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Introduction


This 21.5k word novella is the 23rd in my “Hotwife Tales” series of stand-alone Stag & Vixen erotica. I hope you find it a positive and loving story of a loving couples first venture into their stag and his vixen adventures!

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

My lovely wife Rachel Rider has finished her first two hotwife books – “Bluebird” and "Bluebird Ascending", which are available on Kindle Unlimited, eBook, and Paperback.  They are written almost fully from the POV of the wife – which I think brings an exciting different aspect to it.  Men like me who are into the kink do love to know what the women is thinking.  You can find the book links on our website here; authorchrisrider.co.uk, or just search for Rachel Rider on Amazon!  If you enjoy them, she also likes feedback; rachel@authorchrisrider.co.uk (don't be shy!).

Hopefully the 3rd book in the series will be coming later this year – she's always looking for inspiration!


one
Snagging List
Four Weeks of Sawdust


The flat was too quiet.

Lexie stood in the living room, one hand braced on the sofa arm she'd been perched on for hours, laptop abandoned, and the silence pressed in on her like a held breath. Christ. He's gone. Kev's van had pulled away minutes ago, white Transit disappearing round the corner towards Kentish Town Road, and now the space he'd occupied for the past four weeks felt suddenly, absurdly vast.

She touched her own cheek. Still warm. Fuck! She was actually flushed with the kind of heat that had sod all to do with the radiator and everything to do with the fact that seventeen minutes ago Kev had leaned past her in the kitchen to reach the kettle and she'd caught the smell of him. Sawdust and Imperial Leather and a working man’s sweat, the kind of smell that made her want to press her nose to his throat and just breathe him in. Her brain had gone offline in that moment, and she'd stood there, frozen, whilst her body had done utterly unauthorised things like going slick between her thighs and sending her pulse into her throat. When he'd straightened up and looked at her, really looked at her, she'd seen something in his face that wasn't polite builder professionalism anymore.

She laughed once, the sound too loud in the empty room. Pathetic, Lex. Utterly pathetic.

She needed to move. Kitchen and tea - something normal. Her feet somehow managed to carry her there and she filled the kettle, gripped the handle, then just stood there staring at the switch. Seventeen minutes ago his shoulder had brushed hers reaching for this exact kettle, and she'd gone liquid. Her knickers were damp and slick - an uncomfortable wet that meant she'd been turned on for hours with no release, and she should probably change them before Spence got home. Except… the evidence felt important somehow. Proof that this isn't just in my head.

Four weeks of this slow boil, this careful dance, and she'd somehow convinced herself the almost constant innuendo and flirting was all perfectly innocent right up until Kev had leaned in close enough for her to feel the heat coming off him and she'd thought, with absolute clarity: I want him to fuck me. Just like that - a pure animal response. I want his hands on me, and I want Spence to watch.

Her breath came out shaky.

She left the kettle, moved back to the living room because sitting still felt impossible, and perched on the sofa arm again. The flat still smelled faintly of sawdust and varnish, traces of Kev everywhere. Get a grip, woman.

…

Week two. The first time he'd called her love.

God, that first time. She'd been handing him the milk, mundane and domestic, the kind of interaction she'd had with every tradesperson who'd ever worked on the flat, and he'd taken it with a grin. "Cheers, love." That flat Camden accent, dropped T and easy warmth, and Lexie had actually blushed, the heat creeping up her neck like she was sixteen and the boy in the year above had finally noticed her.

She'd mentioned it to Spence that night and laughed it off. 'Your builder mate called me love today, very North London of him'. She'd expected Spence to laugh too, which he did. Except his laugh had sounded slightly different, a forced moment too long, his eyes on her face a fraction too intent. That should've been the warning sign right there. That should've been the moment I realised we were both thinking the same thing.

…

"Pathetic."

She said it aloud to the empty room, tested the word, found it didn't stick. Because pathetic would be pretending this wasn't happening. Pathetic would be ignoring the fact that her cunt was aching, and her husband probably knew exactly why.

Her phone sat on the coffee table, screen dark. No text from Spence yet. Maybe twenty minutes before he gets home. Plenty of time to spiral further. She should check her emails. The sustainable denim people had been chasing her for the revised mood board since Tuesday, and she'd done sod all about it because Kev had been in the spare bedroom with his shirt riding up every time he reached for something, and her brain had just refused to cooperate.

Terribly professional, Lex.

She stood again, restless, and her feet carried her to the hallway without conscious decision. The spare bedroom door was closed, Kev's tools packed away, the room finished except for the varnish he'd promised to finish next week. She stared at the door, and another memory surfaced, sharper than the first.

Week three. The stepladder.

God.

…

She'd climbed up to check the spirit level on the top shelf, which was bollocks because Kev knew exactly what he was doing, but she'd needed to be in that room with him, needed to be close. The ladder had wobbled, just slightly, and his hand had been at her waist before she'd even gasped. Steadying her, his palm warm through her thin blue shirt, thumb pressing into her hipbone until she'd frozen.

He'd held on far longer than really needed, and neither of them had said anything.

She'd felt his hand for the rest of the day. The exact pressure, the exact placement, burned into her skin like a brand. She'd gone to the bathroom after he'd left, locked the door, slid her own hand down her jeans, and come in under two minutes with her forehead pressed against the cool tile and his name caught behind her teeth.

Lexie leaned against the hallway wall now, closed her eyes, pressed her thighs together. His bloody hand. Wide and calloused and entirely sure of itself, and I'd been wearing the thin blue shirt, the one that barely hides anything, and I felt his thumb press in, just slightly, just enough, and I went very still and very warm. And he knew. He must have known what he was doing to me.

A key scraped in the street door downstairs, and her eyes flew open with guilt. Spence.

She shoved off the wall, moved quickly back to the living room, smoothed her hair with hands that weren't quite steady. Calm. Look calm. But her pulse was hammering and her knickers were still damp and if he asked her directly what was wrong, she was going to crack like an egg. His footsteps on the stairs, familiar rhythm, his key in their door. The sounds of him arriving home: bag dropped in the hallway, jacket on the hook, the small grunt of satisfaction that meant he was glad to be done with the day.

He appeared in the doorway, already loosening his tie, grin going wide when he spotted her. "Alright, babe?" His eyes tracked over her, and she felt the blush she'd only just got under control flare right back up. Fuck. Does he know?


two
Two-Man Job
Friday Night Confession Pending


The second Spence pushed through the door, he clocked it. Something had happened.

Lexie was perched on the arm of the sofa instead of properly settled into it, legs crossed at the ankle, one hand twisting through her hair. That thing she did when she was wound up and trying not to show it. Failing, obviously, because he'd been watching her do that exact tell for seven years. Her cheeks were pink, her gaze slid away from his the moment their eyes met, and when she smiled it came out too bright, too quick.

Yeah. Something happened today.

He dropped his bag by the door, slung his jacket onto the overloaded coat hooks, and fought to keep the grin off his face. Four weeks of watching this tension build between her and Kev, four weeks of pillow talk that had started as hypothetical and was starting to feel dangerously real. And now here she was: flustered, pink, absolutely gagging to tell him something she thought she shouldn't want to say.

Fucking hell. Best Friday of his life, and it hadn't even properly started.

"Alright, babe?" He kept his voice easy, moved into the room without crowding her. "How was your day?"

She blinked at him. Opened her mouth. Closed it again.

"Fine. Good." A pause, just a fraction too long, and then she added, "Kev finished the alcove. Looks proper smart, actually."

Proper.

Spence's cock twitched. Lexie didn't say proper, not like that, not with that flattened Camden vowel she'd nicked straight off Kev. She didn't even know she'd done it, which meant she'd been thinking about him enough to absorb his voice, and fuck, that was unbearably hot.

He nodded, let the grin widen just slightly. "Yeah? He's done a good job, hasn't he. Barely recognise the place."

Lexie shifted on the sofa arm, tucked her hair behind her ear. Nervous and aroused, desperate to say something but terrified to actually get the words out. Spence catalogued every tell, his pulse starting to kick up properly now.

He could push. Could ask her outright what was wrong, what had her so wound up, drag the confession out of her right here in the living room with the last of the daylight still bleeding through the bay window. But he wasn't going to, because half the thrill was watching her work up to it, watching her try to hold it together when they both knew she was already halfway gone.

"You alright, Lex?" He tilted his head, all concern, watching her throat work as she swallowed. "You look a bit flushed."

"Just warm." Her vowels had gone even posher, clipped and defensive, which meant she was lying through her teeth. "The flat's warm. I might open a window."

The flat was bloody freezing. The heating hadn't kicked in yet, and she'd been wearing a jumper when he left this morning. Spence bit down on the laugh threatening to escape, nodded solemnly instead.

"Right. Yeah. Bit stuffy, innit." He pulled out his phone, opened the Turkish place's app without looking, thumb moving through the familiar order. "Fancy a takeaway? Cannot be arsed to cook."

Relief flooded across her face. "Yes. God, yes. Please."

"Usual?"

"Perfect."

He tapped through the order, added extra flatbread because they always ran out, glanced up to find her watching him with an expression he couldn't quite parse. Nerves, anticipation, something else that made heat pool low in his belly.

Yeah. Tonight's the night. He could feel it.

Twenty minutes later, Spence was back upstairs with the carrier bags, the smell of grilled meat and garlic sauce filling the hallway. Lexie had properly curled up on the sofa now, legs tucked beneath her, the lamp throwing warm light across her face. The telly was muttering football highlights in the background.

This. Just this. Her, him, Friday-night takeaway in their scruffy flat with half-finished DIY everywhere. Home.

Except tonight there was an edge underneath it, something crackling in the air between them, and Spence was already half-hard just thinking about what she hadn't said yet.

They ate in comfortable near-silence, Lexie asking about his day between bites of chicken shish, Spence spinning out the usual work nonsense in a way that made her laugh. Rakhi running the world from her desk. Devinder with his headphones perpetually on. Graham from finance loosening his tie by four pm every single day without fail.

"You're good at nodding," Lexie said, grinning at him over her beer. "Very authoritative nods."

"Cheers, babe. That'll look great on my performance review."

She laughed properly at that, head tipping back, and Spence watched the line of her throat, the way her whole body relaxed when she was genuinely amused rather than just being polite. God, he loved her. Loved making her laugh, loved the way she looked at him like he was clever and funny and exactly enough, even when he knew bloody well he'd married several leagues above himself.

She finished her food, wiped her hands on a napkin, took a long pull of her beer. Set the bottle down carefully.

"Someone new started at the co-working space this week." Lexie was aiming for casual and missing by a mile. "Josh. Marketing, like me. He's been doing the coffee machine small talk thing."

Spence took another bite of lamb, buying himself a second to think. Josh. Office bloke. Right.

"Yeah? Seems alright?"

"Yeah, he's nice. Bit... I don't know. Eager? But harmless."

"Good to have someone to chat to when you're in, I reckon."

She was watching him, waiting for a reaction he wasn't giving. Not yet. He could see the curiosity in her eyes, the little test: how do you feel about another man talking to me? And he was deliberately giving her nothing, staying neutral, because if she was genuinely curious about this, about Josh or anyone else, he needed it to be her idea, not something she thought he wanted.

But Christ, the thought of it. Lexie at that co-working space, some eager marketing bloke chatting her up by the overpriced coffee machine, maybe letting it go a bit further than small talk. Yeah, mate. Deffo filed for later.

She held his gaze for a moment longer, then nodded slowly, something shifting in her expression that looked almost like relief. Or maybe disappointment that he hadn't reacted more. Hard to tell.

"Mm. Yeah. Suppose so."

The moment passed. She moved on, asking him about Sunday league this weekend, whether he was playing or if his dodgy knee was still giving him grief, and Spence let the conversation flow naturally, answering easily whilst his mind stayed half on Josh, half on whatever Lexie wasn't saying about today.

Two blokes now. Kev in the flat, Josh at the office. And Lexie mentioning both of them in the same evening.

Interesting.


three
Full Access to Site
Permission Granted


The bedroom felt too warm, lamplight light pooling gold across rumpled white linen. Lexie's shirt hung half-unbuttoned, Spence's hands sliding beneath it, palms hot against her ribs, and they were kissing like four weeks of wound-tight tension had finally snapped its leash.

God, she wanted him.

But that wasn't the problem, was it? The problem was she wanted someone else too, and she was about to have to say it out loud.

Spence pulled back slightly, thumb stroking her cheek, eyes steady on hers. "What's been going on in that head of yours today, Lex?"

She froze, breath catching in her throat. Oh Christ. She could deflect and laugh it off, make some joke about work stress or the bloody sustainable denim people chasing her for the third time this week. Except Spence knew; she could see it in his eyes, the way he was watching her, patient and steady and absolutely certain she was about to lie to him.

Bollocks. Either she said it now, or she spent another week soaked through her knickers every time Kev walked past her in the hallway, and that was genuinely unbearable.

"I keep thinking about Kev."

The words hung between them, naked and impossible to take back. Spence's hand stilled on her hip. Half a second of held breath, then his palm started moving again, slower this time, deliberate.

"Yeah? What about him?"

Oh God. He's not angry. He wasn't pulling away. He was asking for more. Maybe all the teasing and late night whispers weren't just sex-talk fantasy?

Lexie exhaled shakily, the confession tumbling out before she could stop it. "How close he stands. How his hands look. The way he called me 'love' again this morning and I actually went weak at the knees like some sixth-former with a crush. It's ridiculous, I just-"

Spence's hand slid lower, between her thighs, and must have found her soaked. Knickers damp, thighs slick, the kind of wet that couldn't be explained away or ignored.

"Doesn't feel ridiculous, babe." His voice had dropped, gone rough and low. "Feels like you're turned on by it?"

