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To my filthy readers.  Hope you enjoy as much as I enjoy writing these tales.


When being charitable leads to delicious depravity...
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Preface




This 18,000+ word novella explores themes of:




- Hotwife/stag dynamics

- Class degradation

- Past lover returns

- Rough sex and size worship

- Voyeuristic husband

- Multiple partner scenarios

- Breeding fetish elements

- British upper-class submission




All characters are over 18 and all acts consensual.




Another in Chris P. Rider's "Hotwife Tales" series, exploring how 'normal' wives discover their sluttier sides. 


Introduction







Diana Carter-Brown exudes Chelsea perfection - all cashmere twin-sets, charity committees, and a £4.5M townhouse. Behind closed doors, her marriage to wealthy Richard is comfortable but sexless - he has his discreet escorts, she has her memories of a passionate affair from years ago.




Then Mike appears at her homeless shelter. Once he was her personal trainer, the rough-edged Yorkshire lad who bent her over the gym equipment and introduced her posh arse to pleasures her husband never dared. Now he's homeless after a messy divorce, still powerfully built but harder, rougher. When Diana's charitable nature compels her to offer him their spare room, both know it's only a matter of time.




While Richard's "business trip" to Frankfurt conveniently extends, Diana finds herself remembering exactly how Mike's thick cock stretched her in ways Richard never could. As steam fogs the master bathroom mirror, ten years of proper behaviour crumble. Soon she's bent over her marble kitchen island, designer knickers torn aside, begging Mike to reclaim her holes like the slut she used to be.




But Richard's unexpected early return brings a twist - instead of anger, he's rock hard watching his society wife service a homeless man. As Diana's La Perla lingerie gets ruined and her perfectly-applied makeup smears from rough face-fucking, Richard films every depraved moment.

 




Coming soon:  "The Bridge Community" (book 2) - where Diana's charitable work takes an even darker turn...


1: Perfectly Polite

Diana's manicured toes curled against the heated limestone tiles as she watched her new coffee machine whir to life. Steam hissed through the portafilter, releasing an aroma that filled their Chelsea kitchen. Morning light streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long shadows across their manicured garden where the gardener had perfectly trimmed the topiary just yesterday.

She adjusted the belt of her La Perla robe, pulling it tighter, the silk felt cool against her skin. Underneath, the straps of her Agent Provocateur bra pressed delicately into her shoulders. Another quiet morning in paradise. Sometimes I wonder if this is all there is.

The familiar sound of Richard's footsteps echoed down the stairs. Her husband appeared in the doorway, overnight bag in hand, every inch the successful banker in his navy Savile Row suit. His sandy hair was perfectly styled, though flecks of grey at his temples had started appearing lately.

"Darling, you're an angel." Richard accepted the espresso she'd prepared. Diana stepped closer, noticing his Hermès tie sitting slightly askew. Her fingers worked deftly to straighten it, the familiar scent of Tom Ford cologne filling her senses. Their eyes met, comfortable, warm, yet lacking that spark they'd once had.

Richard glanced at his Rolex while scrolling through emails on his phone. Diana leaned against their marble-topped kitchen island, running her hand along its perfectly polished stone.

"For next Thursday's dinner party," she said, "I'm thinking of having Carlotta handle the catering. Margaret wouldn't stop raving about her service at their summer soirée." At least planning these events gives me something to do besides yoga and shopping.

Diana watched Richard take another sip of his espresso. The early sunlight caught his watch as he checked the time again. "Frankfurt tonight," he said, setting down the empty cup. "Merger talks with Deutsche Bank. Could be interesting."

"Mmm." Diana topped up her coffee from the machine. The familiar routine of these morning conversations settled over her like a blanket, comfortable yet somehow constricting. "I'm on the evening shift at the shelter tonight. The number of homeless living under the railway bridges in Kentish Town is getting worse by the day."

"You're doing important work, darling." Richard's attention drifted between her and his phone. "Just be careful in that area, take the Range Rover."

"Of course." Diana moved towards their walk-in pantry, its LED lighting automatically illuminated row upon row of carefully organized shelves. Her fingers traced past jars of Italian preserves and French confiture before selecting the artisanal granola she'd discovered at Fortnum's. He'll probably end up with some young associate in his hotel tonight. Not that I mind anymore, we both have our distractions. The memory of last month's discovery, a discrete business card for a high-end escort service tucked into his wallet, flickered through her mind without leaving much of a sting.

"I saw Charles at the club yesterday," Richard said, following her back into the kitchen. "He's still trying to convince me to join that grouse shooting syndicate of his. As if I need another excuse to stand in the rain wearing tweed."

Diana laughed, the sound echoing off their Italian marble surfaces. "Darling, you'd look rather dashing in tweed. Though perhaps not as dashing as in Tom Ford." She gestured at his perfectly tailored suit. "Though do spare me another season of Charles droning on about his latest vintage port acquisition."

"God yes. The man can make even a '63 Taylor's sound tedious." Richard's eyes crinkled with genuine amusement. "Speaking of tedious, Helena's invited us to their place in Tuscany again. I told her we'd think about it."

"How generous of her." Diana poured almond milk over her granola. "Though I suspect she mostly wants to show off that ghastly new infinity pool. The one that apparently cost more than their daughter's wedding."

"Which daughter? The one who married the hedge fund manager or the one who ran off with her polo instructor?"

"The latter. Though I heard he's actually teaching dressage now. Apparently, polo wasn't quite lucrative enough to maintain her shopping habits."

The click of the service entrance door announced Maria's arrival. Diana heard the housekeeper's familiar footsteps heading towards the utility room. The morning routine had begun. Maria would start with the laundry, then move onto the upper floors. The woman was a godsend, worth every penny of her salary.

"Maria?" Diana called out. "The new curtains are being delivered today. For the drawing room."

"Sí, señora. I will be here." Maria's voice carried from the utility room, followed by the whir of the Miele washing machine starting up.

"Only six thousand for the set," Diana mentioned to Richard, who continued typing on his phone. "The fabric's hand-woven silk from that little place in Mayfair." She watched his face for a reaction, but there was none. Just a distracted nod as his thumb scrolled through what looked like trading figures. Money had long since ceased to be a topic worthy of discussion between them. What was six thousand pounds when you lived in a four-and-a-half million-pound townhouse?

Richard patted his jacket pockets, that familiar pre-travel check she'd watched a hundred times before. Passport, phone, wallet. His fingers brushed over the platinum cufflinks she'd given him last Christmas, Asprey's finest, with his initials engraved in an elegant scroll. The morning light caught their polished surface as he adjusted his sleeves.

"The Aston’s being serviced, so I've called for a car," he said, finally looking up from his phone. Always so organized she thought, every detail accounted for. That’s her Richard, she mused, as she watched him gather his overnight bag. Everything in its proper place, everything just so. Sometimes I miss the mess of real passion. The spontaneity. When was the last time we really surprised each other?

"Are you still doing the evening shift at the shelter?" Richard asked, checking his reflection in the hallway mirror. "The trustees are lucky to have you, darling. Though I'm sure half of them just want to ogle my beautiful wife."

Diana gave the practised laugh she'd perfected over years of charity functions and dinner parties. "Hardly. Most of them are more interested in their next Botox appointment than actual charity work." She thought of last month's trustee meeting, a sea of frozen foreheads and plumped lips discussing fundraising strategies over Earl Grey and finger sandwiches.

Richard's phone buzzed; the subtle vibration from his jacket pocket. Diana watched him check the notification, his wedding ring catching the morning light.

"Car service is here." He stepped closer, pressing his lips to her cheek. The familiar scent of his cologne lingered, expensive and masculine. "Try not to save all of London's homeless while I'm gone."

Diana's lips curved into a practised smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "I'll do my best to leave some for next week." The words felt hollow, part of their carefully choreographed routine.

Standing in their marbled foyer, Diana watched Richard's tall frame disappear through their restored Georgian front door. Ten years of marriage, and we've mastered this dance of polite affection. But lately, I can't shake the feeling that I need... something more. Something real.

Through the side window, Diana observed Richard sliding into the waiting Mercedes, its black paint gleaming in the morning sun. His overnight bag disappeared into the boot, handled carefully by the uniformed driver. He'll be buried in work, or buried in some young thing tonight. Meanwhile, I have another evening of serving soup and sorting blankets ahead. There must be more to life than this? Her gaze drifted across their immaculate living room; the hand-knotted Persian rug, the Eames chair Richard insisted on importing from Milan, and the carefully curated art collection that spoke of wealth without ostentation. Then again... this isn't all bad, is it?

Diana found herself making her way upstairs to their master bathroom. The walk-in wardrobe beckoned, its LED lighting illuminating rows of carefully organised designer pieces. She ran her fingers along the hangers, past Roland Mouret dresses and Alexander McQueen blazers. Time to play down the Chelsea housewife look. Though I doubt my idea of casual still quite fits in Kentish Town. Her hand lingered on a cashmere ME+EM jumper, its soft grey fabric striking the perfect balance between understated and expensive.


2: Below Her Station

Diana eased her Range Rover Sport into the community centre's car park, the glossy black paintwork reflecting the grey concrete building. The vehicle's pristine alloys and tinted windows stood out amongst a sea of rusted Fords and ancient Vauxhalls with mismatched doors. My car looks ridiculously out of place here.

The brutalist 1960s architecture loomed ahead, all harsh angles and weathered concrete. Gone were the clean lines and Georgian elegance of her Chelsea townhouse. No heated marble floors or hand-woven silk curtains here. Just flickering fluorescent lights visible through grimy windows and graffiti-tagged walls that had seen better decades.

Her manicured fingers tightened on the leather steering wheel. A cluster of rough sleepers huddled near the entrance, sharing what looked like a bottle in a paper bag. Should I park somewhere else? The thought made her cheeks flush with shame. Listen to yourself, Diana. Stop being such a bloody snob. Besides, the Range Rover was fully insured. Richard's insurance broker had made sure of that.

She grabbed her Mulberry tote from the passenger seat and stepped out onto the cracked tarmac. The cashmere of her ME+EM jumper caught slightly on the door frame, a whisper-soft grey wool top that she'd chosen specifically to look "casual". Her Frame jeans had cost nearly as much. Christ, I spent more on this "basic" outfit than most of our clients see in months.

The guilt settled familiar and heavy in her stomach as she walked towards the entrance, adjusting the jumper's cowl neck. She couldn't help who she was or the privilege she'd been born into. At least she was here, getting her hands dirty, unlike half the women on the charity committee who treated their trustee positions as just another social accessory to discuss over champagne brunches.

Helena hadn't set foot in the centre since that one PR photo opportunity six months ago. And Caroline kept finding excuses to skip her shifts, usually involving her Pilates instructor or some emergency at her children's private school. But Diana was here three times a week, sorting donations, serving meals, and listening to stories that would shock her tennis club friends into dropping their organic juice cleanses.

Her Jimmy Choo trainers were chosen for comfort but still very much ‘this season’, as her first night in heels had taught her that comfort wins over style on nights like these. There was something about this place, about stepping out of her carefully curated world into something raw and real. The danger excited her, though she'd never admit it out loud. The way the men's eyes followed her as she passed, appreciation mixed with something darker. The knowledge that one wrong turn, one moment alone in a quiet corridor...

Stop it, Diana, she scolded herself. But she couldn't quite suppress the thrill as she reached for the heavy metal door.

* * *

Diana pushed through the staff room door, wincing at the harsh fluorescent lights that buzzed overhead. The tubes cast a sickly pallor across the institutional mint-green walls, their peeling paint creating shadows like bruises where chunks had fallen away. Such a contrast to the carefully curated lighting in her en-suite dressing room at home.

An ancient kettle gurgled and spat in the corner, steam rising from its scaled spout. Beside the sink, a collection of mismatched mugs bore the battle scars of countless washing-up sessions, chipped rims, tea-stained interiors, faded corporate logos from long-defunct businesses.

"There's our Chelsea girl!" Marge's voice carried across the room, warm and welcoming. She sat at the scratched Formica table, auburn hair perfectly styled despite the humidity, reading glasses perched on her nose as she worked through a stack of paperwork.

Diana's lips curved into a genuine smile. "Please, I'm barely West Hampstead these days." She crossed to her assigned locker, the metal door squealing in protest as she opened it. Her fingers traced the designer label of her Burberry trench before she carefully hung it up, smoothing any creases from the gabardine fabric.

Even my "rough" coat probably costs more than Marge's car, the thought slipped unbidden through her mind as she arranged the coat's belt just so. The price tag still made her wince, £2,500 for what she considered her "casual" outerwear. She'd bought it specifically for volunteer work, wanting something that wouldn't draw attention like her usual Alexander McQueen pieces. But even trying to dress down, the quality was obvious in every careful stitch and perfectly aligned check pattern.

