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Introduction

Sarah Wilson seems like any other thirty-year-old wife, spending her mornings working at a quaint bookshop and her evenings maintaining the perfect home for her older husband Tom. But beneath her reserved exterior lies a woman with a wild past, desperate to break free from the constraints of respectability.




Tom, a fifty-year-old construction foreman, harbours his own secret desires. Consumed by cuckold fantasies and porn, he orchestrates the arrival of Dave, a cocky young builder from his site, as their new lodger. Built like a Greek god and radiating raw sexuality, Dave's presence immediately disrupts their quiet home.




What follows is an explosive journey of sexual liberation. Sarah's transformation from dutiful wife to insatiable slut unfolds as Dave systematically claims her body, taking her roughly in every room of their house while Tom listens through walls, cock in hand. Her past life as an escort resurfaces as she rediscovers her talent for pleasing multiple men, deep-throating Dave's impressive cock and begging to be used in all holes.




The boundaries of their marriage dissolve as Dave moves from spare room to master bedroom, relegating Tom to witness his wife's sexual awakening. Sarah's journey accelerates as Dave shares her with his colleagues, leading to intense scenarios including a memorable gangbang during a summer BBQ where Sarah services the entire construction crew.




This scorching novella pulls no punches in its explicit depiction of a hotwife's sexual adventures. Readers will squirm with delight at detailed descriptions of Sarah's submission to younger, well-hung men while her husband watches with growing excitement. From tender moments of confession to raw scenes of group sex, this story explores every aspect of the hotwife lifestyle.




Featuring graphic scenes of oral, anal, and vaginal sex, multiple partners, cream pies, deep throating, rough sex, and public encounters, this tale follows Sarah's transformation into the office slut, servicing the entire construction crew while her proud husband watches. Their marriage grows stronger as Tom embraces his submissive role, cleaning up after his wife's encounters and encouraging her increasingly brazen behaviour.




By the story's climax, Sarah has fully embraced her role as an insatiable hotwife, Tom revels in his position as her cuckold husband, and Dave establishes himself as the alpha bull who transformed their marriage. This explosive tale of sexual liberation promises to leave readers breathless and aroused, craving more of Sarah's adventures.




Prepare yourself for a wild ride through the world of wife-sharing, where a simple lodger becomes the catalyst for unleashing a wife's deepest desires and fulfilling a husband's darkest fantasies. This is not just another erotic tale - it's a journey into the heart of sexual liberation and marital evolution.




Content Warning




This book contains extremely explicit sexual content including multiple partners, rough sex, anal play, oral sex, cream pies, gangbangs, cuckolding, and public encounters. All characters are consenting adults over 18.


1: Secret Desires

Tom's steel toe-capped work boots crunched across the gravel drive as he arrived home, his weathered hands fumbling with the keys. Concrete dust caked his hi-vis jacket, the June early-evening sun casting long shadows across the Victorian terrace he'd poured his heart into. The extension gleamed every bloody brick laid with his own calloused fingers last summer. Worth every backache and torn muscle.

"Proper job that," he muttered, running his hand along the precise pointing work. His eyes traced the clean lines to where they merged seamlessly with the original brickwork. Not one crack or settling mark. Twenty years on building sites taught a man how to do things right. He walked around the extension and through the side gate; honest working-class people don’t use the front door he was taught from being a nipper.

The garden caught his eye, Sarah's little paradise. He'd built those raised beds though, railway sleepers cut and stacked just so. Herbs and flowers spilt over the edges now, filling the air with their summer scent. The decking too, is premium hardwood, sealed and finished by hand. Everything was the best he could afford, even with money getting tighter these days.

His chest swelled with pride. Not bad for a rough lad from the estates. This house, this life he'd built for them both. The neighbours, solicitors and doctors mostly, they'd turned their noses up at first. A builder moving in, bringing down the tone. But he'd shown them. Restored every original feature and added all the mod cons. Done it proper.

The key turned in the lock, solid brass, none of that chrome rubbish. Warmth and cooking smells washed over him as he stepped inside.

"That you, love?" Sarah's voice drifted from the kitchen, making his heart skip like it still did after ten years.

"Yeah darling, just me." He kicked off his boots with a sigh and lined them up neat by the door.

His beautiful wife appeared in the hallway, all curves and golden hair. Even in just leggings and one of his old t-shirts, she took his breath away. Thirty years old and gorgeous as the day they'd met. His eyes traced her figure, them yoga classes were paying off and no mistake.

"Hard day?" She crossed to him, pressed a kiss to his dusty cheek. Close enough he caught the scent of her shampoo, something fancy and floral.

"Brutal. New kid Danny nearly dropped a stack of RSJs, would've gone straight through the concrete below. Had to bollock him proper." He watched her move back to the kitchen, hips swaying. "These youngsters today, they ain't got a clue. Need their hands held for everything."

Her laughter floated back, light and musical. "Poor love. Dinner's nearly ready, did that shepherd's pie you like."

Tom followed her, admiring how them leggings hugged every curve. Twenty years younger than him. Sometimes he still couldn't believe his luck, that she'd picked him. Builder like him with more grey than brown in his hair now, getting soft round the middle despite the physical work.

The kitchen gleamed, his pride and joy that. Granite worktops he'd got mate's rates on, units he'd fitted himself working evenings and weekends. Sarah kept it spotless, everything in its place. His heart warmed as he watched her move around the space they'd created together. But that nagging voice in his head whispered, how long before she realized she could do better? Before some young buck turned her head?

◆◆◆

Tom settled into his chair at the kitchen table, muscles protesting from another long day on site. The shepherd's pie steamed in front of him, proper comfort food just like his mum used to make. Sarah had even done them little crispy bits on top that he loved.

"So how was the bookshop today, love?" He shovelled a forkful into his mouth, savouring the rich gravy and perfectly seasoned mince.

"Oh, you'll never guess what happened," Sarah's eyes sparkled as she delicately cut into her portion. "This woman came in looking for that new spicy romance everyone's talking about."

"Yeah?" Tom tried to focus on her words, but his mind kept drifting. That chippy Dave with his top off on-site today, built like a brick shithouse. All the women walking past had been eyeing him up. Young, fit... everything Tom used to be.

"You're not listening, are you love?" Sarah smiled, but there was something in her eyes. Disappointment?

"Sorry darling, just knackered. You know how it gets this time of year, everyone wanting their projects done before summer proper, and this one, a school, they want it done before September." He rubbed his lower back, feeling every one of his fifty years. The concrete dust still clung to his hands despite scrubbing them clean.

"Poor thing." Sarah reached across and squeezed his forearm. Her touch sent sparks through him, same as always. "You work too hard."

"Someone's got to pay these bloody energy bills." He forced a laugh. "Getting worse every month, ain't they?" His back twinged as he reached for his water glass. Fifty was definitely feeling different from forty.

They ate in comfortable silence for a bit, just the clink of cutlery and the distant sound of traffic. Tom watched Sarah eat, graceful even with shepherd's pie. Sometimes he still couldn't believe she'd picked him, rough old builder that he was.

"How's that new book doing? The one with the fancy cover?" He tried to show interest, make up for not listening before.

"Flying off the shelves." Sarah brightened. "All these bored housewives coming in, pretending they're not blushing when they buy it. It's quite sweet really."

Tom grunted, pushing away memories of the porn sites he'd been browsing lately. Them videos of young studs with older blokes' wives... He shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

"You should read more," Sarah continued. "Might help you relax after work instead of just falling asleep in front of the telly."

"Maybe." But they both knew he wouldn't. His eyes were usually too tired for reading after a day on site. Most nights he dozed off before the nine o'clock news, leaving Sarah alone with her books.

◆◆◆

Tom slumped into his armchair, remote clutched in his work-worn hand. The leather cushions embraced his aching muscles, still dusty from the building site despite his shower. The football flickered across the screen, but his eyelids grew heavier with each passing minute.

Sarah curled on the sofa opposite, her bare feet tucked beneath her. That book again, one of them saucy romance novels she kept bringing home from work. The cover showed some muscled young bloke with his shirt off. Tom's stomach clenched.

"Good bit?" he managed, fighting another yawn.

"Mmhmm." Sarah didn't look up, but her cheeks flushed pink. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips as she turned another page.

Tom's cock stirred at the sight. Used to be, that little gesture would have him crossing the room in seconds, scooping her up and carrying her to bed. Now his back protested at just the thought. Besides, he was knackered. Proper knackered.

His eyes drifted shut. Just for a minute, he told himself. Just resting them...

"Tom?" Sarah's voice cut through his doze. "You're snoring again."

"Wasn't sleeping," he mumbled, forcing his eyes open. The football had finished, a late-night chat show now playing. "Just... resting my eyes."

Sarah sighed, marking her place in the book. She stretched, arms above her head, making her top ride up to reveal a strip of toned stomach. "Think I might head up. Coming?"

The invitation in her voice was clear. His body stirred at the sight of her exposed skin, but exhaustion won out. Every muscle ached from manhandling steel beams all day.

"Be up in a bit, love. Just want to catch the end of this."

Christ, he thought, watching her walk away. Another night letting her down. Used to be I'd have followed that arse upstairs in seconds.

The sway of her hips as she climbed the stairs made his mouth dry. But his eyelids were so heavy...

The next thing he knew, the TV was showing one of them shopping channels. Three AM. Bollocks. He'd done it again.

◆◆◆

Tom's slippered feet scuffed against each creaky step. His joints protested the late-night climb, shoulders stiff from hours slumped in his armchair. Made him feel every one of his thirty years on building sites.

The bedroom door stood ajar, warm lamplight spilling into the dark hallway. His heart sank seeing Sarah curled away from his side of the bed, covers pulled tight around her shoulders. The silk nightie he'd bought her for Christmas lay untouched across the ottoman. Another night she'd gone to bed alone while he snored downstairs.

"Bloody useless old git," he muttered, easing the door closed behind him. His wedding ring caught the light as he unbuttoned his shirt. Ten years married. She'd been so young, barely twenty when they'd met. Fresh-faced and laughing at his builder's banter in that pub in Camden.

The bedside lamp cast a soft glow over Sarah's face. Still beautiful. Still young. Her golden hair fanned across the pillow, lips slightly parted in sleep. Or pretending to sleep, her breathing seemed too measured, too careful.

Tom's chest tightened. Twenty years between them. What had he been thinking? Course a gorgeous thirty-year-old needed more than some knackered old builder could give her.

He slipped beneath the covers, mattress dipping under his weight. Sarah didn't stir, but her breathing hitched slightly. Definitely awake then. Probably lying there disappointed. Again.

"Love you," he whispered, not expecting a response. None came.

The ceiling fan clicked softly overhead as Tom lay rigid, listening to Sarah's gentle breaths beside him. Sleep wouldn't come. His mind kept circling back to earlier when she'd brought his forgotten sandwiches to the site. The way the younger lads had straightened up, sucked in their guts. Especially that carpenter, Dave. Built like a brick shithouse, all muscles and cocky grin.

Tom shifted uncomfortably, surprised to find himself getting hard. The way Sarah had blushed under Dave's attention, smoothing her skirt as those blue eyes followed her movements. Tom had seen Dave watching her walk away, hadn't he? Seen his wife's hips sway just a little more than usual?

His cock throbbed unexpectedly. What kind of husband gets turned on thinking about other blokes eyeing up his wife? But the image wouldn't fade; Sarah glowing under another man's attention. Young, fit, able to satisfy her properly...

Tom rolled onto his side, guilty arousal warring with shame. Beyond the curtains, a fox screamed in the night. Sarah's breathing had deepened into genuine sleep now, leaving him alone with his twisted thoughts.

◆◆◆

Sarah unlocked The Bookish Nook's heavy oak door at precisely 8:45am. Motes of dust danced in the early summer sunlight as she moved through the shop, straightening displays and arranging the new releases table. Her fingers traced the spines of the latest romantic novels, their covers adorned with shirtless men and swooning women.

The brass bell above the door chimed. A suited man in his mid-thirties strode in, his polished brogues clicking against the wooden floorboards.

"Good morning! Welcome to The Bookish Nook." Sarah's practised smile slid into place as she adjusted her blouse, noting how his gaze lingered. "Can I help you find anything specific?"

"Just browsing." His voice carried that familiar City-boy confidence. He meandered toward the bestsellers section, pretending to study book covers while stealing glances at her legs in her pencil skirt.

"The new Frederick Forbes arrived yesterday." Sarah moved past him, deliberately letting her arm brush his as she reached for the hardback. "You've got excellent taste."

He cleared his throat. "My wife loves his work."

The wedding ring glinted on his finger. Sarah's lips curled into a knowing smile. "They all do. Though personally..." She leaned closer, dropping her voice. "I find his earlier novels had more... passion."

His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. The same tell-tale sign she'd seen countless times in her wild young days as an escort. Some things you never forgot.

"I could show you some other authors you might enjoy." Sarah cocked her head toward the corner that always felt more private, where they kept the spicier titles. "If you're interested in something with a bit more... heat."

"I should probably stick with Forbes." He clutched the book like a shield. "The wife's expecting me home soon."

"Of course." Sarah rang up his purchase, letting her fingers brush his as she handed over the receipt. "Do come again."

She watched him hurry out, his ears pink. The familiar thrill of power tingled through her - that rush of knowing she could still affect men this way. It wasn't the same as her wild days, but these small flirtations helped break up the monotony.

The rest of the morning crawled by. Sarah straightened shelves, helped a few elderly customers find large-print mysteries, and tried not to clock-watch too obviously. Her mind kept drifting to the erotic novel hidden in her bag, dog-eared at the particularly filthy parts. The ones she'd read last night while Tom snored beside her.

"Earth to Sarah!" Marge's voice cut through her daydream. "Could you help that gentleman in Fiction? My arthritis is acting up something fierce."

Sarah blinked, focusing on the young man browsing the classics section. Tall, athletic build straining his t-shirt, dark hair slightly too long. Her pulse quickened as she approached.

"Can I help you find anything?"

He turned, treating her to a devastating smile. "Looking for something to spice up my commute. Any recommendations?"

"Depends on what you like." Sarah wet her lips. "Something... stimulating?"

◆◆◆

Sarah heaved another box of new stock onto the stockroom table, her small but surprisingly strong biceps straining against the weight. The morning light filtered through the tiny window, casting long shadows across the cramped space. She sliced excitedly through the packing tape with her box cutter, new books never got old.

The smell of fresh paper and ink wafted up as she lifted the first layer of books. Romance novels dominated this delivery, their covers awash with rippling abs and passionate embraces. The usual fare that kept their older customers happy.

Then she saw it. "The Bull's Prize" - the book everyone had been whispering about on TikTok. Three copies nestled at the bottom of the box. Sarah lifted one out, her fingers trailing over the embossed lettering. The cover model's knowing smirk and muscled torso caught her attention. Dark hair, designer stubble, cocky confidence radiating from those piercing eyes.

"Bloody hell," she muttered. He looked just like some of the men she pictured in her private time. That same raw masculinity, that same way of looking at her when Tom wasn't watching. Her cheeks flushed at the memory of her last visit to the building site to take Tom his forgotten lunch.

Sarah flipped the book over, scanning the blurb. "When Jessica's older husband brings home his young apprentice..." Her throat went dry. The parallels were almost laughable. She thumbed through the pages, catching snippets of increasingly heated scenes.

"His powerful hands gripped her hips..."

"She'd never felt so full..."

"Her husband watched from the doorway as..."

Her heart pounded. The stockroom suddenly felt very warm. Sarah glanced at her bag hanging on the hook by the door. Two copies for the shelf would be enough, surely? No one would notice if the third didn't make it onto the computer system.

"Don't be daft," she whispered to herself. But her hands were already moving, sliding the book into her bag between her purse and lunch container. What Tom didn't know wouldn't hurt him. Besides, he'd been too tired to notice what she read in bed lately anyway.

The rest of the stock could wait. Sarah needed air. Her skin tingled with guilty excitement as she smoothed down her skirt and grabbed her bag, the illicit book burning a hole in its depths.

◆◆◆

Sarah's hands trembled as she slid the lock on the staff toilet door. Her heart thumped against her ribs, blood rushing in her ears. The small space smelt of cheap air freshener and cleaning products, but she hardly noticed as she yanked "The Bull's Prize" from her bag.

The cold seat pressed against her thighs as she perched on the closed toilet lid. Her knickers slid down to her ankles, the cool air making her shiver. Or perhaps it was anticipation. She flipped to the dog-eared page where she'd stopped reading earlier, her breath catching at the words.

"His powerful hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh as he bent her over the workbench. Jessica's husband watched from the doorway, his own cock straining against his trousers as his young apprentice claimed his wife..."

Sarah's fingers slipped between her thighs, finding herself already wet. The book balanced precariously on her knee as her other hand gripped the pages. Her eyes devoured the words hungrily.

"'Tell your husband what a proper fucking feels like,' Jake growled, his cock stretching her wider than she'd ever felt before..."

A soft moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. Sarah bit her lower lip, trying to stay quiet as her fingers worked faster circles. Images flashed through her mind, memories of rough hands holding her down, of being filled completely, used thoroughly. Back when she was younger, before Tom's gentle lovemaking became her only outlet.

Her thighs trembled as pleasure built. The book's pages crinkled under her tight grip. She spread her legs wider, her movements growing more urgent. God, when was the last time she'd been taken like that? Claimed so completely, used so thoroughly? Tom was always so careful, so considerate...

"Jessica screamed as Jake pounded into her, each thrust making the workbench creak. 'That's it, take my cock like the slut you are,' he grunted..."

Sarah's fingers moved frantically now, her breath coming in short gasps. She pictured herself bent over, a cock stretching her, feeling utterly dominated. Her body tensed, waves of pleasure building. The memory of rough hands in her hair, pulling her head back as she was fucked senseless...

Her orgasm hit hard. Sarah's teeth clenched around her lip to keep quiet as she shuddered, her thighs clamping around her hand. Pleasure pulsed through her in waves as her fingers kept moving, drawing out every last sensation until she slumped back against the toilet tank, panting.

◆◆◆

Sarah leaned closer to the bathroom mirror, hands braced against the sink. The morning sunlight through the frosted window cast an unforgiving glare on her reflection. Her fingertips traced the faint lines starting to form at the corners of her eyes.

"Thirty." The word tasted strange on her tongue. Not old, but not the carefree girl she used to be either. She twisted her head, examining her profile. Her blonde hair still shone, expertly maintained to hide the odd grey strand. Her body remained trim from yoga classes, with curves in all the right places. Men still looked, that City-boy in the bookshop this morning had practically drooled over her legs in her pencil skirt.

"Mrs Wilson," she whispered to her reflection, adjusting her blouse. "Respectable bookshop assistant. Good little wife." A bitter laugh escaped her lips. If they only knew.

The mirror clouded as she exhaled slowly. Memories stirred, ones she usually kept locked away. That last night at The Electric; the club's bass had vibrated through her bones, the pills dissolving on her tongue as Jimmy pulled her onto the dance floor. His hands had been everywhere, promising excitement, danger, pleasure. The leather of his jacket smooth under her fingers as he whispered in her ear.

"You're something special, baby," he'd growled, his breath hot against her neck. "Too good for this dead-end town. Too good for that shit job at the supermarket. Come with me to London and I'll show you how to really live."

She'd believed him. Left that very night with just her purse and the clothes she wore. Young, stupid, desperate for excitement. Her parents' faces when they realised she'd gone... Sarah pushed that memory away.

The next six months had been a blur of sleazy hotel rooms and fancy lingerie bought with other men's money. Jimmy had "trained" her well, taught her exactly how to please, how to perform. She'd learned to deep throat without gagging, to take it rough without complaint, to smile and beg for more even when it hurt.

Sarah's hands gripped the sink tighter, knuckles whitening. The rush would hit her sometimes, that addictive power of having successful businessmen desperate for her attention. Making them beg, controlling them with just a look or touch. The designer clothes, the champagne, the cocaine that kept her going through marathon sessions.

But there had been darker moments too. The really rough clients Jimmy insisted she see. The nights she couldn't remember clearly. The bruises she covered with expensive makeup. Jimmy taking every penny she earned, promising it was for their future together while he gambled it away or spent it on other girls.

Sarah blinked hard, forcing back tears that threatened to smudge her mascara. Her reflection stared back, perfectly made-up and proper. No one looking at her now would guess what she used to be. What she used to do. The things she'd learned to enjoy...

Sarah's hands trembled as she wiped them clean with a paper towel. Her reflection stared back, cheeks still flushed from her self-induced pleasure. The memories of her past life lingered like ghosts, threatening to overwhelm her. She forced them back into their mental box, locked away where they belonged.

Her clothes needed straightening. The navy pencil skirt had ridden up during her private moment, and her cream blouse had come untucked. Sarah tucked and smoothed, adjusted and primped, transforming back into the respectable bookseller she now was. Her fingers worked methodically, almost mechanically, as she restored order to her appearance.

The bathroom's harsh fluorescent light highlighted every detail as she leaned closer to the mirror. Not a hair out of place, makeup still perfect despite her earlier exertions. The proper Mrs Wilson stared back at her, all traces of her former life hidden beneath carefully constructed layers of respectability.