Oh Christ. Oh fuck.

Her whole body went loose. He wants this. Christ alive, he actually wants this. She'd said it out loud, confessed the filthy thoughts she'd been having about their builder for four solid weeks, and Spence's hand was between her legs, fingers sliding through her wetness, and he wasn't angry or hurt or pulling away. He was hard. She could feel him against her hip, thick and insistent, and his voice had gone rough the way it did when he was properly turned on, and God, this was actually happening.

Spence kissed her again, deeper this time, his fingers sliding through her wetness, circling her clit slowly, maddeningly. He pulled back just enough to murmur against her mouth, "Tell me more."

Lexie's hips rocked into his hand, seeking pressure, friction, anything. Her brain was already fragmenting, sentences breaking apart before she could finish them, and her accent always went posher when she was nervous, vowels stretching, but Spence loved it, she could tell from the way his cock twitched against her thigh.

"What d'you think about when you're alone with him?" Spence's fingers pressed harder, working her clit in slow, deliberate circles. "When I'm at work and he's here?"

"His arms." The confession tore out of her between gasps. "The way he moves. I imagine him, fuck, pushing me against the kitchen counter, just taking what he wants, not asking, just-"

God, she sounded like a bored housewife in a terrible porno. She was absolutely going to hell.

Spence groaned, low and rough, his cock hard against her thigh. "Fuck, Lex. Would you let him?"

Would she? The question sat there, enormous, demanding an answer she wasn't sure she was allowed to give. Except Spence was looking at her like he wanted her to say yes, needed her to say yes, and his fingers were between her legs, sliding through how wet she was, and Christ, she'd never been this turned on in her life.

"I don't know." Her voice cracked, went high and breathless. "Maybe. If you... if you said it was okay."

Spence shifted, his mouth at her ear now, breath hot against her skin. His fingers kept moving, slow circles that were driving her absolutely mad, and when he spoke, his voice was wrecked, barely holding together.

"What if I told you I wanted to watch him fuck you?"

Lexie's breath punched out of her. Oh my fucking God!

"What if I told you I've been thinking about it all week?" Spence's fingers pressed harder, working her clit, and she was so close, right on the edge. "Getting myself off in the work toilets imagining his cock in you whilst I watch?"

The orgasm hit her halfway through his sentence, sudden and vicious, stealing the breath from her lungs. Her thighs clamped around his hand, hips jerking off the mattress, and she heard herself making sounds, high broken gasps that would've mortified her if she could think, but she couldn't think, couldn't breathe, just Spence's fingers working her clit and his voice in her ear telling her he wanted to watch another man fuck her and oh God oh fuck-

"Oh God, Spence, fuck, I-yes, fuck, yes-"

The words dissolved into incoherent gasps, her body shaking, pleasure rolling through her in waves that made her toes curl. When she finally dragged her eyes open, Spence was staring at her like she was something holy and filthy at once.

"That's it, love." He kissed her through the aftershocks, soft and reverent, his fingers gentling on her clit. "Fuck, you're beautiful. So fucking beautiful when you come."

He didn't give her time to recover. Just kissed down her body, hands pushing her thighs wide, and settled between her legs like he planned to stay there for the next hour.

Oh Christ.

She was still shaking from the first orgasm, oversensitive, and when his tongue dragged up through her folds, slow and deliberate, tasting how soaked she was, she whimpered.

He groaned against her pussy, the vibration making her hips jerk. "Fuck, Lex. You're dripping."

Thinking dirty thoughts about Kev, she thought wildly, and then couldn't think at all because Spence's mouth was on her clit, sucking gently, tongue flicking in that way he knew drove her insane, and she was already climbing towards another orgasm, thighs trembling either side of his head.

Spence took his time. Licking, sucking, sliding two fingers inside her and curling them just right, and Lexie's hands grasped the sheets, hips rolling against his mouth. He was being methodical about it, the way he got when he was absolutely determined to wreck her, and God, it was working. He brought her to the edge, held her there with his tongue circling her clit, pulled back just enough to make her gasp in frustration.

The second orgasm built slower, deeper, melting through her bones until she couldn't tell where the pleasure ended and her body began, it rolled through her, cunt muscles clenching around his fingers, shocks wracking her body. Finally, she collapsed back onto the pillows, utterly relaxed, and Spence moved back up her body, kissing her jaw, her mouth so she could taste herself, positioning himself between her legs.

He pushed his cock into her slowly, and they both groaned at the slide of it, slick and hot and God, yes, perfect. Exactly bloody right, the stretch and fullness of him, and Lexie wrapped her legs around his hips, heels digging into his arse to urge him deeper.

Spence started moving, a slow rolling rhythm that made her breath catch every time he bottomed out. She could feel how hard he was, how turned on, and Christ, knowing it was because of Kev, because of what she'd confessed, made everything ten times hotter. Her husband was inside her, fucking her, getting off on the idea of watching her with another man, and she was soaked for it, absolutely gagging for it, and when had she become this person? When had she become the kind of wife who wanted this?

Four weeks ago when your husband brought his mate round, and the first time Kev called you 'love' and your knickers went damp. That's when.

And then, mid-thrust, Spence said it.

"I want you to fuck him, Lex, really. Not just talk."

Her breath stopped. Just stopped, lungs seizing, because he'd said it. Out loud. Not a fantasy, not a hypothetical, he was actually telling her-

"Tomorrow." Spence's voice was wrecked, barely holding together, but certain. Absolutely fucking certain. "I'm gonna text Kev tonight. Ask him round Saturday to finish the bathroom. And tomorrow night..." His hips stuttered, rhythm faltering. "Tomorrow night I wanna watch him take you. See his cock in you. Hear you beg for it."

Tomorrow. Not someday. Not maybe. Tomorrow. The word detonated in her brain, scattering every thought except yes and fuck and oh my God he wants his mate to take me.

"Yes." The word tore out of her, raw and desperate. "Fuck, yes. Spence, please-"

"Tell me you want it." His rhythm faltered, hips stuttering, and God, he was close, she could tell from the way his breathing had gone ragged. "Tell me you want his cock."

"I want it." Her voice cracked, tears pricking her eyes from sheer overwhelm, from how much she loved him and how filthy this was and how perfect it was that both those things could be true at once. "God, I want it so much. I want you to watch. I want… fuck, Spence, I'm gonna come again-"

"Come for me, love." His voice broke on the last word, hips slamming into her harder now, rhythm gone ragged. "Come thinking about tomorrow night. Fuck, Lex, I love you, I fucking love you-"

She shattered. Completely lost in it: pure sensation, the love flooding through her, and the absolute certainty that tomorrow night was going to change everything and she couldn't fucking wait. Spence groaned her name, hips jerking, and then he was coming too, buried deep, filling her with his spunk, both of them trembling and wrecked and holding onto each other like they'd just survived something.

They collapsed together, sweaty and breathless and utterly spent. Lexie's head found Spence's chest, his arm wrapping around her, both of them still shaking slightly. Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat, pulse thudding in her ears, and the room smelled of sex and sweat and the faint vanilla of Spence's aftershave.

Tomorrow. Kev. Here. In their flat. And then-

She couldn't even finish the thought. It was too big to get her head around, and far too real.

Spence reached for his phone on the nightstand, the screen lighting up his face in the dimness.

Lexie's pulse spiked, fresh adrenaline flooding her system. "You're texting him now?"

"Yeah." Spence's thumb moved across the screen, typing slowly, and God, this was actually happening. Not later when they'd had time to talk about it properly and set boundaries and maybe chicken out. Now. "Before I lose my nerve."

He showed her the draft message before sending.

Mate, free tomorrow? Bathroom tiling needs finishing asap. Stay for pizza & beers after if you fancy. Lex says it'll be worth your while ;)

Lexie read it, then read it again, a breathless laugh escaping her. "'Worth your while'? Subtle, darling."

Spence grinned, that easy, self-deprecating grin she loved. "He's a smart bloke. He'll figure it out."

He hit send before she could allow common sense to override their excitement.

They lay there in silence, Lexie's head still on his chest, listening to his heartbeat gradually slow. Her own heart was still racing, pulse thudding in her ears, and she was acutely aware of the sweat cooling on her skin, the ache between her legs, the fact that she'd just agreed, out loud, to let Kev fuck her whilst Spence watched.

Christ alive. What had they done?

Thirty seconds passed. Forty. Lexie's heart was trying to climb out of her throat. Then Spence's phone buzzed.

He picked it up, read the message, then wordlessly showed her the screen.

Yeah mate. 9am work? Cheers.

Lexie stared at it. At Kev's name at the top. At the words that meant tomorrow, nine in the morning, he'd be here. In their flat. Tiling the bathroom. And by tomorrow night...

"Oh my God." The laugh that came out was half-hysterical, edging towards panic. "He said yes."

"Course he did." Spence kissed her forehead, warm and steady and utterly unshakeable. "He's probably been waiting for a green light."

"Fuck." Lexie couldn't stop staring at the message, at the evidence that this wasn't a fantasy anymore. "We're actually doing this."

"Yeah, babe. We are."

It was too big, too real. Spence was watching her, that steady, loving gaze, and she realised he'd been ready for this all along, had just been waiting for her to catch up.

And oh boy, she had!

How was she supposed to sleep tonight? How was she supposed to do anything except lie here and think about tomorrow and get herself wound so tight she'd probably come the second Kev touched her?

Tomorrow.

Fuck.

They fell asleep eventually, tangled together, Spence's phone on the nightstand screen now dark, but Lexie could still see the message in her mind's eye, glowing like a promise.

9am. Cheers.


four
Adhesive and Anticipation
Normal Fucking Saturday


Spence was already outside when Kev's van pulled up at nine sharp, that peeling magnetic sign on the side flapping slightly in the breeze. Professional and reliable Kev, who if things went well, was going to shag his wife in approximately twelve hours.

Fucking hell.

He'd left Lexie in bed, groaning into her pillow about needing coffee before she could function like a human being, and slipped out into the September morning with this weird, jittery energy; anticipation, maybe. Or terror.

"Alright, mate?" Kev climbed out, same as he always did. Paint-flecked jeans, work boots, fleece zipped halfway up against the morning chill. An easy grin plastered on his face.

"Yeah, good. Cheers for coming over on a Saturday."

"No worries." He stretched, cracked his neck. "Needed the bathroom done anyway, didn't it. Plus you mentioned pizza, and of course with Arsenal playing up North, nothing else to do have we?"

Spence laughed. Sounded normal enough. "Course. Thought we'd grab the stuff first, then crack on?"

"Sorted. Let's go."

They piled into Spence's car. Kev's van was rammed with tools and dust sheets, easier to take Spence's, and he'd cleared the boot that morning. Radio X came on mid-song as he turned the ignition. Arctic Monkeys, something off that album Lexie liked. They pulled away from the kerb into the Saturday morning traffic heading towards Kentish Town Road.

Perfectly, completely fucking normal.

Kev wasn't acting weird, wasn't giving him loaded looks or making awkward comments about last night's text. Just the same easy mate he'd always been, settling into the passenger seat like they did this every weekend.

Which meant either he genuinely hadn't figured out what "make it worth your while" meant, or he'd figured it out perfectly and was being sound enough not to make it awkward before they'd even started.

Definitely the second one. Kev's not thick.

The merchant was already busy when they arrived, the car park half-full of weekend DIY warriors loading timber and plasterboard into hatchbacks that clearly weren't designed for it. Spence parked near the entrance. The place smelled like it always did; concrete dust and diesel from the forklifts, that dry, industrial smell that got in your throat if you breathed too deep.

Kev led the way to the adhesives section, moving through the aisles like the old hand he was. This was his world. Trowels and grout and getting shit done.

Spence followed, half-listening as Kev picked up two different bags and explained why this brand set quicker over plasterboard, less chance of slippage, better for the job.

The job. Right. Tiling. That's what we're here for.

Except he wasn't thinking about adhesive. He was thinking about those hands; big, capable, the kind that knew their way around power tools and probably knew their way around a woman too. Lexie had mentioned his hands a few times in late night whispers. Said they looked strong.

Yeah. They did.

"Yeah?" Spence said, dragging his focus back. "Go with that one, then. You're the expert."

Kev grinned, tossed the bag into the trolley. "Cheers, mate. You're gonna love how the bathroom looks when it's done. Lexie's got good taste with them tiles."

There it was.

Her name in his mouth, casual as fuck, like he said it all the time. Like he'd been thinking about her.

Which he had. From what she'd told Spence, he'd been flirting with her for four weeks on and off, hadn't he?

Spence's cock stirred. Right there in the builders' merchant, surrounded by blokes in hi-vis buying fucking MDF, he got half-hard thinking about Kev saying his wife's name.

Christ.

"Yeah, she does," he managed. "She's been looking forward to it being finished."

Understatement of the fucking century. Lexie had been looking forward to a lot of things being finished: the bathroom, the alcove, the four weeks of tension that had been winding tighter and tighter until last night when it had finally snapped and they'd said it all out loud. When he'd told her, mid-fuck, fingers buried inside her, that he wanted to watch. That he wanted Kev to have her. That tonight, if she wanted it, they'd make it happen.

And she'd come so hard she'd nearly broken his wrist.

Spence watched Kev add grout to the trolley, a sponge, a trowel he muttered about needing because he'd left his good one at the last job. Ordinary, functional, the kind of Saturday errand they'd done together before. Except this time he was acutely aware of the man beside him; solid, capable, the bloke who might be balls-deep in his wife later tonight.

No jealousy, just this low, thrumming buzz under his skin that he was working very hard to keep off his face.

Still completely fucking into this. Carry on.

They queued at the trade counter, then loaded everything into the boot. The drive back was easy, familiar. Kev brought up last week's Arsenal match, the dodgy penalty decision that had everyone screaming at the ref.