Diana settled onto the threadbare staff room sofa, its springs creaking in protest beneath her. Marge shuffled her papers, a conspiratorial gleam in her eye that Diana had come to recognise.

"You'll never guess what I heard about our Raven," Marge leaned forward, her voice dropping to a stage whisper.

Here we go... Marge's favourite topic. Diana tried to look only politely interested, though her heart quickened. The young support worker had fascinated her since day one.

"Go on then, what's she done now?" Diana kept her tone light, casual.

"Well..." Marge glanced around the empty staff room, though they both knew no one else would arrive for at least an hour. "You know that young boxer who's been sleeping rough in the park? The one built like a brick... excuse my French... well-built lad?"

Diana nodded, remembering the man, early twenties, shoulders that strained his worn t-shirt, a fighter's graceful movement despite his circumstances.

"They say she's been 'helping' him." Marge's eyebrows waggled meaningfully. "And by helping, I mean..." She trailed off with a pointed look.

Heat crept up Diana's neck. "But surely she wouldn't... I mean, with a client?" The words came out breathier than intended.

"Oh honey," Marge shook her head, "you'd be surprised what goes on after hours. Mrs Jameson from the newsagent swears she saw them behind the building last Tuesday night. Said they weren't exactly discussing his housing application, if you catch my drift."

Diana crossed her legs, then uncrossed them. "But that's just gossip, surely?" Why am I so fascinated by this?

"That's not all," Marge continued, clearly warming to her subject. "You know that large group that camps under the railway bridge? Dodgy bunch led by that King fella? Well, my friend Betty - she works at the late shop - says she's seen Raven heading that way after her shifts. Multiple times."

"Perhaps she's just checking on them?" Diana suggested, though her mouth had gone dry.

"At midnight? And coming back at three in the morning looking like she's been..." Marge caught herself, cheeks pinking. "Sorry dear, not the sort of talk for someone like yourself. Sometimes I forget you're not one of us common folk."

"No, please," Diana leaned forward, pulse racing. "I want to hear. It's important to know what's happening with staff members."

"Well," Marge lowered her voice further, "Tommy, you know, does the maintenance? He said he found her name written on the men’s toilet wall. With... certain suggestions about what services she provides. Had to paint over it before anyone important saw."

Warmth pooled in Diana's belly. She shifted on the sofa, the worn fabric rough against her silk-blend trousers. "That must have been embarrassing for her."

"Oh, that girl knows no shame. Did you hear about the truckers who park overnight by the industrial estate?" Marge's eyes gleamed. "Sorry, perhaps I shouldn't..."

"No, do go on." Diana's fingers twisted in her lap. "As a volunteer, I should know about potential... situations."

"Well, let's just say she's quite popular with that crowd. And not for her counselling skills, if you take my meaning." Marge tutted disapprovingly. "Three of them at once, someone said. Though I can hardly believe that part."

I shouldn't be getting turned on by this... Diana pressed her thighs together, grateful for the dim lighting that hid her flushed cheeks. "How does she get away with it?"

"Management turns a blind eye. She's good at her job, got a way with the difficult cases, I’ll give her that. And well..." Marge hesitated. "Some say she provides a needed service. Keeps the rougher elements... satisfied. If you'll pardon my frankness."

Diana's pulse thundered in her ears. "And no one's reported her?"

"To who? Besides," Marge sniffed, "half the board members probably don't even know where we are. Present company excepted, of course."

The staff room door creaked open. Diana's heart jumped, caught in the act of gossip like a naughty schoolgirl. Bert Thompson's familiar cardigan-clad form filled the doorway, his white hair neatly combed, elbow patches worn but dignified.

"Ladies," his gentle voice carried a note of disapproval that made Diana's cheeks burn hotter. "I think that's quite enough of that particular conversation."

Diana studied her expensive trainers, unable to meet his kind but stern gaze. The guilt intensified. Here she was, a supposed pillar of the community, getting aroused by tawdry gossip about a colleague. Her silk underwear felt damp against her skin, a shameful reminder of her reaction to Marge's stories.

"Raven's one of our best workers," Bert continued, moving to the kettle. His movements were precise, measured, a nod to his military background. "Those kinds of rumours help no one. Not her, not our clients, and certainly not us."

The rebuke, though gentle, stung. Diana shifted uncomfortably on the sofa, very aware of her own privileged position. What right did she have to sit here judging someone who actually got their hands dirty, who made real connections with the people they served?

"You're right, Bert," Diana managed, her voice smaller than usual. "I apologise."

But even as she spoke the words, her mind replayed Marge's stories. The truckers. The railway bridge community. The boxer with his fighter's physique. Heat pooled in her belly despite her shame. What's wrong with me?

The kettle clicked off, and Bert busied himself making tea in his chipped mug, the silence heavy with unspoken judgment. "Full house tonight," Bert announced, stirring his tea with military precision. "Lots of new faces coming in. Weather's turning, they're all heading in from the bridge community."

Diana's cashmere jumper clung to her skin as she stood, smoothing the expensive fabric with trembling fingers. Time to be useful instead of just gossiping like some bored housewife. Her gaze caught Marge's, guilt twisting in her stomach at their earlier conversation.

Marge winked, adjusting her name badge. "Don't worry love, your secret's safe. We all like a bit of dirty gossip."

"I should know better." Diana's voice came out softer than intended. But why do I want to know more? The thought nagged at her as she crossed to the door, her designer trainers silent on the linoleum floor.

The corridor's institutional lighting cast harsh shadows as she stepped through. Beyond the double doors ahead, the sounds of the arriving clients filtered through; rough coughs, muffled swearing, the scrape of chairs and the thud of shopping bags full of God knows what tat being dropped. The night's work was beginning, but her mind still buzzed with Marge's stories, making her uncomfortably aware of every male voice that carried through the thin walls.

* * *

Steam billowed around Diana as she pushed through the heavy swing doors into the shelter’s industrial kitchen. The aroma of fresh-baked bread and hearty soup enveloped her, so different from her sterile marble surfaces at home. Here, everything bustled with purpose, metal spoons clanking against massive pots, the whir of ancient mixers, and voices calling out instructions.

Raven stood at the steel counter, her uniform sleeves rolled high to reveal intricate tattoos snaking up both arms. Dark hair with purple streaks was pulled back in a messy ponytail, a few strands falling across her face as she worked the bread dough. How does she make even her dull uniform look somehow rebellious? Diana wondered, watching the younger woman's strong hands pummel and shape the dough with confident precision.

The Reverend Jim hovered by the serving hatch, clipboard in hand as he muttered numbers under his breath. A light sheen of sweat glistened on his balding head from the kitchen's heat. The centre’s main boss and all-round good egg. He gave Diana a distracted nod before returning to his calculations.

"All hands on deck tonight!" Bert's cheerful voice cut through the kitchen chaos. He stood arranging chipped soup bowls into neat rows, his cardigan sleeves carefully rolled back.

Diana moved to help him with the bowls, noting how different they were from her Wedgwood set at home. These were institutional white, marked with years of use, but there was something honest about them. Real. Her fingers traced a small chip in one rim.

"Raven, love, how's that bread coming along?" Bert called out. "We'll need extra tonight."

"On it," Raven replied without looking up, her arms flexing as she worked another batch of dough. A small silver ring caught the fluorescent light as it flashed in her nose. "Just need ten more minutes for this lot to prove."

Diana found herself studying the younger woman's movements, the way she commanded her space in the kitchen. There was something magnetic about her confidence, her complete lack of pretence. So different from my Chelsea friends, always worried about appearances.

The kitchen's humid warmth made Diana's cashmere cling to her skin. She rolled up her own sleeves, determined to be useful. "What can I do to help?"

"Just bung a spoon into every bowl, and pop a side plate under each, ready for the bread roll." Burt pointed to the shelves groaning under the weight of old mismatched small plates. "Mind the steam though, wouldn't want to ruin that lovely jumper."

Diana blushed at the mention of her obvious poor choice of outfit for a hot kitchen and busied herself with her simple job. Steam rose around her face, carrying the rich scent of vegetables and herbs. Despite the heat and the noise and the decidedly unglamorous work, she felt more present, more alive than she had during this morning's perfect coffee ritual with Richard.

This was real. This mattered.

* * *

Diana hefted another tray of bowls from the drying rack, her sleeves now as expected, thoroughly dampened from kitchen steam. The mundane rhythm of prep work had settled her nerves after watching Raven, though the younger woman's presence still prickled at the edge of her awareness.

"Have you heard?" Reverend Jim's hushed voice carried from the corner where he stood with Bert. He'd moved away from the serving hatch, head tilted close to the older volunteer. "Mike's back in the area."

"Thompson?" Bert's weathered face creased with concern. "Thought he was too proud to come to us."

The ceramic bowls clattered against each other as Diana's hands jerked involuntarily. She steadied the tray, heart suddenly thundering against her ribs.

"Seems times have changed." Jim glanced towards the main entrance. "Saw him under the bridge yesterday."

Diana's fingers went numb around the tray's edges. Mike Thompson. The name hit her like a physical blow, dragging her thoughts back to stolen moments in his private training room, to rough hands and forbidden pleasure. It couldn't be the same Mike... could it? But how many men with that name locally would match that description, proud enough to refuse help until desperation hit?

She forced herself to keep moving, to place the tray down without betraying how badly her hands shook. The fluorescent lights suddenly seemed too bright, the kitchen too warm. Her designer jumper clung uncomfortably to her lower back where sweat had begun to gather.

Five years. Five years since she'd last seen him, since that final explosive confrontation when his wife had discovered their affair, and not only that, the messages from other women he's been 'coaching'. She'd knew he'd lost his job at the gym, but after that... nothing. She'd continued her marriage with Richard, wrapped herself in the comfort of wealth and routine, pushed thoughts of Mike's passionate intensity to the furthest corners of her mind.

"Rough to see someone fall that far," Bert continued, his voice still low but clear enough to pierce Diana's whirling thoughts. "Used to help run that fancy gym in Kentish Town, didn't he?"

Diana nearly dropped the next stack of bowls. Christ. It was her Mike. Her pulse roared in her ears as she tried to focus on the simple task of stacking crockery, desperately maintaining her composed facade while her internal world tilted on its axis.

Mike, homeless. The concept seemed impossible to reconcile with the powerful man who'd once pinned her against the mirrors of his private training room, who'd made her beg and moan and forget she was married to Richard. The man whose raw sexuality had awakened something in her those five years of marriage since hadn't managed to fully suppress.

She risked a glance toward Jim and Bert, still deep in their quiet discussion. Neither seemed to have noticed her reaction, too absorbed in their conversation about a man they saw only as another potential client. They couldn't know how her skin had flushed at just the mention of his name, how her expensive knickers had dampened with the sudden flood of memories.

Get it together, she commanded herself, gripping the edge of the steel counter. She was a respected charity volunteer, and wife of a wealthy banker. Not the woman who'd once let a rough-handed personal trainer bend her over his desk after hours. Even if that woman still lived somewhere beneath her carefully maintained surface, sometimes aching to break free.

But knowing Mike was out there, sleeping rough under the bridge... The thought made her dizzy with conflicting emotions. Guilt, concern, and underneath it all, a shameful thrill of anticipation that made her thighs clench together beneath her designer jeans.

"Still keeps himself fit though. Not drinking from what I can see." Jim's voice carried across the kitchen.

"Always was a strong one. Proud too. Still talks about that gym." Bert replied.

Diana's hands trembled as she reorganized the same set of spoons for the third time, desperately trying to appear busy while straining to catch every word. Her fingers traced the worn metal, mind racing with memories she'd tried to bury.

Yes, where we first met. Where he first touched me...

The fluorescent lights of the shelter's kitchen faded away as memories flooded back, sharp and visceral. The private training room at Elite Performance Fitness materialized around her, mirrors on three walls, the scent of leather equipment, late afternoon sun slanting through the high windows. Mike stood behind her, adjusting her form for squats. His rough hands gripped her hips, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh just above her expensive Lululemon leggings.

"Lower," he'd commanded, his Yorkshire accent making the word sound filthy. "Feel the stretch."

She'd obeyed, sinking as his hands guided her movement. The heat of his palms had burned through the thin fabric, making her breath catch. When she wobbled slightly, he'd stepped closer, his chest brushing her back. She'd felt the solid wall of him, so different from Richard's slim banker's build.

Stop it, Diana. That was five years ago.

But the memories refused to fade. His office after that session, the way he'd called her back as she was leaving. The heavy thud of her heart as she'd closed the door behind her. Mike rising from his desk, crossing the space between them in two long strides. His fingers threaded through her hair as he'd backed her against the wall.

"Tell me you don't want this," he'd growled against her neck. The rough scrape of his stubble had made her gasp.

She hadn't told him no. Couldn't have formed words if she'd tried. His kiss had been brutal, claiming, nothing like Richard's perfunctory pecks. Mike's tongue had possessed her mouth while his hands roamed her body, squeezing her arse, pressing her against his hardness. She'd soaked through her knickers just from his voice rumbling "good girl" against her lips.