"That was another life," she whispered to her reflection, adjusting her name badge. She had stability now. Safety. Tom's love. Their modest but comfortable house in Kentish Town. Regular hours at the bookshop. No more strange hotel rooms, no more pretending to enjoy rough hands and cruel words. No more Jimmy.

But God, sometimes she missed the excitement. The danger. The raw, animal pleasure of being truly desired. The way men used to look at her, not just with lust, but with desperate need. The power she'd held over them, making them beg for her attention, her touch.

"Back to work," she muttered, squaring her shoulders. One hour left of her shift. Then home to Tom, to their quiet, predictable life. Their gentle lovemaking, when he wasn't too tired. Their polite conversations over dinner. Their comfortable routine.

Her core still tingled from her orgasm, the new book safely hidden in her bag. At least she had her fantasies.

◆◆◆

Tom shifted on the mattress, listening to Sarah's rhythmic breathing beside him. Moonlight filtered through the gap in the curtains, casting a silver glow across her peaceful face. His cock stirred as he watched her chest rise and fall, remembering how stunning she'd looked earlier in those tight yoga pants.

The tablet felt heavy in his hands as he slipped out from under the duvet. Sarah mumbled something in her sleep but didn't stir. Tom's feet found his slippers, and he padded out of the room, careful with the door.

The spare room beckoned, his private domain for these late night sessions. He eased the door closed behind him, settling into the old armchair they'd inherited from his mum. The leather cushion exhaled softly beneath his weight.

The tablet's screen blazed to life, too bright in the darkness. Tom squinted, quickly lowering the brightness before the glow could seep under the door. His thick fingers navigated to the familiar website, he'd deleted it from his history so many times, but muscle memory knew the way.

Literotica.com loaded, its banner promising tales of submission and desire. Tom's cock throbbed against his pyjama bottoms as he logged in. TBuilderBull, his secret identity in this world of fantasy and shame.

The 'Loving Wives' section called to him like an old friend. New stories populated the front page, fresh confessions of shared wives and watching husbands. His eyes scanned the titles hungrily: "My Wife's New Boss", "Office Slutwife", "Watching Her Take Him".

Tom's hand drifted to his crotch, squeezing himself through the thin cotton as he clicked through to his favourite authors. RedBull69 had posted something new: "Site Foreman's Wife". His breath caught, it was like they wrote these specially for him.

The first paragraph grabbed him immediately: "Mike watched from the doorway as his young wife flirted with his entire crew. Her sundress rode high on her thighs as she bent to serve them lunch, knowing exactly what she was doing to these horny builders..."

"Fuck," Tom whispered, his cock fully hard now. The story could have been about him and Sarah. He'd seen how the lads looked at her when she visited site. Especially Dave, always finding excuses to chat with her, making her laugh in that way that made her eyes sparkle...

His hand slipped beneath his waistband, gripping himself properly now. The tablet balanced precariously on the chair's arm as he scrolled one-handed through the story. Every word fed his darkest fantasies, the wife growing bolder, the husband watching helplessly as she submitted to younger, fitter men.

The familiar guilt crept in, what kind of man got off on the thought of his wife with others? But Tom pushed it aside, his cock throbbed harder at each description, pre-cum leaking as he stroked himself faster.

He clicked through to another story, then another. Tales of wives discovering their inner sluts, husbands encouraging their transformation. Each one felt like it was written just for him, feeding the shameful desires he could never admit to Sarah.

The bedsprings creaked in the master bedroom. Tom froze, his hand stilling on his cock. Sarah's gentle snoring resumed after a moment. He relaxed, but the interruption had brought reality crashing back.

Here he was, a respected foreman, wanking over stories about wives getting fucked by younger men. Getting hard over the thought of his own Sarah taking cock after cock while he watched...

Tom adjusted himself in the old armchair, the tablet momentarily forgotten in his lap. His mind wandered to Sarah's workplace; The Bookish Nook. He'd never stepped foot in there, but he pictured one of them proper posh bookshops, like the ones near the City. Dark wood everywhere, them fancy brass lamps on the counters, probably even one of them bells that tinkled when customers came in.

The image grew clearer in his mind: gleaming wooden shelves stretching up towards high ceilings, warm lighting casting a glow over leather-bound books. Proper nice place, not like the tatty shops round Archway. The kind of spot where city types in their thousand-quid suits would browse during lunch breaks, briefcases tucked under their arms.

"Bet they notice 'er straight away," he muttered, shifting in his seat. Sarah would stand out in a place like that, fresh-faced and pretty among all them stuffy books. Probably wore that black pencil skirt she saved for 'proper' occasions, the one that hugged her curves just right.

His cock stirred as the fantasy took shape. Them city boys, pretending to read while they watched his wife. Sarah knew the effect she had on men, always had done, even back when they first met. She'd be reaching up to them top shelves, skirt riding up just enough to show a hint of thigh...

Probably got one of them sliding ladders, he thought, the kind he'd seen in films. His breathing quickened as he imagined Sarah climbing it gracefully, all them suits watching her ascend. Maybe she'd be wearing them stockings she thought he didn't know about, a flash of lace top visible for just a moment.

The image shifted: Sarah bending over to arrange books on lower shelves, knowing exactly what she was doing. The way she used to work men over in her younger days, before him, when she'd been wild. Bet she still knew all them little tricks, the subtle movements that drove men mad.

"Proper toffs in their fancy suits," he breathed, picturing them making excuses to ask for help. Where's the romance section, miss? Could you recommend something... exciting? Sarah would give them that look of hers, the one that seemed innocent but held promises.

His hand drifted back to his still hard cock as he imagined her leading them to secluded corners of the shop. Reaching past them to grab books, her perfume teasing their senses. Bet she wore that push-up bra under her proper work blouse, just a hint of cleavage visible when she leaned forward.

The fantasy grew more vivid: Sarah perched on one of them rolling library ladders, some young banker type steadying it from below. Looking up her skirt while pretending to be a gentleman. His wife pretending not to notice, but shifting just so...

"Christ," Tom muttered, fully hard now. The tablet slipped from his lap as he lost himself in the imagined scene. Sarah demonstrating her expertise, talking about books while she worked her magic. Probably had half the financial district wrapped round her little finger by now.

Tom leaned back in the armchair, his mind wandering from the stories on his tablet. Sarah mentioned colleagues, but he'd never set foot inside. Never met a single one.

Manager's probably some young graduate type, he thought. Not some rough builder with callused hands. Bet 'e touches her arm when they talk about books. "Proper educated sort," he muttered, his hand moving lower. "The kind that knows about all of them fancy books she reads..."

His cock twitched as he pictured this imagined manager; tall, slim, wearing one of them posh jumpers with patches on the elbows. The type who'd studied literature at university, knew all about poetry and that. Not like Tom with his building site vocabulary and hands roughened by decades of manual labour.

Sarah had mentioned the manager helped train her when she first started. Teaching her the computer system, showing her how to order stock. Tom's breathing quickened as he imagined those training sessions. The manager standing close behind her at the till, reaching around to guide her hands on the keyboard. His posh voice in her ear, explaining things in that educated way.

"Bet she loves that," Tom whispered into the darkness. "Proper gentleman, in't he? Not some builder who comes home covered in brick dust."

She'd mentioned a new lad started recently. Young thing, she'd said. Still at university. Tom's hand pressed against himself through his pyjamas. Bet 'e follows 'er around like a puppy. Probably helps 'er in the stockroom... The thought of Sarah in a cramped stockroom, surrounded by books, with some young university student... Christ.

Tom remembered the stories she'd told from work, innocent little snippets that his mind now twisted into something else. The time she'd stayed late to help with inventory. The Christmas party at some wine bar in Camden. That day she'd come home with a coffee stain on her blouse because "Tim knocked into me while carrying drinks."

Tim. That was the manager's name. She mentioned him sometimes, his recommendations for books she might like, the jokes they shared about difficult customers. Tom's cock throbbed as he imagined Tim's sophisticated tastes, the way he probably discussed literature with Sarah during quiet moments. Suggesting novels with steamy scenes, watching her reaction...

There were female staff too, but Tom's mind skipped past them, focusing on the men. The ones who got to spend hours with his wife while he grafted on building sites. Who saw her dressed up smart, wearing makeup, not exhausted from housework. Who shared private jokes and staff room conversations he'd never be part of.

His hand moved rhythmically now as he imagined Sarah's daily interactions. The little touches, the shared smiles, the moments in secluded corners between bookshelves. She'd mentioned the stockroom was upstairs, accessed by a narrow staircase. How many times had she brushed against Tim or Jamie in that tight space?

Tom remembered Sarah mentioning they took turns doing stocktake. Bet Tim makes sure he's always paired with 'er, he thought. Probably volunteers to help every time. The image formed clearly, Sarah and Tim alone after hours, counting books by torchlight when the power went out that time she'd told him about.

His cock leaked pre-cum as he pictured Tim's educated hands steadying Sarah in the darkness. Her perfume filling the small stockroom as they worked close together. The sophisticated way Tim would seduce her, not all rough and obvious like the lads on site, but subtle. Intellectual. The kind of man who'd quote poetry while he touched her.

Tom's hand moved frantically, his cock pulsing as the scene played in his mind. His Sarah, bent over a desk in that posh upstairs stockroom. Her smart work skirt pushed up round her waist, knickers dangling from one ankle. That university boy Jamie watching wide-eyed from the corner as the manager Tim fucked her from behind.

His breath came in sharp gasps as he pictured Tim's educated hands gripping Sarah's hips, pulling her back onto his cock. The way she'd moan, not the gentle sighs Tom got, but proper dirty sounds. Her tits bouncing with each thrust as Tim took her hard against the antique desk.

"Fuck 'er," Tom whispered, his hand a blur now. "Show 'er what she's been missing..."

In his mind, Sarah begged for more, her posh work accent slipping as Tim's cock stretched her. Jamie palming himself through his trendy jeans as he waited his turn, learning from the older man how to properly use Tom's wife.

Tom's orgasm hit hard, cum spurting over his fingers as he imagined Sarah taking both men, one after the other. His cock pulsed repeatedly, spilling his seed as he pictured his wife being thoroughly fucked by her educated colleagues.

"Bloody 'ell," Tom muttered, fumbling for tissues with his clean hand. Shame crept in as his breathing steadied, reality reasserting itself in the quiet darkness. What kind of husband got off on thoughts like that? He cleaned himself quickly, disgust warring with lingering arousal.

The tablet's screen had dimmed but the stories were still there, waiting. Tom closed the browser with trembling fingers, but the images remained burned in his mind. His wife transformed from a quiet bookseller to an office slut. Taking cock after cock while he...

The wooden floor creaked softly under his feet as he made his way back to their bedroom. Sarah lay exactly as he'd left her, peaceful in the moonlight. So innocent looking, his beautiful, faithful wife. But he remembered the stories she'd told of her wild years, before they met. The glint in her eye when she spoke of past adventures.

He slipped carefully between the sheets, holding his breath as Sarah shifted in her sleep. Her perfume still lingered on the pillow, the expensive one she wore to work. To the bookshop. Where Tim and Jamie got to see her every day, while he grafted on the building site...


2: The Plan Forms

Tom stretched his legs out in the portacabin, sinking deeper into his comfy worn leather chair he took job to job. The late morning sun streamed through the grimy windows, casting long shadows across the tea-stained table. His muscles ached from hauling timber since dawn.

The door creaked open, and Dave's muscled frame filled the entrance. Tom watched him at the tea station, until he headed over with a grin on his face, two mugs of builder's tea held in his calloused hands. Tom's eyes lingered on the younger man's physique, the tight t-shirt showing off his gym-honed arms.

"Proper brew for ya, boss." Dave placed one mug down, steam rising in lazy spirals. "Fuck me, it's roasting out there today."

Dave peeled off his sweat-darkened shirt, tossing it onto a spare chair. Tom found himself staring at the defined abs, the tribal tattoos snaking across Dave's shoulders. The lad was built like a proper athlete, everything Tom used to be twenty years ago.

"Making yourself at home then?" Tom tried to keep his voice casual, taking a long sip of scalding tea.

"Yeah well, speaking of homes..." Dave sprawled into the chair opposite, his work boots propped on the table edge. "Got myself in a bit of bother with the missus. Well, ex-missus now I suppose."

"Oh?" Tom's pulse quickened slightly. He'd heard rumours about Dave's way with women.

"Caught me with her mate from yoga class, didn't she? Proper screaming match. Kicked me out on my arse." Dave gave a rueful grin. "Got my stuff in the van for now. Need to find somewhere quick though, can't keep living like a gypsy."

Tom's pulse quickened, his cock twitching at the possibilities flooding his mind. He had a spare room, and the cash would come in handy. Dave, young, muscled Dave who pulled birds left and right, living under their roof.

"Must be proper awkward, that." Tom shifted in his chair, adjusting himself discretely. "Living rough in your van."

"Tell me about it bruv. Can't even bring birds back now, can I? Have to do it in the van like some teenager." Dave laughed, stretching his arms above his head. The movement made his abs ripple, drawing Tom's eye.

The spare room sat empty upstairs in their house, gathering dust… would Sarah go for it?  Dave, who'd have all those girls round no doubt. The image of Sarah passing Dave's bedroom door, hearing the moans and creaks... Tom's cock strained against his work trousers.

"Well..." Tom cleared his throat. "We've got a spare room going, actually. Could ask the missus if you fancy it. Bit of extra cash wouldn't hurt us neither."

Dave's eyes lit up, muscles flexing as he leaned forward. "For real? That'd be a proper lifesaver! You wouldn't mind? Don't want to get in the way of you and the missus though!"

Tom tapped his mug against the table, the ceramic clinking with each nervous tap. His gut churned with the weight of what he'd just suggested. The thought of Dave living under their roof sent jolts of electricity through his groin.

"Bloody hell, what am I playing at?" The thought rattled through his head. His cock strained against his work trousers as images flooded his mind, Sarah in her yoga gear, bending over in the kitchen while Dave watched. The way she'd look at Dave's tattooed muscles when he walked around shirtless after his workouts.

He forced out a chuckle, trying to sound casual despite his racing heart. "Rather have you than some random off the street, mate. Could do with sorting the bathroom tiles anyway, put that mate’s rates discount to good use." His voice came out steadier than he felt.

Dave's face split into that cocky grin that had half the women on their street swooning. His eyes sparkled with something that made Tom's breath catch. "You're a proper diamond geezer, Tom. And Sarah..." Dave let out a low whistle. "Fucking hell mate, she's gorgeous ain't she? Don't know how you keep her satisfied, old man."

Tom's heart hammered against his ribs. His fingers tightened around the mug, knuckles whitening. The way Dave said Sarah's name, like honey dripping from his tongue. Like he'd already thought about her that way. Tom shifted in his chair, his erection becoming painful.

"Do my best innit?" Tom managed, his mouth dry. "Keep her entertained, you know how it is." The words felt hollow in his throat.

The silence that followed pressed heavy on Tom's chest. He watched Dave's eyes glaze slightly, knew the lad was picturing Sarah. Probably remembering how she'd looked last week when she'd brought lunch to site, that summer dress clinging to her curves, all the younger lads wolf-whistling. The way Dave's gaze had lingered on her arse as she'd walked away.

Tom cleared his throat, trying to shake off the buzzing anxiety mixed with arousal. His mind raced with possibilities, hearing Sarah's moans through the wall at night, watching Dave eye her up over breakfast, catching them in compromising positions. Wrong. So wrong. But his cock throbbed at each flash of imagery.

"Right then," Tom heard himself say, his decision crystallising despite, or because of, the guilt churning in his gut. "I'll have a word with the missus tonight, see what she thinks. Can't promise anything mind, but I'll let you know."

Dave leaned back, his abs rippling with the movement. His grin widened, showing white teeth. "Proper legend you are, Tom. Really appreciate it mate."

◆◆◆

Tom's gaze followed Dave's muscled back as he left through the portacabin door. The younger man's cockiness lingered in the stuffy air, along with the faint musk of his sweat.

He lifted the chipped mug to his lips, the liquid burning his tongue. The pain helped ground him, pulling him back from the swirling thoughts of what he'd just set in motion. Through the grimy window, he watched Dave stride across the muddy site, that confident swagger drawing appreciative glances from the female quantity surveyor by the site office.

"Fuck's sake Tom, what are you playing at?" The thought hit him like a punch to the gut. His cock still strained against his work trousers, betraying his body's reaction to the possibilities ahead.

The tea turned bitter in his mouth as he imagined Dave's presence in their home. Those muscled arms casually displayed as he wandered shirtless from the shower. Sarah's eyes following his tattooed form. The sounds that might drift through their bedroom wall at night.

"Could I actually handle that?" His fingers tightened around the mug. "Listening to him... with his birds... or worse..." His cock throbbed traitorously at the unfinished thought.

Through the window, Dave stopped to chat with some of the younger lads. His easy confidence, the way he commanded attention. Everything Tom used to be before age and comfortable marriage softened his edges. He watched Dave throw his head back laughing, muscles rippling in the morning sun.

"Would Sarah look at him that way?" The thought sent shivers down his spine, equal parts terror and arousal. "Could I bear to watch her watching him?"

His tea had gone cold, forgotten as Dave disappeared around the corner of the half-built school-block. Tom's chest felt tight, anticipation and fear warring beneath his ribs. What he'd started here, what he'd invited into their home, there'd be no taking it back once that door opened.

◆◆◆

Tom's boots left muddy prints on the welcome mat as he stepped inside. The smell of garlic and herbs hit him first, then the sight of Sarah at the stove. Her summer dress clung to her curves as she stirred, blonde hair falling loose from its tie. His cock stirred despite his exhaustion.

Twenty years younger and still turning heads. No wonder men couldn't keep his eyes off her at the site barbecues. The memory of Dave's hungry gaze following Sarah's arse made Tom's cheeks flush with heat.

Sarah turned, that warm smile lighting up her face. "Hard day, love? You're later than usual."

"Yeah, bit of paperwork to sort." Tom eased into his usual kitchen chair, joints creaking. "That school job's getting complicated." His eyes traced the way her dress pulled tight across her hips as she moved. "Something smells good."

"Just pasta. Nothing fancy." Sarah tasted the sauce with a wooden spoon, her lips wrapping around it in a way that made Tom shift in his seat. "The new Jamie Oliver recipe you liked last time."

Tom watched her fluid movements around the kitchen, remembering Dave's words from earlier. Fucking hell mate, she's gorgeous ain't she? Don't know how you keep her satisfied, old man. His cock throbbed traitorously at the memory.

"Shop busy today?" he asked, accepting the cold beer she passed him. The condensation felt good against his calloused palm.

"Oh, you know. The usual." Sarah laughed, the sound light and musical. "Had that posh woman in again, the one who only reads historical romances. Spent an hour helping her pick between two identical-looking books."

"Better than dealing with that concrete supplier." Tom took a long pull of his beer. "Bloke's doing my head in."

Sarah leaned against the counter, head tilted with interest. Her dress rode up slightly, showing more toned thigh. "Problems at work?"

If only you knew what else was going on at work today, love. What Dave said about you... Tom's grip tightened on his beer bottle as he pictured Dave's cocky grin, those muscled arms that had Sarah and half the women on their street swooning.

Tom took a long pull from his cold beer, letting the liquid wash down his parched throat. His hands felt clammy against the glass bottle. The words he needed to say sat heavy on his tongue.

"Actually... something came up today. Might be interesting." His voice came out gruffer than intended.

Sarah raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow, her wooden spoon moving lazily through the pasta sauce. Steam rose around her face, making her cheeks flush pink. "Oh? Nothing bad I hope?"

"Nah, nothing like that. More of an... opportunity, like." Tom shifted in his seat, the old kitchen chair creaking beneath his bulk.

He cleared his throat, studying her reaction carefully as she straightened up. "Dave's got himself kicked out of his place. Bird caught him playing away."

Sarah tutted, shaking her head so her blonde hair swayed. The movement drew Tom's eyes to the curve of her neck, making his mouth go dry. "That doesn't surprise me. The way he acts at the barbecues, all charm and muscles."

Yeah, and I've seen how you look at those muscles, ain't I? The way your eyes follow him when he's showing off, doing pull-ups on the scaffolding with his shirt off. The thought made Tom's cheeks burn.

"Thing is..." Tom took another swig of beer for courage. "He needs somewhere to stay. Temporary like. Got me thinking about our spare room."

Sarah stopped stirring abruptly, turning to face him. The spoon dripped sauce onto the counter, but she didn't seem to notice. Her green eyes widened. "Have him here? I don't know, Tom. It'd change things, wouldn't it? Having someone else in the house."

"He'd be at work with me most days," Tom countered, watching a drop of sauce trail down her wooden spoon. "And he's always down the pub or them fancy clubs he goes to."

"Still..." Sarah caught her bottom lip between her teeth, a gesture that always drove Tom wild. "It might be... awkward. You know what he's like."

Yeah, I know exactly what he's like. That's half the point, ain't it? Tom shifted again, his growing erection pressing uncomfortably against his work trousers as he imagined Dave's muscled form moving through their house, Sarah's eyes following him just like they did at those barbecues. His mouth felt dry. Now was the time. He had to play this right.

"Thing is..." He cleared his throat, fingers drumming on his beer bottle. "That extra money each month. Could put it towards that holiday you've been wanting."