"Mate, how was that not a pen?"

"Ref bottled it. Same every week."

Same every week. Football. Normal bloke chat. Like they weren't about to-

Spence pulled up outside the flat, killed the engine. The radio was still playing, some advert for car insurance, and they sat there for a heartbeat.

Tonight, after the tiling was done and the pizza was eaten and they'd all had a couple of beers, he was going to watch Kev fuck his wife. He was going to sit there, probably in the armchair, probably with his cock in his hand, and he was going to watch her take him. Watch her face when he pushed inside. Hear her gasp. Maybe hear her say his name.

Fucking hell.

"Right," Spence said, opening his door before he could get any harder in his jeans. "Let's get this tiling done. At least that'll be something productive today."

Kev laughed and climbed out.

Yeah, mate. Productive.

They hauled the bags upstairs. Spence unlocked the front door, called out to Lexie that they were back, heard her muffled reply from somewhere deeper in the flat. Probably still in her dressing gown. Probably smelling like sleep and that body lotion she used.

Probably thinking about tonight too.

He stepped aside to let Kev through, watched him head towards the bathroom with the adhesive slung over one shoulder.

The ordinary day had officially begun.

Twelve hours. Maybe less.

Fucking hell.


five
Coffee Break
Ten Minutes


Her husband was leaning against the counter, coffee mug in hand, looking entirely too pleased with himself for half ten on a Saturday morning. Lexie had been trying very hard to appear normal since he and Kev had returned from the merchant; loading the dishwasher, wiping down surfaces, going through the motions. Her hands kept shaking. She'd already knocked over the sugar bowl twice.

Terribly composed, Lex.

Kev was in the hallway, checking something on his phone, and even from the next room his presence felt enormous, like the air pressure had changed the moment he'd walked back through the door. Lexie could hear him shifting weight, the faint creak of floorboards, the rustle of his jacket, and every tiny sound made her pulse kick harder.

"Right," Spence announced, setting his mug down with a decisive clink. "I'm going to nip down to the café. Their coffee's miles better than that Moka thing."

Lexie's head snapped up. "You don't have to. I can make-"

"I know, babe." Spence crossed to her, kissed her forehead, his hand warm and steady at the small of her back. "But I fancy a walk, I won't be long. Ten minutes, yeah?"

He glanced towards the hallway, raising his voice slightly. "Kev, mate, you alright without me while I get them in? Lexie will look after you."

"Yeah, mate. No worries."

Oh God.

Lexie's pulse kicked hard against her throat. Spence was looking at her now, his eyes warm and deliberate, and she realised he was giving them time. He was walking out of the flat and leaving her alone with Kev, and he knew exactly what he was doing.

He's orchestrating this. He wants this to happen. He's-

"Back in a bit." Spence grabbed his wallet, his jacket, and then he was gone, the door closing behind him with a soft click. His footsteps faded down the stairs. The street door opened and closed.

Christ, the silence was loud. Lexie stood frozen at the sink, gripping the edge of the counter, her knuckles white. The kitchen felt smaller suddenly, the air thicker, and she could hear Kev moving in the hallway, his footsteps deliberate and unhurried, coming closer.

Ten minutes. Spence said ten minutes, which meant fifteen, maybe twenty if he was being deliberately slow, and I'm alone in the kitchen with Kev, and the silence is so loud I can hear my own heartbeat, and-

She slowly turned at a sound, heart in her throat.

Kev was leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, watching her with that steady, knowing gaze that had been undoing her for four weeks. He wasn't smiling, exactly, but there was warmth in his eyes, amusement, and something darker that made her stomach flip.

Four weeks ago, I'd shaken Kev's hand in the hallway - brief, professional, his palm rough and warm - and thought absolutely nothing of it beyond "Spence's mate from the football, seems nice enough." And now I'm standing in the same kitchen, heart hammering, knowing that in the next five minutes something's going to happen, something I've been imagining in filthy, guilty detail as I've fingered myself, and I can't quite believe how fast it's all gone.

"So," Lexie managed, her voice coming out slightly too high and nervous. "The bathroom. You've got everything you need?"

Kev's mouth quirked into a half-smile. "Yeah, love. Got everything."

The word hung in the air between them. Deliberate this time. Not casual. Not the throwaway term he used for shopkeepers or strangers. This was different. This was for her.

He called me love, and I can feel it low in my stomach, hot and tight, and-

Lexie's breath stuttered.

She took a step towards him, then stopped, suddenly unsure. Her body knew what it wanted, had known for weeks, had been screaming at her to close the distance, to reach for him, but her brain was still trying to list every reason this was mad, utterly mad, even as her body screamed at her to just bloody well close the gap.

Except Spence wants this and left us alone on purpose. So maybe it's not mad. Maybe it's exactly what we're supposed to be doing, and I just need to-

Kev didn't move. He just kept watching her, patient, letting her decide.

"Spence is a good bloke, isn't he," Kev said after a pause, his voice lower now, rougher.

Lexie blinked, thrown by the shift. "What? Yes. Of course he is."

"Good mate of mine. I trust him." Kev's gaze hadn't left her face. "He texted me last night. Said you'd make it worth my while, coming over today."

Oh God.

Lexie's pulse spiked. "Did he?"

"Yeah." Kev's grin widened, slow and deliberate. "Reckon he meant the pizza, but..." He paused, his eyes dropping briefly to her mouth, then back up. "Thought I'd check with you first, like."

He's worked things out. Or Spence told him, or as good as told him. And he's here - spent the morning acting normal, and now he's standing there, grinning at me, asking me to confirm it out loud, and-

Oh, fuck it! Lexie crossed the space between them. It was only a few steps, but it felt like miles. Her pulse was loud in her ears, her hands trembling, and when she stopped in front of him, close enough to smell him, she had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes properly.

He was taller and broader than Spence. Different.

Spence's hands are clever and careful, pianist's hands, the kind that know exactly where to touch me. Kev's hands look like they could snap a two-by-four in half, and the idea of those hands on my hips, holding me still, positioning me exactly how he wants me-

She opened her mouth to say something, maybe something clever and articulate that would prove she was still in control of this situation, but Kev moved first.

His hand came up, cupped the side of her face, his palm warm and rough against her cheek, calluses catching slightly on her skin. His thumb stroked her cheekbone. He leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull back, to change her mind, to say no.

Please…

The kiss started gentle, testing, his lips brushing hers soft and questioning, and for a heartbeat Lexie thought she might actually faint from the sheer relief of it. Finally. Christ alive, finally. Then Kev's mouth pressed harder, his tongue sliding hot and slick against hers, and gentle became urgent, became desperate, became filthy.

Oh fuck. Oh God. He tastes-

Lexie made a small, helpless sound against his lips, and Kev's other hand found her waist, pulled her in hard, and suddenly she was pressed against him. Solid warmth through his T-shirt, the strength of his arms, and a rough scrape of stubble against her jaw. Her hands grabbed the fabric at his chest, and the kiss deepened, turned absolutely indecent, Kev's tongue in her mouth, tasting like tea and something male and overwhelming, his hands sliding down to her hips, gripping hard enough to bruise.

Christ, his hands. So big. He's-

He backed her against the counter, the table edge pressing into her lower back, and she arched into him instinctively, wanting more, needing more, her body moving without permission, and-

Oh fuck.

She could feel him now, thick and unmistakably hard through his jeans, grinding against her stomach.

He wants this. He wants me. He's so fucking hard for me, and-

"Fuck," Kev muttered against her mouth, pulling back just enough to speak, his voice rough and breathless. "You taste good."

Lexie couldn't form words. Her brain had gone completely offline, reduced to pure animal sensation: his mouth, his hands, the smell of him, the taste of him, the feel of his cock thick and insistent. Jesus. He's hard. And the knowledge that if she asked, if she just said the word, he'd fuck her right here on the kitchen counter, bend her over it, shove her jeans down and-

I'm fucking soaked.

She could feel her knickers clinging damp and uncomfortable between her thighs, could feel the slick heat of herself, and the fact that she was this turned on, this ready, just from kissing him, was almost as overwhelming as the kiss itself.

"Don't stop," she gasped, her voice coming out breathy and desperate and far posher than she'd intended. "Please don't stop."

Kev grinned against her mouth, kissed her again, harder this time, dirtier. "Wasn't planning on it, love."

His hand slid up her ribs, just under her breast, thumb brushing the underside, and Lexie's hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking friction, seeking him, seeking anything. Her nipples were hard, aching, tight against the fabric of her bra, and she wanted his hands on them, wanted his mouth, wanted-

Fuck, I need-

"Spence," she managed, gasping as Kev's mouth moved to her neck, teeth grazing her pulse point, sending sparks straight down between her legs. "He'll be back soon-"

"Reckon that's the point, isn't it," Kev murmured against her throat, his voice rough and amused and utterly filthy, and Lexie's knees buckled.

They both knew; that was the whole point. Spence left us alone on purpose, knowing this would happen, wanting this to happen, and I'm standing here in my own kitchen letting the builder kiss me senseless, and Spence is going to come home and know exactly what we've done, and that thought is making me even wetter, and-

Kev's mouth was back on hers, frantic now, and Lexie was gripping his shoulders, pulling him closer, her body reacting, and somewhere in the rapidly shrinking part of her brain still capable of coherent thought she registered that Spence was going to ask her for every detail later. Was going to want to know how Kev kissed, how his hands felt, whether she'd been wet, whether she'd wanted more. And that thought - the idea of telling Spence, of watching his face as she recounted this, of seeing him get hard just from hearing about it - made her even wetter.

Christ. This is… I'm-

The street door opened downstairs.

Kev pulled back first, grinning, his hands steadying her at the hips as she swayed slightly, her legs shaky. Lexie gripped the counter edge behind her, trying to catch her breath, her lips swollen, her face flushed, her body throbbing with frustrated arousal.

I'm soaked and shaking to the point can barely stand. And Spence is about to walk through that door and see exactly what we've been doing, and-

Spence's un-hurried footsteps sounded on the stairs, and Kev stepped back, putting respectable distance between them, running a hand through his hair. He looked utterly unruffled, the bastard, aside from the visible bulge straining the front of his jeans and the faint flush across his cheekbones.

Lexie, by contrast, felt utterly wrecked. Her hair was mussed, and her knickers were soaked through. She looked like she'd been thoroughly kissed and there was no hiding it.

Christ. Spence is going to take one look at me and know exactly what happened, and-

Spence's footsteps hit the landing, and the door swung open. He stood there in the kitchen doorway, three takeaway coffees balanced in a cardboard tray, and took one long, slow look at the two of them: Lexie flushed and trembling, gripping the counter edge like a lifeline; Kev standing a respectable three feet away.

Spence's grin was slow. He looked both delighted and utterly unsurprised.

"Alright? Coffees are here."

He knew and he's thrilled. He's not angry, he's not jealous, he's just… thrilled.

Lexie couldn't speak - she could barely breathe. She met Spence's eyes and saw nothing but warmth, pride, arousal. He knew exactly what had just happened, and he was loving it.

"Yeah, mate. Cheers for this." Kev crossed to Spence, took one of the coffees, his voice easy and relaxed as though he hadn't just had his tongue in Lexie's mouth thirty seconds ago. As though her taste wasn't still on his lips.

"Café was rammed," Spence said cheerfully, handing Lexie her coffee. "Took ages."

Liar. You took ages on purpose. You wanted to give us time, and-

Lexie took the cup with trembling hands. Spence leaned in, kissed her forehead, his lips warm and familiar, and murmured low enough that only she could hear: "Tell me everything later, yeah?"

Everything. Oh, I'm going to give it to him. Every single filthy second of it.

Her knees went weak all over again.

They drank their coffees standing in the kitchen, an odd, charged domesticity settling over the three of them. Kev finished first, set his cup down on the counter, and announced he'd better get started on the bathroom.

"Right you are," Spence said, squeezing Lexie's hand once before following Kev out towards the bathroom.

Lexie was left alone in the kitchen, shaking, grinning, her lips still tingling from Kev's mouth, her body still aching, still throbbing, still soaked. She could hear them in the hallway, chatting about grout lines and tile spacing, as though nothing had happened, as though the entire world hadn't just tilted on its axis.

It's going to happen tonight. I'm going to let Kev fuck me while my husband watches, and I'm going to love every single filthy second of it.

She pressed her thighs together, trying to ease the ache, and totally failed.


six
Sign Off


Spence had made bacon sandwiches while Kev finished sealing the last row of tiles. Proper doorsteps, HP sauce and butter soaking into the bread exactly right. The smell filled the flat, all salt and grease and Saturday morning, and he shouted down the hallway for the other two.

Nearly done. Few more hours of normal, then tonight.

Lexie appeared first, laptop tucked under her arm, that careful professional look she wore when she was pretending to work. Kev followed from the bathroom, wiping tile adhesive off his hands with a rag, and the way his eyes tracked her across the kitchen made Spence's cock twitch.

No more pretending. Not for any of them.

"Right, fuel," he announced, sliding plates across the kitchen table. Three cans of Peroni sat there sweating in the midday light, wrong for lunchtime on any normal Saturday.

This wasn't normal anymore.

Lexie grabbed her plate, not quite meeting Kev's eyes, though her neck was already flushing that tell-tale pink. "I'm going to eat on the sofa, actually. Client email I need to send before two, need to concentrate while you two talk Arsenal or whatever it is men do."

Such obvious bollocks Spence nearly laughed. Kev's mouth twitched, clearly thinking the same.

"No worries, love," Kev said, his voice easy. His eyes stayed on her though, open hunger now, and Lexie's flush spread down her throat before she turned away.