Heat pooled between Diana's thighs at the memory. She shifted uncomfortably, grateful for the kitchen's steam to explain her flushed cheeks. The familiar ache built as she remembered how wet she'd get just walking into the gym, knowing he'd be watching her with those predator's eyes. How she'd choose her most revealing workout clothes, bend provocatively during their sessions, all to earn that growl of approval.

But the memories weren't all pleasure. The final scene played out unbidden; his wife bursting into the gym during their afternoon session, waving her phone with its evidence of multiple affairs. The texts Mike had sent to other clients, all just as filthy as the ones he'd sent Diana. The screaming match that had drawn everyone's attention. Diana fleeing in shame while Mike's career imploded behind her.

And now he's sleeping rough? Because of me… no, because of him.

Guilt twisted in her stomach, mingling with the arousal still throbbing between her legs. She hadn't meant to help destroy his life. Hadn't known she wasn't the only one. The affair had ended messily, but she'd had wealth and position to cushion her fall. A husband who'd barely noticed her absence during those afternoon sessions, and even if he had, he probably wouldn't have been that upset. Mike had lost everything, his marriage, his career, his reputation.

A loud clang of pots startled Diana back to the present. She realized she'd been standing frozen, clutching the same spoon for several minutes. Across the kitchen, Jim and Bert had moved on to discussing the evening's logistics, unaware of her inner turmoil. The cheap metal cutlery felt strange against her manicured fingers, worlds away from the life she'd rebuilt after Mike. Yet here she was, their paths about to cross again in the most unlikely of places.

"You okay there, Mrs. C-B? Looking a bit flushed."

Raven's voice cut through Diana's memories like a knife. She jerked upright, nearly dropping the spoon she'd been absently fondling. The younger woman stood closer than Diana had realized, head tilted as she studied her with those knowing dark eyes.

"Just... warm in here. The ovens..." Diana gestured vaguely at the industrial kitchen equipment. Her cashmere clung damply to her skin, though she suspected the heat had less to do with the ovens than with her vivid memories of Mike's hands.

A knowing smirk played across Raven's pierced lips. "Right. The ovens." She drew out the words, her gaze sliding over Diana's flushed cheeks and slightly parted lips. "Nothing to do with whatever memories had you gripping that poor spoon like it owed you money?"

Diana's throat went dry. She smoothed her hands down her Frame jeans, more than aware of the dampness between her thighs. Do they know? Can they tell I'm wet just from memories?

"Here, Diana love." Jim's voice carried across the kitchen as he approached, completely oblivious to the tension crackling between the two women. "Why don't you take a break? It's awfully warm by these ovens." He patted her shoulder with paternal concern, his clerical collar slightly askew as always.

Bert shot her a protective glance from where he stood arranging bread rolls. His weathered face creased with genuine worry, though Diana detected something else in his expression, a flicker of understanding perhaps? After all, he'd been here when Mike was still successful, and might even have known about their affair...

"I'm fine, really." Diana forced her voice to remain steady, professional. But she could feel Raven's dark eyes still on her, that knowing smirk that suggested the younger woman saw right through her carefully maintained facade to the aroused, desperate woman beneath.

She turned back to the spoons, trying to focus on the mundane task of sorting cutlery. But her hands trembled slightly, and her expensive knickers were soaked through. Every shift of her designer jeans sent little sparks of pleasure through her sensitized flesh.

Pull yourself together, she commanded silently. You're a respectable volunteer, not some desperate housewife getting wet over old memories. But her body betrayed her, pulse racing, skin flushed with more than just the kitchen's heat.

Raven brushed past her, unnecessarily close. The younger woman's sleeve tattoos rippled as she reached for a mixing bowl. "Some memories are worth getting hot and bothered over, Mrs. C-B," she murmured, too low for the others to hear. "No judgment here."

Diana's fingers clenched around another spoon. The metal felt cool against her overheated skin as Jim and Bert continued their oblivious conversation about the evening's preparations. But she could still feel Raven's knowing gaze, still sense the younger woman's amusement at her obvious arousal.

Christ, she thought desperately, is it that obvious? She crossed her thighs a little, trying to ease the ache between them. But the pressure only made it worse, sending another flood of wetness to her already soaked knickers. The expensive lace would be ruined at this rate. 

Diana helped Bert lift the massive steel pot of soup onto the serving counter. Steam rose in lazy curls, carrying the rich aroma of vegetables and herbs through the kitchen. Her sleeves were thoroughly wet now, but she couldn't bring herself to care about the ruined fabric.

"Right then, love. Give us a hand with these ladles?" Bert's cardigan sleeves remained impeccably rolled as he arranged serving spoons beside the pot.

The industrial kitchen buzzed with pre-service energy. Metal trays clattered, voices called out instructions, and beneath it all, Diana's pulse thundered in her ears. She hadn't felt this kind of nervous energy since... well, since those afternoon sessions at Elite Performance Fitness.

Stop thinking about the gym. Stop thinking about Mike.

Fresh bread rolls tumbled from Raven's oven trays onto cooling racks, their golden-brown crusts crackling as they settled. The younger woman's tattooed arms flexed as she expertly transferred batch after batch, her movements precise and controlled.

"I'll take serving duty tonight." Diana's voice came out steadier than she'd expected. She smoothed her hands down her Frame jeans, trying to ignore how the damp fabric of her knickers clung to her still-sensitive flesh.

Bert raised an eyebrow. "You sure, love? Could be a long night with this weather."

"Of course." Diana busied herself arranging serving tongs, avoiding his knowing gaze. "I've nothing pressing at home."

Nothing except an empty house and memories I shouldn't be dwelling on.

The smell of fresh bread filled the kitchen as Raven pulled the final batch from the oven. Her dark eyes glinted as she passed behind Diana, close enough that their arms brushed.

Diana's fingers trembled slightly as she straightened the soup ladle. If Mike's really back... he'll have to eat eventually. The thought sent another rush of heat between her thighs, making her shift uncomfortably.

"I'll stay late if needed." The words tumbled out before she could stop them. She gripped the edge of the serving counter, its worn metal cool against her palms.

What am I hoping for? Her heart raced as she imagined Mike walking through those doors, still proud despite his circumstances. Would he be as powerfully built? Would his eyes still hold that predatory gleam that had made her wet just from a glance?

What am I afraid of? That he would appear, or that he wouldn't? That he'd recognize her, or worse, look right through her? Her knickers were soaked now, a combination of memories and anticipation making her throb with need.

* * *

Bert wiped his hands on a tea towel and moved to the serving hatch. Metal scraped against metal as he lifted the steel shutter, revealing the packed dining room beyond. Diana blinked in the face of the brightly lit room as she gazed across the gathered crowd. Dozens of people sat at the long tables, some hunched over in worn coats, others chatting quietly with the volunteers who moved between them.

Diana's fingers tightened on the soup ladle as she took in the scene. Such a contrast to her usual Thursday nights at The Ivy Chelsea Garden. Here, the air held traces of unwashed bodies and damp clothes rather than truffle oil and expensive perfume. Yet something about the raw humanity of it made her pulse quicken.

The queue began forming, a shuffle of feet and murmured voices. Diana dipped her ladle into the steaming soup, conscious of Raven's presence beside her as the younger woman arranged bread rolls on side plates. The first man approached; tall, broad-shouldered despite his obvious hunger. His hands were rough, cracked from exposure, yet there was strength in how his fingers curled around the bowl she passed him.

God, when did I start noticing their hands?

Another man stepped forward, younger this time. A faded tattoo snaked up his neck, disappearing beneath his beard. His eyes met hers briefly as she handed over his soup, dark, intense. Diana felt heat rise to her cheeks.

Stop it. You're here to help, not... whatever this is.

But she couldn't help noticing now. The way one man's t-shirt stretched across his chest despite its worn state. Another's forearms, corded with muscle as he reached for his bread. So different from Richard's carefully maintained physique, honed through expensive personal training sessions.

These men... so rough, so different from Richard's manicured hands...

Raven's knowing smirk caught Diana's eye as she handed over another roll. The younger woman definitely noticed Diana's wandering gaze, the slight catch in her breath when particularly well-built men approached. Diana forced herself to focus on the mechanics of serving, ladle in, pour, pass. But her body had other ideas, responding to each glimpse of raw masculinity with inappropriate heat.

The queue moved steadily forward. Diana's expensive jumper clung to her lower back. Her knickers were embarrassingly wet now, a state she tried desperately to ignore as she continued serving.

They're clients. Vulnerable people who need help. Not fodder for your inappropriate fantasies.

But her body didn't seem to care about appropriate versus inappropriate. Every brush of calloused fingers against her manicured ones sent sparks through her skin. Every murmured "thank you" in rough voices made her thighs clench.

A heavily tattooed man approached next, nautical designs crawling up his forearms. Salt and weather had aged his skin, but there was no mistaking the power in his frame. His hands were rope-roughened as they wrapped around the bowl she offered.

"Much appreciated, love." His voice was gravelly, accent pure East End.

Diana's knickers grew damper with each interaction. These weren't the sanitised, cologne-scented men of her usual world. These were raw, real men with calloused hands and muscled bodies earned through labour rather than leisure.

"Here, Raven, let me take over." Bert's voice broke through Diana's increasingly inappropriate thoughts. "You've been at those rolls for hours."

"Cheers, Bert." Raven stretched, her uniform riding up to show a glimpse of coloured ink on her hip. "Need a proper break."

Diana watched as the younger woman slipped out through the side door into the main dining room. Her attention was immediately drawn to a tall black man who straightened at Raven's approach. His torn shirt did little to hide his impressive physique, muscles shifting as he reached for her.

The casual intimacy of their interaction was magnetic. Raven's hand on his arm, the way she leaned into him as they spoke, her fingers trailing down his chest... There was no hesitation, no concern for propriety or social boundaries.

Look at how comfortable she is with him. How... familiar. Diana's throat went dry as she watched them together. Is this what Marge meant about 'helping' certain clients?

Her eyes kept straying to Raven and her companion, drawn to their easy physical connection. The way his large hands spanned her waist, how she tilted her head back to laugh at something he said...

Diana's hands trembled as she passed another bowl across. The rough-hewn dock worker's fingers brushed against hers, sending sparks through her body. His weathered hands were nothing like Richard's smooth, manicured ones. These were hands that could pin her down, grip her hair, spread her...

Stop it. Focus on serving.

Movement caught her eye. Raven was leading the man towards the back storage area. Diana's pulse quickened as she watched them disappear through the heavy fire door. The younger woman's hand had been resting possessively on his arm, her body language screaming intimate familiarity.

They're not really going to...

But her mind filled with vivid images. Raven on her knees on the cold concrete floor, the man’s rough hands fisted in her purple-streaked hair. Her black lipstick smearing as she took him deep. The obscene sounds echoing off storage room walls...

Diana's thighs clenched as the fantasy unfurled. She imagined Raven bent over a stack of supplies, skirt hiked up, the boxer taking her hard from behind. His muscles would flex with each powerful thrust, her moans muffled against her arm. The proper volunteer uniform would be in disarray as she let this homeless man use her roughly.

Is that what she does? Services them like some kind of... community outreach?

The thought should have disgusted her. Instead, Diana felt another rush of wetness. Her nipples hardened against the soft cashmere of her jumper as she pictured Raven's face twisted in pleasure, mascara running as her rough lover made her come repeatedly.

The serving hatch felt stiflingly hot now. Diana's hands shook as she ladled more soup, reacting to every male presence. Their rough voices, their raw strength, their hungry eyes...

What would it be like? To be taken by men like that? To be used by them?

Her proper Chelsea housewife facade felt paper-thin. Beneath it, she was molten with need, imagining herself in Raven's place. On her knees. Bent over. Pressed against walls. Serving these men in ways that had nothing to do with soup...

* * *

"Right then, last batch before we can clean up." Bert announces, as another set of people file in for the late serving.

She nodded, not trusting her voice. Her thoughts drifted to the whispered conversations she'd overheard about the bridge community. About their leader, a man known only as King. The stories Marge told painted vivid pictures, how he ruled over the collection of rough sleepers beneath the railway arches, how the younger female volunteers would disappear there after dark.

God, what happens under that bridge?

Her imagination was filled with images of groups of homeless men, their bodies hardened by rough living, taking turns with willing volunteers. The thought of being surrounded by their raw masculinity, those rough hands all over her expensive clothes, made her pulse race. In her mind's eye, she saw herself there, her designer outfit torn, her perfectly styled hair gripped by calloused fingers as they used her one after another.

Diana pressed her thighs together, trying to ease the ache between them. Her nipples strained against the soft cashmere of her jumper, visible points of need that she prayed Bert hadn't noticed. Each breath came faster than the last as the fantasy deepened.