Sarah paused mid-stir, the wooden spoon dripping sauce. "Holiday?"

"Yeah, you know. That Spanish place you showed me. Or was it Greek? The one with them private pools." Tom's heart hammered as Sarah's eyes lit up. Got her.

"The villa in Santorini?" Sarah turned fully now, sauce forgotten. "But I thought we couldn't afford it?"

"Well..." Tom took another swig of beer, watching her reaction carefully. "Dave's offering good money for the room. Said he'd pay each month up front and all."

Sarah's teeth caught her bottom lip as she considered this. Christ, she looked gorgeous when she did that. Made him want to bend her over the kitchen counter right there. But no, focus. This had to be handled proper.

She moved to plate up the pasta, her movements precise as she thought it through. "And it would just be temporary? Until he finds his own place?"

"Course." Tom stood to help carry the plates to their small kitchen table, trying to keep his voice casual. "Few months at most. Bit of extra cash..." He set the plates down carefully. "Bit of company for you during the days he's not working, and I am, maybe?"

Sarah sat, twirling pasta around her fork without eating it. Her green eyes had that faraway look they got when she was weighing things up. "Well... I suppose if it helps him out. And the holiday would be nice..."

"So that's a yes then?" Tom winced internally at how eager his voice sounded. Play it cool, you mug.

"I suppose so." Sarah pointed her fork at him. "But he'll need to behave himself. No bringing girls back or anything."

Oh darling, it ain't other girls I'm worried about... Tom's hand trembled slightly as he reached across the table to squeeze Sarah's smaller one. Her skin felt soft against his callused palm.

"You're a good sort, you know that?" He stroked his thumb across her knuckles. "Always helping people out."

"Just don't let me regret it, okay?"

Regret it? Christ, if this goes how I hope it might, you'll be thanking me...

◆◆◆

Tom sat fidgeting with impatience, his usual newspaper rustling in his hands. His eyes skimmed the same paragraph for the fifth time, not taking in a single word. The phone beside him remained stubbornly silent. He checked it again; 9:47am. Dave had texted earlier saying he'd be there around ten.

Above, floorboards creaked as Sarah moved about. The sound of bedroom drawers opening and closing, hangers sliding across rails. Tom's cock stirred as he pictured her trying on different outfits, wondering what she'd choose to greet their new lodger.

"You all right up there, love?" He called out, his voice gruffer than intended.

"Fine!" Sarah's shouted reply came quickly. "Just... tidying up a bit more."

Tom snorted softly. Tidying? She'd been at it like a woman possessed since Tuesday evening. Every surface gleamed, every cushion had been plumped, every shelf dusted. He'd never seen the place looking so pristine. Even his boots had been banished from their usual spot by the door to the utility room.

His phone buzzed. Tom grabbed it so fast he nearly dropped the paper. But it was just some bloody spam email about window replacements. His stomach churned with anticipation. A week. A whole fucking week since he'd offered Dave that room. The lad had jumped at it straight away but wanted to sort some stuff out first. Now here it was, moving day.

Tom's palms felt sweaty against the newspaper. He wiped them on his jeans, remembering the way Dave had grinned at work yesterday. "Looking forward to tomorrow, boss. Gonna be interesting, ain't it?" The younger man's knowing wink had sent blood rushing straight to Tom's cock. Just like it did now, remembering.

More movement upstairs. The third outfit change of the morning, by Tom's count. He'd caught glimpses as Sarah flitted between bedroom and bathroom, first the blue summer dress (too formal), then those yoga pants that hugged her arse (too casual apparently), and now, God knows what.

Three confident raps on the front door made Tom jump. Familiar knocks, Dave always did everything with that same self-assured attitude. Even something as simple as announcing his arrival carried that cocky energy Tom had grown used to on-site.

Tom's legs felt unsteady as he pushed himself up from the armchair. The newspaper slid forgotten to the floor. He took a deep breath, adjusting himself in his jeans before heading to answer the door.

Dave stood on the doorstep, two large suitcases at his feet. The morning sun caught his sleeve tattoos, the intricate designs rippling as his muscles flexed beneath that tight white t-shirt. His cargo shorts revealed muscular calves, tanned from working outdoors. That easy grin spread across his face as he met Tom's gaze.

"Alright, boss?" Dave's eyes sparkled with barely concealed amusement. "Brought the essentials. Rest is in the van."

Tom stared at the suitcases. "Christ, how much you got?" He reached for one, noting how Dave easily hoisted the other with one hand. The younger man's bicep bulged with the movement.

"The gym gear makes up most of it, don't it?" Dave winked. "Can't let myself go, living in the gaffer's house."

Tom's heart skipped as the creak of floorboards announced Sarah's arrival. His mouth went dry at the sight of her descending the stairs. That yellow summer dress, he'd never seen it before. Must be new. The fabric clung to her curves, swishing above her knees. Her blonde hair fell in perfect waves, makeup was done with careful precision. Christ, she'd gone all out.

Bloody hell. She's made more effort than our anniversary dinner last month.

"Hi," Sarah smoothed down her dress, a slight flush colouring her cheeks. "Hope you found us okay?"

Tom watched Dave's eyes flick over Sarah, taking in every inch before settling on her face with practised restraint. The younger man's posture shifted subtly, shoulders back, chest out.

"Perfect directions from Tom," Dave smiled warmly. "Beautiful house you've got. Really appreciate you both having me."

Sarah took charge, gesturing towards the hallway. "Shall I show you around? Kitchen's through here..." She led them into the heart of the house, pointing out features. "Tom keeps meaning to re-hang the cabinet doors..."

"Could give you a hand with that, boss," Dave offered, running his hand along the dated wood. "Did my sister's whole kitchen last summer."

Watch him playing the helpful card. And Sarah's eating it up.

Tom hung back, following them through the house. His eyes fixed on the way Sarah moved ahead of Dave, her hips swaying slightly more than usual. She showed off the living room, the conservatory, then led them into the garden Tom had landscaped himself last summer.

"The decking's gorgeous in summer," Sarah enthused. "Perfect for barbecues."

"Speaking of which," Dave grinned, "I make a mean jerk chicken. Have to do one for you both some time."

Tom noticed how Sarah lingered on Dave's smile before leading them back inside and up the stairs. The yellow dress pulled tight across her arse as she climbed. Dave followed, his eyes level with her swaying hips. Tom's cock stirred despite himself.

At the spare room, Sarah pushed open the door with a flourish. "We've cleared everything out. Fresh sheets on the bed..."

Dave set down his cases, nodding appreciatively as he took in the space. "This is proper nice. Better than my old flat already. That ensuite's a bonus."

"Yeah," Sarah laughed, a nervous trill in her voice Tom hadn't heard before. "Tom built that himself last year."

"Did a bang-up job too, gaffer," Dave's eyes met Tom's with that same knowing glint from earlier.

There's that respect again. Knows exactly how to play it.

Tom watched Sarah's hips sway as she headed down the stairs, leaving him alone with Dave in the spare room. His heart hammered against his ribs as Dave turned to him, that confident grin still plastered across his face.

"Seriously mate," Dave dropped his voice low, stepping closer. "Thanks again for this. Won't let you down."

Tom's mouth felt dry.  The younger man's presence seemed to fill the small room, making Tom intensely aware of their height difference.

"Just keep the noise down at night, yeah?" The words tumbled out before Tom could stop them, followed by a forced laugh. "These walls ain't thick."

Christ, why'd I say that? Practically inviting him...

Heat crept up Tom's neck. He rubbed the back of his head, avoiding Dave's knowing look. The younger man's eyes sparkled with barely contained amusement.

The clatter of cups from downstairs broke the charged moment. Tom muttered something about letting Dave unpack and practically fled the room, his heart racing.

In the kitchen, Sarah stood arranging chocolate digestives in a perfect circle on her best plate. She'd tied an apron over that yellow dress, but it did nothing to hide how the fabric clung to her curves. Her cheeks were still flushed, a slight tremor in her hands as she adjusted the biscuits.

"Thought I'd do my special spaghetti Bolognese tonight?" She didn't look up from her task. "Welcome dinner sort of thing?"

Tom watched her fingers fidget with the biscuits, remembering how she'd dismissed the idea of Dave staying just a week ago. Now here she was, planning special dinners, buying new dresses, arranging bloody biscuits like the Queen was coming to tea.

"Need anything from the shops?"

"Actually..." Sarah finally met his eyes, biting her lower lip. "Could you pop down? Need a few bits."

She's changed her tune. I think this could work out perfectly. Just got to be patient.

Tom grabbed the shopping list from Sarah's trembling fingers, noting her delicate handwriting had an extra flourish today. The paper crackled as he folded it, stuffing it into his back pocket. His keys jingled as he lifted them from the hook.

Heavy footsteps on the stairs made him pause. Dave descended, that white t-shirt stretched tight across his chest, a light sheen of sweat from unpacking glistening on his forearms.

"Back in a bit then. Dave, make yourself at home, mate." Tom's voice cracked slightly on the last word.

Dave ran a hand through his short dark hair. "Got to get the rest in yet, can I put my weights stuff in the shed?"

"Of course, my home is your home now."  

Already is, by the looks of it. Sarah can't stop smiling, Dave's got that swagger... Christ, what have I started?

Tom watched as Dave stepped into the kitchen, reaching easily above Sarah's head to grab a glass from the top shelf she'd been stretching for. Her yellow dress pulled tight as she lowered her arms, a soft "thanks" barely audible. Dave's muscled frame towered over her, his presence filling the small kitchen.

"Won't be long!" Tom called out.

Plenty of time for them to... No. Stop it. He's only just moved in. But still...


3: Early Signs

Tom enjoyed the rich aroma of Sarah's Bolognese sauce, garlic and herbs mingling with the hoppy scent of his beer. His eyes kept drifting to Sarah as she stirred the pot, that yellow summer dress clinging to her curves, riding high on her thighs as she reached for seasonings.

"This is proper decent of you, Sarah." Dave lounged back in his chair, muscled forearms resting on the table as he nursed his beer. "Been living off takeaways since the split from my ex."

Sarah's cheeks flushed pink at the compliment. "Just my usual spag bol. Nothing fancy." She turned back to the stove, but not before Tom caught the pleased smile playing at her lips.

Look at her, all dolled up in that new dress. Making a right effort for our new lodger.

Tom took another pull from his beer, watching as Sarah bent to check the garlic bread in the oven. The dress rode higher, revealing more thigh. Dave's eyes followed the movement, that cocky grin never leaving his face.

"Now we've got another pair of hands around," Tom cleared his throat, "might get that BBQ sorted. Been sitting there since last summer collecting cobwebs."

Dave's eyes lit up. "Mate, I'm your man. Used to be the king of the barbie at my old place. Could do a proper Sunday roast on that thing."

"That would be lovely." Sarah turned from the stove, wooden spoon in hand. "Garden's looking nice now the flowers are out. Be a shame not to use it."

"Shame there's no hot tub though." Dave winked. "That'd complete the setup."

Tom's cock stirred as Sarah giggled, a sound he hadn't heard in ages. Dave knows exactly what he's doing. Planting ideas. Bet Sarah's already picturing summer evenings in the garden.

Dave drained his bottle in one long swallow, Adam's apple bobbing. "Another round? Tom?"

"I'll have one too, if you're offering." Sarah's voice had a playful lilt Tom hadn't heard before. "Can't cook Italian without wine, but beer'll do."

Dave pushed back his chair and headed to the fridge, "Three cold ones coming up. Sure I can't help with anything else, Sarah?"

"Just grab the garlic bread from the oven? Careful though, it'll be hot."

Tom watched Dave move around their kitchen with natural confidence, noting how Sarah's eyes followed his every movement. The younger man's presence seemed to fill the space, making their usual routine feel charged with new energy.

Tom almost started drooling as he watched Sarah dish up generous portions of steaming pasta. The rich aroma filled the kitchen, but his attention fixed on the way her dress rode up as she leant forward to serve.

"Bloody hell, this is something else!" Dave shovelled in a forkful, muscled forearms flexing. "My ex couldn't boil an egg without burning it."

Sarah's cheeks flushed pink at the compliment. "It’s nothing." But Tom caught the pleased smile playing at her lips, noticed how she straightened up taller.

"Nah, proper restaurant quality this." Dave pointed his fork at Tom. "Ain't it, Tom?"

"Always has been a great cook," Tom nodded, chest swelling with pride despite the stirring in his groin. "One of the many reasons I'm a lucky man."

Look at her smile. Been ages since I've seen her this happy. Heat crept up Tom's neck as he watched Sarah practically glowing under Dave's attention.

Tom cleared his throat, seeing his chance. "Get all your gear sorted in the shed, mate?"

"Yeah, most of it. Actually..." Dave's eyes flicked to Sarah. "Don't suppose you'd mind if I set the bench up in the garden sometimes? Better light out there."

Before Tom could respond, Sarah jumped in: "Of course not! It's your home now too." She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "Just... maybe not too early on weekends?"

Dave's laugh filled the kitchen. "Promise not to grunt too loud when I'm lifting." He shot Sarah another glance. "Though might need a spotter sometimes..."

Perfect. Tom's cock strained against his work trousers. Give her a reason to be out there watching. This might work out better than I hoped.

Tom took another swig of beer, his pulse quickening as Dave turned his attention to Sarah.

"Tom says you work at that posh bookshop? The Bookish Nook?"

"It's not posh," Sarah laughed, the sound lighter than usual. Her cheeks had taken on that rosy tint that Tom knew meant she was enjoying the attention. "But yes, just mornings usually."

"Proper intellectual then? Bet you read all them fancy books." Dave's eyes sparkled with interest, his muscled forearm resting casually on the table as he leaned toward her.

"Mostly I just serve coffee and recommend romance novels to bored housewives." Sarah tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, a gesture Tom recognized as flirtatious.

The meal continued, steam rising from their plates as they ate. Sarah reached for the pepper grinder just as Dave extended his hand toward the salt. Their fingers brushed, the contact brief but electric.

"Sorry," they both said simultaneously, then shared a laugh that seemed to linger in the air between them.

There it is. That little spark. Saw how neither of them pulled away too quick. Tom's cock twitched as he watched the interaction, noting how Sarah's fingers trembled slightly as she finally grasped the pepper.

Dave recovered smoothly from the moment, his charm on full display. "Ladies first. Always what my mum taught me." He sat back, that easy confidence radiating from every movement.

As their plates emptied and the conversation wound down, Dave pushed his chair back. "Let me get the washing up, Least I can do after a meal like that."

"You don't have to..." Sarah protested, but Tom could hear the pleased note in her voice.

"I want to." Dave stood, gathering plates with efficient movements. "Show you I can be a proper houseguest."

Proper gentleman when he wants to be. No wonder the girls can't resist him. And Sarah... yeah, this could be exactly what we need. Tom watched as Dave rolled up his sleeves, revealing those tattooed forearms that had drawn admiring glances from the female quantity surveyor on-site the other day.

◆◆◆

Tom shifted on the hard plastic chair in the portacabin, the distant thud of construction work vibrating through the thin walls. He watched as Dave unwrapped the sandwich Sarah had made for him that morning, noting how the younger man's eyes lit up at the sight.

"Proper feast this," Dave examined the thick-cut bread packed with Sarah's special honey roast ham. "Your Sarah doesn't mess about, does she?"

"Always been good in the kitchen," Tom replied, studying Dave's reaction. Dave took a large bite, a small groan of appreciation escaping his lips.

The new apprentice Danny's voice carried through the window as he argued with Steve about the correct way to mix mortar. Tom shook his head.

"That new lad giving you grief?" Dave asked between mouthfuls.

"Keen but green. Needs a firm hand. Especially after this accident the other day." Tom unwrapped his own sandwich. "You've been good with him though. Seen you showing him the ropes."

"Just remember what it was like when I started. Besides," Dave grinned, "got to keep the team working smooth, ain't we? Speaking of which, that toilet block's coming on nice."

Tom nodded approvingly. "That tiling job you suggested, saved us a right headache there."

"Just something I picked up on my last job." Dave leaned back, muscles flexing under his dirty white t-shirt. "Speaking of which... proper grateful for you sorting me out with the room, mate."

Tom's pulse quickened as he watched Dave devour the last bite of sandwich, wondering if Sarah had brushed against the younger man while making it that morning. The sounds of drilling and hammering continued outside, but in the stuffy portacabin, time seemed to slow.

"Mate, got to say, that dinner the other night? Your Sarah's spag bol?" Dave shook his head in appreciation. "Fucking hell. Can't remember last time I had proper home cooking like that."

Course you can't, Tom thought, cock twitching. Bet you usually skip straight to dessert with your birds.

"Sarah enjoys having someone appreciate her cooking," Tom said carefully, studying Dave's reaction.

"Proper grateful, you know. For everything." Dave crumpled up his sandwich wrapper. "Both of you being so welcoming and that.", Tom could see there was something more on Dave’s mind, "Hope I'm not getting in the way or nothing though," Dave continued, "You know, with you and Sarah..."

"Nah mate," Tom interrupted quickly, pulse quickening. "Actually... good having someone more her age around."

Come on, take the bait. You know you want to.

"Must be nice for her, having someone to watch that TV celebrity rubbish with," Tom pressed on, deliberately highlighting the age gap. "Never could get into that stuff myself."

"She's got good taste though, ain't she?" Dave replied carefully. "In everything really."

Yeah, bet you think so, sunshine. Tom shifted in his seat, arousal building as he imagined Dave admiring more than just Sarah's cooking.

"Noticed she's more... lively since you moved in," Tom ventured. "Getting out in the garden more and that."

Dave cleared his throat, a faint flush creeping up his neck. "Look mate, if it's making you uncomfortable..."

"Nah," Tom cut in. "Good to see her happy. Been ages since she's had someone her own age to hang about with."

The portacabin felt smaller suddenly, the air thick with unspoken implications. Dave shifted in his chair, his forearms flexing as he gripped the edge of the table.

"She's been looking good lately though, ain't she?" Tom pressed. "All that exercise paying off."

Dave swallowed hard. "Tom, mate... I wouldn't..."

"Oi! Gaffer!" Steve's voice shattered the moment. "Need you out here!"

"Better get back to it," Dave stood quickly, adjusting his tool belt. "Thanks again for everything, Tom. Really."

Tom watched him stride out, noting the tension in Dave's shoulders, the slight unsteadiness in his usually confident swagger. He gathered up the lunch wrappings, remembering Sarah's face when Dave had thanked her for breakfast that morning, the way she'd blushed, how her hand had lingered passing him his packed lunch.

◆◆◆

Tom realised what he didn’t like about summer as his chair leather stuck against his thighs. Even with all the windows open, July's heatwave had turned their living room into a sauna. On the TV, the Wimbledon commentator droned on about some American's chances in tomorrow's quarter final.

Sarah lounged on their cream sofa in those tiny cotton shorts she'd taken to wearing lately, her bare legs tucked underneath her. Dave sprawled next to her, his muscled arm draped casually along the back of the sofa, close enough that his fingertips could brush her shoulder if he shifted slightly.

Two weeks of shared meals and evening telly had already bred a dangerous familiarity. Tom's eyes flicked between the pair on the sofa as he watched Sarah lean forward to grab the remote, her top riding up to expose a strip of tanned skin. Dave's eyes took in the revealed flesh before quickly returning to his phone.

"Anyone want another brew before my programme starts?" Sarah asked, already halfway to standing. The routine was well-established now; tea after dinner, then shared TV time until someone made excuses for bed.

"Nah, got my beer," Dave patted the cold can of Moretti on the armrest. "Cheers for stocking the fridge with my favourite.

Three weeks in and she already knows how he likes his tea, Tom thought, watching Sarah's hips sway as she headed to the kitchen. And what beer he drinks.

The clink of the kettle and soft pad of her bare feet on tiles drifted through. Tom noticed Sarah pause in the doorway, two mugs in hand, her eyes lingering on their guest she caught herself.

"I'm A Celebrity is starting," she announced, passing Tom his tea exactly how he liked it, "They've got Tom Jones this year!"

"Proper legend, ain't he?" Dave grinned, shifting to make room as Sarah settled back beside him. "Voice like that at his age?"

"God, my mum used to fancy him something rotten," Sarah laughed, tucking her feet under herself. The movement brought her thigh inches from Dave's. Neither seemed to notice, or pretended not to.

"These two presenters still doing my head in," Tom grumbled, eyes fixed on how Dave's arm still rested along the sofa back, creating a loose cage around Sarah's shoulders. "Ant and Dec? Pair of prats if you ask me."

"Oh hush," Sarah threw a cushion at him playfully. "You're just grumpy because we outvoted your documentary."

Tom watched Sarah's body language shift unconsciously. Her shoulder angled towards Dave, mirroring his relaxed posture. The young builder's eyes tracked her every movement, lingering on the exposed skin of her thighs where those tiny shorts had ridden up.

"Budge up a bit," Dave said, shifting position on the sofa until his muscled thigh pressed against Sarah's bare leg. 

Tom's cock twitched as Sarah didn't flinch or move away from the contact. His wife's breathing had quickened slightly, her chest rising and falling faster under her thin top. Dave's arm still draped along the sofa back, his fingertips now close enough to brush her shoulder.