She disappeared into the living room, and Spence pulled out a chair, sat opposite Kev, picked up his sandwich because he needed something to do with his hands. He met Kev's eyes across the table.

Right. Here we go.

"Right then."

Kev's grin came slow, knowing. "Yeah."

That single word was doing serious work. Spence took a bite of his sandwich, chewed, swallowed. His mouth had gone dry despite the grease and salt, so he washed it down with a pull of Peroni, the cold bite settling him.

Just say it out loud and make it real.

"So. Tonight." He took a breath, met Kev's eyes proper. "After pizza, after beers, when everyone's relaxed. Lexie wants you to stay. I want to watch. We've talked about it properly, we're both into it, and I reckon it's time to stop fucking hinting."

Kev set down his sandwich, exhaled slow. His grin spread wide, proper relieved. "Fucking hell, mate."

"Too much?"

"No, mate. About time someone did this proper." He shook his head, something shifting in his expression, going serious for a second. "The other times I've had to stop myself..." He stopped, grimaced. "Anyway, that doesn't matter, not now."

Spence clocked that Kev had obviously been coping with some guilt for his desires for Lexie, but right now what mattered was the relief in his voice, the genuine gratitude.

"Good," Spence said. "If anything feels off for anyone, we stop, no questions asked."

Kev nodded, completely steady. "Course. Goes without saying."

"Safe word's 'tiles.'"

Kev stared at him. "You're fucking joking."

Spence grinned. "Thematic."

Kev laughed, proper surprised bark of laughter, and Spence laughed too. Just like that the last weird edge of tension dissolved into something easier.

Three adults who all want the same thing, doing it right, doing it open, and tonight's going to be absolutely fucking incredible.

They ate in silence for a minute, both of them working through their sandwiches, the kitchen warm and quiet. Just two mates having lunch. Spence took a long pull of Peroni, let the cold settle him, and watched Kev demolish his sandwich with the efficient speed of someone who'd spent the morning doing actual physical work while Spence mostly watched and held tools for him. The irony wasn't lost on him.

Just an ordinary Saturday, and then tonight Kev's going to fuck his wife while he watches, and he's already half-hard just sitting here thinking about it.

Footsteps in the hallway. There she is.

Lexie appeared in the doorway, plate already empty, maybe three minutes after she'd vanished. The client email had been complete bollocks, obviously. They all knew it.

She looked between them, reading the room, and Spence watched her shoulders drop. That tiny release of tension.

Kev met her eyes, steady and warm, and nodded once. Barely there, but Lexie caught it. Her whole face changed. Relief blooming into something else, something heated, and she tried to control the smile, but it broke through anyway.

Fuck. Look at her.

"Everything alright?" Lexie asked, going for casual and nearly pulling it off.

Kev picked up his sandwich again, grinning. "Yeah, love. All good. Bathroom won't tile itself, though."

Spence caught Lexie's eye, gave her the smallest nod. "All sorted, babe."

Her smile widened before she got it under control, turning to the kettle. "Right. Good. More tea, anyone?"

She knows.

Spence watched her fill the kettle, that deliberate focus on the ordinary task. She'd read Kev's face, understood everything was above board, agreed, proper. No sneaking. No weirdness. Just the three of them, all wanting the same thing.

And that smile she was trying to hide behind the kettle? Fucking beautiful.

Best thing he'd seen all day, and he'd already watched her kiss the bloke that morning.

Six more hours.

He was half-hard just sitting there, bacon sandwich in one hand, beer in the other, watching his wife try not to look at the man who was going to fuck her tonight while he watched. The anticipation was a physical thing, sitting low in his gut, spreading through his chest.

Christ. Best Saturday of his life.


seven
Overtime
The Nod


The pizza arrived dead on seven, which was a fucking miracle given Deliveroo's recent form. Spence sorted the driver whilst Lexie cleared the coffee table, shifting the morning's mugs and making space between the empty Peroni cans.

Early start but fuck it. It was Saturday, and he'd needed something to do with his hands.

Kev had finished the main bathroom an hour earlier, grout drying in neat lines across the half-tiled wall. They'd all showered in the ensuite in-turn after that, awkward choreography of corridor hovering and careful timing, nobody quite meeting anyone's eyes in the hallway. Spence had gone last, standing under the spray longer than necessary, cock half-hard the entire time because Lexie had been in there twenty minutes before and the whole room still smelled like her shampoo.

Now they were on the sofa, pizza boxes open, the smell of pepperoni and garlic bread thick in the warm flat. YouTube Arsenal highlights played on mute, giving them something to look at when the conversation stalled.

Spence sat at one end, with Lexie in the middle of them, and Kev at the far end, long legs stretched out, taking up space like he'd been sitting on their sofa for years instead of weeks. Four empty cans already lined up on the table. More in the fridge, because Spence had panic-bought a twelve-pack when he took a break this afternoon, and they were going to need them!

Ordinary Saturday night. The thought was so absurd he nearly laughed. Except for the part where we're about to...

Yeah. That.

"There," Kev said, pointing at the screen with his beer. "Watch this. Watch his hand. That is absolutely a handball, and I don't care what anyone says."

Spence groaned, grateful for the familiar script. "Mate, it's embarrassing at this point. The VAR people must've been watching a different game."

Lexie wasn't watching the football. She was eating her pizza with careful precision, chewing each bite like it required her full concentration. She does that when she's nervous. Always has. Like if she focuses on something small and controllable, the big uncontrollable thing might stay manageable.

"I don't know why you do this to yourselves every week," she said, not looking at either of them.

Kev grinned. "Masochism, love. Same as most things worth doing."

There it was.

Love.

Kev's voice hadn't changed, same easy delivery he'd been using for a month, but Spence felt it land differently now. Now that they all knew. Lexie's throat went pink, that flush starting just above her collarbone and spreading upward, and she paused mid-chew like the word had weight. Her fingers tightened on the pizza crust.

Fuck. She's so into this. Look at her.

They finished eating. Spence stacked the boxes to one side, movements careful and deliberate because if he stopped moving he'd have to acknowledge that his pulse was hammering and his cock was already stirring and it was only seven-fifteen, and they had the whole night ahead. From the kitchen fridge he cracked three fresh Peronis, handed them round. The Arsenal chat wound down, conversation drifting into new territory. Work. Weather. The state of Kentish Town Road after last week's roadworks.

Safe topics. Normal topics.

And then Kev said, voice completely casual like he was asking about the weather, "Took a long time, Kev, for a flat white and two filter coffees this morning. We didn't know what to do with ourselves did we Lexie?"

Lexie went properly pink. Spence couldn't help it. He laughed, the sound escaping before he could stop it, and Kev's grin widened.

"Spence said the queue was long," Lexie said, not quite meeting Kev's eyes.

"Terrible queue," Spence added, still grinning. "Notorious for it."

Kev's hand settled on Lexie's knee. Slow and deliberate, his rough builder's palm dark against her pale skin just below the hem of her short dress.

"Right."

Lexie looked down at his hand but didn't pull away. Didn't even tense or recoil. Just stared, like she was capturing the feeling, working out what it meant that Kev's hand was on her bare skin and her husband was sitting three feet away watching.

Christ, she's actually letting him touch her!

Spence's cock thickened properly now, pressing hard against his jeans. He took a long pull of Peroni, felt the cold slide down his throat, watched Kev's thumb stroke once across Lexie's kneecap, slow and possessive.

The silence stretched. Not awkward, just heavy with what was about to happen.

"The coffees were fine, actually," Lexie said quietly, still looking at Kev's hand on her knee. "It was a very good morning."

Kev's thumb stroked again. "Yeah. It was."

This is it, and I'm completely, absolutely fine.

Kev turned to face Lexie fully, the football entirely forgotten. He set his beer down, cupped her jaw with one hand, and there was a question clear in his expression.

She turned and her eyes flicked to Spence, quick, checking in.

Spence held her gaze. Nodded once, barely there, and felt his heart kick hard in his chest.

Go on, love. Take it. I want you to.

Lexie turned back to Kev, and she leaned in and kissed him.

Spence's breath stopped in his chest. Kev's mouth covered Lexie's, and she opened for him immediately, lips parting, tongue meeting his. The kiss deepened, Kev's hand cupping her jaw, angling her head just right, and Lexie's fingers came up to grip his shirt, not pushing away but pulling him closer.

Christ. Look at them. Look at her kissing him. She's mine and I'm watching another man kiss her and I'm so fucking hard I can barely think.

No jealousy, which was almost a surprise; just this huge, surging wave of yes and more and God, I love her and arousal so sharp it nearly hurt. He had to set his beer down before he dropped it.

Kev pulled back slightly, still close, his thumb stroking Lexie's jaw. "Alright?"

"More than," Lexie breathed, and her voice had gone rough already, vowels less precise, that polish cracking at the edges.

"Good."

He kissed her again. Longer this time, deeper, and Lexie made a small sound in her throat that went straight to Spence's cock.

Fuck. That sound. She only makes that sound when she's properly horny, when she's past thinking and just feeling, and Kev's pulled it out of her in under a minute.

When they broke apart, Kev looked directly at Spence. Checking in, mate to mate.

Good bloke is Kev. A decent bloke. Respects the marriage even whilst he's got his tongue in my wife's mouth.

Spence grinned, his voice steady and certain despite the fact that his hands were shaking and his cock was painfully hard and he was about to watch the single hottest thing he'd ever seen.

"Don't you two stop on my account."

That was the last moment of the ordinary Saturday night.


eight
First Fix
A Good Girl, Watched


Kev's hands slid from Lexie's jaw to her waist and pulled, and she jumped into his lap like she'd been waiting for it. She had, four solid weeks of waiting, watching, teasing, and now his thighs were under hers, spread wide on the sofa.

Spence stood, beer in hand, and moved off the sofa to the armchair - giving them more room. No hint of jealousy in his expression, it just looked like he was getting himself the best view in the house. God he wants this as much as me. Something in her belly went liquid and hot.

She didn't have much time to think about Spence watching her, because Kev's mouth was on hers again, and his hands were sliding under her shirt, rough fingertips dragging up the bare skin of her back. He pulled back just enough to look at her, the question written all over his face.

She lifted her arms, and he moved, the shirt came off in one smooth pull. Cool air hit her skin for half a second before Kev's gaze dropped and went dark and hungry, and Lexie remembered exactly why she'd skipped the bra after her shower. Let him look.

"Fucking hell, love." His voice had gone rough, proper rough, and his hands came up to squeeze her breasts, thumbs brushing over her hard nipples.

"God, Lex." Spence's voice cut through the room, reminding her he was still there. "You look so sexy in his hands."

She turned her head, found her hubbies eyes. He'd leaned forward in the chair, beer abandoned on the side table, and the intensity in his gaze made her stomach drop.

"You watching?" It came out breathless. She sounded like someone else. Someone braver.

"Every second."

Kev's mouth found her collarbone, her throat, working down with the kind of unhurried attention that said he had all night and planned to use it. Lexie arched into him, hands gripping his shoulders, and his hands, Christ, his hands had touched her so differently from Spence. Rough thick fingers, calloused in all the right places, gripping her hips like he owned them.

This. This was the thing she'd been whispering to Spence in the dark for four weeks, the fantasy they'd built word by filthy word, and the reality was better because she could feel the rough drag of Kev's palms against her waist, his mouth hot on her collarbone, and she was in her own living room with her husband watching and she felt, for the first time in weeks, like she could finally breathe.

Her hands found the hem of Kev's T-shirt, tugging up, and he pulled back long enough to let her drag it over his head before his mouth returned to her neck, licking and nibbling. Lips and tongue teasing her shoulder, the swell of her breast, teeth grazing a pebbled nipple.

He was so broad and … just so fucking solid. The half-sleeve tattoo dark on his left arm, scatter of dark hair across his chest, the kind of body that came from twenty years of hard work in and out of the sun. Scars, pale lines across his forearms, one longer one just visible above his jeans.

Lexie traced it with her fingertips, the raised ridge of old tissue.

Kev glanced down, grinned. "Saw kicked back when I was twenty-three. Eight stitches. Could've been worse."

"Does it hurt?"

"Not in years."

His hands moved to her jeans, fingers at the button, and he paused. Waiting for her to say yes - even now in the heat of things a gentleman.

Her answer came as she lifted her hips, giving him access.

He drew the denim down slowly, gaze tracking the path of fabric over her arse, thighs, her calves, until she kicked them off entirely and sat in his lap in just her knickers.

Small white cotton ones, nothing fancy. Embarrassingly soaked through and semi-transparent.

Kev looked down at the evidence of exactly how turned on she was, and his grin went wicked.

"Christ, love. You've been like this all day?"

Heat flooded her cheeks, spread down her throat. "Most of the week, if I'm honest."

"Good girl."

The words dropped through her like a stone, straight to her clit, and she gasped as Kev's hand slid between her thighs, pushing the damp cotton aside. Two fingers, thick and rough, sliding into her without any preamble, and her cunt slurped wetly on them, welcoming his invasion.

"Oh God."

"There she is."

His fingers moved, pumping in and out slow and deliberate, curling inside her whilst his thumb found her clit. She grabbed the sofa arm behind his shoulder, her whole body arching into the touch. She was making sounds, small desperate gasps, the kind she'd normally swallow down, and currently she could not have cared less because Kev's hand was exactly where she'd needed it for four solid weeks and Spence was watching from the armchair and everything was exactly, perfectly right.

Kev's other hand steadied her hip, and he watched her face the whole time, reading every gasp and whimper, adjusting his rhythm to whatever made her loudest.

Fuck. Fuck.

He withdrew his hand, brought his fingers to his mouth, tongue snaking out first, then sucking them down, tasted her.

"Fucking hell," he muttered, almost to himself, and then he stood, lifting her with him for a second before setting her back on the sofa laying back slightly.