What would Richard think if he knew? His perfect Chelsea wife fantasising about being passed around by homeless men...

The thought should have shocked her back to reality. Instead, it only intensified her arousal. She imagined being bent over, her designer jeans yanked down as King watched his men take turns with her. The contrast between her polished exterior and such raw debasement made her dizzy with need.

Her breathing grew heavier as she pictured herself on her knees on the dirty ground beneath the bridge, designer clothes stained, makeup smeared, being used like a common whore by men society ignored. Men whose rough hands would leave bruises on her carefully maintained body, whose cocks would stretch her in ways Richard never had...

"You all right there, Mrs C-B?" Bert's voice cut through her increasingly filthy thoughts. "Looking a bit flushed."

Diana was startled back to reality, realizing she'd been lost in her fantasy. Her knickers were soaked through now, her body thrumming with unfulfilled need. She gripped the edge of the serving counter, as if for protection from her thoughts.

The fire door creaked open. Diana's head snapped up from the serving counter as Raven slipped back into the kitchen. The younger woman's purple-streaked hair had come loose from its careful bun, strands falling around her flushed face. Her uniform was slightly askew, the top buttons hastily refastened.

Diana's nostrils flared. The scent was unmistakable, sex, raw and recent. It mixed with the industrial cleaner and soup steam, making her pulse quicken. Her own arousal had been building all evening, and now... Christ, I can smell myself. Can she?

Raven caught her eye as she smoothed down her skirt. A knowing smile played across her black-painted lips. Her neck bore the faintest mark, already darkening.

"Everything okay, Mrs C-B? You look a bit... flushed." Raven's voice held a hint of amusement as she finger-combed her hair back into place.

"Fine... just... the kitchen heat..." Diana managed, her throat dry. And the thought of what you were just doing...

The younger woman's smile widened as she moved closer to the serving station. The scent grew stronger, musk and sweat and… excitement. Diana's hands trembled slightly as she gripped the soup ladle. She knows. She can smell how wet I am, just like I can smell her.

"Here Bert, I'll take over." Raven's voice was still husky as she gently nudged the older man aside. "Let's get the last of them helped, yeah?"

Diana forced herself to focus on serving, but her mind kept drifting to what Raven had been doing in that storage room. The way she'd looked coming back in, dishevelled and satisfied. Does she do this often? Service them like that. The thought made her throb with renewed need.

She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. The night was almost over, and Mike hadn't appeared. Maybe he's not coming for food tonight... Part of her was relieved. Part of her ached with disappointment.

Raven bumped her hip playfully as they worked side by side. The casual touch sent sparks through Diana's over sensitized body. Their eyes met briefly, understanding passed between them. They weren't so different after all, these cravings they shared. These needs that proper society would never understand.

* * *

Diana's hands moved mechanically, ladling steaming soup into chipped bowls. The rich scent of vegetables and herbs filled her nostrils, mingling with the industrial cleaner and lingering traces of Raven's earlier activities. Her designer jumper clung damply to her skin in the kitchen's humid air.

"Here you are." She passed another full bowl across the counter, barely registering the grateful mumble from the recipient. Her body thrummed with residual arousal, making it hard to focus on the simple task.

"Steady flow tonight, wasn't it love?" Marge's voice cut through her distraction as the older woman bustled into the serving area. "Weathers brought them all in."

"Mmm." Diana managed a noncommittal sound, not trusting her voice. Just focus on the task. Stop thinking about those memories. Stop wondering if he'll show up.

The queue shuffled forward slowly. Diana caught glimpses of worn shoes, tattered coats, and weathered faces. Then her gaze snagged on a tall figure near the back, broad shoulders hunched under a ragged hood. Something about his stance, the way he carried himself even in those threadbare clothes...

Her hands began to tremble slightly as she served the next person in line. Get it together, Diana. You're seeing him everywhere now.

But the queue kept moving, bringing that hooded figure closer. Each person became a blur as Diana's pulse quickened, an elderly woman with rheumy eyes, a teenager in a stained football jersey, a man with a greying beard. Her movements grew increasingly unsteady as she ladled soup, spilling drops onto the counter.

Then he was there.

Large hands, still strong despite everything, reached for the bowl she offered. Hands she remembered on her body, gripping her hips, tangling in her hair...

"Thank you... Diana."

That voice. Low, rough, achingly familiar. Her breath caught.

It’s him. After all these years... 

The ladle slipped in Diana's grasp, hot soup splashing against the steel counter. Her eyes locked with his, and five years dissolved like mist. The face before her was leaner, weathered by hard times, but undeniably Mike. His dark beard grew wild and unkempt now, yet it couldn't disguise that strong jaw she'd once traced with trembling fingers.

"Mike? I... I heard you might be..." The words caught in her throat, barely a whisper.

"Yeah." His voice rasped, deeper than she remembered. "Times change, don't they?"

The queue shuffled impatiently behind him. Diana's fingers sought and found the ladle, seeking something solid to ground herself. Her gaze traced over him, cataloguing changes. The jacket hanging from his broad shoulders had once been expensive wool, she recognised the distinctive cut of a Reiss blazer. Now the elbows were worn through, the collar frayed, telling its own story of descent.

Yet his physical presence remained overwhelming. Those shoulders, still powerful despite everything, stretched the jacket's fabric. The hands gripping the bowl were as strong as ever, knuckles weathered but familiar. He's still magnificent. Even like this... maybe even more so. The thought slipped unbidden through her mind as she poured a ladle of hot soup into the bowl he picked up, sending heat coursing through her body.

Mike shifted towards Raven's station for bread, and Diana couldn't stop herself from watching. His movements held that same fluid grace she remembered from the gym, the way he'd demonstrate proper form, his body a masterpiece of controlled power. Now that grace had a predatory edge, honed by survival.

A quiet cough made Diana start. Raven stood watching; one pierced eyebrow raised in knowing amusement. Heat flooded Diana's cheeks. Stop staring. Everyone will notice. But God, how is he affecting me like this still?

Diana watched as Mike made his way through the crowded dining room. His broad frame towered over the other diners as he found an empty table in the far corner. He moved with that familiar athletic grace, even after all these years. Even in those ragged clothes.

The ladle slipped in her grasp again, her hands trembling more noticeably now. Hot soup splashed onto the steel counter.

"You alright love? You've gone quite pale." Marge's voice seemed to come from far away.

"Fine... just... need some air maybe." Diana's mouth felt dry. She set the ladle down carefully, trying to steady herself.

"Bert?" She caught the older man's eye. "Would you mind covering my station for a moment?"

"Course, love. Take your time." His weathered face creased with concern.

Each step towards Mike's corner felt like wading through treacle. Her heart hammered against her ribs. What am I doing? What am I going to say?

The distance stretched endlessly. Past the tables of hunched figures spooning up their meal. Walking to her dangerous history.  Then she stood before his table, her fingers clutching the edge. Up close, she could see the new lines etched around his eyes, the silver threading through his dark beard. He still held himself with that innate physical confidence she remembered, even in these reduced circumstances.

"How long have you been..." Her voice emerged barely above a whisper.

Mike looked up, his dark eyes meeting hers. "Two years." His voice rasped low.

Up close, Mike's presence overwhelmed her senses, that familiar musk of his skin now mingled with worn wool and winter air. Even in these circumstances, his physical presence made her pulse race.

"Lost everything after the divorce." Mike's voice carried that same gravelly tone she remembered, but harder now. "Ex-wife's lawyer was bloody good. Took the house, my car, even my client list."

"Mike, I had no idea-"

"Course you didn't. Too busy in Chelsea with your perfect life." His gaze flicked over her ME+EM jumper. "Still living the good life though, I see. Nice cashmere."

Heat flooded Diana's cheeks. Her fingers itched to reach across the table, to touch his weathered hand. "Mike, I..."

"No need to explain. We all make our choices."

The bitterness in his voice made her flinch. Memories of their past crashed through her mind, his hands on her body in the gym's private training room, his mouth hot against her neck. Now he sat before her in ragged clothes, that magnificent body lean with deprivation rather than careful training.

"Let me help. Please." The words tumbled out before she could stop them. "I have a spare room..."

Mike's laugh held no humour. "Still trying to save everyone, Diana?"

No, just you. The thought blazed through her mind, making her thighs clench beneath her designer jeans. Even now, even like this, his presence affected her on a primal level.

"You sure your husband would approve?" His voice dropped lower, sending shivers down her spine.

"He's away. Frankfurt." Diana's mouth felt dry. "Please, Mike. One night."

What am I doing? This is madness... But she couldn't stop herself, couldn't look away from those dark eyes that had haunted her dreams for five years.

Mike stood slowly, his frame towering over her. Even in worn clothes, his physical presence made her weak at the knees. Those broad shoulders blocked out the fluorescent lights above, casting her in his shadow.

"Lead the way then, Mrs Carter-Brown."


3: Taking Him In

Diana nervously fumbled with her car keys as she unlocked the Range Rover Sport. Mike's presence loomed behind her, his broad frame casting a shadow across the glossy paintwork.

"Nice wheels." His voice carried that familiar Northern gruffness that made her stomach flip.

She slid into the driver's seat, the butter-soft leather creaking beneath her. The car still carried that subtle scent of luxury, leather and something indefinably expensive. Then Mike folded his large frame into the passenger seat and a different scent filled the confined space, sweat, outdoors, pure male. Diana's nostrils flared, her body responding on a primal level she couldn't control.

The contrast struck her immediately, his worn clothes against the cream leather, those rough hands resting on the polished dashboard. Her thighs clenched involuntarily as she started the engine, remembering how those hands had felt on her body years ago.

"Still got that new car smell." Mike ran his palm over the leather. "How often do you change these?"

"Richard insists every two years." Diana kept her eyes fixed on the road as she pulled away from the centre. She paused, feeling Mike's physical presence beside her. "Though I doubt he expected me to be giving lifts to homeless men."

"Not just any homeless man though, am I?"

His hand brushed her thigh as she changed gear, sending electricity through her body. The touch felt deliberate, a reminder of their shared past. Diana's breath caught in her throat.

The streets of Kentish Town slid past the tinted windows. Diana gripped the steering wheel tighter, her knuckles white against the leather. Mike's scent filled the car - earthy, masculine, so different from Richard's expensive cologne. Her silk knickers grew damper with each passing minute. 

"So, where'd you end up staying? After... everything?" The words caught in her throat.

"Bridge community." Mike's voice carried that Yorkshire edge she remembered. "Down by the railway arches. Thirty, forty of us most nights."

Diana's pulse quickened. The same community she’d only heard whispers about. Raven's alleged visits there. The graffiti on the shelter walls.

"What's it like?" She tried to keep her voice neutral, and professional. Charitable.

"Raw. Primal. No pretence there, just survival." Mike's large hand gestured as he spoke. "Everyone knows their place. King makes sure of that."

Her thighs clenched at the mention of that name. King. She'd heard it whispered at the centre and seen it sprayed on walls. The massive black man who ruled the bridge community.

"King?" She aimed for casual interest.

"Yeah. Ex-boxer. Built like a brick shithouse. Runs things with an iron fist." Mike glanced at her. "Keeps order. Protects his own."

Images flooded Diana's mind, filthy sleeping bags, unwashed bodies, animal rutting in the darkness. These men, living like animals... why does that excite me?

"Sounds... primitive." Her voice emerged breathy.

"It is. No fancy Chelsea dinner parties under there." Mike's laugh held an edge. "Just raw life. Sex. Violence. Power."

Diana shifted in her seat, heat building between her legs. She'd pictured it earlier, Raven on her knees servicing multiple men. King watching, directing. Now the fantasy shifted, replaced herself with Raven...

"Must be difficult?"

"For some. Others thrive on it. Like your little goth friend from the centre."

Diana's cheeks flushed. So, the rumours about Raven were true.

"Speaking of difficult times..." She wet her lips. "Mike, about what happened... the scandal..."

"Save it." His voice turned harsh. "You weren't special, Diana. Had three other married clients on rotation."

The casual cruelty of his words sent a shameful surge of arousal through her. Why does his dismissal make me even wetter?

"And how is married life?" Mike's tone shifted, probing. "Richard keeping you satisfied?"

"It's... comfortable." The word tasted bland on her tongue.

"Comfortable." He sneered. "Like everything else in your life, safe, predictable, boring..."

Diana gripped the wheel tighter, her Cartier bracelet catching the streetlights. He wasn't wrong. The townhouse, the Range Rover, the charity work, all carefully curated comfort. Even sex with Richard followed a predictable pattern.

Not like the raw animal coupling she imagined under the bridge. Not like Raven's willing submission to multiple rough men...

She shifted again, her expensive cashmere dampening with sweat as Mike continued describing life in the bridge community. Each crude detail sent another wave of forbidden arousal through her body.

