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Foreword
Trigger Warnings


When lottery millions buy you a mansion in Surrey's stockbroker belt, you don't expect your new neighbours to seduce your wife—or that you'll be watching through a two-way mirror as another man breeds her.

You are reading book 6 in my "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas. This is a long (97k word) novel – full of dark, psychological cuckolding.

Trigger Warnings

Explicit sexual content including multiple partners

Themes of infidelity and marital power imbalance

Depictions of psychological manipulation

Size and performance comparisons

Consensual voyeurism and exhibition

Breeding/impregnation fantasy themes

Strong language and adult situations throughout

This novel is intended for mature audiences (18+) and contains material some readers may find challenging.

Corrections - A Request

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

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

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

Oh and if you'd like to read my wife's own erotica – you can find her on Amazon too. She'll also appreciate feedback – her email is on our website and in her books!

Thank you, Chris.


one
New Money, Old Doubts
House Christening Deferred


The removal van crunched through the gates, gravel spraying. Too fucking loud, that noise. Jason stood on the front steps, ready to greet their belongings. Hands jammed in his jacket pockets to try and keep warm, his breath clouding in the September chill. Everyone in Surrey could hear this. Everyone. Working-class lottery winners rocking up in a knackered Luton van with two Croydon lads at the wheel. What a crappy way to announce themselves. Might as well have hung a banner: We don't belong here.

Emma squeezed his hand. Her palm was warm. Damp. She was buzzing, properly buzzing, sweat on her skin because she was that excited.

"We did it, Jay." Her voice cracked. Happy tears incoming. "We actually fucking did it."

Jason tried to smile. Couldn't quite manage it. Couldn't look at her either. If he met her eyes, she'd see what he was thinking. That they'd fucked up. Massive. That this whole thing was a disaster waiting to happen, and he had no idea how to stop it.

Six bedrooms. Four bathrooms. Five thousand square feet of Surrey real estate bought for cash with lottery money that still didn't feel real. The manor loomed behind them. All symmetrical windows and columns like something off a National Trust postcard. Like somewhere people who knew which fork to use at dinner actually lived.

Not people like Emma and Jason.

His stomach churned.

"Yeah," he managed. Voice flat. "We did."

Keys in a shaking hand, the front door swung open. Heavy. Smooth. Expensive hinges that didn't squeak because rich people's doors didn't squeak.

The entrance hall swallowed them whole.

Fuck. This felt far more real than when they’d been shown around.

Jason stopped in the doorway. Couldn't help it. The ceiling went up forever. Double height, the estate agent had called it. A crystal chandelier hung there, dripping light onto black-and-white tiles below. Checkerboard. Polished. The kind of floor you'd see in a palace. A staircase curved up to the first floor like something from one of those period dramas Emma watched on Sunday nights.

Their footsteps echoed.

Jason set down the box he'd been carrying. Cardboard. Battered. "Kitchen Stuff" scrawled on the side in Emma's handwriting. It looked pathetic against all that polished stone. Like a turd on a wedding cake.

Emma gasped. Spun in a slow circle, arms out, head tilted back to stare at the chandelier.

"Look at it, Jay. It’s all ours."

She was laughing. Properly laughing, the sound bounced off walls that had never heard a Kentish Town accent before.

"We could fit our old flat in here!"

Jason nodded. Throat tight. Yeah. They could. That was the problem, innit? Their whole life, everything they'd been, could fit in this entrance hall and still leave room for a fucking dance floor.

The removal men started hauling furniture past them. Sofa. Still wrapped in plastic. Bed frames. Boxes stacked on a wheeled dolly. They moved fast and efficiently, grunting when something heavy needed manoeuvring through the doorway. Two lads. Early thirties maybe. One had a shaved head and sleeve tattoos. The other was shorter, stockier, Liverpool accent. They'd done a hundred moves like this, probably. Didn't give a shit whose house it was. Just wanted to get the job done, get their money, fuck off home.

Jason envied them.

Emma directed them upstairs. Pointing. Explaining. "That bedroom's ours. The office stuff goes in the small one at the end." Her voice echoed. She sounded confident. Looked confident. All big smiles and hand gestures.

Jason loved her for it. Loved how easy she made it look. Pretending they deserved this.

He wandered into the kitchen.

The AGA sat against one wall like a fucking sculpture. Cream enamel. Gleaming. Posh as fuck. Jason stared at it. Didn't have a clue how to turn it on. Didn't even know if you turned it on or if it just… existed. Radiating heat. Being expensive.

He'd grown up with a hob and a knackered electric oven that only worked if you wedged the door shut with a tea towel. Mum's oven. Burned everything on one side, left it raw on the other. This thing probably cost more than his childhood home. Probably required a manual thicker than his school textbooks. Probably required knowing what the fuck an AGA even was before you bought one.

He opened a cupboard. Empty. Hinges whispered. Posh hinges. Inside smelled like fresh paint and sawdust. The space was massive. Cavernous. Their Ikea mugs would look ridiculous in here. He should've bought new ones. Proper ones. The kind posh people used. Bone china or whatever.

"Jay?"

Emma appeared in the doorway. Holding a box. "Jason – Books" in fading Sharpie.

"Where d'you want your books, love?"

Jason shrugged. Hated how small he felt doing it. Like a kid being asked to choose his bedroom.

"Dunno. Wherever."

Emma's smile flickered. Jason saw it. First crack in the optimism.

"You alright?"

He lied. Had to.

"Yeah. Just knackered."

She watched him. Longer than was comfortable. Then nodded. Turned away. Jason heard her footsteps recede down the hall, heard her calling instructions to the removal men upstairs. Heard furniture scraping across expensive floorboards. Every sound too loud. Echoing.

He filled the kettle. Overfilled it. Water sloshed everywhere. Had to pour half out into the sink, splashing the marble counter. His hands were still shaking.

It’ll just take some getting used to. Emma’s already feeling at home.

Just forty-three minutes later, the removal van reversed down the drive. Jason handed the tattooed bloke two twenties. Fumbled the notes like an idiot. Was that too much for a tip, not enough? Emma raised an eyebrow but didn't say anything. The van crunched away. Gravel. That noise again.

Then silence.

Proper silence. The kind that pressed on your eardrums. The steady London background din he’d grown up with, gone.

Jason and Emma stood in the entrance hall. Surrounded by towers of cardboard boxes. The chandelier hummed overhead. Faint. Electric. The kind of sound you only noticed when everything else went quiet. The kind that made Jason's skin crawl.

Emma nudged him. Grinned. That mischievous look she got when she was feeling frisky.

"We should christen it. Fuck in every room." She was already laughing. "Start with the bedroom, work our way down."

Jason's stomach twisted. He should want this. Should be dragging her upstairs right now, throwing her on the bed and celebrating. But the house pressed down on him. Too big. Too quiet. Too wrong. His cock wasn't even interested. Dead. Flat. Fucking useless.

He laughed. Tried to. It sounded like choking.

"Yeah. Maybe later. I'll make us some tea first, yeah?"

Emma's smile cracked. Just for a second. Jason saw it. Saw the hurt bloom in her eyes before she shoved it down, buried it, smiled again like nothing had happened.

His gut clenched. He'd done that. Put that look on her face. But he couldn't fix it. Couldn't explain that it wasn't her, it was him, it was this fucking house, all the change.

They sat at the kitchen island. Bar stools. Felt far too high. Precarious. Like sitting at a bar in a fancy pub you'd been dragged to by mates who earned more than you. Jason sipped his tea. Burned his tongue. The old mug looked worse than he'd imagined. Chipped. Faded. The one with a cartoon cat on it, Emma had bought from a charity shop three years back. It looked so out of place against the white marble. Like a skid mark on a wedding dress.

Silence pressed down. Emma tried again.

"We should have people over. A housewarming."

Jason's stomach dropped.

"Who?"

She hesitated. Fingers drumming against her mug.

"I dunno. We'll make friends. Surrey people."

Neither of them believed it. Jason could see it in her eyes. The same doubt he felt. Who the fuck were they going to invite? They didn't know anyone. Didn't belong here. Didn't know how to be here.

The afternoon crawled on. Boxes got opened, and many were left half-unpacked. Clothes piled across the double bed upstairs. Kitchen stuff shoved into drawers, some too deep, others too empty. Emma put their crappy radio on at some point. Capital FM. Too cheerful. Jason turned it off when she went to the loo.

By the time the sun started sinking, Jason found himself at the living room window, absolutely knackered. Hands in his pockets, staring out at his new driveway.

The gates sat at the end. Wrought iron, electric motor. He'd pressed the button earlier, watched them swing open with a smooth hum, and felt like a trespasser. Like any second, someone would appear, someone official, someone who knew he didn't belong, and ask what the fuck he thought he was doing.

Beyond the gates, the lane curved into trees. On the drive in, Jason had caught a glimpse of another property. Bigger than theirs. Older. Proper old, not fake-Georgian-built-in-2015 old. Lights had glowed in the windows. Someone lived there. Probably someone who knew how an AGA worked. Someone who hosted dinner parties and spoke with an accent that didn't need flattening for posh company.

Someone who belonged.

"Jay?"

Emma's voice echoed down from upstairs. Loud. Everything was too loud here.

"Can you help with the spare bed?"

Jason turned away from the window. Shoved his hands deeper into his pockets. Didn't answer. Just headed for the stairs, each step echoing like a fucking drumbeat, announcing him. The bed needed building. He could do that, just screws and bolts and an Allen key. Simple. Easy.

Not like everything else.
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Welcome to the Neighbourhood

Jason stood at the kitchen island, thumb scrolling his phone. Nothing. No emails or messages. Just the same bollocks news headlines refreshing, like watching them would change fuck-all. It wouldn't. He'd quit his freelancing gig the week after the win, hadn't touched a client brief since. Four million quid sitting in the bank after this outrageous house, minus the Audi. Minus Emma's John Lewis sprees for furniture they didn't need, and appliances Jason couldn't work.

Upstairs, something scraped. Heavy. Furniture. Emma was in the spare room again, "sorting" it. She'd said she wanted to do it herself when Jason offered to help. Right. She didn't trust him not to fuck it up.

Outside, gravel crunched, and a car door shut. Voices, then the doorbell rang.

He wasn't expecting anyone. Neither was Emma, far as he knew. Delivery driver? He hadn't ordered anything, but Emma probably had. When wasn’t she these days? Always something. Cushions. Throws. More shit they didn't need.