Look at that. She didn't even flinch when his leg touched hers. Tom's own breathing grew heavier as he watched them settle into their new positions, bodies angled towards each other under the pretence of watching telly.

The heat in the room felt stifling now. Tom shifted in his chair, making a show of stretching his back.

"Think I might have a soak," he announced, watching their reactions carefully. "Back's killing after that lifting today."

Sarah's head turned towards him, but her body stayed oriented towards Dave. "Want me to run you a bath?"

"Nah, you stay put. Don't want you missing Tom Jones eating them bugs, do you?"

Dave glanced over, a flicker of guilt crossing his handsome features. "You sure you don't want to see this bit, boss?"

Tom waved him off, already heading for the stairs. He paused in the doorway, observing how they'd unconsciously shifted closer in his absence. Sarah's laugh at something on screen sounded different, higher, more girlish.

"Don't forget we've got that early start tomorrow," Tom reminded Dave, his cock now fully hard as he imagined what might happen after he left.

"Yeah, yeah, won't be a late one," Dave responded dismissively, his attention already back on the TV.

Sarah's giggle at something on screen followed Tom up the stairs. He gripped the banister hard, his legs trembling slightly as he climbed, leaving his wife alone with the young stud who'd been eye-fucking her all evening.

◆◆◆

Tom twisted the brass taps, watching steaming water gush into the claw-foot tub. The old pipes groaned and rattled, but beneath their protest he caught the distant sound of laughter floating up from downstairs. Sarah's laugh, and not her polite work-function titter, but her proper belly laugh. The one that meant she'd properly let her guard down.

He positioned himself near the plughole, head closer to the door so he could hear the sounds from downstairs better. The bathroom had always been directly above the living room, and over twenty years of DIY meant Tom knew exactly how sound travelled through the house.

His caught Dave's low rumble of a response to whatever had made Sarah laugh. Tom couldn't make out the words, but the tone was unmistakable, that confident, flirty drawl that had half the girls on site going weak at the knees.

The bath filled slowly. Tom added a splash of Sarah's lavender bubble bath, partly to mask any sounds he might make ‘splashing’, partly because the feminine scent heightened his arousal. More laughter drifted up as he stripped off, his erection springing free.

Settling into the hot water with an enthusiastic grunt of pleasure, Tom closed his eyes and focused on the sounds below. With the taps off he could hear Sarah's voice clearly:

"No way would I eat that!"

"Course you would. Bet you're proper adventurous really." Dave's reply dripped with suggestion.

Their laughter mingled together, Sarah's high and slightly breathless, Dave's deep and knowing. Tom's hand drifted beneath the bubbles as he pictured them on the sofa, how close they must be sitting now he'd left them alone. Whether Dave's arm had dropped from the sofa back to Sarah's shoulders. If her bare thigh was still pressed against his leg.

The water sloshed gently as Tom's breathing quickened. Through the slightly open door came the muffled sound of the TV, then Sarah's voice again, playful and teasing in a way Tom hadn't heard for years. Dave's responses grew harder to catch, but his tone remained confident, gently pushing boundaries while maintaining plausible deniability.

Tom strained to hear more, grateful for his intimate knowledge of the house's acoustics. Each burst of Sarah's laughter, every murmured exchange, fed his fevered imagination.

Tom closed his eyes, letting the warm water lap at his chest. His cock throbbed beneath the bubbles as he focused on the sounds drifting up. Each of Sarah's laughs sent shivers down his spine, especially when followed by Dave's deep rumble of a response.

His mind conjured vivid images: Dave's muscled arm dropping from the sofa back to Sarah's bare shoulders. Her not pulling away, maybe even leaning into his touch. Those tiny shorts riding up further as she shifted position. Dave's thick thigh pressing more firmly against her soft skin.

"You're mental!" Sarah's voice floated up, breathy and playful. Tom's hand drifted lower, wrapping around his shaft as he pictured Dave leaning in close to whisper something in her ear. The way Sarah's chest would heave, her nipples hardening beneath that thin top.

The pipes groaned, but Tom caught Dave's low reply: "Bet you wouldn't dare..."

Christ, what was the young stud challenging her to do? Tom's grip tightened as he imagined Sarah's flush spreading down her neck, her teeth catching her bottom lip the way they did when she was aroused. Dave would be watching her reaction, those confident eyes drinking in every response.

More laughter drifted up, Sarah's pitched higher now, almost girlish. Tom's hand began moving faster beneath the water. In his mind, Dave's fingers were tracing patterns on Sarah's shoulder, each touch making her shiver. Maybe she'd turned towards him properly now Tom had left, their faces inches apart.

"Stop it!" Sarah's voice carried clearly, but the tone was flirtatious, inviting. Tom's breathing grew ragged as he pictured Dave's other hand settling on her bare thigh, thumb stroking the sensitive skin. His wife wouldn't pull away. she'd part her legs slightly, an unconscious invitation.

The water sloshed rhythmically as Tom's pace increased. He could hear the TV still playing downstairs but focused on the murmur of their voices between the canned laughter. Sarah's responses growing breathier, Dave's tone dropping lower, more intimate.

Tom's cock pulsed in his grip as he imagined Dave's hand sliding higher up Sarah's thigh, disappearing beneath those tiny shorts. His wife's breath catching, her head falling back against the sofa. Dave's lips brushing her exposed neck...

"Fuck..." Tom gasped, his orgasm building as Sarah's laugh floated up again, that throaty chuckle she only usually made when properly turned on. The one he hadn't heard in years.

The bathwater rippled as his hand moved frantically now. In his mind, Dave had Sarah pinned against the sofa cushions, his muscled body pressing her down as his fingers worked between her thighs. Sarah would be whimpering, trying to stay quiet...

Tom's body tensed, his cock jerking as he came hard into the lavender-scented water. Through the post-orgasm haze, he heard the TV show's end credits music drifting up.

"Night Tom!" Sarah called up the stairs.

"Yeah, night boss!" Dave's voice followed, confident and relaxed.

Tom lay back in the cooling water, his chest still heaving. He pictured them down there, bodies close on the sofa, sharing secret smiles in the TV's flickering light.


4: Growing Heat

Tom crouched beneath the kitchen sink, pretending to fiddle with the u-bend whilst keeping his eyes fixed on the chrome pipe's reflection which showed him his wife and the kitchen behind her. The garden stretched out beyond the window, where Dave had set up his weight equipment on the patio. The young builder's skin glistened with oil in the summer sun, his basketball shorts riding low on his hips as he arranged the weights.

"Pass us that wrench, love?" Tom called out, watching Sarah's reflection as she moved around the kitchen. Her new workout gear left little to the imagination, tight shorts that hugged her arse and a crop top that exposed her toned midriff.

"Here..." Sarah handed him the tool, lingering by the counter. "Do you really need to do this now? It's such a lovely day outside."

"Might as well while Dave's setting up his gym stuff." Tom adjusted his position to keep sight of the reflective surface. "Proper professional setup he's got there."

Christ, Tom thought, look at him out there. No wonder she can't keep her eyes off him. And her in that outfit... that would catch any man’s eye.

Sarah moved to wipe down the counters, but Tom noticed how her gaze kept drifting to the window. Dave had started his warm-up stretches, his oiled muscles flexing as he moved through each position. She'd wiped the same spot three times now, clearly distracted by the display outside.

"Impressive kit he's got," Tom said casually, adjusting a washer that didn't need fixing. "Must've cost a few bob."

"Mmm," Sarah responded, barely paying attention. Her eyes remained fixed on Dave's rippling physique. "He said it's important to maintain proper form..."

"Yeah, bet he did," Tom muttered, smirking to himself. His cock twitched as he watched Sarah unconsciously bite her lower lip.

"Remember when I was built like that?" Tom patted his stomach, deliberately drawing Sarah's attention back to Dave's chiselled abs in comparison, "Twenty years ago maybe."

"Oh stop," Sarah protested weakly, but her cheeks had flushed pink. "You're still in good shape."

"Not like him though, eh?" Tom pressed, watching her reaction in the pipe's reflection. "Look at them abs. Proper six-pack and all."

"Tom!" Sarah exclaimed, but she was biting her lip again, her breathing slightly faster as Dave began his workout routine.

Tom twisted the wrench one more time, pretending to still be focused on the sink. His cock throbbed as he watched Sarah in the pipe's reflection, her hands smoothing down her tight shorts. She'd changed three times already this morning, finally settling on that skimpy workout gear that showed off her curves.

"All done down 'ere," Tom announced, sliding out from under the sink. His joints creaked as he stood, catching Sarah checking her reflection in the microwave. She adjusted her crop top, pushing her tits up and together before quickly dropping her hands.

Look at her, checking her reflection in the microwave. Pushing them tits up a bit. Proper gagging for it she is, Tom thought, his arousal growing. The sight of her preening herself, knowing Dave was just outside, sent shivers of excitement through him.

Dave's muscled form glistened with sweat as he moved between sets. His tattooed arms flexed with each rep, shorts riding low on his hips. Tom watched Sarah's eyes fix on the young builder's abs, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Should take him out a drink," Tom suggested, voice rough. "Poor lad's sweating buckets out there."

"You think?" Sarah asked too quickly, then caught herself. Her cheeks flushed pink as she tried to sound casual. "I mean... yes, I suppose I should."

"Be rude not to, wouldn't it?" Tom shifted his position, adjusting himself discretely. He couldn’t help but smile to himself as he watched Sarah bustle around the kitchen.

She grabbed a glass from the cupboard, filling it with ice and carefully adding fresh lemon slices. Tom noticed how she took extra care arranging them, making sure they looked perfect. She topped it up with sparkling water, her hands trembling slightly.

"Thought you might be thirsty," Sarah called out as she stepped through the patio doors. Her hips swayed with each step, the tiny shorts riding up to expose more of her toned thighs.

"Proper lifesaver you are," Dave grinned, his eyes trailing slowly over her body. He took the glass, biceps flexing as he raised it to his lips. "Nice outfit. You working out too?"

"Oh, this?" Sarah glanced down at herself, feigning innocence. "Just something I had lying around..."

Tom's breath caught at her lie as he watched through the window. Dave's hungry gaze devoured Sarah's curves, lingering on her exposed midriff and the swell of her breasts beneath the tight crop top. His wife's nipples had hardened visibly under Dave's attention, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

Tom shifted from his position near the kitchen window, clenching and unclenching his fists. His cock throbbed against his work trousers as he watched Sarah and Dave through the glass. An idea formed in his mind, making his pulse race faster.

"Oi Dave," Tom called out as he stepped onto the sun-warmed patio stones to join them. The young builder paused mid-rep, his oiled muscles gleaming. "Our Sarah's been on about getting stronger. Maybe you could give her some tips?"

Tom's groin tightened as he watched Dave's eyes rake over Sarah's curves, lingering on the exposed strip of toned midriff between her crop top and tiny shorts.

"More than happy to help." Dave flashed that cocky grin that made Tom's stomach flip with anticipation. "Always better with a training partner."

Sarah shifted her weight from foot to foot, her cheeks flushed pink. "Tom, I don't want to interrupt his workout..." But Tom noticed how her eyes kept drifting to Dave's glistening abs, her protest weak and unconvincing.

"Nah, you'd be doing me a favour," Dave insisted, setting down his weights. His tattooed forearms flexed as he gestured Sarah closer.

Tom's hands trembled slightly as he settled into one of their weathered garden chairs, positioning himself for the perfect view. He slipped on his sunglasses, hiding his watchful gaze as Dave and Sarah moved together on the patio.

Tom stretched out his legs, making a show of getting comfortable. "Don't mind me," he yawned theatrically. "Might have a little nap in the sun."

"Right then," Dave turned to Sarah, moving closer than strictly necessary. His muscled chest nearly brushed against her shoulder. "Let's start with some stretches..."

Tom kept his eyes half-closed behind his sunglasses, feigning relaxation as he watched Dave's hands slide along Sarah's waist. His cock twitched as Dave positioned himself behind her, muscled chest nearly pressing against her back.

"Bit lower," Dave instructed, his tattooed fingers trailing down Sarah's sides. Her crop top had ridden up, exposing more of her toned midriff to his touch. "Feel that stretch?"

"Mmhmm," Sarah breathed, her body swaying back slightly until she made contact with Dave's chest. Tom's groin tightened at the sight of her pressing against the younger man's muscled torso.

"Perfect form," Dave murmured, his voice dropping lower. His hands lingered on her hips, thumbs stroking small circles against her exposed skin. "You're a natural."

Tom shifted in his chair, adjusting his growing erection as Dave guided Sarah through more stretches. Each position seemed designed to press their bodies closer together, Dave's oiled muscles gleaming as he demonstrated proper form.

The garden air felt thick with tension as Dave led Sarah to the weight bench. Tom's breath caught as she lay back, her head positioned directly beneath Dave's crotch. The young builder's basketball shorts did nothing to hide his impressive bulge, the outline of his cock clearly visible mere inches from Sarah's face.

Christ, look at that bulge, Tom thought, his own smaller cock straining. Right in her face. And she ain't looking away neither.

"Keep your back flat," Dave instructed, positioning himself to spot her. His hands hovered near the bar, ready to assist. "That's it..."

"Like this?" Sarah asked, her voice breathy and higher than normal. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, nipples visibly hard beneath her tight crop top.

"Perfect." Dave's eyes roamed over her body as she gripped the bar. "Just... perfect."

Tom watched Sarah's face flush pink as Dave's bulge swayed above her with each movement. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, eyes fixed on the pronounced outline in Dave's shorts. The sexual tension crackled between them like electricity.

Suddenly Sarah sat up, seeming to become aware of just how intimate their position had become. "I think... that's enough for today," she said quickly, avoiding Dave's hungry gaze. "Thanks Dave, really helpful."

"Anytime," Dave replied, adjusting his shorts to try and hide his obvious arousal. His cock strained against the thin fabric as he shifted. "Seriously. Anytime you want..."

"Tea, anyone?" Sarah called out, already hurrying toward the house. Her cheeks were flushed pink, hands trembling slightly as she reached for the patio door handle.

Toms sunglasses hid his watchful gaze as Sarah hurried inside. His cock throbbed almost painfully against his trousers as he replayed the sight of her laying on that weight bench, Dave's muscled form towering above her.

The patio door clicked shut behind Sarah. Dave remained frozen in place, his eyes fixed on where she'd disappeared. His basketball shorts did little to hide his obvious arousal, the fabric tented impressively. Sweat glistened on his tattooed chest as he absently adjusted himself.

Proper worked up, both of them. Won't be long now... Tom thought, his own arousal building as he observed Dave's hungry stare.

"Good session?" Tom asked innocently, keeping his voice casual despite his racing pulse.

"Yeah," Dave replied distractedly, still staring at the door Sarah had vanished through. "Your missus has got... natural talent."

"Noticed that, did you?" Tom grinned knowingly. "Better hit the shower, mate. Cold one, maybe, what with it being so hot outside?"

◆◆◆

Tom sat on the edge of the bed, his arousal building as Sarah emerged from the en-suite. Her silk nightie clung to her curves, still damp from the shower. The fabric had gone slightly see-through where water droplets lingered. His eyes traced the outline of her hardened nipples pressing against the thin material.

She moved to the dressing table, her movements still carrying that post-workout energy that made his groin tighten. The nightie rode up as she sat, exposing the tops of her thighs. Tom watched her reflection in the mirror as she began her nightly routine, noting the flush still colouring her cheeks and chest.

"Good workout then?" Tom kept his voice casual, though his cock strained against his boxers as he recalled Dave's hands on her waist.

"Hmm?" Sarah's hand paused, moisturiser halfway to her face. Her eyes met his in the mirror. "Oh, yes. Dave really knows his stuff."

The way she said Dave's name, breathless, almost reverent, made his growing erection throb.

"Noticed that. Proper professional, ain't he?" Tom watched her closely, noting how her fingers trembled slightly as she resumed applying the cream.

The scent of her coconut moisturiser filled the room as she worked it into her skin with small circular motions. Tom's cock twitched as he remembered Dave's thumbs making similar circles on her exposed midriff during their stretches.

"Nice having someone younger around the house, innit?" Tom kept his tone deliberately light. "Bit more life about the place."

Sarah's brush stopped halfway through her blonde hair. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, nipples visibly hard through the silk.

"It is... different." She swallowed hard, her voice slightly higher than normal. "In a good way, I mean. He's very... helpful."

Tom watched the blush spread across her chest. Christ, she couldn't even think about him without getting flustered. His boxers were uncomfortably tight now as he observed her trying to maintain composure.

"Could make it regular, if you want," he kept his voice steady despite his racing pulse. "The training sessions, like."

Sarah turned from the dressing table mirror, her silk nightie clinging to her curves. Her eyes studied his face intently.

"You wouldn't mind?"

Tom's noticed the hesitation in her voice. The way her teeth worried at her bottom lip sent blood rushing to his groin. "Why would I mind? Good to see you getting fit, ain't it?"

"It's just..." Sarah's teeth caught her lower lip again, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath the thin silk. "Never mind."

Tom's heart hammered against his ribs. She was so close to saying it, to admitting what they both knew. His erection throbbed almost painfully as he watched the blush spread across her chest. Come on love, say it. Both know what's going on here.

"What's bothering you?" Tom patted the bed beside him, trying to keep his hand from trembling. "Can tell me anything, you know that."

Sarah crossed to the bed, the nightie riding up slightly as she sat. The scent of her coconut moisturiser filled his nostrils. Her thigh pressed against his, warm and smooth.

"You really want to know?"

"Course I do." Tom's voice came out rougher than intended. He cleared his throat. "What kind of husband would I be if I didn't?"

Sarah drew in a deep breath, her nipples visibly hard through the silk. "I... I think I might be attracted to him. To Dave." Her voice dropped to barely a whisper. "God, that sounds awful saying it out loud."

Fucking hell yes. Finally. Tom's cock jerked in response to her confession. He fought to keep his voice steady, casual. "That's natural, ain't it? Young fit bloke like that."

Tom's breath caught as Sarah turned to face him, tears glistening in her eyes. His cock throbbed at the vulnerability in her expression.

"But I'd never do anything! You know that, right? It's just... when he touches me during workouts..." Sarah's voice trembled.

"Gets you going a bit, does it?"

"Tom! Don't... don't make fun." Her lower lip quivered.

Tom's heart raced. Had to play this carefully now. Couldn't rush it. His erection strained against his boxers as he chose his next words.

"Not making fun, love. Just... well, ain't exactly blind, am I? See how he looks at you."

"He doesn't!" But her protest came out weak, unconvincing. Her nipples visibly hardened beneath the silk nightie.

"Course he does. Proper fit bird like you? Be mad not to." Tom shifted on the bed, trying to hide his excitement.

Sarah studied his face intently, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "And that... doesn't bother you?"

"Maybe..." Tom swallowed hard, his mouth dry. "Maybe I like seeing you all worked up like this."

Christ, my cock's proper hard now. Just from talking about it. Tom's erection pulsed almost painfully as Sarah's eyes widened.

"Tom Wilson! Are you... are you getting turned on by this?" Her gaze dropped to the obvious bulge in his boxers.

"Can't help it, can I? Seeing you all flushed from working out with him..." Tom's voice came out rough with arousal.

"Oh my god..." Sarah's eyes widened with understanding, her lips parting slightly.

"Look," Tom said carefully, fighting to keep his voice steady. "Ain't saying you should do anything. Just... don't let me stop you from enjoying his company."

"What exactly are you saying?" Sarah's voice had dropped to a whisper, her nipples straining against the silk.

"Just that... well, a bit of flirting never hurt nobody, did it?"

Sarah shifted forward suddenly, reaching for Tom's boxers. His breath caught as she tugged them down, his cock springing free. In one smooth motion, she straddled him, her silk nightie bunching around her thighs. Tom gasped as she sank down onto him, her pussy impossibly wet and heated.

"Fucking hell..." Tom groaned as she enveloped him completely. He couldn't remember the last time she'd been this wet, this eager. His hands gripped her hips as she began to move.

"You're incredible, you know that?" Sarah breathed, rolling her hips in a way that made his toes curl. "Most men would be furious."

"Not most men, am I?" Tom managed through gritted teeth as she clenched around him.

"No..." She leaned down, capturing his mouth in a deep, passionate kiss that took his breath away. "You're definitely not most men."

Tom's cock throbbed inside her as she rode him with an intensity he hadn't felt in years. The silk of her nightie was soaked through where it pressed against his stomach. His mind raced, was she thinking about him while she’s riding me?

"Tell me," Tom gasped, his hands tightening on her hips. "Tell me what he did today."

"Tom!" Sarah's rhythm faltered, her cheeks flushing darker.

"Please..." The word came out as a desperate groan.

Sarah's movements became more urgent as she spoke. "His hands... when he was showing me the stretches..." She moaned, grinding down harder. "They were so strong, so sure..."

Tom's cock pulsed as she continued, her voice growing breathier. "He stood behind me, positioning my hips... I could feel how hard he was, pressing against me..."

"Fuck..." Tom thrust up harder, lost in the imagery.

"When I was on the bench..." Sarah's pussy clenched around him. "His shorts were so thin... I could see everything..."

Tom felt his orgasm building rapidly as Sarah described Dave's muscled body, the way his hands had lingered on her waist, how his eyes had devoured her in the tight workout gear. Her words became more fragmented, punctuated by increasingly desperate moans.

