger.

Dean hissed, voice poisonous dare for them both.

“Keep his hand there. Don’t fuckin’ move. Show him you love it.”

Her groan burst wet into his neck, sticky tongue dragging over lips, spit sloppy, like miming a cock down her throat. She nodded. Tiny nod but nod all the same.

“Good girl,” Ray rasped, gravel south London filth. “Cab slut. Proper fucking cab slut.”

Dean barely recognised his own sound - savage animal noise rattling chest. Phone shook in his grip, cock pumping hard to pulse of every hair yank, every nipple twist, every sloppy moan as his fingers worked her.

Tyres screamed rubber, Ray jerking them to a kerb. Quiet street, shuttered shopfronts, one near-dead lamp making the cab glow like a confession box. The engine coughed then died.

Ray spun half round, thick arm hooked on the seat, sweat shining on his lined forehead. He gave it barking, not a question but an order:

“Oi, love. Wanna see the front of my cab? Get up ’ere.”
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The Fare in Her Throat

Ray shifted his bulk forward in the driver’s seat, hand yanking his fly open. The rasp ripped through the cab quiet, and then the stink hit - God, foul - sweat gone stale on denim, nicotine soaked so long it had turned into skin. Proper animal reek, piss-heat baked in. Dean’s gut knotted with it, sick envy swirled tight with adrenaline, with the twitching bulge in his own trousers betraying him.

Ray heaved himself free. Fat slab of cock, veiny and uncut, darker and bigger than Dean’s pale little thing. Drooped heavy in his fist like something slaughterhouse-wet. Ugly as fuck, ugly bastard, but Jesus, thick - twice Dean’s. No, more. Dean couldn’t tear his eyes away. His own prick twitched about in his pants, embarrassingly thin, precum slick marking through cloth. The words escaped his throat before he knew - whispered, almost confessional.

“Fuck, Kel… look at the size…”

Ray caught her in the mirror, his lips splitting wide across greasy jowls. A cabbie’s grin, animal. “Go on then, bird. Wrap that posh mouth round it. Earn yer ride home.”

Those words burned the cab’s air like spit on tarmac. Kelly froze half a beat, tits bouncing as she braced on the seat. Half-shocked, half-drunk, and still her glance snapped to Dean - eyes glazed, pupils huge, thrill sparks ripping through her fear. He watched her teeter in the gap, knees - then her whole weight tipped forward. That little smirk curling her lips, the slut-smirk that said she’d wanted this part all night.

Dean’s hand shook with his phone, Ray’s fat cock bouncing in the centre of the screen. His other hand was clumsy ripping down his zip, cock spilt out, pathetic little shaft, but glazed slick like it already knew what was coming. Couldn’t hold it back.

Kelly clambered over the handbrake like she hadn’t a lick of shame left. Tits bobbing bare, hair falling across her face, her arse in tight gloss of pink fabric hiking up so far he could see the wet sheen straight down her slit. A shot of cunt — gleam catching cab light — his own groan slipping out. Soaking. She was bloody soaking already, from his fingers and the cabbie’s filthy dare.

Sitting in the passenger seat, her lips parted, sticky shine still from chips salt, and she leaned in. Closed round his fat, swollen cockhead, slow, wet, obscene.

Slurrp.

The sound echoed tight inside the cab - thick, sucking, porn-wet. Dean’s knees actually buckled. Nearly lost the phone.

Ray groaned, deep like bull’s breath, and rammed his hips forward straight into her mouth. “Yeah, that’s it… take the fat fucker, cab slut. Been waitin’ all night for that.”

Dean’s chest hammered like a drum. His cock twitched in his fist, leaking. Words ripped out, strangled on air.

“That’s- fuck… that’s my wife, Ray. Jesus… she’s suckin’ you like it’s nothin’…”

Ray’s paw knotted in Kelly’s hair, scalp pale where strands dragged, and forced her down the bastard girth. Her gag cracked wet, it echoed right up Dean’s spine. His knees fell apart on the seat, cock jerking in sweaty palm.

Spit streamed off her chin like tap water left running. Splattered Ray’s jeans, pooled sloppy on his lap. Drooled down her tits, cleavage shiny mess, nipples sharp in haze.

Dean’s whisper cracked, trembling like prayer. “Already ruined, slut - and he ain’t even had your cunt yet…”

Ray hacked laughter round broken teeth. “Had plenty here, mate. White girls - always the best gaggers. Proper cock throats.”

Dean’s belly twisted - bristled half at the filth, the grease, racist bite — but fuck, his hand tightened faster down his shaft. Couldn’t stop. Couldn’t. It dirtied him deeper, made the kink heavier, filthier.

Kelly snatched a breath up the pipe of her throat, gasping ragged. “God… It’s so thick…” voice pitched high, awed, then swallowed it back down, greedy as hunger.