Two people stood on the step. Both tall, immaculate too. Smiling like they owned the fucking world. Could be Mormons?

The man was older. Mid-forties, maybe. Six-two? Lean but broad-shouldered. The coat was tailored, charcoal grey, and expensive. Not Next. Not fucking Zara. Probably Savile Row. His hair was dark, silver threading the temples, slicked back. Clean-shaven, sharp jaw. A watch glinted on his wrist when he extended his hand. Rolex. It had to be.

"Alistair Greaves." His voice was warm. Deep. Really posh. The kind of accent that made Jason feel like a thick twat. "We're just down the road. Thought we'd pop by, welcome you to the neighbourhood."

Jason stared at the hand. Shook it. Alistair's grip was firm and confident. Jason's palm was clammy, slick with sweat. He could feel it. Alistair definitely could.

Greaves. That massive house through the trees. The one with the chimneys and the gates and the whole fucking history. Jason had Googled it three nights ago, when he couldn't sleep. Listed manor from the Sixteenth century. Alistair Greaves. No… Lord Greaves. Not that anyone used the title anymore, apparently. Still. A fucking Lord on his doorstep.

And Jason had answered the door in joggers.

The woman stepped forward. Platinum blonde, sleek bob cut razor-straight, framing a face that belonged in Vogue. High cheekbones. Green eyes. Thin lips painted red. She wore a trench coat, Burberry, belted tight at the waist. Heels. Actual heels on gravel in the rain. She didn't wobble.

"Sienna." She extended her hand. Fingers cool and light in his. Her grip lingered. "Lovely to meet you."

Jason stammered. "Jason. Hi. Uh, sorry, we're still, boxes everywhere, we're not really-"

Alistair laughed. Easy. Like everything was easy for him. Probably was.

"Don't apologise, old boy. We've all been there."

Jason doubted that. Doubted Alistair Greaves had ever unpacked a box in his life. Doubted he'd ever lived anywhere that wasn't already perfect.

Footsteps from inside the house behind him. Then Emma's voice, bright, from the stairs.

"Who is it, Jay?"

She appeared in the entrance hall, stopped dead when she saw them. Her eyes went wide, taking them in. Then she looked down at herself.

Jeans. Old ones, frayed at the hems. Oversized jumper. Grey. Baggy. No makeup. Hair in a messy bun. Bare feet.

Sienna looked like she'd stepped out of a fucking magazine.

Jason could see Emma shrink. Just a bit, shoulders curling in, a fake smile stretching too wide.

Sienna stepped forward, ignored Jason now. Focused on Emma like she was the only person who mattered.

"You must be Emma." Her voice was warm. Maternal, almost. "I'm Sienna. This is my husband, Alistair."

Emma shook hands, flustered, words tumbling out.

"Sorry, I look a mess, we weren't expecting anyone, I've been moving furniture all morning-"

Sienna cut her off. Gently. A hand on Emma's arm, just above the elbow. Light. Reassuring.

"You look lovely, darling. Moving's exhausting, isn't it?"

Emma relaxed. Jason saw it. Shoulders dropping, smile softening. Sienna sounded genuine and warm. Put Emma at ease instantly.

Silence. Awkward. Jason didn't know if he should invite them in. The house was a disaster. Boxes in the lounge. Kitchen half-unpacked. Emma was looking at him now, expectant. Waiting for him to do something. Say something.

Alistair saved him.

"We won't intrude. Just wanted to say hello." He smiled. All perfect white teeth. "But if you're free Friday evening, we're having a few people over. Drinks, nibbles, nothing formal. Thought you might like to meet some of the neighbours."

Emma's face lit up. Properly lit up, like someone had switched a bulb on behind her eyes.

"That sounds amazing."

Jason's stomach dropped again. Always fucking dropping. Say something…

"We wouldn't want to impose-"

Sienna touched his arm. Just her fingertips, cool through his sleeve, but Jason's skin prickled. Goosebumps. She smiled at him. Perfect red lips.

"Don't be silly. We'd love to have you. Eight o'clock?"

Jason looked at Emma. She was nodding already, eager, eyes bright. Planning what to wear, probably. Already thinking about it.

He was trapped.

"Yeah. Sure. Thanks."

Alistair pulled a card from his coat pocket, handed it to Jason. Thick cardstock. Embossed lettering. Lord Alistair Greaves.

"Directions are on the back. If you'd like, I can send a car."

A car. Jason's face burned.

"No, we're fine. Thanks."

Sienna tilted her head, studied him. Like she could see straight through his skull. Into his brain. All the panic and inadequacy and self-loathing laid bare.

"Lottery win, wasn't it?" Her voice was light. Curious. Not judgemental. Just knowing. "How marvellous."

Emma blushed. Nodded.

"Yeah. Still feels surreal, to be honest."

Sienna smiled, touched Emma's arm again.

"You've done so well. This house is beautiful."

It wasn't compared to theirs. But Emma beamed anyway, cheeks pink, teeth showing.

"Thank you."

Alistair turned, started down the drive. Jason stood in the doorway, watching them go. Alistair paused halfway down the drive, looked back. Not at Jason. At Emma.

"You'll fit right in here, Emma. I can tell."

Jason's throat tightened. He'd noticed. Alistair hadn't looked at him once. Hadn't said you'll both fit in. Just Emma.

Emma beamed.

"Thank you."

Sienna glanced back at Jason, smiled.

"See you Friday, darling."

They walked down the drive. Their Bentley was parked just outside, black, sleek, gleaming even in the drizzle. Alistair opened the passenger door. Sienna slid in, didn't look back.

The engine purred. Low. Expensive. Quiet power. The Bentley glided away, disappeared down the lane.

Jason stood on the step, watching. The gates swung shut on their own, some fancy automatic system.

His hands were shaking.

Emma closed the door, turned to him. Grinning.

"They seemed lovely, didn't they?"

Jason forced a smile.

"Yeah."

Emma didn't notice. Was already moving, already planning. Her voice bright, excited.

"I need to buy something to wear. Something nice. Did you see what Sienna was wearing? She looked incredible."

Jason said nothing. Just nodded.

Emma disappeared upstairs. Jason heard her footsteps, quick, light. Heard her phone unlock. Googling already. What to wear to Surrey drinks party, probably.

Jason stood in the entrance hall. Alone. The chandelier hummed overhead. The house pressed down. Silent. Cold. Smelling faintly of paint and new carpet.

Alistair's handshake still tingled. Firm. Confident. The kind of handshake that said I'm in charge here. Sienna's perfume lingered in the air. Something expensive. Nothing like Emma's body spray from Boots.

Friday. Three days. Jason had three days to figure out how not to humiliate himself.

His cock was hard. Properly hard, thick against the front of his joggers, a damp spot forming where the head leaked. He shifted, tried to adjust himself. Failed.

Why the fuck was he hard?

He knew why. Course he fucking knew. Alistair's handshake. Sienna's smile. The way they'd looked at Emma, not him. The way Emma had lit up for them, eager, glowing.

The way Alistair had said You'll fit right in, Emma.

Jason's cock throbbed. He hated it. Hated himself.

He walked to the kitchen, stood at the window. Looked out across the lane. Through the trees, he could almost see it. The Greaves' estate, just above the tree line, smoke curling from a high chimney. The Bentley would soon be parked in front of a house three times the size of Jason's. Maybe four times.

They'd be talking about him and Emma right now. Laughing, probably.

Did you see his joggers?

Did you see her roots?

Jason's cock throbbed harder. He pressed his palm against it, hating the heat, the thickness, the way his body betrayed him.

Three days.


two
The First Dinner Party
Dressed for Them


Three days of Emma obsessing.

She'd started the moment the Greaves' Bentley crunched out of their driveway. Laptop open, tabs multiplying. Jason had walked past her at the kitchen table, seen the basket totals. Said nothing. What could he say? They were millionaires now. Apparently.

Thursday she'd gone to Harrods. Alone. Didn't want Jason tagging along, getting in the way, asking stupid questions. She'd come back with bags she wouldn't let him see, receipts she crumpled before he could catch the totals. Friday morning, Harvey Nichols. Same thing. Locked herself in the bedroom twice to try things on. Came out flushed, breathless, asking questions Jason couldn't answer.

Does this say Surrey or Essex?

Is this too much cleavage?

Would Sienna wear this?

Jason had no fucking clue. Sienna could wear a bin bag and look like royalty. Emma could wear Chanel and still sound like Kentish Town the second she opened her mouth. He didn't say that. Obviously.

Friday evening came anyway. Six o'clock. Emma was standing in front of their bedroom mirror in knickers and a bra that Jason didn't recognise.

Black lace. Sheer enough he could see her nipples through the fabric. The label was still tucked into the band: Agent Provocateur. She'd worn M&S for their wedding night.

Jason sat on the edge of the bed, hands clasped between his knees, watching her. His suit itched. New. Still had the tags sewn inside the jacket. He'd cut them out earlier, hands shaking, hoping the scratch on his neck would fade before tonight. It hadn't.

Emma held up a dress. Black, tight, backless. She'd modelled it for him yesterday, asked what he thought. He'd said it looked nice. She'd rolled her eyes, hung it back up. Not the reaction she wanted.

Now she turned it over in her hands, biting her lower lip. That thing she did when she was nervous. Or excited. Jason couldn't tell anymore.

"Does this make my arse look big?"

Jason's mouth was dry. "No. You look beautiful."

She wasn't listening. Already reaching for the red one. More conservative with a higher neckline. Held it against herself. Frowned and tossed it aside.

Three hours she'd been at this. Three fucking hours. Jason had showered, shaved, and suited up in twenty minutes. Done. But Emma was performing. Preparing herself to look good for Sienna. For Alistair. Jason's cock stirred.

Emma pulled the black dress off the hanger. Decision finally made. She stepped into it, wriggled it up over her hips. The fabric clung to every curve: Arse, waist, tits. The back dipped dangerously low. Almost to the crack of her arse.

The zip stuck. Emma twisted, tried to reach behind her, couldn't. Her arse jutted out as she bent forward.

"Jay. Zip me."

Not a question. Jason crossed to her and found the stupidly tiny metal tab, tugged it upward. The teeth closed over her spine, one by one. Her skin was warm under his knuckles. Soft. Smelled like a new perfume, something floral and sharp and expensive. Not like her. She made a small sound when his thumb grazed her shoulder blade. Pleasure? Impatience?

His cock was already thickening. Fuck's sake.

He stepped back. Emma turned, checked herself in the mirror. Profile. Front. Over her shoulder. Adjusting. Perfecting.