"Oh god..." Sarah's back arched, her pussy gripping him like a vice as she came hard, crying out. The sight of her coming undone while thinking about Dave pushed Tom over the edge. He thrust up one final time, emptying himself inside her with a guttural groan.

They lay together afterward, breathing heavily. Sarah's head rested on his chest, her hair tickling his chin. The silence stretched between them, comfortable but charged with unspoken possibilities.

"You really don't mind?" Sarah asked quietly, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest.

"Just want you happy, don't I?" Tom stroked her back through the damp silk.

"It's just a bit of flirting... good for the ego." Her voice held a note of uncertainty.

"Sure of course, and if it gets you hot like this, it's not hurting anyone is it?"

Tom smiled in the darkness as he held her close. Oh, it'll happen alright.


5: First Touch

Sarah's heart fluttered as Dave's muscular thigh pressed against her bare leg. The heat from his skin radiated through her thin summer dress, making her pulse quicken. On the telly, some Netflix show she couldn’t even remember the name of played, but she barely registered the images flickering across the screen.

Her fingers toyed with the stem of her wineglass as memories of Tom's words echoed in her mind. The way he'd watched her with Dave during their workout, how turned on he'd been later in bed. His whispered encouragement of her "harmless flirting" felt like permission to explore these dangerous feelings.

"Another glass?" Dave held up the bottle, his bicep flexing. The movement sent a fresh wave of his scent washing over her.

"I shouldn't..." She giggled, already extending her glass. The wine had loosened her inhibitions, awakening something she'd kept buried for years. "Tom’s missing out..."

"Proper shame, him having to work late," Dave's fingers brushed against hers as he poured, sending electricity through her skin. "Council stuff sounds boring as fuck."

Sarah shifted position, her dress riding up her thighs. Dave's eyes followed the movement, lingering on the exposed skin. Heat pooled between her legs as memories of her past life surfaced, the thrill of being shared, passed between eager hands, made to perform. She'd buried that slutty side of herself when she married Tom, locked away the wild woman who'd worked as an escort.

But now, with Dave's masculine presence beside her, that woman was clawing her way back to the surface. She remembered how alive she'd felt back then, how powerful. The wine coursed through her veins, breaking down her carefully constructed walls.

"This show's proper filthy," Dave grinned as another sex scene started. His arm stretched across the back of the sofa, not quite touching her but close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from him. "Bet the bookshop don't stock anything this spicy."

"You'd be surprised," Sarah heard herself say, the wine making her bold. "Some of our romance section would make this look tame."

She tried to focus on resisting, on being good faithful Sarah Wilson. But her body betrayed her, remembering the touch of multiple hands, the thrill of being utterly possessed. Tom's apparent permission had unlocked something primal within her.

The room felt too hot, too small. Dave's presence overwhelmed her senses, his aftershave, his warmth, and the slight brush of his fingers against her shoulder as he shifted position.

Her thighs pressed together, seeking relief from the growing ache between them. She thought of Tom watching her workout with Dave, how hard he'd been later. Was this what he wanted? For her to embrace that wild side again?

The wine bottle clinked as Dave reached for it again. His shorts rode up further, revealing more of his muscled thigh. Sarah's fingers trembled as she held out her glass, remembering other nights, other men, other versions of herself.

Sarah took another generous sip of wine, letting the rich red liquid linger on her tongue. The alcohol's warmth spread through her body, but it wasn't just the wine making her head swim. Memories crashed over her like waves, dark club corners, strange hotel rooms, multiple hands exploring her body. The thrill of being passed between eager strangers, of being utterly possessed and used for their pleasure.

"Penny for them?" Dave's voice cut through her reverie.

Sarah blinked, realizing she'd been staring into space. Her cheeks flushed, partly from the wine, partly from the vivid flashbacks of her escort days. The image of herself on her knees in that penthouse suite, servicing three city traders while their wives were at home, made her squirm in her seat.

"Just... remembering. Before Tom." The words slipped out before she could stop them. "I wasn't always this boring housewife, you know."

Dave's eyes darkened as he studied her face. His voice dropped lower, sending shivers down her spine. "Trust me, ain't nothing boring about you."

The intensity of his gaze made her pulse quicken. She remembered that look from countless men before, raw hunger barely contained behind a thin veneer of civility. Her body responded instinctively, nipples hardening beneath her thin dress.

Dave's arm moved casually across the back of the sofa. Sarah found herself leaning back, gasping softly as his fingers brushed her bare shoulder. Tom's words from their bedroom confession echoed in her mind: "I like seeing you worked up... don't let me stop you from enjoying Dave's company."

But this wasn't just enjoying company. This was dangerous. This was that familiar precipice she used to dance along nightly, before Tom had rescued her from that life. Dave's touch sent electricity through her skin, awakening that wild creature she'd kept caged for so long.

"You're tense," Dave murmured. His breath tickled her ear. "Here, let me..."

His strong fingers began kneading her shoulder, working the knots she hadn't realized were there. Sarah melted into his touch, a small moan escaping her lips before she could stop it. Her head fell back, exposing her throat.

"Dave... we shouldn't..." The protest sounded weak even to her own ears.

"Just a massage. Nothing wrong with that, is there?" His thumb found a particularly sensitive spot, making her gasp.

Sarah turned to argue, but the words died in her throat as she found her face mere inches from his. This close, she could see the flecks of gold in his brown eyes, count each dark eyelash. His masculine scent overwhelmed her senses, a heady mix that reminded her of countless nights spent in strange men's beds.

"Sarah..." Dave's voice was rough with desire. "Tell me to stop..."

Her tongue darted out to wet suddenly dry lips. She watched his eyes track the movement, saw his pupils dilate. That familiar ache built between her legs, her knickers growing damp. The wild woman inside her clawed at her restraint, begging to be set free.

"I..." Sarah's voice trembled. "I don't want you to stop."

Sarah's heartbeat thundered in her ears as Dave seemed to tower over her. The past few minutes blurred together, his fingers on her shoulder, his breath on her neck, their faces drawing closer. His masculine scent overwhelmed her senses, awakening something primal she'd kept buried since her wild days.

The tension snapped. Dave's lips crashed against hers, hard and demanding. His tongue pushed into her mouth, claiming her with an intensity that made her whimper. This was nothing like Tom's careful, considerate kisses. Dave kissed like he wanted to devour her.

God, yes. This is what I've been missing. The raw hunger, the desperate need. Her body came alive under his assault, nerve endings sparking with electricity. She clutched at his shoulders, feeling the solid muscle beneath his thin t-shirt.

Dave pulled back suddenly, chest heaving. "Fuck. The boss... we shouldn't..." His eyes were dark with desire, but uncertainty crept into his expression.

Sarah grabbed his shirt, fingers twisting in the fabric. Her inhibitions dissolved, washed away by wine and want. "Tom knows," she gasped. "He... he said it was okay. To enjoy your company."

"Yeah?" Dave's eyes darkened further, a predatory gleam replacing the uncertainty. "How much company?"

Heat pooled between Sarah's legs at his tone. Without conscious thought, she shifted, straddling his lap. Her summer dress rode up her thighs as she settled against him. The hard length pressing against her core made her gasp.

No going back now. The thought should have frightened her, but instead it thrilled her. Don't want to go back. Want to feel alive again...

"Tell me what you've been thinking about," Sarah whispered, rolling her hips against him. "All those times you've watched me..."

Dave's hands gripped her waist, fingers digging into her flesh through the thin dress. "Fuck, Sarah. The things I want to do to you..."

"Do them," she breathed, pressing closer. "Please..."

Sarah's heart pounded as Dave's hands roamed across her body. His touch sent electric shivers through her. The Netflix show droned on in the background, forgotten as his fingers traced patterns on her thighs.

Her mind swirled with memories of her wilder days mixed with thoughts of Tom. Was this what he'd wanted when he encouraged her flirting? To see his wife embrace that slutty side again? Her body certainly remembered, her knickers were soaked through already.

"Such a proper lady usually," Dave growled, his hand sliding higher up her thigh, fingertips teasing the hem of her dress. "Bet you're proper dirty underneath though..."

The words sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. His cockney accent made everything sound filthier, more forbidden. Sarah ground down against the impressive bulge in his shorts, drawing a groan from deep in his chest.

"You have no idea," Sarah gasped as his teeth grazed her neck. "The things I used to do..."

"Show me," Dave demanded, pulling back to lock eyes with her. "Show me everything."

Her fingers trembled as they traced the outline of his cock through his shorts. Even through the fabric she could tell, he was big. So much bigger than Tom. The realization hit her like a bolt of lightning, no wonder Tom had been so understanding. He must have known, must have seen...

"Want to taste you," Sarah breathed, overcome with desperate need. Her old skills came flooding back, muscle memory of countless nights on her knees. "Like I used to... before I was respectable."

"Fuck yes," Dave groaned, spreading his legs wider as she slid to the floor. His eyes were dark with lust as he watched her settle between his thighs. "Show me what a bad girl you can be."

Sarah looked up at him through mascara-heavy lashes, playing the role that felt so natural. "Promise not to tell my husband what a dirty girl I am?"

Dave's laugh was dark with promise, his hand tangling in her hair. "Oh, he'll know. Trust me, he'll know exactly what a slut his wife can be."

◆◆◆

Tom pulled into the dark driveway, switching off his headlights early to avoid telegraphing his arrival home. The council meeting had wrapped up sooner than expected when old Jenkins had a dizzy spell. Spotting the living room lights still glowing at 10pm, he wondered... After last night's revelations, his mind raced with possibilities.

Rather than heading straight for the front door, Tom crept around the side of the house, his dress shoes crunching softly on the gravel path. The flickering blue light from the TV spilt out onto the lawn through the bay window. Tom's heart hammered as he approached, staying in the shadows. He felt like an idiot creeping around his own garden, but part of him was too excited to stop.

Through the gap in the curtains, the scene unfolding made Tom's knees weak. Sarah knelt between Dave's spread legs, her face buried in his crotch. Dave's head was thrown back against the sofa cushions, his muscled chest bare, one large hand tangled in Sarah's blonde hair.

"Fuck me... where'd you learn to suck cock like that?" Dave's voice carried faintly through the glass.

Sarah pulled back, Dave's impressive length slapping wetly against her cheek. Tom's own cock strained painfully against his suit trousers at the sight. He'd never seen his wife like this, her usual reserved demeanour replaced by raw sexual hunger.

"You'd be surprised what I know," Sarah purred, looking up at Dave through mascara-heavy lashes. "Before I was Mrs Wilson... God, the things I used to do..."

"Tell me," Dave growled, fisting her hair tighter. "Tell me what a dirty girl you were."

Tom pressed closer to the window, his breath fogging the glass. His hand unconsciously rubbed his erection through his trousers.

"Used to be proper wild," Sarah confessed between long licks of Dave's shaft. "Before Tom saved me..."

Dave's groan of appreciation mingled with Tom's barely suppressed moan. He'd known about Sarah's past of course, it was part of why he'd married her, rescued her from that life. But hearing her confess it like this, watching her expert technique...

"Show me then," Dave commanded. "Show me how good you can take a cock."

Sarah's response was to take Dave's entire length down her throat in one smooth motion. Tom watched in awe as his wife's throat bulged obscenely. She held it there, tears streaming down her cheeks, before Dave yanked her back by the hair.

"Fucking hell... proper deepthroat slut ain't ya?" Dave's accent grew thicker with arousal. "Bet your husband don't know you can do that."

Sarah laughed huskily. "Tom's sweet... gentle. Treats me like a lady." Her hand pumped Dave's spit-slicked cock. "But sometimes a lady needs to be treated like a whore."

The crude words from his wife's mouth sent shivers down Tom's spine. His hips thrust involuntarily against his palm as Dave grabbed Sarah's head with both hands.

"That what you want?" Dave snarled. "Want me to use that pretty mouth like the cock-sucking whore you are?"

"Please..." Sarah begged. "Use me... fuck my face like you mean it..."

Tom watched transfixed as Dave's hips snapped up, forcing his cock down Sarah's willing throat. The wet choking sounds and Sarah's muffled moans filled the air as Dave face-fucked her brutally.

Sarah took it all, her hands gripping Dave's thighs for balance. Tears and mascara streaked her flushed cheeks. She looked utterly debauched and utterly beautiful.

Tom strained forward, eyes fixed through the scene that played out through the window, a voyeur spying in the shadows on his own property.

Sarah's hands reached behind to grab Dave's muscled arse, pulling him deeper. Each thrust made her gag and choke, but she kept pulling him in, desperate for more. Tom had never seen her like this, so hungry, so wanton. His respectable wife on her knees, mascara streaking her flushed cheeks.

"Proper little slut for me, ain't ya?" Dave's familiar work-site drawl carried through the window. "Nothing like the respectable Mrs Wilson now..."

Sarah's only response was a muffled moan around Dave's thick length. Her hands moved to massage his heavy balls, working him expertly. Tom's breath fogged the glass as he watched, mesmerized by her enthusiasm.

The young builder was putting on quite the show, Tom realized. Dave knew exactly what he was doing, proper young bull marking his territory. Making Tom's wife perform like the experienced cocksucker she used to be. Tom's hand squeezed his own erection through his suit trousers as Dave pulled back, the wet length of him slapping against Sarah's eagerly extended tongue.

"Tell me what you are..." Dave commanded, fisting her hair tighter.

"Your slut..." Sarah's voice was rough with arousal. "Want to be your dirty little slut..."

Tom's hips thrust involuntarily against his palm. Christ, she was gagging for it. His supposedly respectable wife was revealed as the proper cock-hungry slut she'd been before he'd married her. And Dave knew it, using that knowledge to push her buttons expertly.

Dave's grip on her hair tightened visibly as his thrusts grew more erratic. "Gonna cum..." he growled. "You swallow every drop like a good girl..."

Sarah's eager nodding and muffled sounds of agreement made Tom's knees weak. He watched transfixed as his wife took Dave's brutal face-fucking with practised skill, hands still working his balls as she prepared to swallow his load.

Tom's eyes widened as Dave's body tensed, his large hands gripping Sarah's hair tighter. The young builder let out a guttural moan.

"Take it... fucking take it all..." Dave growled through gritted teeth.

Sarah's throat worked furiously as Dave emptied himself deep into her mouth. Tom watched transfixed as his wife swallowed eagerly around the thick shaft. Dave slowly withdrew, his cock still pulsing, and aimed the final spurts onto Sarah's extended tongue. The sight of his precious wife accepting another man's cum so hungrily made Tom's own cock twitch violently in his trousers.

"Mmmmm..." Sarah hummed appreciatively, showing Dave the pool of cum on her tongue before swallowing theatrically. "God, that tastes good. Been saving that up for me?"

Tom's hand was sticky in his suit trousers. He realized with a jolt of embarrassment that he'd climaxed without even properly touching himself, just from watching his wife service the young builder. The reality of what he'd just witnessed, and his reaction to it, hit him like a bucket of cold water.

With trembling fingers, Tom pulled out his phone. He typed quickly:

Heading home now love. Meeting finished early. See you in 15.

Through the window, he watched them spring into action. Dave tucked himself away while Sarah frantically smoothed her dress and checked her appearance in a compact mirror, wiping smeared mascara from under her eyes.

"Proper good girl you were..." Dave's cocky grin flashed white in the TV light. "Boss never needs to know..."

Sarah's guilty smile made Tom's spent cock give another interested twitch. "No... just our secret..."

Tom watched his wife attempt to restore her "respectable Mrs Wilson" facade, knowing full well what a cum-hungry slut she'd been just moments before. The image of her on her knees, eagerly swallowing Dave's load, was burned into his memory forever.

◆◆◆

Tom lay in bed, his mind racing despite his exhausted body. The faint scent of Dave's cologne lingered on Sarah beside him, mixing with the familiar lavender of their bedsheets. His cock twitched at the memory of what he'd witnessed through the window - his proper wife on her knees, eagerly servicing their young lodger.

"Good evening in?" Tom kept his voice carefully casual despite his thundering heart.

Sarah shifted beside him, curled away towards the wall. Her hair was still slightly mussed from Dave's rough handling. "Oh, you know... just watched telly with Dave. Quiet night."

The lie hung between them in the darkness. Tom could sense her guilt in the rigid set of her shoulders, the way she huddled away from him. If only she knew what he'd seen... what it had done to him. His soiled pants and suit trousers lay hidden in the laundry basket, evidence of how much watching her had aroused him.

"You're quiet tonight, love." Tom reached out to touch her shoulder but stopped short.

"Just tired. Had some wine..." Sarah's voice was small, uncertain.

"Dave keep you company alright?"

Sarah's breath caught audibly. "He... he's very considerate."

Tom watched as she gradually turned towards him, seeking comfort despite her guilt. Her need for reassurance was written in every tentative movement. His Sarah, his proper, respectable wife, coming down from the high of being Dave's eager little cocksucker. The thought made his spent cock stir again.

She pressed against his chest, her body trembling slightly. "Love you, you know that?"

"Course I do, darling. Love you too." Tom wrapped an arm around her, feeling her gradually relax against him. He relished the warmth of Sarah's body pressed against him, his arm draped loosely over her waist.  His cock twitched as memories of watching her on her knees before Dave flooded back, her eager mouth wrapped around that thick young shaft, taking it deeper than Tom had ever imagined possible.

A subtle movement caught his attention. Sarah's hand slipped down her body beneath the covers, and Tom felt his breath catch. Even in the darkness, he could sense the tension in her frame, the slight tremor of arousal still coursing through her.

'Bloody hell,' Tom thought, his own arousal building. 'Still worked up from earlier, I didn’t give them time. Bet she's burning up thinking about his cock... how it felt in her mouth...'

Sarah's breathing changed, becoming slightly irregular. Each inhale carried a hint of need, each exhale tinged with suppressed desire. Her body radiated heat against his, and Tom could feel the slight shifting of her hips as her fingers sought relief.

Tom deliberately steadied his own breathing, falling into the slow rhythm of feigned sleep. Sarah's movements became more deliberate, more focused, though she still tried to maintain the pretence of stillness. Her fingers worked in small circles, Tom could feel the subtle motion through the mattress.

'That's it love,' he thought, his cock now fully hard. 'Think about him. Think about what a slut you were... what a slut you're going to be...'

Sarah's hips moved in tiny thrusts against her hand, careful not to disturb what she thought was Tom's slumber. Her breathing grew more ragged, though she fought to keep it quiet. The scent of her arousal filled Tom's nostrils, making his head spin with desire.

The tension in Sarah's body built steadily. Small whimpers escaped her throat despite her efforts to remain silent. Her movements grew more urgent, more desperate, as she chased her release.

'Christ, she's proper gagging for it,' Tom thought, fighting to maintain his steady breathing. 'Bet she's imagining him standing over her again... using her mouth...'

Sarah's free hand gripped Tom's arm suddenly, needing an anchor while trying to stay quiet. Her fingers dug into his flesh as her body trembled with building pleasure. Tom could feel the rapid flutter of her pulse where her wrist pressed against his skin.

Tom felt Sarah's breathing hitch and catch beside him. Her fingers worked faster beneath the covers, barely trying to hide her movements now. Small desperate whimpers escaped her throat despite her efforts to stay quiet.

He wondered if she was thinking about next time... about letting Dave do more than just use her mouth... about Tom finding out what a dirty girl she'd been. His cock throbbed at the thought.

Sarah's desperate little sounds grew more frequent, barely contained by her attempts at silence. Her hips moved in tight circles against her fingers, forgetting to be subtle in her building need.

Her body tensed suddenly, trembling against Tom's as her orgasm crashed through her. She bit her lip hard to stay quiet but couldn't completely contain her pleasure. Tom felt every shudder and shake that wracked her frame.

Sarah's climax seemed to last forever, her body quivering with waves of guilty pleasure. When she finally stilled, Tom could feel the relaxation flooding through her, mixed with lingering shame at what she'd done.

She cuddled closer to him, seeking comfort and forgiveness without having to confess. Tom held her gently, giving her the reassurance she needed.

'Tomorrow,' he thought. 'Tomorrow we'll talk about it. Let her enjoy her secret tonight.'

They lay together in silence, both pretending to sleep while their minds raced with thoughts of what was to come. Tom knew he had to handle this carefully - had to let her know it was okay, that he wanted this... needed this.

"Love you," Sarah murmured, already half asleep beside him.

"Love you too," Tom replied softly, his mind full of images of his wife on her knees before Dave. "More than ever."


6: No Turning Back

Tom shifted his weight from foot to foot near their front door, watching Sarah slip her sandals on. His stomach churned with anticipation. After what he'd witnessed last night, this walk felt momentous.

"Ready love?" He forced casualness into his tone.

Sarah nodded, her face pinched with worry. She'd been quiet all morning, making tea with trembling hands, avoiding his gaze. Tom's heart ached seeing her so tense.

The summer heat hit them as they stepped outside. Sarah's sundress fluttered in the breeze, drawing Tom's eye to her curves. The same curves Dave's hands had gripped last night. His cock stirred at the memory.

They walked in loaded silence toward Kentish Town Park. The familiar streets felt different today, charged with unspoken truths. Tom's mind raced with how to begin this conversation.