Ray yanked hair brutally, shoved his fuck meat deep. “That’s it, choke, throat’s for fuckin’ too.”

The sound turned animal. Glrk, glrk, glrk, gagging and suction filling every corner of the cab. Wet sucks slapped plastic partitions, salt-spit misting the dash. Dean pumped harder, precum spraying between his fingers.

“Take it all, babe,” he hissed, desperate. “Show him – let him have your throat.”

Ray spat on her. Spit landed in her hair, slime sliding down her scalp, webbing into his knuckles knotted at her root. Forced her deeper, nose smashed into his belly. Full gag, ribs heaving, throat sealed round that thickness.

Mascara bled down her cheeks like nightmares streaming. Perfect. She still looked pretty, so pretty in that ruin. Dean’s cock twitched, harder than it ever got. Mascara is always better running. Always.

“She looks - oh sweet Jesus, look at her… dirty fucking slut…” Dean moaned it louder than he meant.

Her throat shook with muffled words, “Mmmphhh—gkkhh—” nothing but muff gagging.

Ray barked, cruel grin. “Filthy melt. Bet you swallow better than you kiss yer fella.”

Dean’s chest cracked with humiliation. Pain in it like stabbing. But his cock surged harder, spit-lathered fist wringing fast. Shame undone him every time.

Kelly clawed Ray’s denim thighs, nails digging, tits flattened ugly against his fat knees, grease-print smears spreading. Hair clumped, spit ropes glimmering across glass.

Ray slammed faster, cheeks hollow, snapping back round his shaft with every thrust. Schlupp, schluck, suction noises bounced off cab sides.

She gasped once, free enough to beg, “Don’t stop- fuck, don’t stop-” then nuts cracked her chin again, cock splitting throat wide.

“Suck him proper,” Dean whined, panting ruin. “Slut throat – swallow his load.”

Ray’s laugh turned growl, belly slapping on her face. “Ready, posh slut? Gonna drown you. Swallow it or choke.”

She moaned hum low, throat trapped around him — that muffled vibrato of consent still humming his shaft. Yes. She wanted it.

Ray barked deep, shoved in one brutal slam. His bald head creased, belly sweat sprayed her cheek. Cock jerked up hard in her throat, veins straining fat. His roar filled the cab.

Spunk burst hot. Jetting thick into her throat, hard gulps clacking audibly. She gagged but still swallowed greedily, tilting forward. Couldn’t keep it all. White ropes smeared out her nose and mouth, leaking down her chin, striping soft tits in hot strands, cum dropping warm down over pink nipples.

Dean’s hand blurred, fist splitting open. Cum belted across his knuckles, spatters streaking seat backs, sticky rain over his phone. He jolted, groaning like mad, whole body wrecked while watching her choke and gulp Ray’s load like some cum drunk pornstar.

Ray finally let her flop, slick hair stuck in his paw. “Best fuckin’ sloppy top in years,” he wheezed, sweat flooding down his bald patch. “Keeper, mate. Fuckin’ keeper.”

Kelly collapsed back passenger side, hacking phlegm through slime-drip. Seed glazed her chin shiny, tits curtained with web ropes. And yet - fuck, her eyes were glowing. Messy high, filth-slick joy. No shame in that look. None.

Dean reached forward and grabbed her messy body, dragging her into the back again. She crashed bare-titted against him, dress wrecked, hair spit-matted. She grabbed his jaw, mashed her slime mouth on his. Spunk-salt tang rushed hot down his tongue, kissed in filth. Ray’s taste in her spit.

Dean’s cock jolted again, weak-drooling even fresh-spent. Couldn’t even stop. His phone was still clutched in his paw, catching every sticky blur.

Ray sparked a crumpled fag like he’d just parked up for a sandwich. His window steamed, fag stink layered on sex. He hacked a cough, spat smoke snot onto the floor.

“Best ride all week,” he laughed round yellow-stump grin. “Knock a chunk off the fare. Gob like that, it’s worth it.”

Dean wiped salt spit off his lip, cock half-hard again already. Couldn’t help it. Had to push. His voice came rough, cracked.

“Know anywhere quieter?” He leaned forward, eyes locked cab mirror. “Somewhere we… keep this party going?”

Ray’s grin slid wider, smoke puff curling lazily from his teeth.

“Oh, I do, mate. I bloody do.”
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Street Slut Bent Over Bonnet

The cab swung off the road, headlights slicing across shuttered steel doors and dead weeds bursting through cracks. Dean’s stomach squirmed. Why the fuck were they even here? Ten minutes since she’d swallowed Ray’s load in the cab, his own cum sticky on his fingers, trousers still damp. Should’ve been finished. Done. But he was caught in the moment. Caught in his own sick perversions. His cock wasn’t soft, was it? It was twitching back to life before they’d even stopped.