Belt & jeans now gone. Lexie, sitting on the sofa in just her soaked knickers, found herself staring at Kev's cock still tenting his boxers and her brain just... stopped.

Oh.

From the armchair came Spence's voice, rough and low. "Yeah. I know."

She turned her head. Spence had unzipped his jeans at some point, hand already wrapped around himself, hard and flushed, watching her with an expression of such naked, uncomplicated arousal that she clenched on nothing.

"He's..." She couldn't finish the sentence.

"I know, babe." Spence's hand moved slowly along his length, gaze locked on her face. "Go on, then."

Kev hooked his thumbs into her knickers, drew them down, and Lexie lifted her hips. Then she was properly naked on her own sofa, lamplight catching her pale skin, and her glistening folds so fucking obvious, screaming 'fuck me' to the room. Kev was kneeling between her thighs, still in his boxers - but not for long.

Those came off, and Lexie swallowed hard.

She'd known. Obviously. She'd felt it through denim just this morning in the kitchen, pressed against her hip whilst he'd kissed her breathless. And before that - glances when she thought he wasn't watching while he worked, her spidey senses telling her those trousers hid something special. But knowing and seeing were different things, and she sat there staring at Kev Doyle's cock and thought several things in rapid succession: Oh. Good God. I am absolutely going to feel that!

From the armchair came the sound of Spence's breathing, faster now, and the quiet slick rhythm of his hand on himself. She turned to look; Spence had his cock out fully, hard and flushed, and she clenched again, empty and desperate and so turned on she could barely think straight.

Kev reached for a condom from a small pile Spence had left on the coffee table earlier, tore the packet open with his teeth, and rolled it on. Good. She needed him to know what he was doing. Needed to trust this.

He settled over her, one hand pulling her left knee wider to give himself access, the other guiding himself to her entrance. She felt it rub against her and felt him watching her face. She was already desperate enough that the patience was nearly maddening.

"Ready, love?"

"Please."

He pushed in slowly, and they both watched his cock head push past her swollen outer cunt lips, and the stretch punched a sound out of Lexie she'd never made before. Low and broken and utterly shameless, because fuck, he was thicker than Spence, she could feel every inch of the difference, and her body was trying to decide if it was too much or exactly right and settling on both.

Kev went still immediately, hand moving to her hip, stroking gently. "Alright?"

"Yes." She could barely get the word out. "God, yes. Don't stop."

He pushed deeper, inch by careful inch, until he was fully seated inside her, and Lexie's hands came up to grip his shoulders, nails digging in. She needed something to hold onto, and he was right there and she could feel every thick inch of him stretching her open.

"There it is," Kev murmured, low and satisfied, and he stayed still, letting her adjust, thumb stroking circles on her hipbone.

Full. Thick. God.

The sensation was overwhelming, not better or worse than Spence, just more, and she had to breathe through it, conscious thought narrowing down to the stretch, the fullness, the way her body was adjusting to accommodate him.

"Fuck." She turned her head towards the armchair, finding Spence's eyes on instinct. "Spence, he's so..."

"I can see." Spence's voice was wrecked, his hand moving steadily along his length. "Keep going, Lex. Tell him what you want."

She turned back to Kev, whose expression had gone dark and focused and entirely intent on her.

"You feel incredible," she managed, breathless. "Please move. Please."

"Good girl," Kev said, voice dropping into that rough Camden accent that made her posh vowels feel twice as posh, and he began to move. Slow, deep rolls of his hips that pressed him against something inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. "That's it. Good girl."

The words landed exactly where they always did when Spence used them in bed, but coming from Kev's mouth they hit differently, harder, and something in Lexie melted in the raw heat of it. Every nerve ending suddenly twice as alert.

Kev's good girl. Fucked on her own sofa whilst Spence watches wanking himself silly.

She was going to come embarrassingly fast, and she absolutely did not care!

The rhythm built. Kev's hips rolling deep and steady, angling himself so every thrust dragged against her clit. Lexie's legs wrapped around him on instinct, heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper.

From the armchair, Spence's voice, quiet and rough. "That's it, babe. Look at you. Christ, you look incredible."

Kev dipped his head to her ear, breath hot against her neck. "He's watching you, love. Look at him. Let him see how close you are."

Lexie found Spence across the room, and the sight of him nearly finished her. Cock hard in his fist, face utterly undone, eyes fixed on where Kev was moving inside her.

"I'm so close," she gasped. "I'm almost-"

"Come for me, love." Kev's voice in her ear, deep and commanding and exactly what she needed. "Be my good girl and let him watch you come."

Lexie came with a cry that would've embarrassed her if she'd had a single brain cell left to spare for embarrassment. Her whole body locked up, back bowing off the sofa, and Kev stayed deep inside her, grinding himself against her clit whilst her cunt clenched around him in waves. His hand caught her jaw, turned her face towards the armchair.

Look at him. Let him see.

And she did.

Spence, cock in his fist, face wrecked, watching her fall apart on another man's dick. The love that crashed through her was so big it didn't fit inside her skin. Him. Always him. And this, God, this.

She tipped over completely and didn't come back for a long moment.

When she finally opened her eyes, gasping, Kev was watching her with something that looked like genuine admiration.

"Fucking hell, love. That was beautiful."

From the armchair came a bitten-off groan. Spence, still stroking himself, slower now, one hand squeezing the base of his cock, clearly holding back.

Kev pulled out carefully, disposed of the condom in the tissues Spence had left ready on the coffee table, and Lexie collapsed back on the sofa, wrung out and grinning, her whole body thrumming with aftershocks.

She looked over at Spence in the armchair, his hand still on himself, eyes utterly focused on her.

"Don't cum yet," she begged him, voice rough and satisfied. "We're not done yet."
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Breather
The Best Fucking Hell


Spence stood on legs of fucking jelly, properly wobbly like those marathon runners who have overdone it, and he made it to the kitchen on autopilot, brain still stuck on the image of Lexie's face when she'd come. Three new Peronis from the fridge. His hands shook from the raw emotion of wanking himself raw whilst his wife got railed on their sofa.

Most exciting thing he'd ever experienced - even Arsenal winning the league.

When he came back, Kev had shifted to one end of the sofa, and Lexie was curled against him like it was the most natural thing in the world. Both of them wrecked and glowing, skin still flushed, looks of pure satisfaction. The dust sheet had given up entirely, bunched and twisted to one side where they'd fucked it into submission. Spence had to look away for a second before his cock decided round two was starting immediately.

He handed out the beers, then sat on the coffee table facing them.

They drank in comfortable silence, which was mad given what had just happened, but there it was.

"Right," Spence said finally. His voice still wasn't quite steady.

"Cheers, mate." Kev lifted his bottle in a small salute, grinning.

Lexie looked up at Spence. Her face still messed and flushed from the fucking, and she was so fucking beautiful it actually hurt. "You alright?"

She's asking if I'm alright. Lexie, wrecked and draped over the bloke who just fucked her whilst I watched, is checking on me.

His chest went tight, actually painful with it, and for a second he couldn't breathe properly.

"Yeah." He grinned, still slightly dazed. "Massive fucking understatement, but yeah." He scrubbed a hand over his face. "That was... fucking hell, Lex."

Her smile went wicked. "Good fucking hell?"

"Best fucking hell."

Kev laughed, low and warm, and took another pull of his beer, which right now tasted better than it ever had.

Lexie reached for Spence's hand, pulled him towards her, and he let her draw him in. He kissed her slow, soft, and her mouth opened under his like an invitation. And there it was; the taste of someone else. Kev. A hint of something completely different from Lexie's usual sweetness, and it was on her tongue, her lips, subtle but unmistakeable. Fuck that's almost as hot as watching them - this is proof after the event!

Spence groaned into her mouth, cock going from interested to rock-hard in about two seconds flat.

Lexie laughed against his lips, breathless and delighted. "You can taste him, can't you."

He pulled back, slightly wrecked. "Yeah."

"And?"

"And I want to do that again approximately forty more times tonight."

From the other end of the sofa, Kev's amused voice. "Think that might be ambitious, mate."

I'd imagined this moment a hundred times. Kissing Lexie after, tasting the night on her. And the reality was both exactly and nothing like the imagining. It wasn't wrong. It wasn't strange. It was just her, plus something extra. I could become addicted to that taste.

Lexie was watching him with that small, private smile she did when she knew exactly what he was thinking.

"Worth the wait?" she asked quietly.

"So far beyond worth it I don't have words, babe."

She kissed him again, quick and fierce, then settled back against Kev's side, still holding Spence's hand.

They sat and drank, as the comfortable silence stretched out between them, warm and easy, the three of them existing in this strange new configuration that felt, against all logic, completely natural. The lamplight made everything soft, turned the wrecked dust sheet and Lexie's flushed skin into something almost artistic. The smell of sex and sweat hung in the air, thick and unmistakeable, and Spence inhaled it like oxygen.

Could we go back after this? Would we want to?

Kev finished his Peroni first, set it down on the coffee table with a quiet clink. He stretched, rolled his shoulders, and the lamplight caught the tattoo on his forearm, the banner with his kids' names that Spence had noticed the first time he'd met him in a Camden pub, several years ago after a terrible home game performance.

Kev looked between them, easy and relaxed. "Bedroom? Bit more room in there. And your sofa's going to leave me with grout lines on my knees."

Lexie laughed, bright and unselfconscious. "Can't have that. You're the one who has finish the bathroom tomorrow."

Say yes. Keep saying yes. Don't stop.

"Bedroom." Spence stood, heart already hammering again. "Yeah. Absolutely."

Kev stood and gathered up the spare condoms from the coffee table, before holding his hand out to Lexie. "Come on, then, love."

She took it without hesitation, rising from the sofa in one fluid movement. Still naked. Still not giving a single fuck about it, and why would she? Kev's hand wrapped around hers, broad and scarred and certain, and they walked towards the hallway together.

Spence followed a pace behind, beer still in hand, heart hammering against his ribs like it was trying to escape.

I'm following them because I want to watch what happens next more than I've ever wanted anything in my entire fucking life.

The hallway was narrow, the three of them moving through it single file. Lexie glanced back over her shoulder once, caught his eye, and the look on her face was pure joy. Unfiltered and real.

I am the luckiest bastard in North London. Possibly London. Possibly the entire fucking Home Counties.

The bedroom door stood open ahead, lamplight spilling into the hallway, their bed waiting with its rumpled white sheets. Spence could see the wardrobe mirror from here, angled just right to catch reflections if you knew where to look.

Kev stepped through the doorway first. Lexie followed, still holding his hand.

Spence crossed the threshold last, closed the door behind them with a quiet click that sounded, in the warm lamplight and charged air, like permission finally granted in full.


ten
Deep Filling


The bedroom looked wrong with Kev in it. No, not wrong. Different. Three bodies instead of two, lamplight catching the mirror's edge, white linen rumpled from where they'd sat getting dressed for pizza an hour ago. Christ. Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat, taste copper on her tongue.

Fuck I'm so wet down there it's embarrassing.

Kev sat on the edge of the bed, easy and unhurried, and pulled her to him by the hips. His kiss was deep, deliberate, the kind that wiped her brain clean, and she forgot Spence was even there until his belt buckle hit the floor behind her. Oh. Right. Husband, watching, orchestrating. The thought made her clench, made her kiss Kev harder, and somewhere in the back of her spinning mind she registered that she loved Spence for this, loved him so much it ached.

Kev's hands were on her waist, thumbs pressing into her hipbones hard enough to leave shadows, and then he was turning her, positioning her, and she went where he wanted because that was the game, wasn't it? Being moved, manhandled, placed exactly where he wanted her.

On her hands and knees, on her marital bed.

Their bed. The one she and Spence had picked out at Dreams in Tottenham Court Road, assembled with an Allen key and entirely too much swearing. The bed where they had ordinary married sex twice a week, lazy Sunday shags that turned into brunch plans and her stealing his toast. That bed.

And Kev was behind her now, one hand cupping the round of her arse, possessive and appreciating, and the sound he made, low and satisfied, pure masculine approval, did absolutely nothing for her composure.

"Fucking hell, love. That's a view."

Lexie laughed, breathless, because what else could she do when a man looked at her like she was the best thing he'd seen all year? "Stop ogling and do something about it."

His hand came down on her arse. Not hard, just enough to make a sharp crack that filled the quiet room, and she gasped, the sting spreading warm across her skin.

"Patience, my posh tart." His voice rough with want.

Patience. Right. As if any of them had patience left after four weeks of building tension and a fuck on the sofa that only left her needing more. Her fucked cunt was slick and ready for so much more cock, but right now it was clenching around nothing.

Spence knelt on the bed in front of her, now gloriously naked, his cock rising to attention as she watched. Poor hubby, bet his balls are aching already.

His hand slid into her hair, tilting her face up, and the look that passed between them was everything: love and lust and trust and permission, all of it braided so tightly she couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

"Hey," he said quietly.

"Hey yourself."

"Still good?"

She could see his reading glasses on the nightstand from this angle, one lens slightly smudged where he'd touched it earlier. The ordinariness of it, their bedroom, their things, made extraordinary by what they were choosing to do in it, hit her sideways.

"Spence." She was grinning, breathless, half-laughing. "I'm on my hands and knees in our bedroom between you and Kev. I'm fucking sensational."

He grinned back, and his voice dropped, roughened. 'Yeah. You really are.'

Behind her, she heard the crinkle of foil, the snap of latex, and her body responded immediately, cunt clenching in anticipation. Oh God, it's happening again, he's about to- Kev's hand was on her hip now, steadying her, and she felt the blunt press of him against her entrance, slick and ready and so much thicker than she'd ever get used to. But I want to try…

Spence's cock was in front of her, familiar and perfect, and she leaned forward, took him into her mouth slowly, savouring the taste. He was sticky already, precum residue from earlier when he'd stroked himself, salty and slightly bitter and so fundamentally Spence that she moaned around him.