Jason sat back down. Watched her. His cock pressed thick and insistent against his zip now. Uncomfortable. He adjusted himself. Hated that he had to. Hated that watching his wife get dressed for another couple made him this hard.

Two hundred quid. The bra. He'd seen the receipt. Agent Provocateur didn't do receipts in your Tesco bags. It was all tissue paper and fancy bags. The kind of shop that had a doorbell. Emma had never spent that much on underwear. Not for him. Not for their fifth anniversary when they'd splashed out on that hotel in Brighton. But tonight, for the Lord and Lady, she'd spent two hundred quid on a bra he'd probably never see her in again.

Emma sat beside him on the bed to slide her feet into heels. Black ones with red soles. Louboutins. Jason had spotted the box yesterday, shoved behind the coat rack in the hall, like she was hiding it. Hoping he wouldn't notice. He'd noticed.

He couldn't help himself. "How much were the shoes?"

Emma's jaw tightened. She didn't look at him. "We can afford it, Jason. We're millionaires, remember?"

Jason said nothing. Heat crept up his neck. She was right. Of course, she was right. They could buy a hundred pairs of Louboutins. But it still felt wrong. Felt like showing off. Felt like trying to buy their way into a world that would always smell the Kentish Town on them.

Emma stood. Walked back to the mirror. Picked up a lipstick. Red. Chanel. All gold tube, fancy logo embossed. She applied it without checking. Perfect. Film star mouth.

She'd not normally worn red lipstick. Not once in eleven years. Said it made her look like a slag. But tonight she looked like someone out of Vogue. Backless dress. Louboutins. Red lips. Jason's wife.

Except she didn't look like his wife. She looked like someone else's. Someone richer. Someone who belonged.

Emma turned to him. Did a little spin. Smiled. "Well?"

Jason's throat closed. "You look incredible." He fucking meant it too.

Her smile widened. Genuine. She needed to hear it. Needed his approval, even as she was dressing for them.

"Sienna said to dress up. I don't want to let us down."

Jason stood. Straightened his tie. Cheap polyester thing from M&S. Felt like a fucking noose. He caught his reflection in the mirror behind Emma. Kentish Town plumber in a cheap suit. She looked like she belonged in Tatler. They didn't match. Had they ever?

Emma noticed his discomfort. Stepped closer. Her perfume filled his nose. She reached up, adjusted his collar. Smoothed his lapels. "You look handsome."

Liar. Jason looked exactly like what he was: a working-class lottery winner playing dress-up. But he nodded. Smiled. "Thanks."

Emma grabbed her clutch from the dresser. Tiny black leather, but bloody expensive. She'd shoved tissues inside, lipstick, phone. Nothing else fit. Not that she needed anything else. What did rich women carry? They had people for everything. Well, muggins here and a credit card anyway.

Jason checked his watch. Tag Heuer. Another post-lottery purchase he regretted. Too flashy. Too try-hard. "We should go. Don't want to be late."

Emma laughed. Nervous. High-pitched. "Or too early. What's the etiquette? Fashionably late?"

Jason had no fucking idea. "Yeah. Maybe."

They headed downstairs. Emma wobbled on the second step, heels too high. Jason caught her elbow. Steadied her. She smiled her thanks. She was probably already thinking ahead about the dinner. Impressing the Greaves. What she'd say. How she'd act.

In the entrance hall, Emma stopped at the mirror. Again. Smoothed the dress over her hips. Licked her teeth. Checked for lipstick smudges. Found none. Adjusted her tits in the dress. Jason watched, how could he not? They looked bloody good, pushed up and on display. But for whom?

He opened the front door. Cool evening air rushed in. Emma shivered. Goosebumps rising on her bare shoulders.

"Did you remember the wine?"

Jason nodded. Forty quid Malbec from Waitrose. Sitting on the passenger seat already. It felt cheap. Everything felt cheap next to the Greaves.

Emma frowned. "Should we have brought flowers too?"

Too late now. Jason shook his head. "It's fine. Wine's fine."

They walked to the car. Jason's Audi Q7. Lottery purchase. Black leather interior, all the trimmings. It still had that new car smell. But it still felt like someone else's car. Like he'd borrowed it from a rich mate.

He opened the passenger door for Emma. Chivalrous. Old-fashioned. Trying to be anyway. She looked surprised. Pleased. "Thank you."

Emma slid into the seat, making the dress ride up. Jason saw it before she tugged the hem down: black lace at the top of her thighs. Stocking tops. The little silicone grips pressed into her skin.

She'd put on stockings. For dinner. For the Greaves. When the fuck did she wear stockings? She'd never worn them for him. Not once. Not even that weekend in Paris, he'd surprised her with. But tonight. For this.

Jason's cock went hard. Instant and almost painful. He slammed the car door and walked around to the driver's side. Adjusted himself through his trousers as he went. His hand came away damp. Pre-cum already. Leaking through his boxers. Jesus fucking Christ. What was wrong with him?

He climbed in. Started the engine. The Audi purred. A rich people sound. He pulled out of the drive. The gates swung open automatically. Another lottery upgrade. Motion sensors. Like they lived in a gated community. Except their gate kept nobody out. Just made them feel important.

Jason turned left. Towards the Greaves' estate.

Ten minutes. That's all it was. Ten minutes through narrow private roads. Stone walls. Hedgerows. No streetlights. He'd driven past their gates every day this week. Compulsive. Hating himself for it. Slowing down to stare at the chimneys visible through the trees. Wondering what the house looked like inside. What their life looked like. What Alistair and Sienna did in that huge house

Emma fidgeted with her necklace. Simple silver chain. The only jewellery she'd kept from before. Everything else was new. Expensive, signs of their new life.

Silence in the car. Heavy. Emma's nerves. Jason's dread. He tried to break it.

"What do you think the other guests will be like?"

Emma's face lit up. Animated. "Posh. Rich. Sienna said it's just neighbours, but their neighbours are probably... I dunno... bankers, lawyers, that sort."

Jason's stomach twisted. Bankers. Lawyers. People with family money and second homes, and kids in private school. People who'd know Jason was a fraud the moment he opened his mouth. People who'd look at Emma and wonder what the fuck she was doing with him.

Fair question.

They turned into the Greaves' drive. Tree-lined. Gravel. Half a mile long. Jason's headlights cut through the darkness. The tyres crunched. Loud. Intrusive.

Emma gasped. "Fuck. Look at it."

The Greaves' manor sat at the end of the drive like something out of Downton Abbey. Every window glowing. Warm yellow light spilling onto the perfect lawn, the sculpted hedges, the fucking fountain in the middle of the turning circle.

Cars lined the gravel. Bentley. Range Rover. Another Range Rover. Porsche 911. All black or silver. All gleaming.

Jason's Audi looked like an Uber, and not even an XL one.

He slowed. Pulled up behind the last Range Rover. Cut the engine.

Emma stared at the house. Eyes wide. Lips parted. Breathing fast. She looked beautiful. She looked excited.

Jason stared at Emma. His cock throbbed. Hard. Insistent. He hated it. Hated himself. Hated that his wife getting dressed up for another man's house made him want to cum in his trousers.

Emma turned to him. Smiled. Nervous. Eager. "Ready?"

No. Fuck no. Jason wanted to reverse out of the drive, take her home, lock the doors, pull that dress off her, and remind her who she belonged to.

But he nodded. "Yeah."
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Valet Service

The valet was at Jason's window before he'd even turned the engine off.

Young lad. Early twenties. White shirt so crisp it could've cut glass. Black trousers. A smile that didn't reach his eyes. Professional. He tapped the window. Polite little knock.

Jason's stomach lurched. Fuck. They had staff.

He fumbled for the button. The window slid down with a hum.

"Good evening, sir. I'll park your car in the guest's car park."

These cars are fucking ALL the Greaves’s?

Jason's mouth opened. Closed. Nothing came out. He nodded instead. Stupid. Mute. Handed over the keys like he was the valet, not the guest.

Emma was already out. Graceful. One leg, then the other, ankles crossed as she stood. Perfect. Poised. She'd been practising that. Had to have. Jason had watched her stumble out of their old Fiesta for eleven years, handbag swinging, heels catching on the kerb. Tonight, she moved like someone else. Someone who belonged here.

Jason grabbed the wine bottle from the passenger seat. He’d never spent as much, but here it might as well have been Lambrini.

The Audi purred away round the side of the house. Jason watched it disappear. His stomach dropped. No car. No escape route. He was trapped here. Had agreed to be trapped here. What the fuck had he been thinking?

Emma linked her arm through his. Her hand trembled against his bicep. The heels. The gravel. She needed him steady. They climbed the front steps together.

Six steps. Wide stone bastards. Old. The kind of steps that had seen carriages and servants and centuries of people who belonged. People with names that meant something. Jason didn't belong. His shoes were wrong. His suit was wrong. His accent would be wrong the second he opened his mouth.

Emma's breathing quickened. Jason felt it through her arm. Shallow. Fast.

"Jay," she whispered. "This is insane."

The house loomed above them. Georgian. Listed. Probably worth fifteen million. Maybe more. Every window glowed gold. Warm. Inviting. Jazz drifted out, muffled by thick glass and old walls. Laughter. The clink of crystal. Voices that sounded like money.

Jason needed a piss. Badly. Fuck. Too late now.

"It's just a house," he said.

Emma squeezed his arm. She didn't believe him. Neither did he.

The double doors swung open.

Sienna stood backlit in the doorway. White silk dress. Bias-cut. The kind of thing you saw in magazines, not real life. Clinging to every curve. The light behind her made the dress see-through. Jason could see the outline of her body. Small tits. Narrow waist. Long legs. Barefoot.

Barefoot on cold stone. Like she didn't feel it. Like the temperature bent to her will, not the other way round.

"Darlings!" Sienna's arms opened wide. Her voice carried. Warm. Thrilled. Like they were the only people she'd been waiting for all night. "You made it!"

Emma's face lit up. Proper lit up. Relief and delight. Pure fucking joy. Like Sienna's approval was oxygen, and Emma had been holding her breath for days.

Jason hung back. Half a step behind Emma. He knew his place already.

Sienna descended the steps. No hesitation. Her hips swayed all deliberate. Feline. The dress moved with her body like water. Like liquid silver.

Jason's cock stirred again. Fuck. Not now. Not here.

Sienna reached Emma first. Took both her hands. Squeezed.

"Look at you. Stunning. That dress is perfection."