Tyres crunched glass, kicked rubbish across the gravel. The stink rolled in through the vents - piss, fried chicken bones, rotten chips swimming in bins, that heavy fryer fat smell baked into the walls. A wasteland. And here they were.

“Perfect spot, innit?” Ray’s chuckle had phlegm in it, teeth yellow in the orange glow of the one working lamp. “No one comes ‘ere this time o’ night.”

Deader than a morgue, but Dean’s pulse was hammering faster. Kelly shifted in the seat beside him – her dress rucked at her waist, tits bare, streaks of drying cum still crusted across her chest. Her hand hadn’t left her clit since leaving Soho. Fingers glittering wet under the dash light, circling, dipping, dragging more juice up. Proper horny mess.

Dean croaked a whisper. “You okay? We can just go home-”

Her head whipped at him, eyes glazed with drunk need. “Don’t you dare,” she hissed, hand circling harder. “I want more of that cock.”

Christ. And her cunt lips were gleaming, folds sticking to her fingers, little schlurps every time she pulled them apart. Not done. Not even close.

Ray twisted the key, engine cutting with a cough. The sudden silence roared. Dean could hear her breath ragged, almost whimpering, and the rush of blood thumping inside his own ears. His dick stirred harder, traitor. Any second ago, he’d been telling himself it had gone too far. Then Kelly moaned softly, and clarity fucked off completely.

“Out, slag,” Ray barked, door creaking like it’d never been oiled. “Time you showed me what else you can do.”

That laugh spilt from her. The dangerous one, drunk and filthy - the one that said she didn’t care anymore. Out they went. Dean followed, legs trembling, belt half undone already. The place was worse outside: cracked concrete soaked with puddles that reeked of piss, crates toppled, bin bags ripped open, chicken carcass bones scattered through oily mud. A fox skittered off, something dangling from its jaws.

Ray was on her straight away; arm round her waist, paw on her tits, mouth smashing hers. Tongue down her throat, no finesse, just force. His wife. The same soft mouth that whispered him goodnight every night, mashed by a cabbie’s whisky tongue. Fuck. Dean’s stomach flipped, but his cock punched hard against his zipper.

“Jesus Christ,” he rasped, not even real words. Just watching her tongue tangle with his, hearing her moan into it. “Look at you…”

And he should stop it, shouldn’t he? In a piss-stinking dump like this. Wife half-naked, held by a stranger. He should shout, shove, something. Do anything but-

“Don’t stop,” he hissed instead, words spilling before he could swallow them. “Don’t fucking stop now…”

Ray yanked at the straps of her pink dress, no patience, just brute hands. Tore it down. Nylon stuck on her arse a moment, then slithered round her ankles, puddle of trashy fabric in gutter water. She shivered but didn’t move to cover. Naked but for heels, tits bouncing, nipples hard. Streetlights washed her curves: one half in shadow, half in vile orange glow. A porno queen under a lamp post in a car park.

“Proper fit bird,” Ray grunted, turning her like she weighed nothing, bending her over the bonnet. Her thighs smacked against the dirty metal, grease streaking her skin. “Let’s see if that cunt’s worth the noise.”

Dean saw it all. The bonnet smeared with shit - old fingerprints, splattered squash of bugs, dried bird shit crusted white. And her body pressed into it, tits dragging across grime, nipples scraping dirt as the cabbie shoved her flat.

Ray’s cock out again now - fat, uncut, swollen. Dean’s throat went dry. He couldn’t stop flicking between that thing and her open pussy lips, spread wide as Ray hauled her arse higher. Shining wet, twitching already like it knew what size was coming. And no rubber. Nothing. Bareback.

“Fucking fucking hell,” Dean gasped, fumbling his belt loose, trousers falling. Hand on his own cock like instinct. “He’s going in bare.”

And he did. First thrust - brutal. Ray didn’t tease, didn’t aim gentle. Just hammered straight through, one violent shove, and balls to bone. Kelly’s whole body jolted forward, breasts smacking bonnet. Her palms slapped metal, fingers clawing grime for grip.

Her scream tore through the lot. Echoed off shutters, off bins. Too fucking loud. “OH MY GOD! Fuck! So-big-”

Dean’s trousers fell past his ankles. Cock in his fist. And tiny thing it was, compared to what she was split open on. But rock hard. Already drooling precum down his knuckles as he stroked like a madman.

Then came the noises - fuck, he’d NEVER forget those noises. Wet slap after wet slap. Cunt sucking him in, juices squelching. Ray’s fat shaft punching into her soaked hole, every stroke louder than thought. His grunts - low, ugly, animal - merged with her cries that cracked high. Her arse rippling with every smash, cheeks wobbling against his sweaty gut, his balls smacking with filthy squelches.