* * *

Diana stood before her home’s immaculate front door, with Mike's towering presence behind her, which made every nerve ending tingle. His rough breathing sent shivers down her spine.

A homeless man in my perfect home... Richard would die...

The thought sent a forbidden thrill through her body. The key finally turned with a solid click that echoed in the midnight quiet of the street.

The entrance hall's motion sensors triggered the soft uplighting, illuminating the cream Farrow & Ball walls and polished limestone floor. Mike's worn boots scraped against the expensive stone as he stepped inside. His large frame dominated the space, making the high-ceilinged room feel suddenly cramped.

"Still got that expensive vase, I see." Mike nodded toward the blue and white porcelain by the stairs. "Two hundred grand sitting there collecting dust."

Heat flooded Diana's cheeks. He remembered. Of course he remembered, she'd told him about it during one of their post-workout conversations, back when he was her trainer. Back before everything fell apart.

"Richard's mother's wedding gift." Her voice emerged barely above a whisper. "Through here..."

She led him toward the kitchen, hyper-aware of his bulk following behind her. The doorway felt narrower than usual as they passed through together, his chest brushing against her back. The contact, even through layers of clothing, sent electricity crackling across her skin.

He still fills a room like he owns it...

The kitchen's recessed lighting showcased the gleaming Gaggenau appliances and marble worktops. Mike's reflection fractured across the steel surfaces, broad shoulders, stubbled jaw, eyes that still held that predatory gleam.

"Haven't changed much in here either." His hand traced the edge of the island where she'd perched during their first kiss. "Same marble. Same layout." His lips curved. "Same sexual tension."

Diana's breath caught in her throat. The air felt thick with unspoken memories and rising desire. She stepped backwards as if in defence, but Mike matched her movement, closing the distance between them.

"Bedroom's upstairs. You can use the ensuite in the main bedroom as it's nicer, then I'll show you the guest room." She gestured toward the hallway, desperate to maintain some semblance of control.

The stairs felt endless, each step bringing another brush of bodies in the confined space. Mike's scent, earth and sweat and maleness, filled her nostrils. So different from Richard's Creed cologne

They reached the first-floor landing, the plush carpet muffling their footsteps. Diana's hands shook as she pushed open her bedroom door. Mike's presence behind her felt like a physical weight pressing against her carefully maintained control.

Diana flicked on the master bedroom lights, illuminating the vast space with its emperor-sized bed. The hand-printed wallpaper caught the light, creating shadows across the metallic pattern. Her heart thundered against her ribs as Mike's bulk filled the doorway behind her.

"Still sleep on the same side?" His voice rumbled close to her ear.

The question caught her off guard. "How do you...?"

"Remember that afternoon when Richard was in Dubai?"

Heat flooded between her thighs at the memory. That endless summer afternoon, when he'd taken her on these same silk sheets. The way he'd...

Diana forced herself to move toward the ensuite, she needed space, needed air. The bathroom's vastness usually brought comfort, but tonight it felt confining.

"Fresh towels in here." She pulled open the airing cupboard, releasing the scent of lavender fabric softener. "Toiletries under the sink. The shower's a bit complicated-"

The soft thud of fabric hitting tile-floor made her turn. Mike had shrugged off his worn jacket, revealing a tight black t-shirt that clung to his still-muscular frame. Even homeless, he'd maintained that amazing physique. Her mouth went dry.

"Shower gel?" He stepped closer, reaching past her for the cabinet. His arm brushed her breast, and she bit back a gasp.

Diana fumbled with the cabinet door, painfully aware of his proximity. Designer bottles lined the shelves; Molton Brown, Jo Malone, Aesop. Such a stark contrast to the man who needed them.

Mike started pulling his t-shirt over his head, revealing inches of tanned skin, new scars, and hard muscle. Diana tried to look away, tried to focus on the Italian tiles, the rainfall shower head, anything but the expanse of male flesh being exposed mere inches from her.

But her eyes betrayed her, drawn to the tribal tattoo that curved around his bicep, the one she'd traced with her tongue that heated afternoon. Lower, to the trail of dark hair that disappeared into his jeans. The same trail she'd followed down, down...

Stop it, she commanded herself. You're a married woman. He's a homeless man you're helping. That's all.

But her body remembered. Every inch of her skin tingled with recognition, with want, with the forbidden thrill of having him here in her private space.

* * *

The ensuite door stood ajar, billowing steam and the scent of shower gel into Diana's bedroom. She fiddled with fresh towels beside the bed, hearing the water cascading against Mike's skin mere metres away. The soft splashing echoed off marble tiles, each droplet striking a nerve ending deep inside her core.

Pretending to sort through the pile of Egyptian cotton, Diana edged closer to the bathroom door. Steam curled around her ankles, carrying Mike's raw masculine scent.

His voice cut through the steam. "Remember that time in the gym shower?"

Diana's hands trembled against the towels. "You shouldn't..."

"First time I had you against the tiles." His words dripped like honey. "First time I took your arse."

Heat bloomed between her thighs as the memory crashed over her. That night at Elite Performance, long after closing. The way he'd cornered her in the main shower block, both of them naked and slick with water. His cock had felt massive pressing against her back, so different from Richard's modest size. She'd never done anal before, had been saving it for her husband. But Mike...

The steam grew thicker, or perhaps it was just her clouding thoughts. She remembered every detail - the cold tiles against her breasts, the hot water streaming down their bodies, his fingers working her open while she gasped and begged. The burning stretch as he'd pushed inside that virgin hole, inch by agonising inch.

"Begged for it after that, didn't you?" His voice pulled her back to the present. "Every session. 'Please Mike, fuck my arse again...', of course, I obliged."

Diana's knickers were soaked now, thighs trembling as she remembered how perfectly he'd filled her. That delicious fullness, the taboo thrill of taking it that way from her personal trainer. She'd never felt so dirty, so alive.

Through the gap in the door, she caught glimpses of his body, still magnificent despite his circumstances. Water sluiced down carved muscle, steam wreathing his powerful form. Her mouth went dry.

That first time... she'd screamed so loud he'd had to cover her mouth. The mix of pain and pleasure had been overwhelming. But she'd loved it, craved it, needed it. Every training session after that had ended with his cock buried in her arse while she muffled her cries against the tiles.

The memory was so vivid she could almost feel that delicious burn again. Her body remembered everything, the stretch, the fullness, the way he'd owned her completely...

Steam billowed from the ensuite as Mike's figure filled the doorway. Diana's breath caught. Water droplets traced paths down his muscled torso, catching the light from her bedroom's crystal chandelier. The white towel hung dangerously low on his hips, barely containing what lay beneath. Her gaze fixed on a bead of water trailing down his abs, disappearing beneath the towel's edge.

Get out. Walk away. Now. But her feet remained frozen in place.

"See something you like?" His Northern accent had grown rougher with time on the streets. The raw edge of it sent shivers down her spine.

Diana forced her eyes up to his face, away from that towel. "I should check on dinner arrangements." Her voice emerged breathy, uncertain. Not at all the controlled tones of a Chelsea wife.

She turned toward the bedroom door on unsteady legs. His hand caught her wrist, fingers easily encircling it. The size difference struck her anew, his broad, workout-hardened frame towering over her petite form. Her five-foot-seven felt tiny beside his six-foot-two of solid muscle.

I'm so small compared to him... so proper... so controlled...

"Let me go, Mike." But there was no force behind the words.

"Still pretending you don't want this?" His grip remained firm but gentle. Testing.

"I'm married..." The protest sounded weak even to her own ears.

"Didn't stop you before." He stepped closer, droplets from his chest dripping onto her. "Doesn't stop Richard with his escorts."

He's right... why deny myself? The thought floated through her mind, dangerous and tempting. Richard's discrete arrangements with high-class escorts were an open secret between them. They both took their pleasure where they found it, maintaining their perfect facade.

Mike's free hand found the towel's edge. One tug sent it pooling around his feet.

Diana's gasp echoed in the bedroom. Her hand reached out instinctively before she could stop herself.

God, I'd forgotten how big... Even semi-hard, he dwarfed Richard's modest endowment. The sight sent liquid heat pooling between her thighs, soaking through her expensive knickers.


4: Steam and Memory

Diana's fingers curled around Mike's thick shaft, feeling him grow harder beneath her touch. The silky skin stretched taut as he swelled in her palm.

"God... you're even bigger than I remember..." Her voice emerged husky with need.

Her other hand traced the prominent veins running along his length. Years of fantasies paled against the reality of holding him again. Richard had never measured up, in any sense.

Mike's rough fingers tangled in her cashmere jumper bunching the delicate fabric. "Still wearing such expensive things..."

The sharp sound of tearing wool echoed through the bedroom. Diana gasped as cool air hit her exposed skin. The ruined top dropped to the floor.

That was a present... The thought flickered through her mind, followed by a rush of arousal as his calloused hands scraped across her ribs. But feeling his rough hands makes me so wet...

Her La Perla bra gleamed in the chandelier light, black lace barely containing her full breasts. Mike's eyes darkened as he took in the expensive lingerie.

"Look at these posh tits..." His thumb brushed across one lace-covered nipple. "Still perfect after all these years."

His other hand cupped her breast roughly through the delicate fabric. Diana arched into his touch, years of proper restraint crumbling.

"Please..." She pressed herself harder against his palm. "They're yours... handle them roughly..."

The lace gave way with a satisfying rip. Diana watched pearl buttons scatter across the marble floor, her pristine bra joining her ruined jumper. The animal hunger in Mike's eyes sent shivers down her spine. While Mike's rough hands worked her, she quickly undid her jeans, kicking them away, leaving her in just her damp lace knickers.

The animal in him... God, I need this... Her inner walls clenched at the thought of that primal force unleashed. A decade of polite society melted away beneath his burning gaze.

His hands engulfed her bare breasts, fingers digging into the soft flesh. The contrast of his rough, work-hardened palms against her pampered skin drew a throaty moan from her lips. This was what she'd been missing, this raw masculine power that Richard could never match.

"Look at you," Mike growled, pinching her nipples until she gasped. "All your fancy clothes... your perfect Chelsea life... and still gagging for rough cock."

Diana's head fell back, exposing her throat. Gone were thoughts of her pristine image, her charitable work, her social standing. There was only the throb between her thighs and the growing urgency to feel him inside her again.

His cock pressed hot and heavy against her stomach, leaving trails of precum on her stomach. The size of him... she'd forgotten just how thick, how intimidating. Her inner muscles clenched at the memory of taking him, of that delicious stretch.

Her perfectly styled hair had come loose, falling around her face in a wild tangle. She barely recognized herself, this wanton creature with flushed cheeks and hard nipples.

This is who I really am... The thought blazed through her mind as Mike's hands roamed possessively over her body. Not Richard's perfect society wife... but a slut for rough men...

Her manicured nails raked down his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath. Everything about him radiated raw masculinity, his size, his scent, the way he handled her expensive clothes like worthless rags.

Diana's other hand never stopped stroking his shaft, feeling it pulse and grow. The thought of that magnificent cock stretching her open again... she squeezed her thighs together, feeling slick heat between them.

Mike's large hand pressed down on Diana's shoulder, urging her towards the plush bedroom carpet.

"Show me if rich wives remember how to serve homeless cock." His Yorkshire accent thickened with arousal.

Her face came level with him, and the scent of him, freshly showered pure male musk, made her head swim. So different from Richard's cologne-masked cleanliness.

"Please..." Her voice emerged breathy, desperate. "I need to taste you..."

His rough fingers tangled in her perfectly styled bob, gripping the roots. The sharp pain sent sparks of pleasure down her spine. Her haircut was ruined in seconds by his calloused controlling hands.

The first taste of him on her tongue made her moan. Raw. Masculine.   Mike's cock filled her mouth, stretching her lips wide.

"That's it, choke on it..." He thrust deeper, forcing her to take more. "Show me how desperate you are."

Tears leaked from her eyes as she gagged around his girth. Mascara ran down her cheeks. Her throat stretched painfully. Yes... use me... ruin my throat...

His grip tightened in her hair, holding her in place as he pushed deeper. Diana's hands clutched at his thighs, feeling the solid muscle tensing and relaxing, driving her wild.

Saliva dripped down her chin onto her exposed breasts, her perfect Chelsea image thoroughly debased. She moaned around his cock, taking him deeper.

Mike's other hand cupped her jaw, thumb pressing into her cheek. "Look at you... society wife on her knees for homeless cock." His words sent shivers through her body. "Bet your charity friends would love to see this."

Diana's inner walls clenched at his words. The thought of being discovered like this, on her knees, mascara streaked, choking on a homeless man's cock, made her dizzy with arousal.

His hips snapped forward, burying himself in her throat. Diana gagged violently, tears flowing freely now. But she didn't pull back. Couldn't pull back. Needed to feel used, degraded, used by this rough man.

"Fucking hell..." Mike's grip tightened painfully. "Your throat remembers me. Still takes cock like a proper slut."