Entering the park gates, memories flooded back. Young lovers sprawled on the grass, children shrieking on the playground. Tom and Sarah's footsteps crunched along the tree-lined path.

"Can't remember last time we walked here," Tom ventured finally. His voice sounded strange in his ears. "Must've been years."

"For a few months after we got married," Sarah said softly. Her hands twisted together. "We used to come here all the time then."

Tom's eyes landed on the wooden bench ahead. His heart squeezed. "Remember that bench?" He pointed. "Where I asked you to marry me?"

Sarah's smile was tentative, fragile. "You were so nervous. Dropped the ring in the grass..."

They paused beside the bench, neither making a move to sit. Tom's palms were sweating. Christ, how did he even start this? 'By the way love, saw you sucking off my employee last night, proper turned me on?' His cock twitched traitorously at the vivid memory.

"Was so proud that day," he said instead. His voice roughened with emotion. "Gorgeous young thing like you saying yes to an old builder."

"Tom..." Sarah's voice cracked but he pressed on.

"Still proud, you know. More than ever."

Sarah's eyes filled with tears. "Please don't..."

Tom guided them to sit on the bench, close but not touching. The wood was warm from the sun. A jogger passed, music leaking from his headphones.

"Dave's a good bloke, ain't he?" Tom said carefully, watching her face.

Sarah went rigid beside him. "Tom, I..."

"Proper gentleman. Respectful." He swallowed hard. "Young, fit..."

"Please," Sarah whispered. Her hands trembled in her lap. "Don't do this..."

Tom watched the jogger pass, his earbuds visible, music leaking faintly. His heart hammered against his ribs. The moment stretched, infinite yet fleeting. No turning back now.

He drew a deep breath, the summer air thick in his lungs.

"Came home early last night." he said quietly, the words falling between them like stones in still water. "Saw you. Through the window." His voice remained steady despite the tremor in his gut.

Sarah's hand flew to her mouth, her face draining of colour. "Oh god..." Tears spilt down Sarah's cheeks, cutting trails through her makeup. "Tom, I'm so sorry..." Her voice cracked. "I never meant..."

She tried to stand, her body rigid with panic, but Tom caught her hand. Her skin felt fever-hot against his palm. Twenty years of calluses from building work rasped against her softness.

"Listen, love... it's my fault." The words came easier now, like mortar flowing smooth between bricks.

"What?" Sarah stared at him, mascara smudged beneath her eyes. The same eyes that had gazed up at Dave with such hunger.

He shifted on the bench, trying to find the words. "Set it up, didn't I? Getting him to move in. Encouraging the training sessions..."

"I don't understand..." Sarah's fingers trembled in his grip.

"Been watching them videos. You know the ones... where wives... cuckold they call it." Heat crept up Tom's neck, but he forced himself to meet her gaze.

Tom's heart thudded against his ribs as Sarah's grip tightened on his calloused hand. Her posture shifted, spine straightening as understanding dawned in her tear-streaked eyes.

"You... wanted this?" Her voice trembled, but something else crept in, a hint of steel beneath the vulnerability.

Tom watched the change sweep over her. "Christ yes. But you..." He swallowed hard. "You knew exactly what to do with him..."

Sarah's gaze dropped, but not in shame. Her thumb traced circles on his palm, sending shivers up his arm. "There's things about my past... before you saved me..."

"The escort work? Knew about that love." Tom's voice came out hoarse. He'd wanked himself raw to those thoughts over the years.

"No." Sarah's voice hardened, making his cock jump. She looked up, meeting his eyes with a fierce intensity that took his breath away. "It was worse. So much worse..."

Tom watched, transfixed, as his proper wife seemed to transform before him. Her shoulders squared, chin lifting. Even her scent changed somehow, muskier, wilder.

"Wasn't just escort work." The words tumbled out, her accent slipping into something rougher, closer to her roots. "Would do anything... anyone... for drug money."

"Love, you were addicted..." Tom tried to offer comfort, but Sarah cut him off with a sharp laugh that went straight to his groin.

"No!" She turned to him fiercely, gripping his wrist hard enough to bruise. Gone was his demure wife, this was someone else entirely. Someone who made his pulse race. "That's the thing... I loved it. Every dirty minute. The nastier they were..."

Tom's cock throbbed painfully against his zipper. Bloody hell... proper getting hard just listening to her... His Sarah, his proper little wife, confessing to such filth. And Christ if it wasn't the hottest thing he'd ever heard.

Her eyes narrowed, noting his reaction. A predatory smile curved her lips, one he'd never seen before but instantly recognized from watching her with Dave last night. His strong, capable hands trembled in her grip as ten years of carefully maintained facades crumbled between them on that sun-warmed bench. The summer breeze carried distant shouts from the playground, but here in their private bubble, tension crackled between them.

"Been something missing, ain't there? In our marriage?" His voice came out gravelly, thick with emotion.

Sarah's perfume, the expensive one she saved for special occasions, wafted towards him as she watched him. Through the tears still clinging to her lashes, understanding bloomed. Her teeth worried at her bottom lip, the same lip that had been wrapped around Dave's cock last night.

"I love you Tom. So much." Her voice quavered. "But last night..."

"Felt alive again?" The words emerged before he could stop them. His cock twitched as her cheeks flushed pink.

"Yes," she whispered, the single word barely audible above the rustle of leaves. Then stronger: "God yes." Her fingers tightened on his, desperate. "But... do you still love me?"

Tom pulled her close, his heart hammering against his ribs. Her hair tickled his nose as he pressed his lips to her forehead. She smelled of Dave's cologne, of sex, of guilt, and Christ if that combination didn't make him harder than he'd been in years.

"Love you more than ever." His voice roughened further. "Watching you last night... Christ..."

Sarah's breath caught. Her body tensed against his chest. "You... liked it?"

"Proper turned on, weren't I?" The evidence of just how turned on still lurked in his soiled trousers at home. "Knowing my respectable wife..."

"Was being such a slut?" Sarah's voice dropped an octave, taking on that husky tone that had haunted Tom's dreams all night. The same tone she'd used begging Dave to fuck her throat harder.

Sarah's eyes now held a fierce intensity that made his pulse quicken.

"Tell me everything," she demanded, fingers digging into his thigh. "About these videos you've been watching. How long?"

Tom's weathered face flushed. His calloused hands twisted together. "About five years, I reckon. Started with them hotwife clips on PornHub..."

"Tell me." Sarah's voice dropped lower, commanding. "Tell me what you watch."

Christ, his cock strained against his work trousers as memories flooded back. "Started simple like. Just wives with other blokes while hubbies watched." He swallowed hard. "Then found proper amateur stuff. Real couples."

Sarah shifted closer, her thigh pressing against his. Her perfume, mixed with Dave's lingering scent, made his head spin. "What kind of videos, Tom? Tell me exactly."

"Fuck..." His accent thickened with arousal. "Proper filthy ones. Young studs taking married birds while their old men film it. Some where the husband's tied up, forced to watch his missus getting proper seen to."

"More." Sarah's fingers traced patterns on his thigh. "Tell me the nastiest ones."

Tom's cock throbbed painfully. "Found these clips... black blokes with massive tools stretching out white wives. Their husbands just... watching. Sometimes multiple men taking turns..."

"You like that?" Sarah's voice dripped honey. "Watching wives get passed around?"

"Christ yes." The words burst from him. "And after... some husbands clean up the mess. With their tongues like..."

Sarah's sharp intake of breath made him glance up. Instead of disgust, her eyes blazed with hunger. "You want that? To taste another man's cum in me?"

Tom groaned, beyond shame now. "Been wanking myself raw thinking about it. Listening to them videos through me headphones while you sleep..."

Sarah grabbed his face between her hands. "Listen to me Tom Wilson. I love you more now than ever." Her thumbs stroked his stubbled cheeks. "You've given me such a gift. Being honest."

"Yeah?" His voice cracked with emotion.

"We can live exactly how we want now." Sarah's smile turned wicked. "No more pretending. No more proper Mrs Wilson..."

Tom's chest swelled as Sarah stood, pulling him up with her. Her entire demeanour had changed, confident, almost predatory. Proper sexy when she got like this. His Sarah, but unleashed.

"So..." She bit her lip, a gesture that sent blood rushing to his groin. "Dave..."

"Do what you want, love. What you need." Tom's voice roughened. "Just..."

"Just?"

"Tell me everything after? Let me... enjoy it too?"

Sarah's smile turned positively wicked. "Every dirty detail?"

"Christ yes."

"Maybe sometimes, I'll let you watch. If you're a very good cuck… I'll let you clean up." Sarah's smile showed Tom that their relationship had just undergone a seismic shift… his wife now held power over him he was helpless to fight, and he wasn't sure if he wanted to.

She twined her fingers through his as they started walking home. The summer air felt electric against Tom's skin. Everything seemed brighter somehow, clearer.

"Tom?"

"Yeah love?"

"Dave's probably home by now..."

"Better hurry then, eh? Give me something new to listen to..."

◆◆◆

Tom sank deeper into his worn leather armchair, the Match of the Day commentary washing over him. Through his reading glasses, his gaze kept drifting from the screen to where Sarah perched on their cream sofa. He felt a warm fuzz of contentment as he remembered their afternoon confessions in the park, and the beers he’d recently enjoyed also helped, of course.

The summer heat pressed against his Arsenal t-shirt, even with the windows cracked open. Empty beer bottles littered the coffee table, marking their evening's steady descent into this moment. The TV cast flickering shadows across Sarah's bare legs as she deliberately chose the spot next to Dave, leaving a careful gap between them.

Tom's breath caught as Sarah's light cotton dress rode up her thighs. The fabric clung to her curves, her braless state evident in the way her nipples pressed against the thin material when she moved. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, still holding the light makeup she'd worn for their park visit earlier.

Dave sprawled at the other end of the sofa, his damp hair and fresh aftershave speaking of a recent shower. His white t-shirt strained across his muscled chest, grey joggers and bare feet completing his casual look.

"Anyone want another beer?" Dave gestured at the empty bottles cluttering the coffee table.

Tom shifted in his chair, hyper-aware of Sarah's presence. "Nah mate, I think I'm done for the night."

His pulse quickened as Sarah tucked her legs under herself, her dress riding higher. The movement drew Dave's attention, though he tried to hide it. Tom noticed. He noticed everything now.

Sarah stretched, repositioning herself on the sofa. Her legs extended towards Dave, and Tom's cock stirred as he remembered her words from the park. Her confessions. His own admissions.

"God, my feet are killing me from all that walking today," Sarah sighed, the sound sending heat through Tom's groin.

Dave hesitated, his eyes flicking between Sarah's extended legs and Tom's face. "Want me to sort that out for you? Used to date a masseuse, picked up a few tricks."

Sarah's gaze met Tom's, seeking permission. He gave a slight nod, his heart pounding against his ribs.

"That would be lovely," Sarah purred, stretching her legs across Dave's lap.

Tom's heart thudded against his ribs as Dave's large hands cupped Sarah's delicate foot. The contrast was striking, her pale, pedicured toes against Dave's tanned, work-roughened fingers. Every movement sent jolts of electricity through Tom's groin.

"Bloody hell ref!" Dave's outburst at the television seemed forced, his attention clearly divided between the match and Sarah's feet in his lap. His thumbs pressed into her arch, drawing a soft gasp from her lips.

He couldn't help but watch those powerful hands work. Young, strong hands that would soon... His mind raced with possibilities, remembering their confessions in the park earlier. Dave's fingers looked capable of so much more than a simple massage.

"She's proper tense in these calves, Tom." Dave's hands slid higher, thick fingers wrapping around Sarah's slim leg. The casual way he announced it, like discussing the weather rather than caressing another man's wife, made Tom's pulse race faster.

Tom's voice came out hoarse, thick with arousal. "Better work those muscles then mate. She needs looking after properly." The words carried weight beyond their surface meaning, an invitation wrapped in casual banter.

Sarah's sharp intake of breath filled the room as Dave's hands moved to her calves. Her chest rose and fell rapidly beneath the thin cotton dress, her nipples visibly hard against the fabric. Tom watched a flush creep up her neck, a sure sign she was becoming aroused.

Dave's movements grew bolder, more assured. His fingers kneaded the tension from her muscles, working steadily higher. Each squeeze drew soft sounds from Sarah's throat, sounds Tom recognized from their most intimate moments.

"That feels amazing." Sarah's breathy moan carried straight to Tom's groin. "You've got magic hands."

Tom shifted in his chair, his erection almost painful now. He could read Sarah's arousal in every subtle movement, the way she pressed her thighs together, how she caught her bottom lip between her teeth, the slight arch of her back. The damp patch spreading on her cotton dress told him everything he needed to know about her state of mind. He knew that Dave must be able to smell her excitement, and that thought drove him crazy inside.

Tom almost held his breath as Dave's thick fingers slid higher up Sarah's calf, disappearing beneath the hem of her cotton dress. His wife's sharp intake of breath filled the room.

"Oh god..." Sarah's whisper came out ragged, barely audible over the television.

The familiar Match of the Day theme tune suddenly blasted through the room, making them all jump. Tom's heart hammered against his ribs as he watched Dave's hands reluctantly withdraw from beneath Sarah's dress.

"Right then," Tom pushed himself up from his armchair, subtly adjusting his obvious erection through his Arsenal shirt. "Bedtime I reckon."

Sarah's voice came out husky, thick with arousal. "Night Dave."

"Yeah, night..." Dave's eyes locked onto Sarah's flushed face. "Sleep well."

Tom's pulse raced as he watched them stare at each other. The hunger in Dave's expression, the way Sarah's chest heaved beneath her thin dress, he knew with certainty what would happen once they went upstairs.

The wooden stairs creaked beneath their feet as Tom and Sarah climbed to the landing. Behind them, Dave's bedroom door clicked shut. Tom's hands trembled as he turned to his wife in the darkness.

"You want this?" he whispered, his voice rough with desire.

Sarah's response was to press herself against him, kissing him hard. Her hips ground against his painful erection. "Need it."

"Go to him then." Tom's cock throbbed as he spoke the words. "Make sure he enjoys himself."

"I'll come back after," Sarah breathed against his lips. "Wake you if you're asleep."

Tom's heart pounded as he cupped her face. "Don't think there's much chance of that, love."

◆◆◆

Sarah's heart thundered against her ribs as she crept down the darkened hallway towards Dave's room. Her silk negligee whispered against her thighs, her nipples already hard points beneath the delicate fabric. Tom's encouraging words still echoed in her mind: "Go to him. I want to hear everything."

The door to Dave's room stood slightly ajar, warm light spilling into the hall. Sarah's breath caught as she pushed it open. Dave lounged naked on the bed, one muscled arm behind his head, the other slowly stroking his thick, hard cock. His lips curved into that cocky grin she'd grown to crave.

"Knew you'd come." His voice dripped with confidence. "The boss's wife, gagging for my cock."

Sarah's cunt clenched at his crude words. Her gaze fixed on his impressive length, easily eight inches and thick enough to stretch her properly. The kind of cock she'd especially enjoyed servicing in her past life.

"Tom knows I'm here," she breathed, closing the door behind her. "He... he wants to listen."

Dave's grin widened. "Course he does. Proper cuck, ain't he? Bet he's got his little dick in his hand right now, listening through that wall."

Sarah moved closer to the bed, her legs trembling. "You don't know the half of it."

"Then tell me." Dave's hand never stopped its lazy stroking. "Tell me what a dirty girl you really are."

The wine from earlier coursed through her veins, loosening her tongue. Her past life as a cheap whore bubbled to the surface, demanding release.

"I wasn't always this respectable housewife as I said before," she whispered, perching on the edge of his bed. "Before Tom... I did things. With men. Lots of men."

Dave's cock twitched in his grip. "What kind of things?"

"I was an escort. But really... I was just a cheap prostitute." The admission sent a thrill through her. "I'd do anything for money back then. Any hole, any number of men."

"Fuck." Dave sat up, his free hand reaching for her. "How many cocks you sucked, then?"

Sarah's cheeks burned. "Hundreds. Sometimes three or four a night. Gang bangs were... common."

Dave grabbed her hair, yanking her face close to his. "And you took them all? Every hole?"

"God yes," Sarah moaned. "They'd use me however they wanted. Fill me up, one after another."

Their lips crashed together, Dave's tongue invading her mouth possessively. Sarah melted into him, finally free to embrace her true nature. Her hand found his cock, replacing his grip.

"Gonna use you like the slut you are," Dave growled against her lips. "Let your hubby hear what a whore his wife really is."

Sarah glanced at the wall separating them from Tom's room, knowing he could hear every word. Her cunt dripped with need.

"Please," she begged. "Use me like they used to. I need it so badly."

Dave's laugh was dark with promise. "Oh, we're just getting started, ain't we? Gonna make you admit every filthy thing you ever did."

His cock throbbed in her grip, and Sarah knew there was no turning back. She was finally free to be the cock-hungry slut she'd always been deep down. And Tom would hear every moment of her surrender.

Sarah knelt between Dave's muscled thighs, her mouth watering at the sight of his thick cock jutting proudly before her face. Her fingers trembled as she wrapped them around his shaft, barely able to close around his girth. Tom's modest five inches had never challenged her grip like this.

"Proper size difference, innit?" Dave's cocky grin made her cunt clench. "Bet your hubby's little dick don't fill your hand like this."

"God no," Sarah breathed, mesmerized by the prominent veins pulsing beneath her fingers. "You're... massive." Her escort days flooded back, hundreds of cocks, but only a few as impressive as Dave's magnificent eight inches. Men like Dave wouldn't need to pay for sex.

She dragged her tongue along his length, savouring his masculine taste. Her old skills emerged instinctively, teasing the sensitive spot beneath his head, swirling her tongue around his shaft.

"Fuck sake," Dave groaned. "Been thinking about that mouth since last time. Need to feel those deep throat skills again."

Sarah's pussy flooded at his words. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper with each bob of her head. Her gag reflex triggered deliberately loud, knowing Tom could hear through the wall.

"That's it, choke on it," Dave growled, gripping her hair. "Let him hear what a proper cock does to his missus."

Pride swelled in Sarah's chest at Dave's responsive groans. Her techniques from countless paid encounters served her well, varying pressure, speed, depth. Each gagging sound echoed obscenely.

"Bet Tom's got his little dick in his hand right now," Dave taunted. "Listening to his wife service a real man's cock."

Sarah moaned around his thickness, remembering similar cruel words from clients in her past. But this was different, this was chosen submission, not desperate necessity.

"Take it deeper," Dave commanded, forcing her head down. "Show me what them punters paid for."

Her throat opened fully, nose pressing against his groin. Tears leaked from her eyes as she held position, throat convulsing around his length. Dave's approving growl made her nipples tighten.

"Fuck yes," he hissed. "Proper throat slut, ain't ya? All them cocks trained you well."

Sarah pulled back gasping, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. "Used to take three or four a night," she admitted hoarsely. "They'd use my throat till I couldn't speak."

Dave's cock twitched. "Yeah? Gonna use you like that myself. Your hubby can listen while I wreck that throat."

He yanked her hair roughly, positioning her mouth at his tip. Sarah's cunt dripped as memories of rough client treatment merged with Dave's growing dominance.

"Open wide," he commanded. "Time to show Tom what a real throat fucking sounds like."

Sarah's moan echoed off the walls as Dave thrust deep, claiming her mouth completely. Her past life as a cheap whore prepared her for this moment, this willing submission to a superior cock while her husband listened helplessly next door…

Sarah's knees went weak as Dave yanked her roughly away from his cock. Her jaw ached deliciously from taking his thick length down her throat.

"Need that pussy now," Dave growled, spinning her around. "Can have your mouth any time. But that cunt's been teasing me for weeks."

His strong hands gripped her waist, marching her towards the small desk beneath his window. Sarah's heart raced, the desk sat against the wall adjoining Tom's room. Every sound would carry through.

"Bend over," Dave commanded, pushing between her shoulder blades. "Let's give hubby a proper show."

Sarah gripped the desk's edge, her silk negligee riding up over her hips. Her soaked cunt throbbed with need as Dave's thick cockhead nudged her entrance. She stared at the door, imagining Tom pressed against it, straining to hear every detail.

"Please," she whimpered. "I need it so badly."

Dave's cock pushed forward, stretching her wider than she'd felt in years. Her pussy lips spread obscenely around his massive girth. "Fucking hell," he groaned. "Tighter than I expected for such a slut."

Sarah's mouth fell open in a silent scream as he sank deeper. Tom had never filled her like this, his modest five inches barely reached her depths. But Dave's magnificent cock kept pushing, stretching places long neglected.

"Oh god," she cried out deliberately loud. "So big... you're so much bigger than Tom!"

The desk creaked against the wall as Dave bottomed out. Sarah's inner walls clenched desperately around his invading length. She felt utterly stuffed, completely claimed.

"Take it all," Dave growled, pulling her head back by her hair. "Let him hear how much you love this young cock."

He withdrew slowly, her pussy making obscene wet sounds around his thickness. Sarah's arousal dripped down her thighs, evidence of her desperate need. When only his tip remained, he slammed forward brutally.

"Fuck!" Sarah screamed. "Oh, fuck yes!"