“Yes… fuck…don’t stop. Just there… oh god-” she babbled, face to bonnet, mascara streaked, the squeal snapping each thrust. “So deep. Fuck me. Harder!”

Dean spun his head round, jerky, scanning. Beer crates stacked like broken teeth. Black stains down the walls where dossers pissed daily. Bin bags split open, condoms in slime. And centre stage - his wife. Bent bare, filled raw. Taking a cabbie’s cock like she’d belonged bent for it all her life.

His fist blurred faster. “Harder,” he begged out loud, voice hoarse. “Fuck her harder. Show her the slut she is.”

Ray set his feet wider, heels grinding gravel, then hammered deep, hips brutal. Pulling out slick with her strings, shoving back in sloppy. “Slut’s wetter and dirtier than the bloody sewers,” he barked, bringing a hand down on her arse so hard Dean flinched. Crack echoed off the warehouses. “Proper nasty tart, this one.”

A handprint bloomed red on Kelly’s cheek. She moaned through it, tits mashed against filth, pushing her bum higher to take more. And her cunt fluttered round him - Dean could see it twitching on the girth.

Christ, she wasn’t even begging him to stop. She wanted more. Honest-to-God begging backwards.

“Christ…” he whispered, his own hand a blur. “Look at her. Loves it. Loves getting ruined.”

The sight froze him - Kelly, orange light on her pale flesh, pressed into filth. So small against his hulking, sweaty body. His hairy gut folding over, fingers clamped deep in her hips, wrestling her like a rag.

Another slap. Heavy. “Take it, posh bitch,” Ray snarled, spit flying. “This is what you need, innit? Proper cock, proper fuckin’.”

Dean crept closer, still pumping frantically, head dizzy. Look at this mess, the stink of chip fat, spilt beer, bins leaking slurry - and there she was. Bent raw, being taken like a street girl. Like one of the slags that stood out here on weekends, offered holes for notes by strangers. And his wife was moaning for more of it.

“Harder!” Dean barked, spit catching. “Slap her harder. Show her off. Let everyone know she’s a slut.”

Kelly pushed back, voice cracked ragged: “More! Fuck… yes harder! Ray, don’t stop - make me your slut Ray!”

Ray’s laugh was mean, jagged. “Husband’s lovin’ it, yeah? Wanks his little one while I stuff you proper. You like watchin’, pal? Like seein’ your bird split round a cock?”

Dean groaned, fingers vice at his shaft. His cock was almost purple, veins straining. He was close again already - too fast, too fucking close. Couldn’t help it. Wife’s voice breaking, her tits glued with dirt, her arse shaking under those filthy smacks. Ray’s heavy bollocks smacking into her arse, wet and loud, swinging like weights.

Beer stink, chip stink, piss stink. His wife reduced to porno in piss alley. And wasn’t it the most beautiful sight he’d ever fucking seen? Christ, yes. His perversion surged hot, spine tingling as he wanked, eyes locked on Ray’s thickness, tearing her wide open - a cock twice the weight of his, splitting her in a way he never could.
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The Tramp’s Feast

Sweat rolled thick down Dean’s spine, his shirt sticking, cock slick in his fist as he watched Ray ravage Kelly like she wasn’t his wife anymore, just meat. The bonnet groaned under her weight, metal warm where her tits flattened against it. Those tits he’d spent years kissing soft in bed now smeared on taxi filth, skid marks and bird shit pressed against her pale skin. And Christ, if that wasn’t the best, most rotten, most fuckable sight he’d ever had in his eyes.

“Jesus, look at her take it,” he hissed into the night, his hand pumping faster, desperate. Ray’s cock was a weapon, a slab; nothing like his own thin bit of meat. Darker, fatter, veins thick as cables under that shiny skin. Kelly’s pussy peeled around it, stretched to breaking, pink lips gripping wet round every inch as Ray slammed into her, hammering so hard the cab rocked.

Then something shifted. Corner of his eye. A shadow twitching behind stacked bin bags. His gut jumped - a jolt right through his ball sack. Hand froze mid‑stroke. Oh fuck. Someone there.

From the piss‑coloured glow of the streetlamp shuffled a figure; hunched, rancid, layers on layers of coats piled on like rags. A tramp. Hair matted to greasy knots, beard glued with spit and God‑knows‑what. And fuck, Dean smelt it even from here - the sting of stale piss, cheap cider, sweat that never washed out.

Jesus Christ. He should shut it down now. Yell. Step in. That was his wife, folded open on a minicab bonnet, dress dumped on the tarmac, knickers long gone -and now some alley rat-

Pulling out his cock.