Emma blushed. Pleased. Flustered. "Thank you. I wasn't sure if it was too-"

Sienna leaned in and kissed her.

On the mouth.

Not a peck. Not a cheek-kiss. Lips to lips. Soft. Deliberate. Lasted two seconds. Maybe three. Long enough for Jason's brain to stutter and stop.

Emma went rigid. Her fingers twitched at her sides. Eyes wide. Didn't pull away. Didn't kiss back. Just stood there, frozen, Sienna's lips pressed to hers like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Sienna pulled back slowly. A warm smile on her lips. "Sorry, darling. Continental habit. Alistair's corrupted me with all our trips."

Emma's laugh came out too high. Too fast. "No, it's- it's fine. Really. Fine."

Jason's vision had narrowed. Tunnel-vision. All he could see was Sienna's lower lip. Red smudge. Emma's lipstick. Sienna didn't wipe it away. Didn't even glance at it. Emma didn't notice. Or maybe she did. Maybe she was pretending not to.

Jason's cock slammed to full hardness. Instant. No warning. Pressed so hard against his trousers that he thought the zip might split. His breath caught. Held. His balls tightened. Fuck. Fuck.

Another woman had just kissed his wife. On the mouth. And Jason was- he was so hard it hurt. So hard he wanted to reach down and adjust himself right there on the front steps of this fucking mansion. Christ. He was broken. Had to be.

Sienna turned to Jason. Still holding Emma's hand. Possessive.

She leaned in. Kissed Jason's cheek. Dry. Perfunctory. Nothing like the kiss she'd given Emma. Might as well have been a handshake.

Her perfume hit him. Flowers and- fuck, was that honey? Made his head swim. Made him want to lean closer even though he shouldn't.

"So glad you could come." Sienna's hand rested briefly on Jason's arm. Her fingers were warm, elegant. Her nails were painted the same red as her lipstick. As the smudge on her lip. "Alistair's been looking forward to this."

"Thanks for, yeah, for inviting us."

Automatic. Polite. Meaningless.

Sienna was already turning back to Emma. "Come. Let's get you inside. You must be freezing."

Emma followed. Sienna's arm linked through hers now. Leading her up the steps. Into the house. Into the warmth.

Jason trailed behind. Two steps back.

The heat hit him the second he crossed the threshold. Underfloor heating. And from the smell of it, a wood fire crackling somewhere deeper in the house. The scent of woodsmoke and lilies. Rich. Thick. Overwhelming scents of country life.

The entrance hall opened up around them.

A double staircase, created from black and white marble. Chandeliers dripping with crystal. Old oil portraits lining the walls; long-dead aristocrats in wigs and ruffled collars, staring down at Jason like he was the help. Like he'd come to the front entrance by mistake.

Emma stopped and stared. Her mouth fell open slightly. Just a fraction. She couldn't help it. Couldn't hide how impressed she was.

The marble was the kind you saw in museums. Roped off. Don't touch. The grandfather clock in the corner counted out time. Then he heard footsteps on the stairs.

Alistair descended the left staircase. Taking his time, one hand on the bannister. Like he'd been waiting at the top, timing his entrance for their arrival. Probably had been.

He wore a black-tie. Actual fucking black-tie, and a swanky tuxedo. Patent leather shoes that gleamed under the chandelier. Rolex catching the light. Jason could see it from across the hall.

Jason's M&S suit felt like a costume from a charity shop. Felt like it had a label sewn inside that said, "New and inferior money."

"Jason! Emma! Welcome, welcome."

Alistair crossed the hall. His long strides owning the space. He moved like a man who'd never questioned whether he belonged anywhere.

He shook Jason's hand first. Firm grip. Dominant. Held on too long. Just enough time to make Jason acutely aware of who was the master of this engagement.

"Good to see you, old boy. Glad you could make it."

Old boy. Like they were friends. Like they were equals. Like Jason wasn't a Kentish Town plumber's son wearing a suit that cost less than tonight’s wine.

Jason's hand was already sweating. Alistair's was dry. Warm. Confident.

Everything Jason wasn't.

Alistair released Jason's hand and turned to Emma. His eyes dropped, measuring her head to toe with his gaze. Lingered on the backless dress, then the curve of her arse. The bare skin. He didn't try to hide it. Didn't pretend to be polite.

He whistled. Low and playful.

"Emma. You look exquisite."

Emma blushed. Pleased. Glowing. "Thank you."

Alistair stepped closer. Into her space, a touch too close for polite. Far too close for strangers. Took her hand. Raised it to his lips. Kissed her knuckles.

Old-fashioned. Gallant, but possessive.

Emma's breath caught. Soft. Audible. Jason heard it. Heard the little hitch in her throat.

Alistair let go, and his hand dropped, but not away, though. To Emma's waist, where it settled, his thumb sliding over the bare skin of her lower back. Right where the dress dipped. Deliberate. Skin on skin.

Emma didn't flinch. Didn't pull away. Didn't do that polite little step-back thing she always did when strangers got too close.

She leaned in. Just a fraction. And smiled.

Jason's throat closed. His cock throbbed. Hard. Harder. Leaking into his boxers. He could feel it. Wet spot spreading. He knew she was just trying not to make a scene, but he wanted to grab Emma's arm. Pull her back and punch Alistair in his smug fucking face. Yet… he also wanted to watch Alistair's hand slide lower. Cup her arse. Squeeze. Wanted to see if Emma would let him.

Fuck no!

Jason looked away. Stared at the marble floor, counting the black and white squares. Anything to stop thinking about Alistair's thumb moving in slow circles on his wife's skin.

Sienna's voice cut through. Bright and warm, dispelling the moment. "Come, darling. Everyone's dying to meet you."

She linked her arm through Emma's. Leading her away from Jason and Alistair, towards the double doors on the right. They opened onto a drawing room. Voices spilt out. Laughter. The clink of glasses.

Alistair's hand landed on Jason's shoulder. Steering him.

"Let's get you a drink, shall we? You look like you need one."

Jason forced a laugh. Strangled. "That obvious?"

Alistair grinned. Charming. "First dinner party in Surrey? Always nerve-wracking. You'll be fine. Just smile and nod, that's what I do."

Liar. He bet Alistair had never been nervous a day in his life.

"What do you drink, Jason? Whisky? Gin?"

"Whisky." Trying to sound masculine. Confident. Trying to sound like a man who drank whisky in male-only clubs with men like Alistair.

"Good man. I've got a twenty-five-year Macallan. You'll love it."

Jason had no idea if that was good. Had no idea if twenty-five years meant expensive or just old.

It was expensive.

Jason's stomach dropped. Something had shifted. He'd felt it the second Sienna's lips touched Emma's. The second Alistair's thumb stroked her bare skin. Something had started. Something Jason couldn't name.
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The Seat of Honour

The dining room wasn't a room. It was a fucking cathedral.

Jason stopped in the doorway, couldn't help it. Thirty feet long, maybe more, vaulted ceiling carved with plaster roses like some National Trust place Emma dragged him to once. Each drop of the chandelier was catching candlelight, throwing rainbows across the walls. The table stretched the whole length, mahogany so dark it looked black, set for fourteen with more forks than Jason knew what to do with. Silver cutlery in neat rows, three wine glasses per setting, white napkins folded into bloody swans. Candles everywhere. Low light. Intimate.

It looked like a period drama. Looked like somewhere royalty ate, not somewhere Jason Hartley from Kentish Town belonged.

Alistair moved past him, hand brief on Jason's shoulder. Warm. Steadying.

"Come. You're here."

Not we're here. Not let's sit.

Just soft orders. The kind that didn't sound like orders until you'd already obeyed.

Alistair walked to the head of the table. Took his seat. Sienna glided to the opposite end, her silk dress catching the light like liquid silver. Between them, twelve guests milled about, finding their name cards, exclaiming over the flowers. Voices overlapping. Laughter. The clink of champagne flutes.

Jason scanned for Emma.

Found her, to Alistair's right. The seat of honour. Right beside him.

Jason found his own name. The other end of the table. Across from Emma, but miles away, far enough he'd have to shout to be heard. Sienna sat beside him. Some blonde on his other side, already eyeing him like he was a zoo exhibit.

Separated. Probably how these rich people get people to mingle. Fucking hate mingling.

Alistair got Emma at his right hand, close enough to whisper in her ear, close enough to touch. Jason got Sienna and Charlotte the Trust-Fund Barbie. Probably on purpose. Probably planned down to the fucking napkin swans.

Jason sat. The chair was heavy, carved wood, dug into his spine despite the velvet cushion. Too upright. Too formal. Like sitting in a throne you hadn't earned.

"I'm Charlotte." The blonde extended her hand like she expected him to kiss it. Teeth too white, lips too glossy. "You're the lottery winner, aren't you? How thrilling."

Thrilling. Like he'd climbed Everest or cured cancer. Like he'd done something other than buy a ticket at the Tesco Express on his way home from the pub.

"Yeah. That's me."

Charlotte's smile didn't shift. Dead eyes. The kind of politeness that was just expensive contempt. She'd already written him off. He could see it.

Across the table, Emma laughed.

Bright. Musical. Not her normal laugh. Her posh laugh. The one she'd been practising since they moved here, the one that sounded like she'd swallowed a wind chime.

Alistair's hand rested on Emma's shoulder blade. Fingers spread wide, claiming the bare skin between her dress straps. Possessive. The way you'd touch something you owned.

Emma leaned into it. Just a fraction. Just enough.

Jason's throat closed. Swallowing hurt. His chest squeezed tight, ribs pressing on his lungs. Across the table, his wife was leaning into another man's touch, and Jason couldn't breathe, couldn't move, couldn't do a fucking thing except sit here and watch.

Alistair stood. Raised his glass.

The room quieted. Instantly. Everyone turned to look. Of course they did. He was the sun. They were planets. That's how it worked in places like this.

"Thank you all for coming." His voice carried without effort. Warm and inviting like freshly baked bread. "Special welcome to our new neighbours, Jason and Emma. Lottery winners, if you can believe it. A modern fairy tale."

Polite laughter rippled around the table. Some genuine. Some not. Jason couldn't tell which. Couldn't tell anything anymore.

Alistair's gaze landed on Emma. Lingered.

"Emma, you've already charmed us. I suspect you'll charm everyone here."

Emma blushed. Raised her glass. Didn't look at Jason. Looked at Alistair. Her eyes bright, enjoying the attention.

"To new friends," Alistair said.

"To new friends," the table echoed.