The desk banged rhythmically against the wall as Dave established a punishing pace. His heavy balls slapped against her clit with each thrust. One hand kept her head pulled back while the other delivered stinging slaps to her upturned arse.

"Tell him," Dave demanded. "Tell your hubby what this cock's doing to you."

"Tom!" Sarah cried out shamelessly. "He's so deep... stretching me so wide! Your cock never reached these spots!"

Her pussy made filthy squelching noises as Dave pounded her harder. She pictured Tom on the other side of the wall, cock in hand as he listened to his wife being thoroughly claimed by another man.

"Proper whore now, ain't ya?" Dave taunted, yanking her hair cruelly. "Taking young cock while hubby listens."

The desk's banging grew louder, items rattling off its surface. Sarah's negligee had bunched around her waist, her heavy breasts swaying with each brutal thrust. Her cunt stretched deliciously around Dave's massive girth, sending sparks of pleasure up her spine.

"Yes!" she wailed. "I'm your whore! Use me... wreck me... show Tom what a real man does to his wife!"

Dave's grip tightened in her hair as he jackhammered into her willing body. Her arousal coated his length, dripping onto the carpet below. The obscene sounds of their coupling filled the room, wet slaps, creaking furniture, Sarah's desperate cries.

"This is what you needed," Dave growled. "A proper fucking from a real cock. Bet Tom never made you this wet."

Sarah's only response was a series of high-pitched moans as Dave claimed her completely. Her body belonged to him now, her pussy forever ruined for Tom's smaller length. And she wanted her husband to hear every second of her surrender to Dave's superior cock.

Sarah gasped as Dave's strong hands gripped her hips, lifting her effortlessly from the desk. Her negligee clung to her sweat-slicked skin as he manhandled her towards the bed. Her cunt throbbed, already missing the fullness of his thick cock.

"On your back," Dave growled. "Want to see your face while I fuck you proper."

The mattress creaked beneath her weight as she lay back, spreading her legs wide in invitation. Dave's muscled form loomed over her, his impressive cock jutting proudly. Her pussy clenched at the sight, so much bigger than Tom's modest length.

"Please," she whimpered. "Need you inside me again."

Dave's cocky grin sent shivers down her spine as he positioned himself between her spread thighs. His cockhead nudged her entrance, teasing her desperate need.

"Your husband know what a proper slut you are?" Dave's eyes locked onto hers as he pushed forward slowly. "Know about all them cocks you used to take?"

Sarah's back arched as he filled her completely. Memories of her escort days flooded back, countless men using her holes, but none had stretched her like Dave's magnificent girth.

"Tom knows almost everything," she moaned. "Told him about my past... about servicing men for money."

Dave's hips snapped forward brutally, driving deep. "Bet that got his little cock hard, didn't it? Learning his wife was just a cheap whore."

"Yes!" Sarah cried out as Dave established a punishing rhythm. "He... he wants this. Wants me to be your slut."

Her legs wrapped around Dave's waist as he pounded into her willing body. Each thrust sent sparks of pleasure coursing through her. His intense gaze never left her face, watching her surrender to his dominance.

"Proper cuck, ain't he?" Dave's voice dripped with cruel amusement. "Letting a younger man claim his wife's pussy."

Sarah's cunt clenched around his thickness. "He gave me permission," she gasped. "Said I could... could be your whore."

"My whore now," Dave growled, gripping her throat possessively. "This pussy belongs to my cock. Ain't that right?"

"Yes!" Sarah wailed as his thumb pressed against her windpipe. "Yours... all yours!"

The bed rocked violently beneath them as Dave's thrusts grew harder, deeper. Sarah's heavy breasts bounced with each impact. Her past life as a prostitute had trained her well for this moment, this willing submission to a magnificent cock.

"Gonna cum on this young dick?" Dave taunted. "Show your hubby what a real man does to his wife?"

Sarah's inner walls fluttered around his massive length. "Close... so close," she moaned. "Your cock's so much bigger... stretches me so good!"

Dave's grip tightened on her throat as his hips pistoned faster. "Take it all," he commanded. "Every fucking inch."

Her body trembled on the edge of release as Dave claimed her completely. This was what she needed, to be used roughly by a real man while her husband listened through the wall. To embrace the cock-hungry slut she'd always been deep down.

"Cum for me," Dave demanded. "Cum on this big cock like the whore you are."

Sarah's orgasm approached like a tidal wave, threatening to overwhelm her completely. Dave's relentless pounding struck deep, his thick length reaching spots Tom never could. Her past experiences paled in comparison to this chosen submission, this willing surrender to Dave's dominance.

Sarah's eyes widened as Dave's hand slid down to cup her arse cheeks, his fingers digging into the soft flesh possessively.

"What about this hole?" His voice rumbled against her ear. "Bet your old man's never had you here."

A shiver ran through Sarah's body. Her mind flashed back to countless clients demanding her arse, training her to take the thickest cocks in her tightest hole.

"Tom's never..." she paused deliberately, knowing her husband could hear through the wall. "He's never even asked. But I've had plenty of practice there."

Dave's cock twitched against her thigh. "Yeah? Tell me more about that."

"When I was working," Sarah's voice grew louder, "I'd let men use my arse for extra. They loved how tight I was. How I'd beg for it."

Dave reached into his bedside drawer, pulling out a bottle of lube. "Always prepared, ain't I? Now get that arse ready for my cock."

Sarah's cunt clenched at his commanding tone. She took the bottle with trembling fingers, coating them generously. Spreading her legs wider, she reached back to circle her tight hole.

"Fuck yes," Dave growled. "Show me how you used to prepare for those paying customers."

Her fingers pushed inside slowly, working the lube deep. She moaned deliberately loud, knowing Tom would be picturing every detail.

"I'd take two or three a night sometimes," she gasped as she added a second finger. "They'd stretch me so wide... fill me completely."

Dave's hands spread her cheeks wider, watching her fingers work. "Proper anal slut, weren't you? Still are by the looks of it."

Sarah's body trembled as she scissored her fingers, stretching herself. Her other hand gripped Dave's thick cock, coating it thoroughly with lube.

"Please," she begged. "Need your cock in my arse. Show Tom how a real man uses his wife."

Dave positioned his cockhead against her prepared hole. "Take it all," he commanded. "Every fucking inch."

Sarah cried out as he pushed forward, her body stretching around his massive girth. The burn was exquisite, familiar yet so much more intense than her escort days. This wasn't a necessity, this was pure need.

"Oh god!" she wailed as Dave sank deeper. "So big... stretching me so wide!"

Her inner walls clamped down around his invading length. Dave's fingers dug into her hips as he established a steady rhythm, each thrust driving deeper.

"That's it," he growled. "Take that young cock up your arse. Let hubby hear how much you love it."

Sarah's moans grew louder, more desperate. Her body remembered this, the fullness, the slight pain, the overwhelming pleasure. But now she chose this submission, craved it completely.

"Harder!" she begged. "Wreck my arse... make me scream!"

Dave's hips snapped forward brutally. "Such a dirty slut. Getting your arse destroyed while your husband listens."

The familiar pressure built low in Sarah's belly as Dave pounded her relentlessly. Her first orgasm hit without warning, making her whole body convulse around his thick length.

"That's one," Dave taunted. "How many times can I make you cum with my cock up your arse?"

Sarah's answering cry echoed off the walls as a second climax approached. Her past experiences paled in comparison to this, this willing surrender to Dave's superior cock while Tom heard every detail.

"Yes!" she screamed as another orgasm ripped through her. "Your cock... ruining me... can't ever go back!"

Dave's rhythm grew erratic, his grip bruising on her hips. "Gonna fill this slutty arse," he growled. "Mark you as mine."

Sarah felt his cock pulse inside her as he came hard, flooding her stretched hole with his hot seed. Her body shook with a final orgasm as Dave claimed her completely.

"Fuck!" Dave roared his release, making sure Tom could hear his triumph. "Taking all my cum like a proper whore!"

Sarah lay on Dave's bed, his cum leaking from her stretched hole, her body still trembling from multiple orgasms. The sheets beneath her were damp with sweat and other fluids. Her silk negligee clung to her flushed skin, pushed up around her waist.

Her mind reeled at how completely she'd surrendered to him. Not just her body, but her darkest secrets too. She'd confessed everything, her escort past, the countless men, her desperate need for cock. And Dave had given her exactly what she craved, rough, demanding sex while Tom listened through the wall.

"Proper good fuck that was," Dave's voice pulled her from her thoughts. He lounged beside her, still gloriously naked, muscled chest glistening with sweat. "You're a right filthy one when you get going."

Sarah's cheeks burned at his crude praise. She'd become that girl again, the one who'd do anything for cock. But this time it wasn't for money or drugs. This was pure desire.

"Tom heard everything," she whispered, her cunt clenching at the thought. "Every moan, every dirty confession."

"Yeah, he did." Dave's cocky grin sent shivers down her spine. "Bet he's still wanking over it now. His posh wife taking my cock up her arse."

Sarah's body tingled at the memory of Dave stretching her, filling her completely. Tom's modest length could never satisfy her now. Not after experiencing Dave's magnificent cock.

"I should go back to him," she murmured, though her body ached to stay. "He'll want to hear everything."

"This is just the start, ain't it?" Dave's voice held a promise that made her pussy throb. "Got plenty more plans for you, Sarah. If that's what you both want."

Sarah nodded, unable to deny her desperate need for more. She'd embraced her true nature tonight, the cock-hungry slut she'd always been deep down. There was no going back.

But then Dave surprised her. His cocky demeanour softened, replaced by genuine concern. "You alright though? Wasn't too rough? Want to make sure this is what you and Tom really want."

Sarah's heart melted at his unexpected gentleness. She realised he'd been performing too, giving her the dominant man she needed, and what Tom wanted to hear, while ensuring her comfort and consent.

"It was perfect," she assured him, leaning in for a kiss. Their lips met softly, tenderly, so different from their earlier passionate coupling. Dave's hand cupped her face gently as their tongues danced.

When they finally parted, Sarah felt complete. She'd found what she needed, a man who could dominate her thoroughly while still respecting her boundaries. She realised then why Tom had picked him and pushed them together.

"Go on then," Dave smiled warmly. "Your husband's waiting. Tell him everything."

Sarah stood on shaky legs, adjusting her negligee. Her body ached deliciously, evidence of Dave's thorough claiming. She pressed one final kiss to his lips before heading for the door, ready to share every detail with her waiting husband.

◆◆◆

As Sarah crossed the landing to her own bedroom, Dave's cum still leaked from her stretched arse, a deliciously filthy reminder of how thoroughly he'd claimed her. Her silk negligee clung damply to her flushed skin, the fabric marked with sweat and other fluids.

Her heart pounded as she pushed open the bedroom door. The sight that greeted her made her pussy clench with renewed desire. Tom lay naked on their bed, his chest and belly covered in multiple streaks of recent cum evidence of how many times he'd climaxed while listening to her being taken by Dave.

"Come here, love," Tom's voice was hoarse with emotion. Sarah crossed to him on unsteady legs, collapsing into his waiting arms. His lips found hers in a deep, passionate kiss that spoke of love and acceptance rather than mere lust.

"You heard everything?" Sarah whispered against his mouth, though she already knew the answer. The wall between their bedroom and Dave's room was thin, and she'd made sure to be vocal.

"Every moan, every scream," Tom confirmed, his cock twitching against her thigh. "Never heard you cum so hard before."

Sarah's cheeks flushed at the memory. "His cock... the way he filled me... everywhere." She trailed off, suddenly unsure if she should share such explicit details with her husband.

"Tell me," Tom urged, pulling her closer. His hands stroked over her silk-clad body, finding the wet patches where Dave's cum had soaked through. "I want to know everything."

"He's so big," Sarah admitted, pressing herself against Tom's cum-stained chest. "Stretched me in ways you never could. Made me confess everything about my past."

Tom's breathing quickened. "The escort work?"

"All of it. The gangbangs, the drugs, how many cocks I'd sucked." Sarah's voice trembled. "He made me his three-hole slut while you listened."

"Fucking hell," Tom groaned, his cock somehow now fully hard against her. His fingers traced over her swollen lips, still tender from Dave's rough use. "Look at you, all well-fucked and glowing. My beautiful hotwife."

Sarah melted into his touch, overwhelmed by the love and acceptance in his voice. This was what she'd needed, the freedom to embrace her slutty nature while knowing Tom would always be there, loving her unconditionally.

"Kiss me," she begged, and Tom complied eagerly. Their tongues tangled as his hands roamed her body, discovering every mark Dave had left on her. She tasted Tom's moans as his fingers found her soaked pussy, still leaking Dave's cum, and she knew that Tom probably moaned because he could taste another cock on her lips, on her tongue.

Sarah straddled Tom's lap, feeling the stickiness between her thighs where Dave's and her own cum still leaked from her well-used holes. She whisked her negligee off and threw it on the floor as she settled onto him, exposing the marks Dave's rough hands had left on her thighs. The evidence of Tom's own pleasure lay dried across his chest and belly, multiple streaks of cum that made her pussy clench with renewed arousal.

"You really did enjoy listening, didn't you?" She traced a finger through one of the wet lines, bringing it to her lips. The familiar salty taste of her husband's cum mixed with the lingering flavour of Dave still coating her tongue. "I reckon at least three loads here."

Tom groaned, his cock twitching against her soaked pussy. "Couldn't help myself. The sounds you made..." He gripped her hips. "Never heard you scream like that before."

"Mmm, Dave knows how to make a girl scream." Sarah rolled her hips, smearing Dave's cum between them. "Could you hear how deep he went? How his big cock stretched me?" Her cunt throbbed at the memory. "God, Tom, he filled me so completely."

His fingers dug into her flesh. "Keep going."

Sarah's heart raced at his desperate tone. This was what she'd dreamed of, being able to share every filthy detail with her loving husband. "His cum is still leaking from my arse," she whispered, watching Tom's pupils dilate. "He fucked me so hard there, made me beg for it while you listened."

"Christ," Tom moaned as she ground against him.

"Can you feel how wet and loose I am?" Sarah took one of Tom's hands, guiding it between her legs. "Feel Dave's cum?" She shivered as his fingers explored her stretched back hole. "He marked me as his slut while my husband listened through the wall."

Tom's cock throbbed against her thigh. "You're incredible," he breathed, voice thick with arousal. "My beautiful hotwife."

Sarah's chest swelled with joy at his words, at the pure acceptance and love in his eyes even as she told him about being thoroughly used by another man. She leaned down to kiss him deeply, tasting the salt of his dried cum on his chest.

"Did you think about me listening?" Tom's fingers traced patterns through Dave's cum on her inner thighs. "While he was fucking you?"

"God yes," Sarah moaned, remembering how Dave had bent her over facing the wall, knowing Tom was just on the other side. "Knowing you could hear everything made it so much hotter. Made me cum so much harder." She rocked against him. "Could you hear how wet I was? How Dave's big cock made me gush?"

Tom's groan vibrated through her. "Every squelch." His hands roamed her body, finding the tender spots where Dave had gripped her, marked her. "Every time you begged him to fuck you harder."

Sarah shuddered with renewed arousal. "I've never been so full." She caught Tom's gaze, holding it as she confessed: "He stretched me wider than anyone since my escort days. Made me take every inch while you listened to me submit."

The sound Tom made was pure animal need. His cock jerked against her, leaving fresh streaks of pre-cum on her thigh. Sarah's pussy clenched around emptiness, still feeling the ghost of Dave's thick shaft splitting her open. She reached between them, gathering some of Tom's cum on her fingers and bringing it to her mouth.

"Look how much you came just from listening," she purred, licking her fingers clean. "Such a good cuck husband, getting off on your wife being used." She ground her Dave-stretched pussy against his length. "Did you stroke yourself in time with his thrusts? Imagine how deep he was going?"

"Fuck, Sarah," Tom gasped, his hands gripping her arse. "You're incredible."

Sarah wrapped her fingers around Tom's semi-hard length, still sticky from his multiple previous orgasms. His cock twitched weakly in her grasp as she stroked him with deliberate gentleness.

"Thought I was completely drained," Tom groaned, his voice hoarse from earlier moans.

Sarah slipped off his lap, pressing tender kisses down his cum-stained chest until she reached his cock. Where Dave had been all dominance and rough possession, Sarah now showed nothing but loving care as she kissed along Tom's shaft. Her tongue traced delicate patterns, tasting the remnants of his dried pleasure.

"Careful love," Tom hissed as she took him deeper. "Bit sensitive after all that."

Sarah's heart swelled at his vulnerability. This was so different from Dave's forceful taking of her throat earlier. She loved Tom with every gentle lick and soft kiss, worshipping his cock not from submission but from pure affection.

Tom's fingers tangled in her hair, but unlike Dave's rough grip, his touch was tender. Sarah looked up to meet his gaze, seeing nothing but love and acceptance there despite everything she'd confessed about her past. Despite the sounds of her being thoroughly fucked by his employee that he'd heard through the wall.

His cock gradually hardened under her patient attention. Sarah took him fully into her mouth, still tasting traces of his previous orgasms as she sucked him lovingly. Tom's breathing grew ragged above her, his hips making small involuntary thrusts.

"Sarah... fuck... gonna cum again..."

She hummed encouragement around his length, maintaining the slow, gentle pace. Tom's whole body tensed as he spurted weakly into her mouth, just a few drops after spending himself so many times already. Sarah swallowed proudly, knowing she could please both men in such different ways, Dave with raw submission to his dominance, Tom with tender loving care.

Tom pulled her up for a deep kiss, tasting himself on her tongue. "I love you," he whispered against her lips. 

◆◆◆

Tom lay back on the bed, white towel wrapped around his waist, his skin still damp from the shower. He watched Sarah towel her hair dry, another towel barely covering her curves. Steam wafted from the en-suite, carrying the scent of her coconut shower gel.

Her body bore faint marks from Dave's rough handling, slight redness on her hips, a love bite on her breast visible above the towel. Tom's cock stirred at the sight despite his earlier releases.

"Tom?" Sarah's voice held a note of uncertainty as she perched on the edge of the bed. "Are you really okay with everything that happened?"

He reached for her hand, squeezing it reassuringly. "More than okay. It was perfect, exactly what I wanted."

"I've never..." Sarah paused, biting her lip. "I mean, not since my past. Before we met. The things Dave made me do, made me admit..."

"And now?" Tom prompted, his hand sliding up her arm.

"I can't go back," Sarah whispered. "Don't want to. Being Dave's three-hole slut while you listened..." She shivered despite the warm air. "It awakened something in me."

Tom's breathing quickened. "Tell me."

"Other men." Sarah met his gaze. "Dave's already mentioned some of the lads at work fancy me. And there's this regular customer at the bookshop, always flirting..."

"Christ," Tom groaned.

"Would you let me?" Sarah's fingers traced patterns on his chest. "Let other men use me like Dave did? While you listen or watch?"

"Yes," Tom didn't hesitate. "But we need boundaries."

Sarah nodded eagerly. "Nothing without your knowledge first. And I'll tell you everything afterwards if you're not there to see it yourself." She shifted closer. "But you should know... I have no real limits sexually. Years of escorting saw to that."

"Protection?" Tom managed, his mouth dry.

"For strangers, yes." Sarah's hand slid lower, toying with the edge of his towel. "But Dave took me raw. Felt so good filling all my holes with his cum while you listened."

"Fucking hell," Tom groaned. His cock throbbed as Sarah's towel slipped, revealing more marks from Dave's possession of her body.

"Is that what you want?" Sarah purred. "Your wife taking raw cock, coming home full of other men's cum for you to reclaim me?"

Tom could only nod, overwhelmed by the possibilities ahead of them.

◆◆◆

Sarah snuggled closer to Tom in their bed, her body still tingling from Dave's thorough use. Tom's fingers traced over her tender flesh, finding the marks Dave had left, the hand prints on her hips, the love bites on her breasts, her stretched and cum-leaking holes.

"I can't believe how perfect this all is," Sarah whispered, pressing kisses to Tom's chest. Her husband's familiar scent mixed with traces of Dave's musk still clinging to her skin.

"The lads at work..." Tom's voice held a note of nervous excitement. "Dave's bound to tell them what happened. He's not exactly subtle."

Sarah felt Tom's cock twitch against her thigh at the thought. "Does that turn you on? Them knowing you share your wife?"

"God yes," Tom groaned. "Like those men in the videos I watch. The humiliation of it..." He trailed off, seemingly embarrassed.

"Tell me," Sarah encouraged, her hand sliding down to stroke his hardening length. "You want them to know what a slut your wife is? How you listen while she takes other cock?"

Tom's breathing quickened. "Yes. Want them to see what a lucky bastard Dave is, getting to fuck my sexy wife whenever he wants." His fingers found her pussy, still swollen and sensitive. "Getting to fill all your holes while I wank listening."

Sarah moaned at his touch, at the raw honesty in his voice. "You really want to be properly cuckolded, don't you? Not just sharing me, but being humiliated by it?"

"Fuck yes," Tom admitted. "Never thought I'd get to live out those fantasies. Thought they'd stay just porn videos."

"Well," Sarah purred, "this is definitely better than porn. And I promise to be the dirtiest, sluttiest wife you could imagine." She caught his gaze in the dim light. "As long as you want that. I'll never do anything you're not completely happy with."