The carpet burned her knees, her jaw ached. Drool coated her chin and breasts. She'd never felt more alive.

This is what I need... The thought blazed through her mind as Mike used her mouth roughly. Not Richard's gentle lovemaking... but being throat-fucked by a homeless cock...

Her perfect Chelsea life felt distant now, the charity work, the social events, the polite dinner parties. Here on her knees, choking on Mike's thick shaft, she found her true self.

Mike pulled back suddenly, his thick shaft slipping from Diana's lips with a wet pop. She whimpered at the loss, her jaw aching deliciously.

"Please... don't stop..." Her voice emerged hoarse from the throat-fucking.

He seized her waist, lifting her effortlessly. Diana gasped as he tossed her onto the king-size bed, her body bouncing on the soft cotton sheets. The same bed she shared with Richard. The thought sent a thrill of forbidden excitement through her core.

"Time to ruin your marriage bed." Mike's Yorkshire accent thickened with lust.

His rough hands gripped her lace knickers, tearing the delicate fabric like tissue paper. The sound of ripping silk echoed through the bedroom. The ruined underwear joined the scattered remnants of her cashmere and bra on the marble floor.

"Yes! Destroy them... I don't care..." Diana writhed on the sheets, spreading her legs desperately. Her inner walls clenched with need, aching to be filled. I need him inside... need to be filled...

Mike's calloused fingers traced up her inner thigh, leaving trails of fire on her pampered skin. He pressed two thick digits against her entrance, testing her wetness.

"Still such a tight posh cunt... dripping already." He pushed inside roughly, stretching her.

Diana arched off the bed, her manicured nails clutching at the sheets. The contrast between his rough fingers and her silk-smooth inner walls drove her wild.

"Please... I need more... make me your slut..." Her voice emerged breathy, desperate. Gone was any pretence of being Richard's perfect society wife. There was only raw need now, primal and demanding.

Diana's heart raced as Mike's muscular form loomed over her on the king-size bed. His powerful thighs pressed between her legs, spreading them wider. The raw masculine scent of him filled her nostrils, so different from Richard's cologne.

"Beg for it," Mike growled, his Yorkshire accent thick with lust. "Beg for homeless cock in your wealthy cunt."

Heat flooded Diana's cheeks at his crude words. Her inner walls clenched with need as she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer while she looked up into his eyes, seeing only lust there.

"Please... fill me... stretch me... I need it so badly..." The desperation in her voice surprised her.

Mike's thick shaft pressed against her entrance, teasing her. Diana's breath caught as he pushed forward, stretching her open. Oh god... so much bigger than Richard... splitting me open...

Her manicured nails dug into his shoulders as he buried himself to the hilt. The delicious burn of being stretched around his girth made her gasp. Her pampered body trembled beneath his rough hands.

"Take it," Mike snarled, setting a brutal pace. "Take every inch of homeless cock."

Diana's head thrashed on the silk pillowcase as he pounded into her. Each thrust drove the breath from her lungs. The expensive bed creaked beneath them, the headboard thumping against the wall.

Mike seized her ankles, pushing her legs up and back. The new angle let him drive even deeper. Diana's toes curled in the air as pleasure built inside her. Her perfectly styled hair splayed wild across the pillows.

"More... harder..." She barely recognized her voice, raw with need. "Use me like the slut I am..."

He flipped her roughly onto her hands and knees, mounting her from behind. His thick fingers dug into her hips, surely leaving bruises on her pampered skin. Diana's arms gave out, pressing her face into the mattress as Mike ravaged her from behind.

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the bedroom. Diana pushed back to meet his thrusts, taking him deeper. Her inner walls stretched and clenched around his shaft.

"Ride me," Mike ordered, rolling onto his back. "Show me how desperate rich wives get for rough cock."

Diana straddled him eagerly, sinking onto his thick length. Her thighs trembled as she took him to the base. She began to move, rolling her hips, taking her pleasure.

"Yes... use me... mark me..." She increased her pace, bouncing desperately on his shaft. "Make me your whore..."

Her breasts bounced with each movement, her nipples hard peaks. Sweat gleamed on her skin, dampening the expensive sheets beneath them. She was utterly lost to the sensation, transformed from society wife to wanton slut.

Mike's rough hands seized her waist, helping lift then drive her down onto his cock. Diana's head fell back, exposing her throat as waves of pleasure built inside her. Her perfect Chelsea image was thoroughly debased on her marital bed.

Diana gasped as Mike seized her hips and flipped her onto her back. His powerful form loomed over her on the king-size bed, muscular thighs spreading her legs wide. The raw masculine scent of him filled her nostrils as he drove deep inside her again.

Her manicured fingers clutched at his shoulders, pulling him closer. Their mouths crashed together, tongues tangling desperately. Diana moaned into the kiss as Mike's thick shaft stretched her inner walls.

"Please..." She broke the kiss, panting. "I need to feel you cum inside me..."

Mike's hips snapped forward harder, driving deeper. "Beg for it properly. Let me hear how desperate you are."

Diana's head thrashed on the silk pillowcase as pleasure built inside her. "Fill me... please... I need your dirty cum..."

"Not good enough." Mike's Yorkshire accent thickened with arousal. "Tell me exactly what you want."

Heat flooded Diana's cheeks at his demand. Her inner walls clenched around him as she gasped out: "Please! Cum in Richard's wife... mark me..."

Their mouths crashed together again, tongues battling as Mike's thrusts grew more urgent. Diana wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. She could feel her own climax building, a tidal wave of pleasure ready to break.

The expensive bed creaked beneath them as Mike pounded into her willing body. Diana's perfectly styled hair splayed wild across the pillows, her pampered skin flushed with arousal. She'd never felt more alive, more desperate for release.

Her manicured nails raked down his back as she felt him swell inside her. The thought of his seed filling her pushed her closer to the edge. This was what she needed - to be marked, claimed, ruined by this rough man.

"Yes... please... I'm so close..." Diana's voice emerged breathy, desperate. "Fill my wealthy cunt with homeless cum..."

Mike's grip tightened on her hips as his thrusts grew erratic. Diana could feel him throbbing inside her, ready to explode. Her orgasm built higher, waiting for that final trigger.

Diana cried out as she felt Mike's cock grow impossibly harder inside her. His thick shaft pulsed, stretching her walls further as he prepared to unload. His final thrusts were brutal and animalistic. Years of frustration and rage from life on the streets poured into each savage snap of his hips.

"Oh god... I can feel you... so deep..." Her perfectly polished accent cracked as pleasure overwhelmed her.

Mike's cock erupted, flooding her wealthy womb with thick ropes of homeless cum. Diana's eyes rolled back as she felt each hot pulse painting her inner walls. The sheer volume overwhelmed her, his seed overflowing and trickling down her inner thighs onto the Egyptian cotton sheets.

The feeling of being marked, claimed, so filled by this rough man pushed Diana over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her like a tidal wave, inner muscles clamping down around Mike's still-pulsing shaft. She grabbed at him desperately, manicured nails cutting into his back, fingers tangling in his hair as she screamed her release.

"Yes! Fill me... breed me..." Her voice emerged raw, desperate between gasps.

Her thighs trembled around Mike's waist, holding him deep inside as his seed continued to leak from her stretched entrance.

As their breathing slowed, Diana felt an overwhelming urge to taste their combined essence. She slipped down Mike's body, taking his softening cock between her lips. Her tongue lapped eagerly at their mixed fluids, cleaning every inch of his shaft.

I need more... The thought blazed through her mind as she worshipped his cock. Need more... need him to use me completely...

"Please..." Her proper Chelsea accent slipped further as she begged between licks. "Let me get you hard again... please sir…"

Mike's rough fingers tangled in her hair, ruining what remained of her expensive styling. "Such a hungry slut. Richard's wife turned cock slave."

His crude words sent shivers down Diana's spine. She doubled her efforts, desperate to feel him grow hard again in her mouth. Her tongue traced the prominent veins along his length, tasting their combined essence.

"Where do you want it next?" Mike's Yorkshire accent thickened with renewed arousal.

Diana reached for her bedside drawer with trembling fingers. She withdrew a bottle of expensive lubricant, pressing it into Mike's calloused hand. Her cheeks flushed as she met his gaze.

Her voice dropped to a desperate whisper. "Every hole is yours... please... I need you to ruin me completely..."

* * *

Richard drummed his fingers on the Uber's leather seats as London traffic along. The Frankfurt trip's cancellation gnawed at him - he'd arranged everything perfectly with Sophie, his newest secretary. A suite at Villa Kennedy, dinner reservations at Lafleur... all that planning wasted.

His phone buzzed. Sophie's disappointed message flashed: "Missing you already xx"

He deleted it with a sigh. At least she understood discretion, unlike that clinic receptionist last summer who'd nearly caused a scene. The car turned onto King's Road, and Richard loosened his tie, already thinking about a scotch and catching up on quarterly reports.

The house stood silent as he entered, dropping his overnight bag by the Ming vase. But then... a muffled sound from upstairs caught his attention. A low moan, followed by a familiar feminine gasp.

Richard froze, cocking his head. Another moan drifted down, distinctly Diana's voice. His pulse quickened as he recognised those particular sounds, ones he hadn't heard from their bedroom in years.

His feet carried him up the stairs before his brain fully processed the situation. The sounds grew clearer, skin against skin, Diana's whimpers, a deep male grunt. His bespoke trousers grew uncomfortably tight.

"Fucking hell," he whispered, realizing his cock strained against Italian wool. He wasn’t angry, he was…Why is this turning me on?

The master bedroom door stood ajar. Richard edged closer, breath catching at the scene before him. Diana on her hands and knees on their bed, her perfect lips stretched around a thick cock that belonged to... Christ, was that a homeless man? Torn clothes littered the floor, her ruined expensive lingerie, his threadbare jacket.

The stranger's rough hands gripped Diana's hair as she eagerly sucked him back to hardness. His other hand reached behind her, fingers glistening with lube as he prepared her arse. Richard's designer watch caught the light as he gripped the doorframe.

My perfectly polished society wife... on her knees servicing some rough sleeper she's picked up from that shelter. Bloody hell, that's...

"Your husband's home early." The man's Yorkshire accent cut through Richard's thoughts. He didn't even pause his fingers' work in Diana's arse.

Richard's fingers found his tie again, loosening it further as his cock throbbed almost painfully now. "Don't stop on my account," he heard himself say. "She looks good like that."

Richard watched the man's rough hands tangled in Diana's normally perfectly styled hair, gripping hard enough to make her whimper around his thick cock. The contrast between his wife's polished exterior and her current position sent blood rushing to his groin.

"Show him what a dirty slut you really are, darling." Richard's voice came out hoarser than intended.

Diana could only moan around the cock, her expensive lipstick smeared across his length. Her perfectly manicured hands gripped muscular thighs as she took him deeper, gagging slightly.

"Your wife's got quite the talented mouth." A Yorkshire accent felt deliciously crude in their tastefully decorated bedroom. His fingers still worked Diana's arse, the lube glistening on his rough digits.

Richard's gaze fixed on Diana's desperate movements, how she pushed back against the probing fingers while still sucking him eagerly. "Looks like she needs it in that tight arse, she looks desperate for it."

His fingers made quick work of his suit jacket buttons, the fine wool sliding off his shoulders to pool on the floor. The Savile Row tailoring was forgotten as he loosened his tie completely, tossing it aside. Each piece of his carefully curated outfit joined the pile, handmade shoes, bespoke trousers, Egyptian cotton shirt, until he stood naked, cock rigid in his hand.

The leather armchair by the window welcomed him, its butter-soft hide cool against his burning hot skin. From here he had the perfect view of his wife's submission, of how desperately she serviced this rough man she'd brought home from her charitable works. His hand moved slowly over his length as he settled in to watch the show unfold.

Richard's eyes locked on Diana's face as she finally noticed him. Her perfectly styled blonde hair clung to her sweat-dampened forehead. Her throat bulged with each desperate suck, and Richard's cock twitched at the sight of his refined wife servicing this rough man.

Diana's gaze met his, her blue-green eyes sparkling with excitement. She didn't stop sucking the obscenely large cock, if anything she took it deeper, maintaining eye contact with Richard as mascara-stained tears rolled down her cheeks.

"That's it darling, show me what a filthy slut you've become." Richard stroked himself slowly, savouring the view. "All those charity committee meetings and this is what you really wanted?"

Diana moaned around the never-ending length, her perfectly manicured fingers digging into the man's thighs. Richard watched her expensive wedding rings glint in the light as she gripped this homeless man's flesh.

"Show my slutty wife what real rough men do to posh wives." Richard's voice grew hoarse with arousal. His hand moved faster on his cock as he watched fingers that stretched Diana's arse.