They drank. Jason's wine tasted expensive. Too expensive. Like liquid velvet or whatever bollocks the sommelier had said on Saturday Kitchen. He drained half the glass in one go. Needed it. Needed something to do with his hands, something to stop them shaking.

Alistair sat. Gestured.

Two waiters appeared from nowhere. Young women in black dresses and white aprons, faces blank, professional. They moved like ghosts. Silent as they carried small plates.

First course.

Seared scallops on pea purée, pancetta crisp balanced on top like some kind of art installation. Smelled incredible. Looked even better.

Jason picked up his fork.

Wrong one.

Put it down. Heat crawling up his neck. Picked up the smaller one. Right. Probably.

Conversation began. Multiple threads, voices overlapping, weaving around each other. The surgeon across from Emma discussing a procedure, something about keyhole surgery. The barrister beside her complaining about the CPS. The MP's wife asking someone about their daughter's wedding at Claridge's.

Jason tried to follow. Couldn't. Too many voices. Too much wine already. His head was spinning, the chandelier above blurring at the edges.

Sienna leaned close. Her perfume hit him. Jasmine and something darker. Amber, maybe. Expensive. Untouchable.

"How are you finding Surrey?"

Jason swallowed. Mouth dry. "Great. It's great."

Charlotte leaned in from the other side. "Where did you live before?"

"Kentish Town."

Charlotte's smile stayed fixed. Painted on. "How... different."

Different. Code for you don't belong here, mate, and we all know it.

Jason stabbed a scallop.

Too hard.

Fork skidded, scallop shot off his plate like a greased bullet, skidded across the white linen, left a smear of green purée in its wake. Came to rest near the salt cellar.

Silence.

No one his end of the table said anything.

Charlotte looked away quick. Embarrassed for him.

Jason's face burned. His ears rang. Blood pounded in his temples, hot and thick, shame flooding his chest. Wanted to disappear. Wanted the floor to open up and swallow him. Wanted to crawl under the table and stay there until everyone fucked off home.

He'd ruined it. First course, first five minutes, already fucked it.

Across the table, Emma didn't even notice.

She was listening to Alistair, laughing at something he'd said, her whole body angled toward him. Didn't notice her husband humiliating himself. Didn't care.

Alistair's hand still rested on Emma's shoulder. Fingers moving now. Slow. Tracing her bare skin. Down her spine. Following the line of her dress, the dip and curve of her back.

Emma's breath caught.

Jason saw it. Her chest rose, nipples hardening visibly through the thin fabric. Pushing against the silk.

Alistair's fingers stopped at the small of her back. Just above where the dress resumed. Right at the curve of her arse.

Everyone could see.

The surgeon across from Emma. The barrister beside her. The MP's wife two seats down. They could all see Alistair's hand on Jason's wife's skin. Stroking her. Claiming her.

And no one said anything.

No one looked shocked. No one intervened.

Like it was normal.

Like Jason wasn't even there.

Jason's cock throbbed, leaking precum into his boxers. He shifted, tried to adjust himself without anyone noticing. Pressed his thighs together. Didn't help.

Sienna's hand landed on his thigh - under the table. Sudden. Warm. Shocking!

Jason jumped, his fork clattered against his plate. Sienna's lips were at his ear. Her breath warm, voice barely a whisper.

"You're very quiet, darling. Are you alright?"

Jason couldn't form words. Nodded. Throat too tight.

Sienna's hand didn't move. Just rested there. Heavy. Claiming him the way Alistair was claiming Emma.

Jason stared at his plate. Couldn't eat. Couldn't think.

Across the table, Alistair's hand traced lazy circles on Emma's bare skin. Emma's eyes were half-closed. Mouth slightly open. Breathing shallow.

She looked beautiful.

She looked like she was being seduced.

She was being seduced. In front of Jason. In front of everyone, and Jason's cock was so hard it hurt.

The second course arrived.

Duck breast, fondant potato, cherry jus drizzled across the plate in an arc. The staff moved like ghosts again. Silent. Efficient. Replacing plates, refilling wine. Jason had lost count of glasses. Three? Four? Didn't matter. He drank anyway.

The conversation turned to holidays. Villas in Tuscany, yachts in Croatia, skiing in Verbier. The tech CEO described a private island in the Maldives, something about snorkelling with manta rays. The art dealer countered with a story about Monaco, a party on a superyacht.

Jason had nothing to contribute.

Stayed silent. Ate his duck. It was perfect. Tender. Rich. He barely tasted it.

Alistair's hand moved, slow and deliberate.

From Emma's shoulder, dragging down her spine, fingertips tracing each vertebra like he was counting them. Emma's posture changed. Spine straightened. Shoulders rolled back, chest pushed forward. Her nipples were hard against the dress fabric. Jason could see them from here.

Everyone could see them.

Alistair's fingers reached the small of her back. Paused. Rested there, just above where the silk resumed.

Then lower. Below the fabric. Fingertips on bare skin. On the swell of her arse.

Emma inhaled sharply.

Alistair leaned close. Whispered something Jason couldn't hear.

Emma laughed. Touched his arm. Let her hand linger.

Jason's cock pulsed. Stand up, man, fucking drag her out, even if it means we have to move. He couldn’t.

Jason's stomach twisted. His vision blurred. Was he going to be sick? Was he going to cum? Both felt equally likely. Both felt inevitable.

Sienna's hand tightened on his thigh. Slid higher. Stopped just short of his erection.

Jason's breath came fast. Shallow. Heart hammering.

Charlotte was talking to him. Asking something about house renovations, or maybe schools, Jason had no idea. He nodded. Smiled. Hoped it was the right response.

Charlotte smiled back. Turned away.

Pre-cum now leaked in thick beads, soaking through his boxers, into his trousers. Hot. Sticky. The wet spot was spreading across the front of his chinos. He was going to leave a stain. Everyone would see. Proof of what he was. Proof that watching his wife get felt up by another man made him leak like a broken tap.

Jason's hand went to his lap. Pressed down on his erection. Hard. Trying to stop it. Trying to make it go away.

It didn't.

Sienna leaned close again. Lips brushing his ear.

"She's beautiful, isn't she? When she's happy."

Jason's voice cracked. "Yes."

"Alistair has that effect. He makes women feel alive."

Jason said nothing. Couldn't. His throat had closed again.

Sienna's hand slid higher, and cupped his erection through soaked trousers, her palm pressing against the hard ridge of his cock, fingers curling around the shape of it. She squeezed.

Jason's hips jerked. Couldn't help it. His arse lifted off the chair, cock pushing into her hand, body betraying him. A sound escaped his throat. Half gasp, half whimper. Pathetic.

Charlotte turned. Concern on her face. "Are you alright?"

Jason forced his mouth into a smile. Felt like his face was cracking. "Fine. Just... rich food. Not used to it."

Charlotte dismissed him with a look.

Sienna's hand let go. Returned to his thigh. Rested there. Innocent. Like she hadn't just grabbed his cock at the dinner table. Like she didn't know exactly what she'd done.

Jason's heart hammered. His cock throbbed, still hard, still leaking. The wet spot on his trousers was cold now, where the fabric stuck to his skin. His hands shook. He gripped the edge of the table, tried to steady himself.

Across from him, Emma's eyes were closed. Just for a second. Alistair whispered something in her ear. Emma bit her lip.

Jason nearly came right there.

Dessert arrived.

Crème brûlée. Raspberry coulis drizzled across white plates. The sugar tops gleamed, perfect and golden, like glass.

Alistair picked up his spoon.

Tapped the crème brûlée. The sugar shell cracked, loud in the sudden quiet. Everyone looked.

Of course they did. Everything a man like Alistair did was a performance.

He scooped a spoonful. Custard and caramel and raspberries, sugar shards glistening. Turned to Emma.

"You must try this, darling. It's divine."

Held the spoon to her lips.

Not offering. Feeding her. Like she was a child. Like she was his.

Emma hesitated.

Just a flicker. A heartbeat. Her eyes darted to Jason, then back to Alistair. This was public. Too intimate. People were watching. Her husband was watching.

Alistair's voice dropped. Low. Commanding.

"Open."

Emma opened her mouth.

Just like that. No more hesitation. Obedient.

Alistair slid the spoon in. Slow. Eyes locked on hers. Watching her lips close around the silver, watching her tongue curl to take the custard.

Her throat worked. A tiny sound escaped. A hum of pleasure. Soft. Breathy.

Alistair pulled the spoon out. Watched her tongue flick out, lick her bottom lip. Catching a stray drop of caramel.

Jason couldn't breathe.

His cock was so hard it hurt. Throbbing. Leaking. He was going to cum. Right here. At the table. In front of everyone.

Alistair had just fed his wife like she belonged to him. Commanded her to open her mouth. And Emma had done it. Opened for him. Swallowed for him. Made that fucking sound, the moan she used to make for Jason.

Used to. Past tense.

Jason's hands shook. He gripped his napkin. Twisted it. Tried to focus on something else. Anything else.

The chandelier. The candles. The way the light caught the crystal.

Didn't work.

All he could see was Emma's mouth. Opening for Alistair. Closing around his spoon. Swallowing.

All he could hear was that hum. That fucking hum. Pleasure. Satisfaction.

Coffee arrived. Espresso in tiny white cups. Petit fours on silver trays. Brandy for those who wanted it.

Jason wanted it.

Needed it.

Sienna poured. Handed him a glass. Jason drained it in one go. The burn felt good. Grounded him. Briefly.

Alistair stood. Glass raised.

Everyone quieted. Looked at him.

"I want to thank you all for coming. And I want to welcome Emma and Jason properly."

Paused. Let the silence stretch.

"It's rare to meet people who feel like..." Alistair's gaze found Emma. "Kindred spirits. I have a feeling we're going to be very, very close."

The table toasted. Crystal clinked. Murmurs of agreement.

Jason lifted his glass. His hand shook. Wine sloshed, nearly spilt. He drank anyway. Drained it in one.

Kindred spirits.

What the fuck did that mean?

Except Jason knew. Of course, he knew. It meant Alistair was going to fuck his wife.

Alistair sat. Leaned close to Emma. Whispered something Jason couldn't hear.

Emma's eyes widened. Then she laughed. Touched his arm. Let her hand linger, fingers curling around his bicep.

Jason's glass was empty again. Sienna refilled it. Jason drank.

His head was spinning. His cock was hard. Emma was still touching Alistair's arm, stroking it now, thumb moving in small circles.

Jason was invisible.

Didn't exist.