The filthy hands went straight down, thumbs cracked, nails black, working a thin ropey shaft out through broken flies. God no… God yes. Dean’s breath stuttered. The thing was wiry, veined like string beans. The tramp’s trousers sagged round his knees as he shuffled closer, grunting at the sight like an animal digging into meat.

“Fuck me,” Dean rasped, his own cock jerking up against his palm. He should drag Kelly off the bonnet, protect her, hold her. Bollocks. His grip only grew tighter, slick now with spit he didn’t remember adding.

“Christ… let him,” he whispered, words tumbling. “Let him see.”

Ray had spotted it too. A flick behind his shoulder. Didn’t slow - just grinned wide, filthy, gums glowing under stained teeth.

“Oi, mate!” he bellowed, spit spraying as he pumped Kelly harder. “Get in! Watch proper, you filthy cunt!”

And Christ, the bastard even pulled Kelly’s cheeks wider, meaty paw spreading her open like a trophy cut. Slammed her deeper with a show‑off thrust that made her squeal, the sound bouncing off brick.

“Oh fuck. What? Who-” Kelly mumbled into the cab’s bonnet, face smeared in sweat, hair knotted to her wet cheeks.

The tramp shuffled forward - shoes dragging through puddles, cock hanging, already drooling pre‑cum. Christ, the sight of it; looked diseased, rancid, wrong, and still Dean’s fist squeezed harder.

“Fuckin’… dirty…” came the tramp’s crackly mutter. His voice a cough, spit choking through it. “Can’t believe… ohhh.”

Dean’s chest thumped viciously, stomach sick, but cock swelling fit to split. Too much. Too fucking much. His body jack‑knifed against his own shame. He was going to blow just standing here.

“Flash him, Kel,” he croaked toward the bonnet, words broken like a prayer. “Show him the drip. Show him what’s mine to watch.”

Ray barked out a laugh, guttural, harsh. He tore free with a juicy slurp that left her cunt gaping, gleaming like meat left out for display.

“Come on then, mate,” Ray jeered, smearing his spit‑wet cock against her thighs, rubbing it carelessly across her skin. “Get a good look at this ponce’s tart dripping like a whore.”

The tramp gawped, eyes bulbous in his ruined face. Hand tearing at himself, erratic, wrong, yet closer he came.

Then the filth of it: he dropped to his knees - right there behind Kelly. Straight between her open arse cheeks. His face went to her arsehole like it belonged.

Slurp. Slurp. Wet, obscene, tongue working, licking filth like dinner.

Kelly jolted forward, a high squeal cracking out. Shock wide in her eyes, but fuck - her hips bucked back. Instinct. Hungry. She met the lick.

“Oh god…” she gasped, turning wild, hair matted, eyes hooking Dean in shadows. “He’s really… he’s licking… me.”

Ray’s laugh split the night, brutal and booming. “Look at this dirty fucker! Proper tonguing your dirty hole, darling. Go on - get it in her, mate. Stick it in if you can!”

The tramp groaned louder, twisted animal sounds. Tongue slapping, slobber mingling with Ray’s spunk on her thighs. One hand a piston up and down his cock, fingertips tearing skin open.

“Oh Jesus, Dean, he’s-” Kelly’s voice cracked, breaking into a moan that bent into submission. “Ohhhh, fuck, don’t stop-”

Her eyes stabbed him through the curtain of hair, black rivers soaking her cheekbones. Dean stood paralysed - a liar’s paralysis - his trousers bunched at ankles, cock hot and leaking in his fist. His wife bent over bonnet metal, cunt dripping Ray’s slime, arsehole eaten alive by a tramp.

The filthiest thing he’d ever seen.

Perfect.

Dean wanked furiously, precum bubbling, aching. His cock small but raging. And the picture—the contrast - Kelly’s smooth body against a rat‑faced beggar. Her perfume against tramp stench. A porn scene written by Satan.

“Don’t stop,” he hissed, the dare tumbling out uselessly. “Suck his cock as well, Kel. Go on. Let the fucker fuck you. Fuck, I need it.”

Ray slapped her arse with a crack so hard she bucked again, red blooming handprint bright against pale flesh. “Show him, slut,” he laughed, his slab cock sliding against her ruined slit, rubbing and not entering. Teasing. “Let him taste your cunt too. You fuckin’ love it.”

Kelly groaned, shoving back, shameless. Shame and need all swirled in one filthy sound. Dean’s free hand fumbled his phone up, filming shaky, cock twitching the other.

“Keep it going… take it, slag,” he breathed, teeth grinding.

The tramp’s moans climbed, broken cough gasps between tongue‑thrusts. “Slut… dirty bitch… c—cumming, ohhh…”

Kelly keened higher, voice pitch climbing, every part of her body writhing, using the cab as a stage, shuddering, cunt leaking.