And then Kev pushed in.

Oh God. Oh fuck. The sound she made was muffled by Spence's cock, desperate and high, because Kev was thick, she was once again stretching around him, feeling every inch as he filled her completely. Spence's hand tightened in her hair, not forcing, just holding, grounding her whilst her body adjusted to being absolutely stuffed at both ends.

'That's it, love," Kev said behind her, his voice low and steady. "Good girl. Take it. You can take it."

Good girl. The words went straight to her clit, made her whimper around Spence's cock, and she heard him swear softly above her.

She was pinned between them, held in place, Spence in her mouth and Kev filling her from behind. No retreat. Nowhere to go. Every part of me engaged, claimed, used. The rhythm found itself without planning: Kev drove deep, she rocked forward onto Spence, then reversed as Kev withdrew. Push, pull, breathe. Her brain had stopped forming words. There was just sensation, Kev's rough hands gripping her hips, Spence's familiar taste on her tongue, the stretch and fullness and the absolute filthy perfection of it.

Spence's head tipped back, his breathing hard and uneven, and she could feel the tension in his thighs under her hands where she steadied herself. Kev's hands gripped her hips, calloused palms rough against her skin, and every time he thrust deep she felt the stretch, felt the specific thickness of him, felt the pressure against her front wall that made her vision blur and her arms shake.

This is more than I imagined. So much more. There was no part of her mind drifting, no distraction, no thinking about tomorrow or work or the email she'd forgotten to send. She was just completely here, her body the hinge between two sets of hands, two different rhythms, two men who both wanted her and who she wanted right back.

Spence's hand in her hair was familiar, the weight of it entirely his, the way he held her just tight enough to guide but never force. Kev's hands on her hips were rougher, certain, a builder's hands that knew how to grip and hold and position, and the contrast between them was making her dizzy, making her cunt clench rhythmically around Kev's thickness.

The sounds filled the room: skin on skin, wet obscene noises from where Kev was fucking her, her own muffled moans around Spence's cock. Both men breathing above her, Spence's hitched and slightly desperate, Kev's steadier but deepening as he got closer. I'm the reason for both. I'm making them sound like this. That knowledge sat in her chest alongside the physical sensation and made everything hotter, made her work Spence's cock with more enthusiasm, made her push back harder onto Kev.

"Lex," Spence said, his voice cracking. "God, Lexie, you look-"

"She's incredible, mate." Kev's rhythm didn't falter, hips driving forward in a steady, relentless pace that had her arms shaking. "This cunt is fucking incredible."

Lexie pulled back from Spence, breathless, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock for a moment before it broke. "Stop talking about me like I'm not here."

Kev pushed in deep, making her gasp, and she felt his grin against the back of her neck. "Sorry, love."

"Don't be," she managed, voice wrecked, and took Spence back into her mouth before either of them could respond.

Being talked about whilst I'm pressed between them. Two men discussing how incredible I am like I'm a shared project they're both immensely proud of. The thought drove her wild, made her moan in a loss of control. Maybe being objectified isn't so bad… not if it feels like this?

Kev's pace shifted slightly, deeper, more deliberate, and his voice when he spoke was low and edged with something darker, something that made her cunt clench around him involuntarily.

"Good little posh girl, aren't you?"

Oh fuck.

"Who'd have thought it. All those long vowels, and you're like this. Taking it like a proper little slut."

Her cunt clenched around him, slick flooding her thighs, and Kev groaned, felt it, his hands tightening hard enough to bruise.

"Yeah, you like that. Posh girls always do. Thought so."

Christ alive. He'd said it. The thing they'd been dancing around for four weeks, and her body had answered before her brain could even catch up. She was soaked. Properly dripping. Because a Camden builder with rough hands and a dropped-T accent had called her a posh slut, and her vowels had never felt dirtier.

Spence was watching, his eyes dark and hungry, and his hand slid from her hair to cup her jaw, tilting her face up so he could look into her eyes. See her taking Kev's cock, see her flushed and sweating and absolutely loving it.

"He's right, babe," Spence said, his voice rough with arousal. "My posh girl, taking his big cock so fucking well."

She pulled off him fully, gasping, needing to breathe, needing to say this whilst she still could because it mattered, it was important, it was for Spence as much as for herself.

"You feel so different." She looked between them, flushed, wrecked, grinning like an idiot. "He's so much—fuck, Spence, he's so thick. I can feel every inch. Every time he moves I can feel it, and it's—God, it's so fucking good."

Spence made a helpless sound, his cock twitching visibly against her lips, sticky with her spit. "Yeah?"

"You're gonna want to hear about this later.' She was grinning, breathless, utterly shameless. 'In detail. For a very long time."

"Already planning on it."

Behind her, Kev's voice was dry, amused, his hands never stopping their grip on her hips. "Can we get back to it, or are we doing a fucking book review?"

Lexie burst out laughing, the sound muffled as she took Spence back into her mouth, and thought yes, God yes, we absolutely can.

The rhythm rebuilt, warmer now, easier, the last threads of self-consciousness burned away entirely. Kev's pace deepened, more urgent, his breathing roughening, and she could feel him getting close, his cockhead nudging at the cervix, a good pain. Then the slight loss of control in how his hips moved, the way his fingers dug into her skin hard enough to leave marks she'd feel tomorrow. He wouldn't last long.

Spence was close too. She knew his body like she knew her own: the slight tremble in his thighs, the way his hand tightened in her hair, the hitch in his breathing that meant he was trying to hold back and failing. She worked him deliberately, tongue flat against the underside of his cock, hollowing her cheeks, giving him everything she had whilst Kev filled her from behind in deep, relentless strokes that had her moaning around Spence's length.

"Fuck, love,' Kev groaned, his voice breaking. 'You're incredible. I'm… fuck-"

She pulled off Spence just enough to gasp, 'Come on, then. Do it.'

He did. His hips pressed deep and held, a low controlled groan that she felt as much as heard, his whole body going taut for a moment before he relaxed into it. The sensation of him pulsing inside her, cock jerking as he emptied himself into the condom, made her whimper, made her push back against him to feel every last aftershock.

Spence followed within seconds, one hand gentle on her jaw, the other still tangled in her hair, and she swallowed him down, tasting the salt and the familiar sweetness of him. The sound he made when he came was her absolute favourite sound in the entire world, helpless, grateful, utterly hers.

"God, I love you. Fuck, Lex, I love you so much-"

Her chest tightened alongside everything else, overwhelmed in the best possible way.

Kev withdrew carefully, already dealing with the condom, and Lexie realised with a distant sort of surprise that she hadn't come this round. Her body was thrumming, aroused and satisfied and completely wrecked, but she hadn't tipped over the edge. Too much sensation. Too overwhelmed. But Christ, I'm still gagging for it.

Kev noticed. His hand slid around to her front, finding her clit with unerring accuracy, and she gasped, oversensitive and desperate all at once.

"You didn't," he said, matter-of-fact.

"No." Her voice was wrecked.

"We'll sort that, then."

His fingers worked her in tight, relentless circles, and her arms gave out completely. She collapsed forward, chest pressing into the mattress, arse still in the air, pinned in place by Kev's hand between her legs whilst Spence lay down beside her, his hand warm on her back, grounding her whilst he watched with that specific focus he always had when he was watching her come.

Kev knew exactly what he was doing. His fingers moved with the kind of attention that came from years of experience, adjusting pressure and speed based on the sounds she made, the way her hips moved, and she was close already, wound so tight from being fucked by both of them that it wouldn't take much.

"That's it, love," Kev said, his voice low and approving. "Good girl, cum on my fingers while your husband watches you let go. Let me feel it."

Good girl. He keeps calling me that and I'm going to—

She came hard, shaking, her whole body locking up as the orgasm rolled through her in waves that made her vision white out at the edges. Kev's fingers never stopped, working her through it, extending it, until she reached back blindly and shoved his hand away, too sensitive, too much, completely and utterly spent.

She collapsed onto the bed properly, breath coming in short gasps, and Spence's arms came around her immediately, pulling her against his chest, his familiar warmth and smell anchoring her whilst her brain slowly came back online.

"Alright, babe?"

She laughed into his shoulder, breathless and wrecked. "Define alright."

"Still breathing?"

"Barely."

Kev dropped onto the mattress on the other side of her, making it dip and bounce slightly, and for a moment the three of them just lay there in a tangle of limbs, breathing like they'd run a marathon. The room stank of sex, sweat, pussy, cum, the thick musk of bodies worked hard. Someone's foot was against her calf. She couldn't tell whose. Didn't particularly care.

Lexie's mind was pleasantly blank, floating somewhere just above her body, and the only coherent thought she could muster was that she wanted this again. And again. And possibly forty more times tonight if her body didn't actually give out, which it might, but she was willing to die trying.

I'm Spence's hotwife now. Properly and completely. No more hypotheticals, no more what-ifs. I've been fucked by another man whilst my husband filled my mouth with his cum, and instead of guilt or shame or any of the things I was terrified I'd feel, all I feel is gloriously, filthily triumphant.


eleven
Breaking New Ground
Arse-First into the Deep End


Spence woke groggily to kissing. Proper kissing, the wet slide of tongues and quiet gasps, close enough he could hear every breath. Sleep still had its claws in him, everything fuzzy at the edges, but then the mattress dipped and shifted beside him, bodies moving, and his cock woke up faster than his brain did.

He cracked his eyes open.

Lamplight, soft and golden, still on from before they'd all passed out, the cover had gone awol. A naked Lexie was on her side facing away from him, and Kev was pressed against her front, one hand cupping her jaw while they kissed like they had all the time in the world. Her hand was between them, wrapped around Kev's cock, stroking slowly, deliberately. Even half-asleep, Spence could see he was already thickening under her touch.

His own cock stirred immediately. Pavlovian at this point. Fucking hell. No jealousy, no flicker of anything except fascination and this low, steady thrum of arousal that had been his baseline state for the last twelve hours.

Lexie must have felt him move, because she pulled back from Kev and glanced over her shoulder, grinning when she saw he was awake. She didn't stop stroking Kev's cock, her hand working his shaft with the easy confidence of someone who'd already mapped every inch and knew exactly what she was doing.

"Did we wake you?"

Her voice was playful, already breathless, and Spence cottoned on that this hadn't just started. She'd been awake for a bit, touching Kev, waking him up slowly, waiting for Spence to catch up.

"Yeah," he said, voice rough from sleep. "Not complaining."

She leaned back towards him, twisting enough to kiss him, her mouth warm and soft and tasting faintly of sleep and Kev's skin. Then she turned back to Kev, tongue sliding into his mouth again, and Spence just lay there watching, half-propped on one elbow, cock fully hard now and pressing against the mattress.

She's playing with him like a toy. Like he's hers too. Fucking hell it's so hot.

No script this time, just her desire, raw and unapologetic, waking them both up because she wanted more and wasn't interested in waiting until morning proper.

Kev's hand slid down her side, gripping her hip, pulling her closer, and she made a small, satisfied sound against his mouth. Then she pulled back, breath coming faster, and looked between them, eyes bright and wicked in the lamplight.

"I want to try something different."

Spence's brain was still catching up, but his cock was paying full attention. "Yeah? What's that, then?"

Her eyes dropped. The flush started at her chest, spreading upward, that tell he knew so well by now. When she looked back up, her voice was quiet but absolutely steady.

"I want him to fuck my arse."

The words landed like a physical blow. Spence's cock twitched hard, his breath caught, and for a second his brain just went completely blank, struggling to process what she'd actually said.

Kev's going to be her first. We've never…

The thought kicked through him, sharp enough to sting, but before it could properly land, arousal steamrolled over it, obliterating everything except the mental image of what she was offering.

I'm going to watch her take it. Watch her face while Kev opens her up and fills her arse. Christ.

And then, with the kind of clarity that only came when you were half-asleep and completely turned on, he understood. This was for him as much as for her. She knew anal would drive him wild. She knew he'd been half-fantasising about it since they'd started talking dirty about the hotwife thing, wondering if they'd ever get there, too nervous to push for it himself.

And she was giving it to him - letting Kev be the one to do it because she knew Spence would love watching even more than he'd love doing it himself.

Doesn't matter who's physically inside her. This is ours.

"You sure, babe, he's… big?" His voice came out rougher than he'd intended, already half-wrecked.

"I want to." She looked between them again, her hand still working Kev's cock, which was fully hard now and leaking against her palm. "I want you both. Spence, I need you here. Holding me."

Kev groaned, already moving, his grin wolfish. "Fuck, love. You're gonna kill me."

Spence sat up properly, brain kicking into gear, mind switching to logistics. "Lube's in the bedside drawer. Second from top."

Kev rolled over, yanking the drawer open, and pulled out the bottle with a low laugh. "Cherry-flavoured?"

"It was on offer," Lexie said, already shifting position, and Spence caught the nervous edge under the bravado. The way her hands were trembling slightly as she moved.

He shifted to lie on his side facing her, propped on one elbow so he could see her face properly. She got onto her knees, pushing her arse up, face down towards him, and the position was so blatantly submissive, so utterly trusting, that his chest tightened alongside everything else.

Fucking hell, look at her. Look at my wife offering herself like this.

Kev knelt behind her, already hard and ready, one hand stroking her arse with that same easy confidence he'd had all night. He reached for the condoms scattered on the nightstand, and Spence heard himself speak before he'd properly thought it through.

"Don't bother, mate. Not for this. Fill her."

Kev's hand froze. Lexie sucked in a sharp breath, and Spence watched the ripple of arousal travel through her entire body, her thighs trembling.