Suddenly the ‘guest’ yanked Diana's head back by her hair. "You want me to ruin your wife's arse?" His Yorkshire accent felt deliciously crude in their tastefully decorated bedroom.

"She needs it." Richard shifted in the leather armchair, spreading his legs wider. "Don't you, darling? Tell our homeless guest what you need."

Diana's voice came out desperate and raw, so different from her usual refined tones. "Please... use my arse... make me your dirty slut..."

Richard's hand trembled on his cock as he watched Diana being roughly hauled into position. The homeless man's rough fingers tangled in her expensively styled hair, yanking her head back as he positioned her on all fours. Her perfect arse pointed towards her abuser, while her face turned to Richard.

"Look at your husband while I ruin this tight hole." His lube-slick fingers twisted in Diana's hair, destroying her Chelsea blow-dry. Mascara-stained tears streaked her cheeks as she met Richard's gaze.

"Watch me darling..." Diana's voice quivered. "Watch what your proper wife has become..."

Richard's cock throbbed as he watched the monster cock line up behind Diana. His wife's perfectly manicured fingers clutched their cotton sheets as she prepared herself for the coming invasion. The contrast between her refined beauty and her submissive position sent waves of arousal through him.

"Tell him whose arse this is now." The man ordered as he pushed forward slowly, stretching Diana's tight hole.

"Yours..." Diana gasped; her perfectly polished accent cracking. "My homeless master's fuck hole..."

Richard's hand moved faster on his shaft as he watched the thick length disappear into his wife's arse. Diana's whimpers filled the room, a mix of pain and desperate need that Richard had never heard from her before. This was infinitely more arousing than his planned liaison with Sophie in Frankfurt. His proper society wife, being sodomized by a rough sleeper she'd brought home from her charitable works, the taboo of it all made his cock leak pre-cum over his fingers.

Rough hands gripped Diana's hips, dirty nails a stark contrast against her spa-treated skin. He bottomed out in her arse with a grunt, making Diana cry out. Her face contorted in a mix of agony and ecstasy as she maintained eye contact with Richard.

"Watch your wife take rough cock in her arse." The man’s accent grew thicker with arousal. "Your perfect Chelsea princess, begging for homeless dick."

Richard stroked himself harder, transfixed by Diana's expressions as brutal thrusting began. His wife's moans grew increasingly desperate, her body rocking with each rough push. The wet sounds of lube and flesh filled their bedroom, mixing with Diana's whimpers and male grunts.

The secretary in Frankfurt would have been predictable, expensive hotel sheets, practiced moves, and discrete goodbye. This was raw, primal, taboo. His sophisticated wife transformed into a desperate anal slut for this rough man. Richard's cock throbbed harder at each degrading thrust.

The urge to record this moment overwhelmed him. He couldn't just watch anymore; he needed evidence of his wife's debasement. His phone sat forgotten in his jacket pocket.

His fingers trembled as he grabbed the device, nearly dropping it in his haste. The camera app opened with a soft click, and he began circling the bed, capturing every delicious angle of Diana's submission.

"Spread her wider," he commanded, zooming in on where the thick length of ridged cock disappeared into Diana's stretched forbidden hole, a place he’s never experienced himself. The contrast of the rough man's cock against his wife's perfectly maintained body sent fresh waves of arousal through him.

"Pull her hair harder. Treated her like a cheap whore."

Diana's gasp of pleasure echoed through their tastefully decorated bedroom. "Yes... please... rougher..."

Richard's hand shook slightly as he captured close-ups of the sexual athlete’s brutal pace. "Look at my perfect Chelsea wife now. Taking homeless cock in every hole."

He recorded as rough fingers tangled deeper in Diana's expensive highlights, yanking her head back at a cruel angle. Her mascara ran in black rivers down her cheeks, her lipstick long since smeared across her face. Richard had never seen anything more arousing than his sophisticated wife being used like this.

"Your wife's quite the anal slut," the man grunted, his Yorkshire accent crude and delicious in their refined surroundings. "Been thinking about this for five years."

Diana's perfectly manicured fingers clutched desperately at their Egyptian cotton sheets. "Yes... missed your big cock... Richard's never filled me like this..."

Richard's cock throbbed painfully as he realised who this man was… Mike? The musclehead who used to fuck his wife at the gym? And now homeless?  None of that mattered, not as long as he kept fucking her like this. 

He filmed Mike's cock stretching his wife's tight hole. The sight of her wedding ring glinting as she gripped the sheets made everything more obscene, more thrilling. She'd never looked more beautiful than she did now, makeup ruined, hair a mess, taking rough cock in her arse while he filmed. 

"Fucking hell," Mike grunted, his rough hands digging into Diana's hips. "Your posh wife's arse is getting so tight."

"Yes! Harder! Ruin me!"

Diana's back arched as her orgasm hit, her refined voice dissolving into animal screams. "Coming! Oh god... your rough cock... destroying my tight hole!"

Mike's Yorkshire accent grew thicker with his approaching climax. "Where'd you want it, rich boy?"

"Fill her arse," Richard commanded, his own voice hoarse. "Fill my society wife properly."

Diana's whole body shuddered. "Yes! Please! I'm just a hole for homeless men!"

Mike buried himself to the hilt with a roar, his fingers leaving bruises on Diana's perfect skin. Richard captured every twitch as Mike flooded his wife's stretched hole, marking her from the inside.

Mike's thick shaft slowly withdrew from his wife. The monster cock glistened, slick with cum and lube, each inch revealed making Richard's own cock twitch. The sheer size difference between Mike and himself sent a shiver of excitement through his body.

Diana whimpered softly as the final inch slipped free. Her once-tight hole gaped obscenely, pink and puffy from the brutal fucking. Richard leaned closer, mesmerized by how it rhythmically clenched and unclenched, Mike's thick cum trickling from the stretched opening. Each pulse made Diana shudder through aftershocks of pleasure, her perfectly manicured fingers still gripping the messed-up bed covers.

Deep breaths filled the tastefully decorated bedroom as Richard's eyes roamed over Mike's sweat-covered form. Despite years of rough sleeping, his body remained powerfully muscled, tribal tattoos rippling across his arms and chest. Dried cum and lube coated his softening cock, still impressive even when spent.

The contrast between Mike's raw masculinity and Diana's sophisticated polish sparked something primal in Richard's chest. She'd never looked more desirable than in this moment of complete debasement. A deliciously filthy thought crept into Richard's mind as he watched his refined wife's ruined hole leaking homeless cum. How far would his perfect Chelsea princess go? What other debauched acts could this rough man drive her to? His cock throbbed painfully at the possibilities.

"Diana dear," Richard's voice remained steady despite his raging arousal. "Clean up our guest."

His wife didn't hesitate, spinning around to take Mike's softening length into her mouth. She eagerly licked him clean, moaning at the taste of her own arse mixed with potent cum.

"Good girl," Richard murmured, finally lowering his phone.

Diana lay sprawled across their messed sheets, cum leaking from both holes, chest heaving. Her designer lingerie lay in tatters on their bedroom floor. Richard's business mind clicked back into gear as he retrieved his wallet from his discarded jacket.

"Same time next week?" He counted out several crisp fifties. "Diana has another 'charity' meeting."

Mike smiled, understanding the new dynamic perfectly. "Happy to help with your wife's charitable works."

"Please..." Diana's voice came out raw and desperate. "Yes..."


5: Watching and Wanting

Richard’s cock throbbed painfully now, pre-cum dripping steadily onto the carpet. The Savile Row suit he'd hastily discarded seemed to mock his current state of undress.

Mike gathered his worn clothes with quiet efficiency, the contrast between his rough presence and their refined surroundings making Richard's pulse race faster. The homeless man's massive cock, even soft, put Richard's to shame. The thought that it had enjoyed all his wife’s holes sent another surge of pre-cum dripping from his tip.

"I'll see myself out." Mike's Yorkshire accent cut through the heavy post-coital atmosphere. "Back entrance, yeah?"

Diana lay sprawled across their marriage bed, one manicured hand lazily trailing through the mess between her legs. Her designer lingerie lay in tatters, her perfectly styled hair now a wreck, makeup smeared across her flushed face.

Richard's gaze locked onto where Mike's cum leaked from her stretched arsehole and pussy. The sight of his society wife so thoroughly debased made his cock twitch violently. She looked utterly ruined, completely satisfied in a way Richard had never managed himself.

"Service entrance," Richard managed, his voice hoarse. "Through the kitchen."

Mike nodded, already dressed in his rough clothes. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving husband and wife alone in their violated sanctuary.

Diana's eyes finally focused on Richard, widening slightly as she took in his state of arousal. "Darling? I thought... Frankfurt?"

"Merger collapsed." Richard moved closer, towering over her sprawled form. His cock bobbed obscenely, leaving trails of pre-cum across her thigh. "Thought I'd surprise you."

Richard stared down at his debauched wife, taking in every detail of her debasement. Her usual polish had been stripped away, leaving something raw and primal in its place.

Richard leaned over the bed, his heart hammering against his ribs as he drank in the sight of Diana. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths that made her perfect breasts quiver. Droplets of sweat and other fluids glistened on her spa-treated skin, catching the light from their crystal chandelier. The scent of sex hung thick in the air, mingling with her Jo Malone perfume in a heady cocktail that made his head spin.

A flash of worry crossed Diana's face, "Are you... angry?"

His cock throbbed as he noticed fresh bruises blooming across her inner thighs. Mike's fingerprints marked her flesh like a signature, claiming what Richard had always considered his exclusive property. The thought should have enraged him. Instead, his shaft leaked steadily, leaving dark spots on the bed where they fell.

"Darling, watching you with Mike was better than fucking my secretary in the Four Seasons." Richard let a smirk play across his lips, savouring how Diana's eyes widened at his admission. The familiar feeling of being in control, of directing events, surged through him. This was his domain, after all, orchestrating scenarios, pulling strings, and watching others dance to his tune.

Diana's tongue darted out to wet her lips, smearing what remained of her lipstick. Her chest flushed pink beneath the marks Mike had left. She looked utterly destroyed, yet completely uninhibited in a way Richard had never witnessed in their decade of marriage.

This... this is what I've wanted, isn't it? Richard's pulse quickened as the realisation struck him. To see her like this, exposed and completely uninhibited. I never thought it would turn me on this much, but watching her being used by another man has unleashed something in me.

The word 'stag' floated through his mind, feeling deliciously right. Not a cuckold, no, he was something more powerful. A director of debauchery, orchestrating his wife's transformation into the perfect hotwife. Her newfound sexual confidence thrilled him. The way she had begged Mike, spread herself so shamelessly, taken that massive cock in ways Richard had never dreamed of suggesting... It awakened something dark and hungry inside him.

Diana shifted on the ruined sheets, her movement releasing fresh rivulets of Mike's seed from her stretched holes. The sight made Richard's breath catch. His perfect society wife, marked and claimed by homeless cock, looking up at him with a mixture of satisfaction and need for validation. Their marriage bed would never be the same, and that thought made his shaft pulse with anticipation rather than anger.

Diana pushed herself up onto her elbows, her gaze fixed on Richard. More potent cum leaked onto the sheets below her stretched holes. Richard's cock twitched at the sight, his breathing growing heavier.

"You knew about Mike? From before?" Diana's voice trembled slightly, her thighs unconsciously falling open as she spoke.

Richard nodded, moving closer to the bed. "Of course. The gym guy. I used to imagine you with him."

Her eyes widened at his admission, pupils dilating with fresh arousal. "And now?"

"Now I know why you needed him. Why you need more than our... comfortable arrangement."

Diana lay back, completely exposed to his hungry stare. She's more than just my wife now. She's become my fantasy, my beautiful, filthy secret. I want to explore this side of her further; this is just the beginning. How much more will I enjoy watching her with lowly men, making them feel the power of her privilege and sensuality?

Diana glanced up at him through mascara-smeared lashes, and Richard felt a primal urge wash over him. Richard shifted closer to Diana on their ruined marriage bed, his cock throbbing at the sight of her.

"Tell me how it felt, taking homeless cock in our bed." His voice came out hoarse with arousal.

Diana's thighs parted involuntarily, fresh wetness visible between her legs. "Dirty... wrong... perfect..." She whimpered the words, her chest heaving.

Richard's gaze locked onto the sight of Mike's cum still leaking from her stretched holes. The contrast between his wife's usual sophistication and her current state of debasement made his shaft pulse. "And when he used your arse?"

"Like I was finally being what I needed to be..." Diana paused, uncertainty flickering across her face despite her obvious arousal. "Are you sure about this?"

"I saw how much you needed it, how excited you were." Richard's voice was firm as he drank in every detail of his wife's thoroughly fucked form.

Richard studied Diana's face as emotions flickered across her flushed features. The guilt that had shadowed her expression earlier had vanished completely, replaced by something darker, more confident. Her chest still heaved with exertion, but her eyes held a new intensity that made his cock throb.