“Look at her,” Dean panted, voice cracking, cock blistering in his hand. “My wife… arse tongued by a fucking tramp… and she loves it.”

He saw the tells: the trembling thighs, flush rising pink up her tits, chest heaving. Christ, she was coming. Coming from a tramp’s cracked tongue in her arse.

“She’s gone,” he murmured through sweat. “Fucking gone… lost to it…”

And then the bastard jerked, whole body twisting up, cry garbled. His cock spewed ropes: thick, endless, vile. Spattering across Kelly’s back, over arse cheeks, dripping down into the crack. So much spunk Dean’s lungs locked; it went on and on, staining her whole.

“Look at that. Fucking covered,” Ray crowed, spreading gooey handfuls across her spine, thumbing it into her skin like lotion, smearing white with that evil grin. “Slag now. Proper whore.”

Kelly trembled, wrecked, voice breaking high. “Fuck… oh god. He came on me. Dean, look, he’s fucking covered me!”

And that was it. Dean’s cock collapsed, pulsing, spraying into his fist and on the concrete. His wife, arse dripping tramp cream, face a streaked ruin, still twitching for cock, and Ray was there ready to go again. Ready to finish her off.

“Yes – fuck - yes!” Dean spat through gurned teeth, pumping his last sprays. “Take it, Kel. Take it. You’re fucking ruined and I love it.”

And his cock still twitched. Still begging for worse.
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Three Men’s Markings

The bonnet grit rasped Kelly’s tits raw, her nipples dragging across oily steel as her body pitched forward. Her arse shook, spattered already in the tramp’s greasy load, sperm streaked sloppy down her cheeks. She was wrecked - chest heaving, throat cracked from screaming herself into orgasm on a stinking drunk’s tongue. Mascara carved black channels down her face. Her cunt still wept from Ray’s brutal, interrupted fuck only minutes before, creamy spit dribbling between her thighs. Dean stared - his wife. Ruined. Used up. And still the greedy cow begged for more.

Ray shoved the tramp’s matted head away with a nasty crack, spit flying from his sneer.

“Alright, stinky. You’ve had your lick. My turn. You painted her arse, now I’m flooding her guts.”

Dean nearly dropped the phone. His legs shook, cock rigid in his fist, chest hammering like he’d run ten flights. The tramp lurched back into the dark, muttering filth, tugging his filthy cock through the ripped jacket. His face slack, hungry, stunned at the sight of her still spread.

Ray dragged that cock down her slimy slit. Christ, that thing. Thick slab wet with spit, swinging heavy. Strings glistened down it in the artificial light. This time not lined up for her sloppy cunt - no, he pressed it against the ruined target higher, the puckered arsehole glossed with spunk.

Dean croaked, his voice wrecked, carried hoarse across the empty yard. He couldn’t stop it, couldn’t keep it inside.

“Do it. Her arse - split her - gape it, Ray.”

Spunk all over his hand, a hot mess sliding everywhere as he shook with the phone. Zoom too close, shaky, but he had to catch it - his wife’s arse wrecked on that cock.

And Ray just shoved. No care. Brutal. Merciless.

The fat cockhead punched her open.

Kelly screamed - fuck, screamed like her lungs ripped out, the noise bouncing round steel shutters, echoing car‑crash loud. Her arsehole flared obscene, dragged wide in one savage convulsion. Below, her cunt twitched like crazy, squirting greasy trickles down the meat of her thighs as his cock slammed deeper.

The tramp gurgled near‑tears, clawing at his cock with dirty fingers, smearing grime all over his shaft. His voice cracked through rotten teeth.

“D-dirty… dirty bitch… ohhh mother of fuck…”

Dean shook so bad his thighs nearly gave. He wanted to sob, wanted to howl. His wife. Split on it. Muscled gut to her arse, fat shaft raw and merciless inside. Proper ruined, and Dean had it, filmed forever.

Ray kept up, rhythm cruel - belly smashing her, balls swinging huge, slapping wet against her cunt lips. Each stroke filled the yard with the filthiest squelch. Banquet of dirt. Symphony of wet holes.

Kelly clawed the bonnet, leaving white scratches over the metal skin. A mess of whimpers spilt from her, breaking into needy pleas.

“More. Fuck my arse… harder… please don’t stop-”

Dean’s stomach turned inside out at that sound. His wife. Begging a cabbie to break her bumhole. He crushed his cock in his palm, slobbering words into the night.

Her hole grabbed Ray’s girth like a fist, twitching round it, spit and tramp juice slicking everything up obscenely. The tramp staggered sideways, jerking jagged, his neck cocked like madman prayer, drooling words.