Kindred spirits.

Fuck.

Alistair stood again. "Shall we retire to the drawing room? More comfortable seating. Digestifs."

Guests rose. Stretched. Chattered. Moved toward the doors in a slow wave. Alistair offered Emma his arm.

She took it. Stood. Wobbled slightly in her heels. He steadied her, his hand on her waist. Low. Too low. Fingers splayed across her hip.

They walked out together. Leading the group, looking like a couple. Moved like a couple. Alistair's hand never leaving her body.

Jason trailed behind. Legs unsteady. Vision blurred.

Sienna linked her arm through his. Held him up.

"You did beautifully," she murmured. Voice warm. Approving. "I know tonight was overwhelming."

Jason's voice was numb. Flat. "Did I?"

"You didn't make a scene. That's all that matters."

Didn't make a scene.

That was the bar now. Not had a good time. Not impressed anyone. Just... didn't humiliate himself too badly. Didn't embarrass Emma. Didn't ruin Alistair's perfect fucking dinner party.

Jason stumbled. Sienna held him up. Her grip firm. Strong from her slight build.

Ahead, Alistair's hand was on Emma's lower back. Guiding her. Owning her.

Jason's wife. Except it felt like she wasn't.

Not anymore.


three
The Morning After (First Dinner)
The Car Ride Home


The Audi’s engine coughed, then growled alive. Too loud in the still Surrey night. Jason eased down the gravel drive, headlights cutting through fog. Stones popped under the tyres, harsh little clinks like something breaking.

In the mirror, the Greaves’ manor shrank, every lit window glowing gold, smug and distant. Looked like a fucking palace, really.

Emma cracked her window. A knife of cold air slid in, tightening Jason’s skin. She didn’t seem to feel it. Just hummed - something jazzy, half-remembered from the trio inside. She was a bit off-key, lips shiny with wine, shoulders loose.

She kicked off her Louboutins - left, then right - and let them tumble into the footwell. Price tags worth a week’s graft before the money. Then she planted her stockinged feet on the dash like it was nothing.

He sneaked a look.

Her skirt had ridden up around her thighs. Black lace stocking top flashing under the dashboard light. Bare skin above, soft and pale, goose bumps prickled by the chill.

Christ.

He looked away, gripping the steering wheel until his palms burned. Focus. Just drive. Don’t crash.

She never did that. Not Emma. Not his tidy, careful wife who made sure napkins matched placemats. She didn’t sprawl like this, didn’t show skin, didn’t hum. Not until tonight.

Drunk Emma. Christ, she was beautiful. Dangerous, too.

Jason’s cock stirred against his zip, already half-hard and miserable. Still. It had been like this since dessert. Since Alistair guided the spoon to her lips like she was his date, not Jason’s wife.

And she’d let him. Smiled around the spoon. Tongue flicked the caramel from the tip while Alistair watched like he owned it.

Jason swallowed. Hands sweating.

Emma sighed, long and soft. Sounded happy. “That was amazing, wasn’t it?”

Jason’s jaw locked. “Yeah.”

“The house. God, the house. Did you see the library? Floor-to-ceiling books - real fancy ones, Jason. Leather spines, dust and history.”

Jason kept driving. Let her words fill the dark.

“And the food,” she went on, slurring a touch. “That dessert. Did you try it? The chocolate thing with the salted caramel?”

His knuckles went white. “I saw you eat it.”

Emma giggled. Airy. Like a bell rung just off centre. “He insisted. Very posh, isn’t he? Just rich people's manners. Sienna is like it too. They’re just tactile people. That’s how posh couples are.”

Yeah, just manners. Fuck off.

Jason’s stomach twisted. His cock jolted again, traitor that it was. Hatred and heat curling together behind his zip.

Emma stretched, thighs shifting. The hem slid higher, showing more pale skin. The lace biting into it.

She sighed again. ‘Did you see Alistair’s watch? Vintage Rolex. Said his dad gave it to him before he died - handed it down. Isn’t that lovely? Imagine that, something with history like that.’

Jason’s voice came tight. “I saw him touching you.”

A pause. Long enough that she sobered half a notch.

“What?”

He didn’t look over. Eyes glued to the black strip of lane. Headlights spearing nothing.

“His hand. On your shoulder. Then your back. Then your_” He couldn’t even say the word.

Emma turned toward him, frown creasing her forehead. “Jason, don’t be silly.”

“I’m not being silly.”

“It’s how posh people are. Tactile. I told you. Sienna’s the same.”

“You liked it.”

Silence. Only the hum of the tyres.

She looked away, wine-bright eyes finding nothing in the window. The hedgerows flickered past, black against blacker sky.

Jason’s heart thumped thick. He wanted her to laugh, say don’t be stupid, say of course not, tell him he was imagining things.

She didn’t. She’s thinking. Thinking means yes. Means I’m right. Means I’m fucked.

“I don’t know.” Her voice small now. “Maybe.”

The grip on the steering wheel ached through his forearms.

Maybe. Not no. Maybe.

Emma turned back to him. Eyes glassy, haunted by something he couldn’t name.

“Is that bad? That I liked it?”

His throat crushed in on itself. Couldn’t speak. His cock hurt, swollen thick under his chinos. He shifted, but it didn’t help. This sick buzz under his ribs wouldn’t fade.

“Jason, say something.”

He couldn’t. Her mouth twitched. Guilt? Regret? She masked it too quickly.

“Are you angry?”

‘No.’

Lie. Heavy as lead. She felt it too; he could see it in the way her lip rolled between her teeth.

“It just… it felt nice. Being noticed again. He made me feel… seen.”

Jason’s chest tightened. The words came cracked. “I see you.”

Her smile was thin. Sad. A pity smile. “Not like that.”

Not like that.

The phrase buzzed in his head - what the fuck did that mean? Not like that. Like what? Like Alistair? Like someone who matters?

The car turned into their drive. Gravel again.

He killed the engine. The silence after felt bigger than the estate they’d just left.

Emma reached for the door. Jason caught her wrist. Gently, desperate.

“Emma.”

She turned. Met his eyes. Hers looked too wet, like tears and champagne had mixed. There was something behind them that Jason didn’t understand. Want, maybe. Or regret.

He said it because he had to. Because it was the only thing left. “I love you.”

She leaned over, kissed him. Fast. Messy. Tasted of sweet alcohol, of chocolate.

“Love you too.”

She slipped out of the car, barefoot on the gravel, shoes in hand. The stones clicked under her steps. She didn’t flinch from the cold. He watched her cross to the door, key fumbling, then inside. Lights blinked on one by one, like tiny eyes watching him from the hall.

He stayed behind the wheel, pulse still pounding between his legs. Looked down. The bulge was ridiculous. Obscene. His body’s betrayal.

He’d watched his wife glow under another man’s hand, and now his cock was begging for release. He hated it. Hated himself.

She’d liked it. She admitted it. And here he was, leaking against his pants like a teenager. What the fuck was wrong with him?

He adjusted himself with a hiss, zipped his jacket higher, then climbed out. Locked the door, though the car didn’t matter. Nothing did.

Inside, water ran upstairs - Emma washing her face. Soap. Mascara. Maybe Alistair’s scent still on her skin. Jason stayed a moment in the hallway mirror. Saw a mess. Flushed cheeks, damp hair. A fake posh watch flashing under the light.

Pathetic.

The mirror didn’t lie. It showed the man whose wife had just confessed she liked being touched by someone else. The man who’d sat silent. Who’d got hard from it.

Christ. He climbed the stairs, legs like rubber.

Emma was in the bedroom, half undressed, the silk dress sliding down her hips. Black lace bra clinging to her breasts. Matching knickers, the suspenders she’d begged to buy “for the occasion.”

His cock pulsed again, sick with want.

Emma turned and kissed him again, deeper this time, open-mouthed. His tie was in her fist.

He let her pull him, dumb with it. He followed. Because he always did. Because he didn’t know how to do anything else.
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Wet for Another Man

Emma turned towards him, fingertips tracing down Jason’s chest. Not gentle this time. Her mouth crashed into his, hungry, messy, wet. Her hand slid lower, trembling a little, then urgent. Belt buckle. Tug. Yank.

Jason stumbled closer, breath caught in his throat. She was kneeling on the bed, hair wild, breasts straining against black lace that looked painted on. Nipples like points under thin fabric. Suspenders bit into her hips, framing her like a fucking photograph. Like she knew exactly what she was doing to him.

The belt came free with a snap. Zip down. Her hand dove inside. Warm, quick, already knowing where to find him.

“Fuck.” He didn’t mean to say it. It scraped out anyway, low and raw.

Her eyes flicked up, pupils blown. “You’re so hard.”

Couldn’t say a word. Just stood there like a useless lump while she gripped him, her fist snug and hot around his cock, pulse hammering loud enough he could hear it in his ears.

She hasn’t touched me first in months. Not once. What changed? Alistair. Alistair changed her.

She kissed him again, deeper this time, tongue slick and tasting faintly of champagne and spit. Her hand squeezed, slow, teasing. His knees nearly gave way.

He tried to kiss her back properly, soft like before, the way they used to. She pulled away mid-breath, ignoring it, tugging his trousers down instead.

“Come on.”

No warmth in it. Just an order. Just her need.

He kicked free of his trousers, stepping out, boxers following. His cock sprang up, flushed and aching, veins pushed tight beneath his skin.

Her gaze dropped. Stayed there for a beat. Then that smile - sharp, knowing. Something almost cruel at the corners.

She shoved him backwards, harder than he expected, and he fell onto the mattress, the soft give of it an insult against how rough she was being.

Emma crawled up, thighs straddling his hips. The lace bra stayed on. She never kept it on. Usually, she’d unclasp it and jump into bed quickly, too self-conscious about how her tits hung free.

Not tonight.

Tonight she left it, black lace stretched tight over nipples already glass hard. She reached down again, fingers wrapped back around him, guiding him, the head of his cock slick against her skin.

Then she sank onto him. No pause. Just - down. Jason almost blacked out from it. She was drenched. Wetter than she’d ever felt. Soaking, hot, wrapping him in slick heat.

Jesus Christ. She’s never this wet. Never.

Her fingers pressed into his chest, bracing. Her hips started to move. Fast. Grinding down. Rolling. Slapping wet skin against his thighs, over and over.

Her tits bounced under the lace, the straps biting into her shoulders with every drop. The air thick with wet sounds: squelch, slap, breath.

Jason grabbed her hips, tried to slow her. Make it last. Make it them again.