"Was it about fucking Mike specifically?" Richard's voice came out hoarse. "Or something... more primal?"

Diana shifted on the bed, sending fresh rivulets of cum trickling down her inner thighs. "Mike was just the trigger, darling. Seeing him again awakened something, but..." She bit her lip, hesitating.

"Tell me." Richard moved closer, drawn by the raw need in her voice.

"It's the bridge community." Diana's words tumbled out in a rush. "The things I've heard about what happens there. What Raven does..."

Richard's pulse quickened. "The junior support worker you hired. What about her?"

"She visits them, regularly. Not just for charity work." Diana's fingers traced idle patterns through the mess on her thighs. "The men there... they use her. Multiple men, rough men, homeless men just... taking her."

Heat surged through Richard's groin as Diana continued, her voice growing breathier.

"I'd hear whispers at the centre. How she'd disappear behind the building with the young boxer. How she'd return from the bridge camp with cum leaking down her legs. The graffiti in the men's toilets about her... what she lets them do..."

Richard's cock jerked violently as Diana described increasingly depraved scenarios. His proper Chelsea wife, aroused by tales of a charity worker being used by homeless men. The contrast made his head spin.

"Every time I heard a new story; I'd get so wet." Diana's hand slid between her legs. "Imagining being in her place. There's a huge black guy in charge of this 'bridge society', he's an ex-boxer and keeps control.  I imagine being owned by him. Being used by men society says I shouldn't even look at. Men who'd treat me like... like..."

"Like a whore?" Richard supplied, watching her pupils dilate.

"Yes..." Diana moaned. "A posh whore for rough cock. For dirty, homeless cock that would ruin me..."

The image of his sophisticated wife being passed around a homeless camp like a toy made his shaft pulse painfully. "And Mike?"

"He was just the gateway." Diana's fingers moved faster between her legs. "Seeing him again, remembering how dirty he made me feel... it made those bridge community fantasies feel possible."

Richard watched transfixed as his wife pleasured herself to thoughts of being used by homeless men. His perfect society wife, who attended charity galas and shopped at Harvey Nichols, fingering herself to fantasies of being a cum dump for rough sleepers.

His mind raced with possibilities. What if he encouraged this? What if he helped transform his sophisticated wife into the community slut she yearned to be? The contrast between her polished exterior and raw sexual hunger made his cock throb almost painfully.

Diana's confession had awakened something in him. He wanted to watch her fall, to orchestrate her descent into depravity. To maintain their perfect Chelsea façade while his wife serviced homeless cock in secret.

Richard watched Diana's face glow with arousal as she described her desires. His own cock throbbed painfully hard as he imagined the scenarios she painted.

"Tell me more about this King character." Richard's voice came out hoarse. "The one who controls the bridge community."

Diana's fingers circled her clit faster. "He's massive... an ex-boxer... black..." She moaned.

Richard's shaft leaked pre-cum as he watched his wife pleasure herself to thoughts of the homeless leader. "And what would you want him to do to you?"

"Make me service his men." Diana's back arched. "Use me as their community slut..." Her fingers moved frantically now. "God, Richard... the thought of all those rough men just... taking me..."

Richard stroked himself as he moved closer to her. "Like a posh cum dump for homeless cock?"

"Yes!" Diana cried out. "Make me dirty... make me filthy..."

The raw need in her voice made Richard's cock pulse. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her spread thighs. Her pussy glistened with fresh arousal mixed with Mike's earlier deposit.

"What if..." Richard teased his tip against her entrance. "What if we got a mobile home?"

Diana's eyes widened. "What?"

"Mm-hmm." Richard pushed slowly into her wet heat. "Make it a charity mobile service station... for you to take care of the community's needs..."

Diana moaned deeply as he filled her, her fingers still working her clit. "God yes... park it under the bridge..."

Richard groaned as he felt Mike's earlier deposit coating his shaft. The taboo sensation of getting sloppy seconds from a homeless man in his own marriage bed made his cock throb violently.

With each thrust, Richard felt his remaining inhibitions dissolving. This wasn't just his wife anymore, she was transforming into something darker, more primal. Their marriage was evolving into something deeper, more twisted.

The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room as Richard watched his perfect society wife come undone beneath him.

Richard drove into his wife harder, feeling his cock slide through Mike's earlier deposit. The sensation of another man's cum coating his shaft sent jolts of pleasure through his groin. Diana's pussy gripped him tighter than he could remember, her usual passive lovemaking replaced by raw hunger. She ground back against him with desperation, matching his increased pace.

"Fuck..." Richard groaned, gripping her hips harder. His manicured nails dug into her spa-treated skin, leaving fresh marks alongside Mike's bruises.

Diana's eyes locked onto his, heavy with lust. Her usual perfectly styled hair clung to her sweat-dampened face. Mascara streaks marked her flushed cheeks

"You really want to watch me with them?" Diana's voice came out breathless between thrusts.

"I want to film you..." Richard drove deeper, making her gasp. "Show you what a perfect slut you are..."

"Yes..." Diana moaned, arching beneath him. "Film me taking strangers cock... show me being used..."

The raw need in her voice spurred Richard on. His hips snapped faster, driving his length into her willing body. Each thrust pushed more of Mike's deposit out around his shaft, the wet sounds filling their bedroom.

"Soon..." Richard's voice grew hoarse as pleasure built. "We'll find King..."

"Yes!" Diana clutched at his shoulders, nails biting into his flesh. "Fill all my holes... let them all fuck me..."

Richard's cock throbbed violently at her words. The image of his perfect wife being used by multiple rough men made his balls tighten. "My perfect wife... turning into a homeless cock slave... maybe… maybe you should stop taking the pill."

"Your slut wife..." Diana gasped, her inner walls clenching around him. "Your community cumdump... being bred… fuck yes!"

Diana's body tensed beneath him as her orgasm hit, her pussy spasming around his length. The sight of his sophisticated wife cumming to thoughts of serving homeless men and being bred by their potent sperm pushed Richard over the edge. His cock erupted inside her, adding his seed to Mike's earlier deposit.

THE END – UNTIL PART 2
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A true adventurer at heart, Chris can be found indulging in his passion for classic cars, often spotted racing through the countryside in his prized vintage Jaguar. A connoisseur of life's finer pleasures, he enjoys sipping rare Scotch whisky and exploring the hidden gems of the world with his trusted camera in hand.

As he embarks on this thrilling journey into the alluring world of forbidden desires and unbridled passion, Chris P. Rider's debut series has left readers breathless. His vivid imagination and bold writing style will have you questioning your own boundaries as you become entangled in the dance of seduction that unfolds within the pages of his stories.

For those who dare to step into his world, Chris P. Rider offers an escape from the ordinary and a thrilling ride into the extraordinary. Be among the first to experience the magic of this new and exciting author's work, as he skilfully weaves tales that will leave you longing for more.
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A Marriage Evolved

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A Wife Controlled

Emily Harrington has embraced her new lifestyle with her loving husband James's enthusiastic support. As their journey of exploration continues, the departure of her first lover marks the end of an era - but new horizons beckon as Emily discovers fresh desires and pushes her boundaries further than ever before.

When a chance encounter with a young admirer leads to increasingly daring adventures, Emily finds herself caught between exhilarating pleasure and mounting pressure. As her husband watches proudly from the sidelines, she begins to explore the world of adult entertainment under the guidance of experienced industry professionals. Her natural talent and uninhibited nature quickly catch the attention of producers and fellow performers alike.

However, not everything is as it seems. Dark forces are at work, and Emily soon finds herself trapped in an increasingly dangerous web of manipulation and control. Her young admirer reveals a predatory nature that threatens not just her newfound freedom, but her entire world. With her marriage, career, and reputation at stake, Emily must find the strength to take back control of her destiny.

As she navigates these treacherous waters, Emily discovers unexpected allies in old friends and new acquaintances. Her husband James proves to be her strongest supporter, helping her turn the tables on those who would seek to exploit her. Together, they devise a plan to expose the truth and reclaim their power dynamic.

Throughout her ordeal, Emily's experiences lead her to question her own desires and boundaries. The line between pleasure and danger becomes increasingly blurred as she explores the depths of her submission while maintaining her core strength. Her journey of self-discovery takes unexpected turns, leading her to consider new career possibilities that would have seemed unthinkable mere months ago.

The clubs and private parties of London's exclusive adult scene become both her playground and battlefield. As Emily's reputation grows, so do the opportunities presented to her. But with greater visibility comes increased risk, and she must carefully balance her public persona with her private life.

With James by her side, Emily emerges from her trials stronger and more confident than ever. Their relationship deepens through each challenge, proving that true love can weather any storm. As they look to the future, new doors open - but shadows lurk in unexpected places, hinting at challenges yet to come.

This second instalment in “The Harringtons” series delves deeper into themes of trust, power, and personal growth. Emily's journey from a confident wife to an independent performer showcases the strength found in vulnerability and the power of honest communication in relationships. As the story concludes, readers will find themselves eagerly anticipating what the future holds for this remarkable couple.

Office Desires

Beverly Dunaway seems like your typical busty blonde secretary - naive, giggly, and completely oblivious to the effect her curves have on her male colleagues. Her husband Rod thinks he knows his wife of fifteen years, but he's about to discover there's more to Beverly than meets the eye.

When Rod overhears his wife's flirtatious office banter during a work-from-home day, something stirs within him. Rather than jealousy, he finds himself aroused by the way her colleagues openly desire her. His encouragement leads Beverly to dress more provocatively for work, setting off a chain of increasingly erotic events.

Between Dave the dominant boss, Stuart the manipulative analyst, and Charlie the gym-buff junior, Beverly soon finds herself the centre of attention. But who's really in control? As office dares escalate and boundaries blur, Rod discovers his own voyeuristic tendencies growing stronger.

What starts as innocent flirting quickly evolves into something far more explicit. As Beverly's birthday party approaches, both husband and wife find themselves drawn deeper into a web of office politics and sexual liberation. Will their marriage survive Beverly's transformation from innocent secretary to office hotwife? Or will it become stronger than ever?

This sizzling novella explores themes of sexual awakening, marriage enhancement through hotwifing, office power dynamics, and female empowerment. With explicit scenes of group play, light cuckolding, and office misconduct, "Office Desires" delivers a potent mix of psychological manipulation and raw sexuality.

Follow Beverly's journey as she navigates between her public persona of naive secretary and her private reality as a sexual manipulator. Watch Rod's evolution from hesitant husband to eager voyeur. Experience the tension as office politics merge with primal desires.

Packed with steamy encounters, forbidden office romance, and shocking revelations, this novella will keep you turning pages while squirming in your seat. Perfect for fans of hotwife fiction, office romance, and stories of sexual awakening.

The question isn't whether Beverly will submit to her colleagues' desires - it's whether they'll realise they're playing right into her hands.

Get ready for a wild ride through the corporate world where nothing is quite what it seems, and everyone has hidden desires waiting to be unleashed.


The Personal Trainer

Beverly Dunaway seems like your typical busty blonde secretary - naive, giggly, and completely oblivious to the effect her curves have on her male colleagues. Her husband Rod thinks he knows his wife of fifteen years, but he's about to discover there's more to Beverly than meets the eye.

When Rod overhears his wife's flirtatious office banter during a work-from-home day, something stirs within him. Rather than jealousy, he finds himself aroused by the way her colleagues openly desire her. His encouragement leads Beverly to dress more provocatively for work, setting off a chain of increasingly erotic events.

Between Dave the dominant boss, Stuart the manipulative analyst, and Charlie the gym-buff junior, Beverly soon finds herself the centre of attention. But who's really in control? As office dares escalate and boundaries blur, Rod discovers his own voyeuristic tendencies growing stronger.

What starts as innocent flirting quickly evolves into something far more explicit. As Beverly's birthday party approaches, both husband and wife find themselves drawn deeper into a web of office politics and sexual liberation. Will their marriage survive Beverly's transformation from innocent secretary to office hotwife? Or will it become stronger than ever?

This sizzling novella explores themes of sexual awakening, marriage enhancement through hotwifing, office power dynamics, and female empowerment. With explicit scenes of group play, light cuckolding, and office misconduct, "Office Desires" delivers a potent mix of psychological manipulation and raw sexuality.

Follow Beverly's journey as she navigates between her public persona of naive secretary and her private reality as a sexual manipulator. Watch Rod's evolution from hesitant husband to eager voyeur. Experience the tension as office politics merge with primal desires.

Packed with steamy encounters, forbidden office romance, and shocking revelations, this novella will keep you turning pages while squirming in your seat. Perfect for fans of hotwife fiction, office romance, and stories of sexual awakening.

The question isn't whether Beverly will submit to her colleagues' desires - it's whether they'll realise they're playing right into her hands.

Get ready for a wild ride through the corporate world where nothing is quite what it seems, and everyone has hidden desires waiting to be unleashed.
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