“Gaping fuckhole… wide fuckin’ gape… oh Christ-”

Dean’s phone was nearly rammed up between them, close so close, cock fattening the screen - her stretched rim purpled and raw. Christ, fatter than his hand. She was choking on it arse‑first.

Her tits mashed against the bonnet, dragged back and forth with each slam. Her pussy ignored, but fuck, it didn’t matter - streams dripped down her thighs anyway. Just her arse pumping wrecked her stupid wet.

Ray roared filth deep from his gut, spitting words without sense.

“Gonna pump this hole till it’s leaking white. You’re stripping me cock raw but you’re still fucking taking it! Whole lot, slut - take the whole fucking lot!”

Dean cried a sound near a sob. His throat caught raw. His raw cock juddered on the edge, ready. He needed it - needed to see it gush.

Ray’s body jolted, sweat flying off his head in the lamplight as he rammed. One brutal slam, two - his hips jammed flush. His shaft swelled fat in her arse.

Dean’s eyes blew wide. Then it came. Spunk ballooned her hole, spraying thick inside. White cream spilt instantly between his filthy meat and her stretched rim, bubbling down her arse crack while he was still jammed in. Hot, obscene flood.

Kelly went wild. Broken shout, body thrashing, pressing her arse back - wanting it soaked deeper. Her ring convulsed, swallowed it, gulping his load.

Dean broke. Yelled ragged, voice cracked. His cock snapped.

“Yes—YES—fucking cum—fill her arsehole, Ray—spunk her open—”

Thin messy ropes burst out of him, spraying arc after arc over her gaped hole, dripping Ray’s balls, painting her cheeks—mixing with tramp’s sticky streaks already drying.

Kelly’s face crushed to the bonnet, slobbering, whimpering, eyes wild.

“More—next time more strangers—Dean—please—more cocks—”

Dean spun dizzy, phone shaking in wet grip, light flooding across her mess. A car park slut - destroyed, coated, drenched.

Ray pulled back, his cock filthy, cum raining beads down out of her slack arse-gape.

And the tramp cracked again, body jerking sick, second load rocketing, splattering gravel, spraying her legs. Hot white drops smearing down her calves, sliding into her heels.

“Dirty… bitch… filthy… urghhh-” he gargled.
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Kelly slumped forward on the dented cab bonnet, cheek smearing against cold metal, black mascara dragging down her face in oily rivers. Her nose pumped spit and snot, chest heaving like she’d drowned on cock instead of air. Sob-coughs rattled out of her throat, breath fractured and wet. And still, fuck, her hips twitched, rolling shallow little begs, chasing phantom thrusts, like her body hadn’t even clocked the cocks were gone.

Dean’s eyes were glued to her, he couldn’t rip away. His wife – his - painted in spunk, layers of it. All over her skin, drying in gouges, still dripping out of her holes. Used. Pumped full three times in one fucking car park. His guts tangled, pride knotted with shame till he couldn’t tell which way up he was. Christ, she’d never looked so destroyed, wrecked. And Christ, he’d never wanted her worse. His cock twitched in his opened flies, half-dead, trying to rise again anyway.

Movement. The tramp staggered upright, beard clotted stiff with froth and spunk spit, sleeve smearing piss-stink as he dragged it across his mouth. He shoved his shrivelled cock into joggers crusted white, the patch dark with new leaks already spotting down. Muttering out cracked, raw words like a hymn.

“Fuckin’ angel… dirty angel… oh yeah… angel whore…”

Dean’s stomach flipped. Half expected the piss-reeking scum to lurch back, paw at her tits again. Let him. Christ, let him. No, he swayed towards the bins, piss-fumes following like a ghost, gone in a wheeze. The cider‑rot stink clung after him, made Dean’s throat burn. Kelly swayed where he’d left her, arms slack, legs jelly. She couldn’t even stand. And still his spunk - Ray’s, the tramp’s - ran thick out her split cunt and ruined arse, twin streams dribbling hot over to the puddled tarmac.

Ray yanked his jeans up roughly on sweaty thighs, polo shirt clinging dark round his pits and gut. Belt snapped home, glob of spit hocked onto grit with a snort. His grin stretched mean.

“Back in the cab. Home, yeah? Worth every fuckin’ penny that ride.”

Dean bent fast, too fast, arms round his wife’s mess-slick waist, guiding her staggering steps. Couldn’t not look, her thigh meat slick with cream, ropes swinging loose between her calves. Each shuffle smeared a new snail-trail down her legs, fat strings breaking on grit with little splats. God, shining even in the shit car park light. By the time he manhandled her toward the seat, his own hands shook hard as if he’d necked twelve more pints.