She didn’t let him. Just rode harder. No rhythm. Pure hunger. Every thrust made the head of his cock ache, slicked him further. Her moans climbed higher - little gasps, half-formed cries that turned filthy. Animal.

Not his name. Just noise.

He tried to match her pace, thrusting up, desperate to keep up, but she was too fast, too rough, too much.

Her eyes were closed. Didn’t even look at him. Didn’t see him.

The thought hit like a knife in the chest. She was beautiful like that - head tilted, hair flying, mouth wide, lost somewhere he couldn’t follow.

She’s gone. She’s with him. Thinking about him.

His gut clenched. His cock throbbed sharp and merciless, everything inside him winding too close to blow. He tried to breathe, slow down, but it was useless.

“Fuck… Emma-”

She slammed down hard. He spasmed, grip bruising her hips, his hips jerking up helplessly.

He came. Hard. Too fucking hard. A hot gush, deep inside her, twitching, coming apart.

But she didn’t stop. Wouldn’t. Her hips still grinding, hair whipping, chasing a high he couldn’t touch. Oversensitive now, Jason softened, slipped out, wet and pathetic between her thighs.

A string of his cum stretched between them, snapped, and glistened across her mound.

She slowed. Stopped. Climbed off silently… a look of disappointment not hidden.

His cum spilt out of her - thick, white, indecent. She didn’t even flinch. Just rolled onto her side, back turned, duvet dragged up around her shoulders.

Jason lay there panting. “Did you…?”

A pause. Then, faint. “No.”

The word hung there like smoke. Heavy. Final.

Didn’t cum. Again. And she was dripping for him. For another man. For what he put in her head tonight.

Jason stared at the ceiling, the tacky feel of semen drying on his stomach. His cock twitched again, already half-hard, shame bubbling sick in his chest.

She’d fucked me like she was starving and still nothing. Because it wasn’t me she wanted.

She started to breathe slower. Then deeper. Asleep - just like that. The greedy fucking rush gone in seconds.

He couldn’t move. Couldn’t even think properly. Images looping.

Alistair’s hand on her shoulder at dinner. Fingers tracing the line of her neck. The way she’d leaned in, too close. That glossy look in her eyes.

The way she’d glowed when she came home.

She fucked me thinking about him.

Jason’s fist clenched. His cock thickened again, traitorous pulse thrumming.

Stop. Stop thinking about it.

He couldn’t. The scene replayed whether he wanted it or not. Alistair feeding her dessert, the spoon slipping past her lips. The way she’d sucked the syrup off, tongue slow, eyes on him.

Jason’s hand slid under the duvet. Found his cock again.

Don’t. Fucking don’t.

He stroked anyway. Slow, controlled, keeping quiet. The sheets rustled. Emma shifted, turning in her sleep, face peaceful, mouth slack. Her trust made it worse.

He bit his lip, breaths shallow, pumping faster now. His fucked-up thoughts now generating their own images: Alistair pressing her back against polished wood. The sound she made when he slid into her. Wet. Open. Insatiable.

His hips jerked. He came again, spurting hot across his stomach, choking on the need to stay silent.

The smell of sex clung to him. Spunk, sweat, her perfume, all mixed into something foul and addictive. He wiped his hand on the duvet, sticky stripes marking where he’d done it. Hated himself even as his cock twitched again.

He lay there, a mess, staring at the dim ceiling.

I just came thinking about him. About her with him. And I came harder the second time.

The air went cold. His skin itched. The bed felt stupidly big between them.

Emma stirred, drowsy, her hand landed on his chest. Automatic. Unknowing. Her fingers brushed the edge of his slick skin, then settled.

He looked at her. The line of her jaw. The thatch of lashes against her cheek. She was beautiful. Still his.

But for how long?

He wanted to pull her in close, wrap himself around her, pretend the night hadn’t happened, hadn’t meant what it did.

He also wanted to feed her to Alistair. See what she’d become in those hands. Both thoughts alive in him, tearing him apart.

It’s unbearable. Why does the unbearable make him hard again?


four
Girls' Shopping Trip
Sienna's Invitation


Jason's coffee had gone cold. He couldn't remember making it. Didn't remember sitting down. Just found himself here, at the kitchen island, hands wrapped round a mug he hadn't touched, staring at grey veins in the marble because looking at Emma required energy he didn't have.

She sat opposite, her phone in hand. Scrolling. Thumb flicking upward, hypnotic, endless. The Sunday papers lay between them, still folded, unread. Jason had bought them out of habit. Some pathetic attempt at normal. Neither of them gave a toss about the headlines.

Emma hadn't said much all morning. Not upset. Just elsewhere. Replaying something in her head, over and over, something Jason wasn't part of.

She's been like this since Friday. Quiet. Distant. Not sad, though. Something else.

Jason cleared his throat. "You alright?"

Emma glanced up. Smiled. Small, vague, already fading. "Yeah, course. Why?"

"Just... you've been a bit quiet."

"Have I?" Back to her phone. Thumb still moving. "Just tired, I think. Friday was a lot."

A lot. Understatement of the fucking century. Spent half of Saturday nursing a hangover from all the fancy wine she’d drunk.

Jason tried again. "Alistair was a bit full-on, wasn't he?"

Emma's thumb stopped. She looked at him properly this time. Eyebrows raised, almost amused. "Full-on? What d'you mean?"

Jason shrugged. Aimed for casual but knew he was failing. "Just... touchy, I suppose. Very hands-on."

Emma's expression softened. Pitying. Like she was explaining something to a child. "That's just how posh people are, Jay. It doesn't mean anything. They're tactile."

Tactile. Right. That's what they were calling it.

Jason's mouth opened. Closed. He wanted to push, wanted to say his hand was as good as on your arse, Emma, but his throat locked up. Too dangerous. So he nodded, looked back at his mug, and said nothing.

Emma's phone buzzed. The sound sliced through everything. Sharp. Invasive. Her whole face changed. Lit up. She snatched the phone, screen bright: Sienna.

When the fuck did Sienna get her number?

"Oh!" Emma stood, already moving toward the bi-fold doors. Her voice shifted. Brighter. Younger. Eager. "Sienna! Hi!"

Jason stayed where he was and picked up the Sunday Times, pretending to read. His eyes tracked Emma across the kitchen. She stopped by the glass, one hand on her hip, phone pressed to her ear, already laughing.

"Oh my god, really? That sounds amazing."

Jason couldn't hear Sienna's side. Just Emma. Breathless. Excited.

"Today? I mean... I don't know if I've got anything planned..."

We don't. We've got nothing planned. But we were supposed to spend the day together. That was the whole fucking point of the weekend.

Emma glanced back over her shoulder. Caught Jason watching. Turned away fast, voice dropping.

"No, no, Jay won't mind. He's probably got work stuff anyway."

Jason's jaw clenched. He didn't have work stuff. Hadn't worked in months since the win. Emma knew that. Didn't she?

"Harrods? Seriously? I've never... okay. Yes. I'd love that."

Jason's guts twisted. Cold slime spreading. Shopping. Harrods. Bond Street. Sienna was taking Emma shopping.

Emma's voice went softer. Conspiratorial. Intimate. "What should I wear? I don't want to look... You know, like I don't belong."

Christ. She's nervous. Trying to impress her.

Whatever Sienna said next made Emma relax. Her shoulders dropped. She smiled, nodding like Sienna could see her. "Okay. Yes. I'll be ready. Thank you, Sienna. Really. This is so kind."

The call ended. Emma turned back, cheeks flushed, eyes bright. She looked younger. Prettier. Excited in a way Jason hadn't seen since before the lottery win, before Surrey, before everything got so fucking complicated.

She set her phone down on the island. Grinning. "That was Sienna."

"Yeah," Jason said. His voice sounded flat. Dead. "I gathered."

Emma didn't notice. "She's invited me shopping. Just us girls. Harrods, Bond Street, maybe Selfridges. She wants to help me find my style now we're living here." She paused, almost bashful, tucking her hair behind her ear. "She said I need a proper Surrey wardrobe."

Jason's hands tightened round his mug. Cold ceramic bit into his palms. "Right. When?"

"Now. Well, she's picking me up in an hour."

An hour. Didn't think to ask me.

Jason forced the words out. Steady. Controlled. "I thought we were gonna do something today. Together."

Emma blinked. Genuinely surprised, like the idea had never occurred to her. "Were we? You didn't mention anything."

"I just thought..." Jason fumbled, hating how weak he sounded, how small. "I dunno. We could go for a walk. Pub lunch. Just us."

Emma came around the island. Leaned down. Kissed his forehead. Maternal. Gentle. Fucking condescending.

"We can do that tomorrow, love. It's just a few hours. Sienna's being so sweet. I can't say no."

Can't. Or won't.

Jason wanted to argue. Wanted to say yes, you can, just tell her you're busy, tell her we had plans, tell her no. But the words stuck in his throat like hair in a drain. Thick. Choking.

Emma was already moving. Already halfway to the stairs. "I need to get ready. Don't want to keep her waiting."

She disappeared.

Jason heard her footsteps above. Quick. Light. Wardrobe doors opening. Drawers slamming. She was rushing. Excited. More excited than she'd been about anything Jason had suggested in months.

Jason sat at the island. Stared at his coffee. Stone cold now.

She didn't even hesitate. Didn't ask if it was okay. Just went. Like I'm her flatmate. Not her husband.

And there it was. His cock. Thickening. Again.

Fuck. No. Not now.

He was getting hard because his wife had just ditched him for another woman. Because she was making herself pretty for Sienna. Because she hadn't asked permission.

Humiliation made him hard. Being hard, humiliated him more. No escape. His cock pulsed. A bead of pre-cum wet his boxers. His phone buzzed.

Jason grabbed it, stupid hope flaring. Maybe Emma. Maybe some reassurance. Love you. I won’t go really. Sorry.

It wasn't.

Sienna: Don't worry, darling. I'll take good care of her. We'll have her back by dinner. Maybe a bit more polished ;) x




Jason stared at the screen.

Polished.

That wink. That fucking wink. Like they were sharing a joke. Like Sienna was letting him in on something.

Or rubbing it in his face. Why text him at all? Why not just text Emma? Because she wanted him to know. Wanted him to sit here, alone, hard, imagining. Wanted him to feel this. The exclusion. The shift.

Jason's thumb hovered over the keyboard. He should reply. Something normal. Cheers. Have fun. But the words wouldn't come. He locked the phone. Unlocked it. Read the text again.