"You sure?" Kev's voice was steady, but his eyes were locked on Spence's, checking, making absolutely certain.

Spence met his gaze. Yeah. Fuck yeah. "She's ours. Fuck her raw."

Lexie reached for his hand, threading their fingers together, and the gesture made something twist in his chest. Trust, absolute and unquestioning. He squeezed back, grounding her.

"Ready, love?"

"Yes," she breathed. "God, yes."

Kev shifted behind her, spreading her cheeks with one hand, and Spence expected him to go straight for the lube, to start working her open with his fingers.

Instead, he leaned in and licked her.

Lexie's whole body went rigid, a shocked gasp punching out of her, and Spence's brain short-circuited for a second, trying to process what he was actually seeing.

What the-

But then she made a sound, low and guttural, a moan he had never heard from her in seven years together, and her hand clamped down on his, nails digging into his palm hard enough to hurt.

"Oh my God, oh fuck, what are you-"

Kev didn't answer, just kept going, broad strokes of his tongue circling her arsehole, deliberate and unhurried. Confident, like he'd done this before and knew exactly how well it worked.

Lexie's thighs started shaking.

Spence stared, transfixed, watching his polished wife melt under another man's tongue while he ate her arse like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her breathing went ragged, her hips pushing back into Kev's face, chasing the sensation.

I never… she's she'd never - but fuck, listen to her!

I should have tried this. Should have known she'd love it. The thought lodged somewhere in the back of his brain, a mental note filed away for later. This was something he could do for her now, something else he could give her, now that the box was opened, and they were past pretending she didn't want every filthy thing they could think of.

Kev pulled back slightly, grinning up at her, his mouth wet. "Posh girls always love a bit of arse-licking, don't they."

Lexie's laugh was breathless, half-strangled. "Fuck off, you… oh God, don't stop-"

Spence found himself grinning despite the throbbing ache in his cock. "She's not exactly arguing, mate."

Kev chuckled, leaning back in, and this time he added a finger while he licked, just the tip, pressing gently against the tight ring of muscle. Lexie's moan went strangled, her back arching, and Spence's cock was leaking against his thigh, untouched, throbbing in time with his pulse.

Christ. Fuck. I'm going to come just watching this.

Kev worked her slowly, thoroughly, his tongue and finger moving together until she was writhing, gasping, completely undone. Then he pulled back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and reached for the lube.

"Right, love. Let's do this properly."

Kev coat his fingers, the slick sound making Lexie's breathing kick up another notch, and then his hand was between her cheeks, slow circles around her hole, warming her up.

"Relax, love. Breathe for me."

Her hand tightened on Spence's, grounding herself, and he shifted closer, kissing her forehead, her cheek, murmuring encouragement while Kev worked her open.

"That's it, babe. You're doing so well."

One finger slid in, slow and careful, and Lexie whimpered, her face pressed into the mattress, brow furrowed. Not pain, not quite. Maybe just too much sensation, her body adjusting, and Spence stroked her hair with his free hand, anchoring her while Kev opened her up inch by inch.

Look at her. Look at my wife taking this. Fucking beautiful.

Kev worked her methodically, one finger pumping slow and steady until her breath evened out, then two, scissoring gently. Lexie's gasp was sharper this time, her nails digging into Spence's palm again, but she didn't pull away, didn't ask him to stop.

"Fuck, you're tight," Kev muttered, voice rough with arousal. "Gonna feel incredible."

Three fingers, and Lexie's moan was pure need now, no hesitation, her hips rocking back into his hand. Spence watched her face, utterly transported, every barrier stripped away. Sweat formed on her brow, making her face glisten.

This is what she looks like when she's completely free. When she's not holding anything back.

It was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

"Ready, love?"

"Yes." Her voice was wrecked, desperate. "God, yes. Please."

Kev withdrew his fingers, reaching for the lube again, and Spence watched him coat his cock with long, deliberate strokes. Thick, slick, glistening in the lamplight. Spence knew exactly how it was going to stretch her, how deep it would go, and his cock throbbed so hard he nearly came untouched.

Fuck. She's going to feel every inch of that. Going to take all of him in her arse while I watch.

Kev positioned himself behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his cock to her arsehole. Spence couldn't see the actual penetration from his angle, but he could see her face, and that was all he needed.

The moment Kev's cock breached her, Lexie's eyes flew open, wide and shocked, her mouth dropping open in a silent gasp. Her hand clamped down on Spence's, crushing his fingers, and for a second she didn't breathe, didn't move, just froze in place while her body adjusted.

"Breathe, love. Just breathe. I've got you."

Kev's voice was low, steady, commanding, and he pushed in slowly, incremental thrusts, giving her time to adjust. Spence watched her struggle, watched the too-much written all over her face, tears pricking her eyes.

Is she okay? Fuck, is this too much? Should I-

He nearly said the safe word for her, nearly stopped it because she looked overwhelmed in a way that scared him.

But then Kev bottomed out, hips flush against her arse, and he held still, letting her adjust. Ten seconds. Twenty. And then Lexie made a sound, low and feral and utterly primal, and her hips pushed back into him, seeking more.

She loves it. Oh fuck, she actually loves it.

Spence watched her face transform, pain-edged pleasure shifting into pure, animal need, and when she spoke, her accent was completely obliterated, every posh vowel cracked wide open.

"Fuck, oh fuck, move, please fucking move-"

Kev pulled back slow, pushed in slow, and each thrust made Lexie gasp, made her hand squeeze Spence's in rhythm. He could feel it through her palm, the depth, the pressure, every inch of Kev filling her arse while he held her hand and watched her fall apart.

Deep, deep, deep, withdraw, deep, deep. I can feel every thrust through her hand. Fuck.

His cock was leaking, untouched, and he couldn't not anymore. He wrapped his free hand around himself, stroking slowly, and Lexie's eyes flicked to him, seeing what he was doing, and she smiled, breathless and wrecked and utterly filthy.

"You love this," she gasped. "You love watching him fuck my arse."

"Yeah," he managed, his voice barely working. "Fuck, Lex, you're so beautiful."

Kev's rhythm deepened, no longer careful, proper fucking now, and Lexie cried out, her whole body rocking with each thrust. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him, and Spence could hear the wet slap of skin, could see the way her tits swayed, could smell the sharp tang of sweat and sex and chemical cherry in the air, could feel the rhythmic squeeze of her hand in his.

She was completely uninhibited now, sounds he'd never heard from her pouring out in a steady stream, begging and swearing and utterly lost.

"Harder, fuck, you rough bastard, harder-"

Kev obliged, his grin visible even from Spence's angle, and the dirty talk started properly, the class-edged filth that they'd been dancing around all night finally crashing through.

"That's it, posh girl. Take it like a slag."

"You common bastard," Lexie shot back, breathless and laughing. "You love this, don't you, rough-handed tradesman fucking the lady of the house-"

"Bet you never thought you'd be on your knees getting your arse fucked by a builder, did you."

"Fuck, you're so deep, you're ruining me-"

Spence leaned in, kissing her, tasting her moans, stroking himself faster. His hand was slick with his own pre-cum, and he could hear Kev grunting with effort behind her, could hear the obscene wet sounds of his cock pounding into her arse.

"Look at you, Lex. Fucking beautiful. That's my girl. Take every inch."

"I love you," she gasped against his mouth, her breath hot and ragged. "God, Spence, I love you so much… I love his cock so much-"

Her hand was still gripping his, squeezing rhythmically with Kev's thrusts, and he could feel it, could feel every stroke through the pressure of her palm, and it was the most intense fucking thing he'd ever experienced.

She's being fucked in the arse by another man and she's telling me she loves me. Christ. Fuck. This is-

"I'm close," she gasped. "Oh God, I'm so close-"

Kev reached around, finding her clit, and that was it. Lexie screamed, her whole body convulsing, clamping down on Kev so hard he groaned, and Spence watched her come harder than he'd ever seen, utterly transported, completely gone. Her hand crushed his, her face twisted in ecstasy, tears streaming down her cheeks, and she was beautiful, so fucking beautiful he couldn't breathe.

Kev lasted three more thrusts, then buried himself to the hilt, groaning low and guttural. "Fuck, I'm-"

Spence watched his face, saw the exact moment he was filling her, pumping his cum deep into her arse, and that pushed him over. He came over his own fist, stripes across the sheet, her name on his lips, his whole body convulsing with it.

"Lex, fuck, Lex-"

For a moment they all just stayed there, frozen, panting, utterly wrecked. The room stank of sex and sweat and cum, the sheets soaked beneath them, and Spence's heart was hammering so hard he thought it might punch through his ribs.

Then Kev pulled out slowly, carefully, and Lexie collapsed forward, her hand finally releasing Spence's. He flexed his fingers, feeling the blood rush back, half-numb from how hard she'd been gripping him.

Kev stood, legs slightly shaky, grinning down at them. "Right. Shower. I'm fucking knackered."

Lexie waved weakly from the pillow, too wrung-out to speak, and Kev left, closing the door softly behind him.

Spence moved behind her, unable to resist, and gently spread her cheeks.

Her arsehole was red, swollen, visibly gaped, and inside: Kev's cum, white and thick, visible in the lamplight. As he watched, her hole clenched, released, clenched, pulsing with her heartbeat, and more cum leaked out, trailing down towards her cunt.

Marked and filled and claimed, his and Kev's and theirs, all of them tangled up in this perfect fucking mess.

He leaned in, kissing the swell of her arse, reverent. The taste of her skin, salt and sweat and sex.

"Are you perving on my arse?"

Her voice was muffled by the pillow, exhausted but amused, and he laughed, the sound surprising him.

"Absolutely."

"Good. 'S yours to perv on."

He helped her roll onto her side, and she curled into him immediately, face against his chest, already half-asleep. Her breath was warm against his skin, her body loose and sated.

"Love you. So much. Best night. Fuck..."

Gone.

He pulled the duvet over them both, kissing her hair, listening to Kev's shower running down the hall. The three of them in this flat, this bed, this new configuration that somehow worked, that somehow felt right.

No regrets or jealousy. Just this.

Just this bone-deep certainty that they'd done it right, that they were doing it right, that this was theirs and no one else's and it was fucking perfect.

He closed his eyes, satisfied, and let sleep take him.


twelve
Practical Completion
Grout and Gratitude


Spence woke to white sunlight bleeding through the bedroom curtains and Arctic Monkeys drifting from somewhere deeper in the flat, tinny and distant. Lexie's side of the bed was empty, duvet kicked back in a tangle, the sheet beneath still creased and faintly damp. He stretched, noted the pleasant ache in his thighs, the twinge in his lower back, the satisfying soreness in muscles he'd forgotten he had. His face still hurt from grinning.

Best night of his life, no question.

The smell of sex still clung to everything, layered now with fresh coffee and something faintly industrial. Grout, maybe, or tile adhesive. Kev was working. Sunday morning, bathroom nearly finished, and less than seven hours ago that same bloke had been balls-deep in all of his wife's holes.

He waited for the stab of jealousy, the morning-after doubt, the creeping sense that they'd made a terrible mistake.

Nothing. Just bone-deep satisfaction humming through his chest, and the smell of coffee calling from the kitchen.

That was fucking incredible!

He dragged on boxers and yesterday's Arsenal shirt, bare feet padding quietly down the hallway. The bathroom door was ajar, the scrape of metal on tile audible over Alex Turner's drawl, and he paused in the doorway, leaning against the frame.

Kev was on his knees, same paint-spattered jeans as yesterday, grouting the last section of metro tiles with the efficient, unhurried movements of someone who'd done this a thousand times. The bathroom looked proper smart now, all those pale grey rectangles catching the morning light, grout lines neat and even. He glanced up when Spence appeared, grinned.

"Alright, mate? Thought I'd crack on whilst you two had a lie-in."

"Yeah, good. Cheers for that." Spence crossed his arms, watching him work, noticing the steady rhythm of Kev's hands. Same hands that'd held Lexie's hips last night. Same hands that'd made her come so hard she'd nearly fucking sobbed. "Looks fucking brilliant, that does."

"Your missus has good taste. Told you these tiles would come up nice."

Spence's grin widened, stupid and helpless. "Yeah. She does, doesn't she."

They held eye contact, both of them knowing exactly what he meant. Kev's grin matched his, then he shook his head and went back to the grouting. No awkwardness threading the air between them, no weird tension trying to surface. Just the easy, blokey acknowledgement that last night had happened, it'd been fucking great, and they were sound.

This is why it works. He's a good bloke. Respects the marriage even whilst he's shagging my wife.

"Give us ten minutes, I'll be out of your hair. Just need to seal this last bit."

"No rush, mate. Want another coffee?"

"Go on, then."
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Spence set down two mugs of black coffee on the kitchen table, the Moka pot still hissing softly on the stove. Kev wandered in a moment later, wiping his hands on a rag, and dropped into the chair opposite with a comfortable sigh. For a long moment they just sat, drinking, neither of them rushing to fill the silence.

What the fuck do you say after that? Cheers for the threesome, mate, same time next week?

Except it wasn't weird. It was just two blokes having coffee on a Sunday morning like they'd done half a dozen times before.

Kev looked knackered. Happy knackered, same as Spence felt. No trace of conquest in his posture, no smugness, just a bloke who'd done a good job on multiple fronts and was quietly pleased about it.

"So," Spence said eventually, breaking the quiet. "Last night."

Kev's grin was immediate, broad and genuine. "Yeah. Fucking hell, mate."

"You alright with it all? We didn't put you in a weird spot or anything?"

"Are you joking?" Kev shook his head, still grinning. "Mate, that was... Best Saturday I've had in years. You two are fucking incredible together, you know that?"