Tom pulled her closer, kissing her deeply. "I love you so fucking much. My beautiful hotwife."

Sarah melted into his embrace, complete contentment washing over her as they drifted towards sleep. Her body ached pleasantly from Dave's use, while Tom's loving arms held her safe. She had everything she could ever want, a husband who accepted and encouraged her true nature, and the freedom to explore it fully.


7: Team Party

Tom wiped sweat from his brow as he watched Dave adjusting the vents on his Weber kettle BBQ. The August heat pounded down, making the garden shimmer. A bead of perspiration rolled down Dave's muscled back as he bent to check the coals.

"Reckon these are about ready for the meat." Dave straightened up, muscles rippling. "Got a proper fire going now."

Tom cracked open two bottles of Moretti from the cool box, condensation beading on the green glass. He handed one to Dave. "Good job getting this sorted. The lads deserve a proper feed after grafting all week."

"Too right." Dave took a long pull of his beer. "That school job's almost finished. Steve reckons we're ahead of schedule."

The smoke drifted lazily across the garden as Tom arranged chairs around the patio. The sizzle of fat hitting hot coals filled the air as Dave layered burgers onto the grill. A gentle breeze carried the rich aroma of cooking meat.

"Sarah's done us proud with all this food." Dave gestured at the plates of prepared burgers and sausages. "Proper feast."

"She likes looking after people." Tom settled into one of the chairs, enjoying the cold beer. "Glad we could get everyone round. Been meaning to do this for ages."

"Quality idea this." Dave flipped a burger with practised ease. "Nothing better than a barbie in weather like this. The boys'll love it."

Tom nodded, watching Dave work the grill with casual confidence. The younger man seemed completely at home, bare chest gleaming with sweat as he tended the food. The garden was a peaceful oasis, filled only with the sounds of sizzling meat and distant traffic.

"How many we cooking for again?" Dave asked, rearranging sausages on the grill.

"Eight all together." Tom took another sip of beer. "You, me, Sarah, Gary, Mike, Steve, Terry and young Danny."

Dave nodded approvingly. "Proper little party."

"The lads earned it." Tom stretched his legs out. "The site's looking great. Ahead of schedule like you said."

"Your Sarah does know how to throw a party." Dave grinned. "Everything sorted perfect."

Tom watched the smoke curl up into the cloudless sky. The heat was intense, but the cold beer helped. Dave hummed tunelessly as he worked the grill, completely relaxed. The garden was an image of suburban tranquillity.

Tom's gaze shifted to movement at the patio doors as Gary and Terry emerged into the garden's heat, each clutching fresh beers. Gary balanced a six-pack in his meaty hands, his dragon neck tattoo glistening with sweat.

"Alright lads! Brought some extras, just in case." Gary's voice carried across the garden as he settled into one of the chairs Tom had arranged.

Tom noticed Terry's usually pristine designer work shirt looked wrinkled, the top buttons undone. His perfectly styled hair appeared mussed, as if he'd been running his hands through it.

Gary made a show of stretching his stocky frame. "Bloody hell, needed this break."

"Your house is proper hot today, Tom." Terry rolled his shoulders, accepting a cold beer from Dave.

"Proper sweaty in there”, Gary said, cracking open his own beer from the cooler. Sweat made his neck tattoo glisten in the August sun.

Terry nodded, wiping his brow. "Your Sarah's got amazing hospitality, Tom."

"Always takes good care of the lads," Dave agreed.

"Hope she's made them spicy chicken wings again," Gary said, adjusting himself in his chair. "Proper talent in the kitchen, your Sarah."

Dave grinned as he flipped burgers on the grill. "Don't worry mate, she knows how to keep us all satisfied."

Pride and arousal coursed through Tom as he observed the subtle interplay between his colleagues. "That she does, boys. That she does."

◆◆◆

Tom sipped his cold beer, watching Gary and Dave square up over football. The August heat made tempers flare easily.

"You lot are living in the past mate." Dave gestured with his barbecue tongs. "Arsenal's where it's at now. Top four locked down."

Gary's dragon tattoo rippled as he shook his head vigorously. "Nah bruv, Spurs just had a rough patch. We'll be back."

"Rough patch?" Dave snorted, flipping a burger like he’d been working in McDonalds his whole life. "More like a proper nosedive. When was the last time you won anything?"

Tom enjoyed the familiar rhythm of football banter. The smoke from the Weber drifted lazily across his pristine lawn as the lads fell into their usual positions, Dave the cocky Arsenal supporter, Gary defending Spurs with blind loyalty.

"At least we play with some style," Gary protested. "Not just hoofing it forward like you lot."

"Style?" Dave laughed. "Is that what you call parking the bus these days?"

Terry rolled his eyes at Tom. "Here we go again. They'll be at this all afternoon."

Tom nodded, moving to check the chicken pieces sizzling on the grill. The meat looked almost ready, skin crisping nicely in the intense heat.

"How long you reckon on these, Dave?" Tom prodded a particularly large piece with his fork.

Dave peered over, professional pride taking over from football rivalry. "Give 'em another five minutes mate. Gary likes his cremated anyway."

"Oi!" Gary protested. "Just cos I don't want food poisoning like some people." He shot a meaningful look at Dave.

"Medium well for the others inside though," Dave said with a casual air that made Tom's pulse quicken slightly. "Don't want to keep them waiting too long."

Tom nodded, noting the dwindling beer supply in the cooler. "Speaking of which, better take some fresh beers in. They must be getting thirsty by now."

"Good shout," Terry agreed, wiping sweat from his brow. "Proper scorcher today."

"You sure you don't need a hand?" Dave asked, attention still focused on the grill.

"Nah, you focus on not burning Gary's chicken to a crisp." Tom gathered several cold bottles from the cooler. "Back in a bit. Try not to start a war over football while I'm gone."

"No promises," Gary called after him. "But if Dave admits Spurs are better..."

"In your dreams mate!" Dave's laughter followed Tom towards the house. "When Arsenal wins the league this year..."

Tom left them to their familiar argument, carrying the cold beers inside. Behind him, the sounds of male bonding and sizzling meat filled the summer air.

◆◆◆

Tom pushed open the patio doors, cold beers clutched in his hands. He could feel the heat and humidity, but something else assaulted his senses, the thick, musky smell of sex permeated the kitchen. His cock instantly hardened at the familiar scent.

Grunts and moans echoed from the front room, punctuated by the wet slap of flesh on flesh. Sarah's high-pitched whimpers carried clearly, sounds Tom knew well from countless nights listening through walls or sitting in a pulled-up chair watching intently.

His shoes stuck slightly to the kitchen tiles as he crossed to place the beers down. Someone had clearly bent Sarah over the counter earlier, streaks of cum and pussy juice marked the granite surface. His pulse quickened at the evidence of his wife's use.

The sounds grew louder as Tom approached the living room. Sarah's voice rang out: "Fuck me harder... please... need it deeper..."

He paused in the doorway, letting his eyes adjust to the dim light. The furniture had been pushed back against the walls, creating an open space in the centre. Towels covered the cream carpet strategically. Empty condom wrappers and bottles of lube littered the coffee table alongside Sarah's torn underwear, flimsy lacy lingerie now in shreds.

The scene before him made his cock throb almost painfully. Sarah straddled Big Mike on the floor, her body gleaming with sweat as she bounced on his massive cock. Her breasts jiggled with each thrust, covered in love bites and dried cum. Only her black hold-up stockings remained of her earlier outfit.

Young Danny knelt by Mike's head, his cock buried deep in Sarah's throat. His fingers tangled in her cum-matted hair as he fucked her face roughly. Her lipstick was smeared across his shaft, leaving red streaks with each thrust.

"That's it, take it deep you dirty slut," Danny growled. "Can't believe this is the same posh bird who used to bring Tom his sandwiches. Now look at her, choking on my cock while Big Mike stretches her cunt."

Sarah merely moaned around his length, her glazed eyes rolling back as Mike's huge hands gripped her hips, controlling her movements. Her wedding ring glinted as she steadied herself against his chest.

"Your missus is something else, Tom," Mike called out, noticing him in the doorway. "Proper woman this, takes everything we give her and begs for more. You're a lucky man."

Danny grinned, still pumping into Sarah's willing mouth. "Fuck yeah, she took my virginity earlier. Reckon other birds won't compare after this. Your wife's a proper cock-hungry slut."

Tom's erection strained against his shorts as he watched Sarah service both men. Her thighs trembled with the effort, but she kept riding Mike's massive member while Danny used her throat. The wet sounds of her holes being filled echoed obscenely in the room.

"She's close again," Mike announced, recognizing the way Sarah's pussy clenched around him. "Come on love, cum on my cock while Danny feeds you another load. Show your husband what a greedy slut you are."

Sarah's muffled scream confirmed her orgasm moments later, her body shaking violently between the two men as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Tom had never seen her cum so hard before Dave had awakened this side of her.

Tom's heart raced as Steve emerged from the bathroom, his ginger beard still wet from splashing water on his face. The master carpenter's lean body glistened with sweat, his cock already hard again.

"Reckon it's time I had that arse," Steve growled, stroking himself as he approached the writhing trio on the floor. "Been wanting to fuck it since she bent over in them yoga pants last week."

"Fuck yeah mate, get in there," Danny encouraged, his cock still pumping in and out of Sarah's willing mouth. "Dave's already loosened her up nice earlier."

"She's proper ready for you," Mike agreed, still thrusting up into Sarah from below. "His cums still leaking out. Perfect lube, innit?"

Tom's cock throbbed painfully as he watched Steve kneel behind his wife, spreading her arsecheeks with calloused hands. Sarah moaned around Danny's shaft as Steve pressed his cockhead against her puckered hole.

"Fucking hell, she's taking it like a pro," Steve groaned as he pushed inside. "So fucking tight even after Dave stretched her."

Sarah's muffled scream echoed through the room as Steve bottomed out, filling her completely. Tom fumbled for his phone with trembling hands, desperate to capture the moment his respectable wife took three cocks at once.

"That's it love, proper air-tight now," Mike praised, his huge hands gripping Sarah's hips as the three men found their rhythm. "All your holes stuffed full of cock like the greedy slut you are."

Pride swelled in Tom's chest alongside his arousal as he recorded Sarah's enthusiastic response. Her body moved instinctively between the three men, taking their cocks deep in all her holes. The wet sounds of their fucking filled the room alongside masculine grunts and Sarah's muffled moans.

"Never thought the gaffer's missus would turn out such a proper three-hole whore," Danny marvelled, still fucking Sarah's face roughly. "Taking us all like she was born for it."

Tom zoomed in with his phone camera as Steve's cock pistoned in and out of Sarah's stretched arsehole. His colleagues' praise of his wife's performance made his own erection throb almost painfully. He shifted position to capture her face as Danny pulled back slightly, letting her gasp for air.

"Such a good slut for us," Steve growled, spanking Sarah's arse hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Taking all our cocks so well. Bet Tom loves seeing his posh wife used like this."

Tom's cock throbbed almost painfully as Danny's thrusts grew more erratic, his fingers tightening in Sarah's hair.

"Gonna cum... fuck... take it all you dirty slut..." Danny grunted, his hips jerking.

Sarah moaned encouragingly around his cock, her throat working as Danny unleashed his load. Tom watched intently as his wife swallowed every drop, not spilling a single drop despite still being roughly fucked by Mike and Steve.

"Fuck she's swallowed the lot, fucking slag!" Danny gasped, stumbling back on shaky legs. His softening cock slipped from Sarah's lips with a wet pop.

Finally able to speak, Sarah's filthy words spilled forth between gasps and moans. "Fuck me harder... please... need your cocks so deep... fill my holes... breed this slut..."

Tom's eyes widened as he noticed for the first time, no condoms. His colleagues were fucking his wife completely raw. The knowledge made his cock pulse, a damp patch forming in his shorts.

"That's it, take our cocks bare," Steve growled, speeding up his thrusts into Sarah's arse. "Gonna fill you up proper."

"Yes! Breed me... breed me..." Sarah begged, her body bouncing between the two men. "Need your cum so bad..."

Mike's huge hands tightened on her hips. "Gonna paint your insides white, love. Give you exactly what you need."

Tom's orgasm hit him suddenly, his cock pulsing traitorously filling his pants with his release, as both men roared their release, pumping Sarah full of their seed. She went limp between them, trembling and whimpering as they filled her holes. Their cocks slipped free with obscene wet sounds, cum immediately leaking from her well-used holes.

But Sarah wasn't done. She sprawled on the towels, fingers frantically working her clit as she gazed up at the men with glazed eyes. "More... please... need more cock..."

"Fucking hell," Steve panted, wiping sweat from his brow. "She's insatiable."

Mike nodded, his massive chest heaving. "Need a breather love. Tom, reckon you could send the others in? This hungry little slut needs feeding."

Tom's legs felt shaky as he turned toward the patio doors. "I'll... I'll let Dave know. She's worn you lot out already?"

"Proper woman you've got there," Steve chuckled weakly. "But we ain't as young as we used to be."

Tom made his way back outside, his soiled shorts uncomfortable. Dave looked up from the grill expectantly.

"She needs you mate, all of you," Tom managed. "The others... they need a break."

Dave's knowing grin made Tom's spent cock twitch. "No worries bruv. You take over here, and we’ll take good care of her."

◆◆◆

Tom guided Sarah up the stairs, her legs still trembling from the afternoon's exertions. The bathroom beckoned, steam rising from the claw-foot tub he'd filled with her favourite lavender bubble bath. Candles flickered in the gathering dusk, casting intimate shadows across the tiles.

"Let me take care of you, love." His voice came out husky as he helped Sarah into the warm water. Her skin bore testament to the day's activities, love bites peppered her breasts and neck, finger-shaped bruises marked her hips, and traces of dried cum still clung to her inner thighs.

Sarah sank into the bubbles with a contented sigh. "Mmm... perfect temperature."

Tom knelt beside the tub, gently washing her shoulders with a soft flannel. His touch was reverent as he traced the marks his colleagues had left on her skin. Each bruise and bite made his spent cock twitch with remembered arousal.

"You were amazing today." He pressed tender kisses to her marked neck. "The way you took care of all the lads... bloody incredible."

Sarah's satisfied smile lit up her face. "Lost count of how many times they made me cum." She winced slightly as she shifted. "Going to be feeling it tomorrow though."

Tom massaged her shoulders, working out the tension from being held in various positions. His fingers found knots of muscle and worked them loose, drawing appreciative moans from his wife.

"Danny couldn't believe his luck," Sarah continued dreamily. "Sweet boy. Said he'd never be able to look at his girlfriend the same way after what I taught him."

Pride swelled in Tom's chest. "You gave him quite an education." His hands moved lower, massaging her breasts tenderly. "The way you deep-throated him while Mike and Steve..."

"God yes," Sarah shivered at the memory. "Being filled in all my holes at once... nothing compares to that feeling."

Tom kissed a particularly vivid bite mark on her shoulder. "You looked so beautiful taking them all. My perfect slutty wife."

"Your perfect slutty wife," Sarah agreed, turning to kiss him properly. "Who loves you more than anything."

His hands moved lower, washing away the dried evidence of the afternoon's activities from her thighs. More cum leaked from her well-used holes, clouding the bathwater.

"The lads were talking about making it a regular thing," Tom mentioned, massaging her calves. "Monthly BBQ and... entertainment."

Sarah's eyes lit up. "I'd like that. Give me something to look forward to." She stretched languorously. "Plus, it's good for team morale, isn't it? Having the gaffer's wife service the whole crew."

"Speaking of the crew..." Tom worked his thumbs into her feet, drawing a pleased moan. "Steve mentioned his brother might be visiting next month. Former rugby player apparently."

"Mmm... sounds promising." Sarah sank deeper into the bubbles. "But right now I just want to soak with my wonderful husband."

Tom's heart swelled with love. "I do love you, you know that? More than ever."

"I know." Sarah's smile was radiant despite her exhaustion. "I love you too.”

They fell into comfortable silence as Tom continued washing her tenderly. The candlelight played across Sarah's satisfied expression, and Tom marvelled at how their marriage had evolved into something deeper and more honest than he'd ever imagined possible.

The bathwater began cooling, but neither made a move to end this intimate moment. Sarah's body might belong to others during their parties, but these quiet aftermath moments belonged to them alone.
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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.

A Couple Possessed

The explosive finale to the bestselling “The Harringtons” trilogy has arrived. “A Couple Possessed” follows Emily and James’s transformation from amateur hotwife content creators to stars of the adult industry, where their darkest fantasies and worst nightmares collide in a story of passion, power, and survival.

After their successful ventures into hotwife porn catch the eye of mysterious billionaire Solomon Pierce, Emily and James find themselves seduced by a world of unimaginable luxury. Their new content features Emily in increasingly elaborate scenarios – from gym threesomes with hung personal trainers to Roman-themed orgies in a Scottish castle. When Solomon offers them an exclusive contract and a penthouse in One Hyde Park, it seems like their ultimate fantasy come true.

But beneath the surface of high-end gangbangs and professional productions lies a web of dangerous secrets. As Emily’s sexual performances become more extreme, and James discovers his own bisexual desires while directing, they realize their benefactor’s interest goes far beyond professional admiration. Solomon’s obsession with documenting Emily’s sexual adventures masks a darker purpose.

Strange warnings about a missing couple begin to surface. The disappearance of Jennifer and Noah Butler – another hotwife couple who caught Solomon’s attention – haunts their thoughts. The discovery of Jennifer’s hidden diary reveals a pattern of manipulation, control, and deadly consequences for those who try to escape Solomon’s influence.

Their journey takes them from exclusive London sex clubs to a medieval castle dungeon, where Solomon’s true nature is finally revealed. Emily endures increasingly extreme sexual challenges – double penetrations, group scenes, and public displays – while James films everything, both of them knowing their lives depend on maintaining their performance. As the stakes escalate and the danger mounts, they must decide how far they’re willing to go to escape the golden cage they’ve willingly entered.

With pulse-pounding suspense and explicit encounters, “A Couple Possessed” pushes boundaries while exploring themes of trust, power, and sexual liberation. The novel weaves together elements of psychological thriller with hardcore erotica, creating a unique and unforgettable reading experience that will leave you both aroused and on the edge of your seat.

Following the success of the first two books, this final installment delivers the perfect blend of suspense and sexuality that fans have come to expect. The author masterfully balances intimate moments with edge-of-your-seat tension, leading to an explosive conclusion that will leave readers breathless and satisfied.

This gripping finale is perfect for fans of explicit hotwife stories and psychological thrillers who aren’t afraid to explore the shadowy depths of desire. Watch as Emily and James navigate their way through increasingly elaborate sexual scenarios while trying to survive Solomon’s deadly game of cat and mouse.

“A masterful blend of suspense and explicit sexuality. The Harringtons trilogy reaches new heights in this thrilling conclusion. Emily’s sexual journey from amateur hotwife to professional performer, combined with the dark thriller elements, creates an unforgettable erotic experience.”

Emma's Secret Society

Emma Williams has always found escape in romance novels, carefully hiding her spicier reads behind Jane Austen on her classroom bookshelf. But when her growing Bookstagram following and increasingly explicit book reviews start attracting attention, Emma discovers a hunger for more than just reading about adventure—she wants to live it.

Her supportive husband Jordan has never considered sharing his wife, but Emma's newfound confidence and their deep trust lead them to explore new possibilities together. When their regular movie nights with Jordan's university friends begin taking on a different tone, Emma realises these men she's known for years are seeing her in an entirely new light. Each brings something unique to her journey: Dan's gentle strength, Marc's passionate intensity, Tom's artistic vision, and Ryan's arrogant challenge to everything she thought she knew about herself.

But it's Ryan who proves the most complicated. Their antagonistic relationship masks a deeper connection—one that becomes impossible to ignore when Emma discovers he's been secretly following her book reviews under the username DarkDomReader. A snowstorm forces them to confront their feelings, leading to an arrangement none of them expected but all of them needed.

What starts as exploration evolves into something deeper, as Emma navigates relationships with each man while maintaining the primary bonds with Jordan and Ryan. From steamy photography sessions and culinary seduction to passionate encounters, Emma discovers different facets of her sexuality with each unique connection. Her Instagram following grows as she documents her journey through book reviews that become increasingly personal, drawing thousands of followers into her world of literary and literal passion.

Through it all, Emma remains the confident centre of this reverse harem romance, calling the shots and setting boundaries while exploring her deepest desires. Her transformation from shy English teacher to empowered seductress drives the narrative, proving that quiet bookworms often hide the wildest dreams. The men in her life support and encourage her journey, each adding their own chapter to her story while respecting her marriage and choices.

This steamy contemporary romance features multiple fan-favourite tropes: reverse harem, enemies to lovers, forced proximity, best friend's wife, and hotwife dynamics. The story explores themes of sexual awakening, polyamory, trust, and the power of honest communication in relationships. While explicit in its intimate scenes, the focus remains on emotional connections and character growth throughout.

Readers will find themselves drawn into Emma's world, where book recommendations lead to real-life adventures, and social media becomes a playground for exploration. The story celebrates female sexuality and empowerment while maintaining the emotional depth that romance readers crave. From the initial spark of attraction to the final fiery resolution, every scene builds upon the growing connections between characters.

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.


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.
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