She collapsed onto the gummy backseat, dress hung high still around her waist like a belt, tits half free. Legs flopped open, greedy as a porn spread. That gape – fuck - that gape still raw, red and glistening. Fist-wide, like Ray’s handprint still tugged it open. Dean nearly sobbed; trousers shoved off his knees already, cock bobbing half up, couldn’t believe his own grin at the ruin she wore.

Ray slammed the door, engine coughing smoke, tyres crunching gravel. Piss-lot shrank in the mirrors, black bins and puddles gone into smudge. The cab filled heavy with silent stink. Diesel hum, tang of old Brut mixed up with skin-and-pussy juice. Dean couldn’t pull a breath without swallowing her filth, his nose filled with cunt and sweat and strangers’ spunk.

And then Kelly moaned; a low, ragged, needy belly-gut urge that made Dean’s balls kick. Her hand traced up his jeans, nails leaving scratch trails rising, pressing his cock flat, sticky across his stomach. Fuck.

His throat cracked. “Christ, Kel… you’re still… stuffed full of them…”

Her head lolled sideways, hair plastered wet with cum knots. Eyes unfocused, throat rasp grabbing air.

“Need more… cock, Dean. Yours. Please, want your cock in me, I’ll suck you…”

He nodded dumb, no brain in him now, cock twitching in her grip, already drooling precum thick.

She folded down clumsily, lips dragging messily over the fat head, sucking him in wet half-length. His shaft was still lined with cum, her spit mixing in, and she moaned round it like dessert. Sloppy and feral. No finesse left; her throat wrecked, lips blistered raw. The sound filled the cab loud as the rattling bumper; wet schlurps, gaggy squelches every pump.

Ray’s eyes in the rearview, staring hungry yellow, grin splitting. “Dirty cow can’t stop. Proper slut, this one. Cock-warrior, mate.”

Dean’s fist loosened on his phone camera, just watching, can’t stop. Every bob, her cheeks caved hollow, spit strings flying, chin wet and leaking torrents down onto his thighs. She pulled off once, gasping for air, spat thick onto her own tits, smeared it across her face with a laugh like a cry.

“I loved it… felt so fucking ruined…” Her words tripped around sob-cracks. “I need more now. I want strangers, Dean. More cocks. Please, more.”

His chest lit fire. Jealousy and arousal snarled together, hammered his ribs. His cock swelled animal, seeing her confess it herself. Not his dare anymore - hers.

Ray chuckled, voice round a lungful. “Any time, darlin’. I sort you. Parks, car parks, ten dicks lined, easy.”

Kelly gag-laughed, broke harsh. Nodded, spit frothing her chin.

“Yes. A Park. Dogging next time. I want ten—fuck me in a ring. Like that tramp. Men all around, wanking, then using me. Every hole, Dean. Let them breed me.”

His cock punched pain into his gut. Those words and the image, strangers breeding – so fucking filthy. She wrapped him back into her throat mid-sentence, gulping precum like she’d been promised it. Groaned like a worshipper getting communion.

Her muffled voice hummed against his cock meat. “Anyone… everyone… I want them all.”

Dean broke, back hunching as hot spunk jolted out of him. Ropes shot across her face, chest, tits, spraying her chin, blinding her grin white. Cum dripped through her mascara, clung thick into her cleavage, smeared lips sticky-glass. His cock jerked twitch after twitch, pumping even as he cursed loud enough to rattle glass.

Kelly grinned through the mess, smearing it in with both hands, rubbing like lotion, whispering filthy round it.

“Next time. More. Promise.”

His chest heaved under damp shirt, heart gone wild. Promise? His head jerked vicious, nodding, cock still leaking. Always yes.

Ray’s barked laugh split the cab. “She’s a fuckin’ keeper, mate. Luckiest bastard going. Dirty, dirty cunt.”

Cab rolled onto Kentish Town Road, tower blocks looming teeth-grey. Streets dead, cab wreck stinking of them. Brut stench, Ray’s sweat, the thick sex-vapour of cum-breath and her cunt juice leaking still, dripping a trail out her shoes onto tarmac.

Dean’s eyes licked her again. She sagged slack beside him, face painted in his jizz, tits shining streaks, thighs leaking Ray’s down her calves, tramp’s slime drying across her back. And still, her smile held. Mad glitter eyes sharp through wreckage.

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.
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When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/image_rsrc2PR.jpg
mo—@.%oao‘






OEBPS/image_rsrc2PP.jpg
'SLUT WIFE-
-COLLECTION

~ SixExplicik Stories of Shared Wives





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Preface

		Introduction

		1. The Wrong Bar

		2. The University Revisited

		3. Late‑Night Office Temptation

		4. Holiday Heat

		5. The Brighton Dirty Weekend

		6. The Dirty Taxi Home

		About the author - Chris P. Rider

		Also by Chris Rider




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233