Spence felt warmth bloom in his chest, solid and reassuring. "Yeah. We are."

"Lexie's something special. You're a lucky bastard."

"Don't I fucking know it."

They drank in comfortable silence, and Spence realised all he felt now was warmth and gratitude, the specific ease of two blokes who trusted each other completely.

Still waiting for the regret. Still nothing.

"Cheers for trusting me with that, mate," Kev said quietly, serious now. "Seriously."

"Cheers for being sound about it. Not every bloke would've handled it the way you did."

Kev drained his mug, set it down with a soft clink. His grin returned, cheeky. "Well. If you ever need the bathroom re-tiling..."

Spence laughed, proper and loud, the sound echoing off the kitchen tiles. "I'll bear that in mind."

The kitchen door creaked open, and Lexie appeared, wearing an oversized Arsenal shirt and nothing else, bare legs pale in the morning light. Her hair was properly mussed, face still soft with sleep and glowing. She moved carefully, deliberately, still tender from the night before, and when she saw them both at the table her grin was immediate and radiant.

Christ, look at her. Still fucking beautiful. Still mine.

"Morning. Are we having a debrief without me?"

Kev stood, easy grin sliding into place. "Just admiring my handiwork, love."

"The tiles or...?"

"Both."

Lexie crossed to him, rose on her toes, and kissed his cheek, quick and affectionate, nothing heavy. "Thank you. For everything."

Kev's hand found her waist briefly, warm and respectful. "Pleasure was all mine. Well..." He glanced at Spence, grin widening. "Mostly mine."

All three of them laughed, easy and genuine, the sound filling the small kitchen, and Lexie moved to Spence, leaned down, and kissed the top of his head. Her hand settled on his shoulder, and he reached up, covered it with his own, threading their fingers together.

All three of us in this kitchen, and it's fine. Better than fine. Fucking perfect.
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In the hallway ten minutes later, Kev slung his tool bag over his shoulder, checking he'd got everything, van keys jingling in his hand. Spence leaned against the wall, arms crossed, watching him.

"See you down the pub for the next match?"

"Fucking right. I'll get the first round in."

"You'll need to after last night's performance."

They grinned, shook hands, firm and brief, no lingering. Kev glanced past him to where Lexie hovered by the kitchen door, still wearing Spence's shirt, still glowing.

"Look after yourself, yeah?"

"You too. Don't be a stranger."

"Wouldn't dream of it, love."

The street door closed with its familiar click. Spence and Lexie stood in the hallway for a moment, listening to his footsteps fade down the street, the flat suddenly very quiet, very theirs again.

Lexie leaned into Spence's chest, and he wrapped his arms around her, breathing in the scent of her hair, still faintly floral from yesterday's shampoo, threaded now with the musk of sleep and sex.

"That was..." she started, her voice muffled against his shirt.

"Yeah."

"We're not going to stop, are we."

"No, babe." He kissed the top of her head, tightened his arms around her. And I fucking love it. "We really aren't."


thirteen
Testing the Tiles
Shameless Sunday


Kev's footsteps faded down towards his van, and Lexie sagged into Spence's chest, nose pressed to his collarbone. He smelled like coffee and sleep, and the flat felt incredibly quiet around them.

Christ, she ached. Between her legs, up her arse, that deep used feeling that made her clench every time she moved. Kev's cum was still inside her. The thought made her stomach flip. I took it. I actually took his cock up my arse, and I fucking loved it.

She pulled back, grinning up at Spence, feeling bold and filthy and absolutely satisfied.

"Right then. Fancy testing out Kev's handiwork properly?"

Spence's eyebrow quirked, that familiar tilt that meant he was already two steps ahead of her. "The tiling?"

"The shower. Quality control. See if it's actually watertight, or if we need to get him back for remedial work."

She was still wearing just his oversized Arsenal shirt, bare legs pale in the hallway's morning light. No knickers because she'd not bothered finding a clean pair yet. The slick evidence of last night was still between her thighs, drying sticky on her inner thighs, and every time she shifted her weight her arse throbbed with that deep, impossible fullness she could still feel.

I took it. His cock in my arse whilst Spence watched. And I came so hard I thought I'd black out.

Spence's grin spread slow and wicked across his face. "Quality control. Very responsible of you, babe."

She took his hand and led him down the hallway towards the bathroom. The tiles gleamed under the overhead light as she flicked it on, pale grey metro style catching the brightness, grout lines perfect and even. The whole room had transformed from the half-stripped chaos it had been yesterday morning into something genuinely lovely.

Kev really does know what he's doing.

The thought made her flush, because yes, he absolutely did. In multiple contexts. And her body had the evidence to prove it.

They stripped quickly. Lexie's shirt hit the floor in a soft heap, Spence's boxers following. The shower ran hot immediately, Kev had sorted the pressure last week, and steam rose in a cloud that fogged the new mirror within seconds. She stepped under the spray first, gasping slightly as the water hit her shoulders, and Spence followed, pulling the glass door closed behind them.

The tiles were cool under her feet at first, warming quickly. Water pressure was perfect, hard enough to feel good without being uncomfortable. She tilted her head back, letting the spray soak through her hair, and closed her eyes.

God, I'm knackered.

Spence's hands found her shoulders, slid down to her waist, then back up again in slow, careful sweeps. He reached for the shampoo, that fancy lavender stuff she'd ordered online, and worked it through her hair. His fingers massaged her scalp in small circles that made her sigh and lean back into his chest.

"Good?" he murmured against her ear.

"Mm. Perfect."

He rinsed her hair slowly, palms smoothing down the length of it, and then reached for the shower gel. Soap slicked over her shoulders, across her breasts, circling her nipples until they hardened under his palms. Lower, across her stomach, and then between her legs.

She was tender there. Properly sore. And his touch gentled immediately, fingers slipping through her folds, washing her carefully. Evidence washed away. Except she could still feel where he'd been. The stretch. The fullness. My arse throbbing even now.

Lexie turned in his arms, water streaming between them, and the question rose in her throat before she could swallow it back down.

"Spence." Her voice came out smaller than she'd intended. Terribly dignified, Lex. "Do you want to sleep with other women now?"

His hands stilled on her hips, soap-slick and warm against her skin.

She pressed on, forcing the words out even as her stomach twisted. "I mean, it's only fair, isn't it? I got to have Kev, so you should get to... I don't know. Even things out?"

Fair was fair, surely. She'd fucked another man, properly and thoroughly, in ways she'd never fucked anyone else. So Spence should get the same opportunity with another woman. That was how these things worked, wasn't it? Reciprocity. Balance. Equal access.

Except the mental image of him with someone else made her stomach twist with something sharp and ugly. Him touching another woman the way he touched her, kissing her mouth, making those same quiet groans he made when he was close, his hands in someone else's hair.

No. Absolutely fucking not.

She was a hypocrite. A complete hypocrite. She'd just spent the night getting railed by the builder whilst her husband watched and wanked himself off, and now she was having an actual panic about him even hypothetically touching another woman.

But she couldn't help it. The thought of sharing him felt completely different from him sharing her. And I don't know if that makes me selfish or just honest, and I'm terrified he's going to say yes.

Spence stopped washing her entirely. She looked up at him carefully, water streaming down her face, waiting for him to confirm her worst fear.

Instead, he laughed, a sound warm and genuine, and Lexie blinked at him through the spray.

"What?"

"Lex. Babe. No."

She blinked again, brain stalling. "No?"

"I don't want other women." His hands came up, wet palms cupping her face. "I got off last night because you were getting fucked. Because I got to watch you take another bloke's cock like a dirty girl. That's my kink, love. Watching you. Your pleasure."

Oh God. The relief punched through her chest so hard her knees went soft. He doesn't want anyone else. It really is just me.

"But-"

"If I wanted to shag other women, I would've suggested swapping or swinging, wouldn't I?" His grin was soft, affectionate. "But I didn't, because that's not what this is. This is about you. About me giving you permission to be as filthy and shameless as you want and getting to watch whilst you do it."

He kissed her nose, quick and warm. "Don't get too big a head about it, though. You're still doing the dishes tonight."

Lexie laughed, breathless and slightly teary, and pressed her face into his neck. He doesn't want anyone else. It really is just about me.

"You promise?"

"Promise, babe. You're stuck with me, monogamous on my end, enthusiastically non-monogamous on yours. That work for you?"

"God, yes."

They kissed under the spray, slow and deep, his tongue sliding against hers. The last thread of worry dissolved completely. This is ours. Our dynamic. Our rules. And Spence was happy, more than happy, thriving, exactly as they were.

They dried off afterwards. Lexie wrapped herself in the big fluffy towel whilst Spence pulled on yesterday's joggers, both of them warm and clean and pleasantly knackered. The bathroom mirror had fogged entirely, steam clinging to every surface, and as it began to clear she caught sight of herself in the glass.

Face flushed, eyes bright, hair damp and curling at the ends. A small love bite just visible on her collarbone that definitely hadn't been there Friday morning, dark enough that she'd need to wear high-necked shirts for the next few days if she didn't want the co-working space to notice.

I look different.

Not physically, not really, but something in her expression had shifted since Friday. More confident, maybe. Less apologetic. The permanent slight tension she usually carried in her jaw had smoothed out entirely, replaced by something that looked distinctly satisfied.

I'm a hotwife now. Properly and completely. And I fucking love it!

Last night had been everything she'd fantasised about and more. The reality of Kev's hands on her, Spence's eyes on her, the absolute permission to be as dirty as she wanted without guilt or shame threading through every moan. The way Kev had called her a good girl, and she'd come apart at the praise. The way Spence had watched her take it and told her she was perfect. The way all three of them had fitted together like they'd been doing it for years rather than hours.

And the anal. Christ, why did we wait so long to try that?

The stretch, and that … fullness. The absolute surrender of letting Kev take her somewhere she'd never let anyone else go. She'd been nervous, worried it would hurt too much or that she'd hate it. But Kev had been so careful, so thorough. When Kev had finally pushed inside, when she'd felt that first impossible stretch and thought for a second she couldn't take it, he'd stopped. Waited. Let her adjust. And then it had been perfect.

She wanted to do it again. With Kev, with Spence, with...

With someone else?

The idea surfaced cautiously, testing the waters of her own desire. She wanted more. Not just more of Kev, though yes, definitely more Kev. But more variety. More experiences. More men who'd look at her the way Kev had, like she was something rare and special and worth savouring.

And there was one man in particular she'd been thinking about.
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Sunday afternoon, and they were at the café on Kentish Town Road, the one with the slightly wonky outdoor heater that never quite worked and overpriced flat whites that were genuinely excellent despite costing nearly six quid each. Spence's suggestion, because neither of them could be arsed to cook and the flat still smelled faintly of sex despite the open windows all morning.

Autumn sun slanted through the café windows, warm but not hot, the kind of golden light that made everything look slightly softer. The Sunday crowd filled most of the tables. Families with bored children. Couples reading separate sections of the same newspaper. A bloke with a laptop near the counter pretending to work whilst actually scrolling Twitter with impressive dedication.

Lexie was wearing jeans and a jumper, casual and comfortable, but she was acutely aware of the tenderness between her legs. The way her arse ached when she shifted in her seat. Every small discomfort was a reminder, and she wasn't remotely upset about it. If anything, I keep deliberately clenching just to feel it. That deep pleasant soreness that sang through her hips and made her stomach flip every time.

They ordered flat whites and pastries neither of them were particularly hungry for, and settled into their usual corner table. The one by the window that gave them a view of Kentish Town Road without being too exposed to passing foot traffic. Spence looked knackered but happy, same as her. Dark circles under his eyes, hair still slightly damp from the shower, grin threatening to break through every few seconds like he was trying and failing to contain it.

"Alright?" he asked, reaching across the table to take her hand.

"Knackered, sore, and fucking delighted."

He laughed, squeezed her fingers. "Same, babe."

They drank their coffees in comfortable silence for a moment, watching Kentish Town do its Sunday thing outside the window. Dog walkers. Shopping bags. The Overground rumbling past overhead on its endless circuit. And then Lexie decided to just say it. Testing the waters. Seeing how he reacted.

"So. I've been thinking."

Spence's eyebrow quirked. "Dangerous."

"You remember Josh? From the co-working space? I mentioned him Friday night."

She watched him carefully, tracking the exact moment his brain caught up. The way his expression shifted from mild curiosity to sharp, focused interest. His pupils dilated slightly. His hand stilled on his coffee cup.

There it is. He's interested.

"Yeah," Spence said slowly, clearly trying to sound casual and failing spectacularly. "Marketing bloke. You said he was... eager?"

"Mm. Very eager." She took a sip of her coffee, letting the pause stretch deliberately, enjoying the way his breathing had already changed. "Bit younger than us. Twenty-eight, maybe? Good-looking in that polished, gym-membership sort of way. Always smells expensive."

She'd been thinking about Josh since Friday. Properly thinking, not just idle curiosity or passing observation. The way he'd leaned in close at the coffee machine last week, smiling too warmly, asking about her weekend plans in a way that felt distinctly like flirting rather than professional courtesy. The way his gaze had lingered on her mouth whilst she talked, like he was wondering what she'd taste like.

I brushed him off then. Polite but distant, because she was married and professional and good girls didn't encourage that sort of thing.

Except I'm not just a good girl anymore, am I? She was Spence's hotwife. And if Spence was into it, if he wanted to watch her with someone else, then there was absolutely nothing stopping her from finding out whether Josh was as interested as he seemed.

The thought made her clench involuntarily, a fresh wave of arousal threading through the pleasant ache between her legs.

"And?" Spence's voice had gone rough, that specific edge that meant he was already half-hard under the table.

"And I think he fancies me."
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives
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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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A Marriage Evolved

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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