Polished. What the fuck does that mean? New clothes? New makeup? New ideas?

His cock throbbed harder.

Jesus Christ.
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Time crawled. The minutes felt like hours.

Jason stayed sitting at the island. Couldn't move. Didn't want to. Just sat there, half-hard, staring at nothing, listening to Emma move around upstairs.

Then gravel crunched. Jason's head snapped up. He moved to the window, legs unsteady.

Sienna's Range Rover rolled into the drive. White. Gleaming clean, like it had never seen mud or rain or anything as common as real life. Sienna stepped out. Effortless and elegant. Black jeans that fit perfectly, a silk blouse, oversized sunglasses perched on her head like she was heading to a photoshoot, not a shopping trip.

The front door opened. Emma emerged. Jason hadn't even heard her come downstairs.

She'd changed. Skinny jeans. A nice top. One Jason had bought her last Christmas. She'd worn it once, said it was too dressy for Kentish Town, too much, she'd never have anywhere to wear it.

But here she was. Wearing it for Sienna.

Her hair was straightened. Makeup done. Subtle, but Jason could tell. She'd made an effort. A proper effort.

When's the last time she made an effort for me?

Emma hugged Sienna. Continental kisses. Both cheeks. They were laughing before they'd even separated, some shared joke Jason wasn't part of.

Emma turned. Waved at Jason through the window. Casual, like she was waving at a neighbour.

Jason lifted his hand. Waved back. Sienna looked directly at him. Lifted her sunglasses. Locked eyes.

Smiled.

It wasn't warm. Wasn't friendly. It was knowing.

Then she slid the sunglasses back on. Climbed into the driver's seat. Emma got in beside her, laughing at something Sienna said. The Range Rover reversed, smooth as silk, tyres whispering on gravel, then glided down the lane.

Jason watched until it disappeared.

The house was silent. Too silent. Empty. Wrong.

Jason looked down at his phone. Opened the text thread with Sienna. Reread her message.

We'll have her back by dinner. Maybe a bit more polished ;) x

His cock was fully hard now. Straining. Aching.

What are they doing? Right now, this second? Are they talking about me? About Alistair? Is Sienna telling her things? Teaching her how posh people doing things?

Jason climbed the stairs. Slow. Heavy. Each step felt like wading through treacle and pushed open the bedroom door.

Emma's wardrobe stood open. He walked over, ran his hand along the rail. Her old clothes were still here. Oversized jumpers. Jeans with holes in the knees. Band t-shirts from gigs they'd been to together, back when they were skint and happy.

Safe. Familiar. Hers.

He wondered how long before Sienna replaced them all.

Jason sat on the edge of the bed. Head in his hands. Cock straining against his jeans, pre-cum leaking, a wet patch spreading.

This is just shopping. Just a few hours. It doesn't mean anything.

But it did. And he knew it.
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Don't Worry

Jason tried to keep busy.

Sat in his new office, laptop open, staring at the blank Photoshop canvas. Twenty minutes. Just staring at a white rectangle. His brain wouldn't focus. Couldn't.

He clicked through old project folders. Logos for Kentish Town cafes. Posters for pub quiz nights. Social media graphics for some mate's failed protein shake business. Fifty quid here, two hundred there. Work that mattered once, when he needed the money. When every job meant rent, food, survival.

Didn't need it now. Didn't need anything except to stop thinking about where Emma was.

Fuck it. He closed the laptop and headed down to make himself a tea.
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Jason checked his phone. 12:37 p.m.

She'd been gone less than an hour. No messages.

Obviously. They were probably still in the car. Sienna driving, Emma in the passenger seat, chatting away. Bright. Alive. Laughing. The way she used to laugh with Jason, back when he could still make her happy.

What were they talking about? Him? Alistair? Or maybe nothing important. Just shops, makeup, normal things. Maybe Jason was losing his mind.

He set the phone face down on the desk. Counted to sixty. Slow breaths. In, out. She was fine. This was fine.

Picked the phone up. Still nothing. For fuck's sake.

Jason stood and started to pace. Three steps to the window, three back. The office was tiny. Smaller every time. The desk was cheap, ugly. When he sat, the chair creaked under his arse. This was supposed to be his workspace. His.

Felt more like a cell.

He left. Went downstairs. Kitchen. Living room. Back to the kitchen. The house swallowed sound. Every footstep echoed off marble, bounced off high ceilings. Too big. Too empty. Like a museum. Look, don't touch. You don't belong here.

His phone buzzed. 1:30 p.m.

Jason grabbed it so fast he nearly dropped the fucking thing.

Sienna: Harrods ✓ Your wife looks gorgeous in everything. Spoiling her rotten. Don't worry x




Below the text, a photo loaded.

Emma, standing in front of a full-length mirror. Harrods changing room, cream walls, gold fixtures gleaming behind her. She held a dress against her body. Black. Tight. Neckline plunging lower than anything she owned. Lower than anything she'd ever worn.

She was smiling.

Proper, genuine smiling. Eyes bright. Cheeks flushed. Lips parted mid-laugh, like Sienna had just said something funny.

Jason zoomed in and studied her face. That glow. When had she last smiled like that, unguarded, glowing?

He couldn't remember.

And why the fuck was Sienna sending him photos? She could've texted them to Emma. Could've kept it between the two of them, a girls' day thing.

But no. She sent it to Jason.

Wanted him to see. Wanted him to know Emma was having the time of her life. Without him. Jason's cock twitched. No. Not now. Not over this.

But it thickened anyway. Blood rushed south. His prick swelled, pressed against his jeans, and Jason hated it. Hated his body for betraying him. Again.

He locked the phone. Set it on the counter. Stared at the black screen.

Unlocked it and looked at the photo again.

Emma in that dress. Low-cut. Clinging. She'd never wear something like that. Too revealing. Too much. She'd say it wasn't her, she'd look stupid, people would stare.

But here she was. Holding it up. Smiling like she couldn't wait to try it on.

For whom? Jason closed his eyes. His brain filled in the gaps. Couldn't stop it.

Emma is behind the changing room curtain. Sienna outside, waiting, arms full of clothes. Lingerie, maybe. Lace. Silk. The kind of thing Emma would've laughed off a year ago. Not my style. But Sienna would insist. Just try it, darling. For fun.

And Emma would. Because Sienna asked. Because Sienna made her feel confident. Beautiful. Desired.

Would Sienna watch her change? Stand there while Emma stripped, while she unhooked her bra, stepped out of her jeans? Would Sienna's eyes roam over Emma's body, assessing, approving? Would she smile, say something encouraging, something that made Emma blush and keep going?

Jason's hand drifted toward his crotch. Stopped himself. Not yet.

He left the kitchen. Wandered. Living room. Stared out the window at nothing. Trees. Gravel driveway. Empty. Back to the kitchen. Checked the time.

2:47 p.m. Three hours. Three fucking hours.

People shopped for three hours. Normal. Fine. Emma used to spend entire Saturdays dragging him around Primark, H&M, asking if jeans made her arse look big. This was the same. Just posher shops. More expensive.

Fine.

Jason opened his messages with Emma. Last text: Have fun x. Sent this morning after she left. She hadn't replied.

She always replied. Even when she was out with old mates from Kentish Town, she'd text. Quick updates. Just got coffee. Primark's mental today. Miss you x.

But not today. Today, radio silence.

Jason's chest tightened. Breathing felt harder. Was this fine? Any of it?

Maybe. Maybe not.

Phone buzzed. 3:15 p.m.

Sienna: Agent Provocateur now. She's never been. I'm corrupting her ;) x




No photo this time. Far worse. Because Jason had to imagine.

He Googled it. Fingers clumsy on the screen. Agent Provocateur's website loaded. Models in bedrooms, kitchens, doorways. Lace bras. Sheer knickers. Suspenders. Stockings. Crotchless thongs. A black teddy with cutouts at the nipples.

Everything expensive. Everything sexy. Everything Emma had never worn.

Why would she need this?

Jason scrolled. His cock was rock hard now, straining against his jeans, pre-cum leaking into his boxers. He could feel the wet patch forming. Sticky. Shameful.

Fuck.

He stood. Walked to the downstairs bathroom. Locked the door. Leaned against the sink, knuckles white on the porcelain. Unzipped.

Pulled his cock out. Already slick. Already throbbing. The head glistened, pre-cum stringing from the tip to his jeans.

Jason closed his eyes.

Emma is in the changing room. Sienna outside the curtain, passing clothes through the gap. Try this one, darling. Lace knickers. Sheer bra that barely covered anything. Emma would hesitate. She always did. But Sienna would encourage her. Just try them on. You'll look gorgeous. And Emma would strip. Right there. Unhook her bra, let it fall. Slide her jeans down, kick them aside.

Would Sienna watch? Peek through the curtain?

See Emma naked, vulnerable, soft and pale and beautiful?

Would she smile, step inside, and close the curtain behind her? Let me help. Her hands on Emma's hips, guiding the knickers up Emma's thighs. Fingers brushing skin. Perfect. Alistair will love these.

Jason's hand moved. Slow at first. Then faster. His cock was leaking everywhere now. Pre-cum slicked his palm, dripped onto the bathroom floor.

Emma in black lace. Sienna adjusting the bra straps, fingers brushing Emma's shoulders, her collarbone. These are the ones. He won't be able to keep his hands off you.

And Emma would smile. Blush. Turn to the mirror. See herself. Sexy. Confident. Desired.

For Alistair. Not Jason. He came hard.

Spunk splattered the sink, thick ropes of it, dripping down the porcelain. His cock jerked, spurting again, and Jason gasped, braced himself against the basin, legs shaking.

Couldn't stop. One more pulse. Cum on his hand, his jeans, the floor. Then it was over.

The shame hit immediately. Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

Jason looked at himself in the mirror. Flushed. Sweaty. Cum on his fingers. Pathetic.

He washed his hands. Splashed cold water on his face. Dried off with the hand towel, avoiding his own eyes in the reflection.
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Jason showered and changed clothes. Didn't know why. Wasn't going anywhere. Just felt filthy. Contaminated.

Made a sandwich. Ate half and threw the rest in the bin. Tried the TV. Some antiques show. Posh voices droning on about Georgian silver, provenance, auction estimates. Turned it off after five minutes.

Checked his phone. 4:12 p.m. Nothing from Emma. Sienna's last text nearly an hour ago. Where were they? Still shopping? Lunch? Coffee at some overpriced place in Knightsbridge?

Or had they stopped somewhere else?

The Greaves had a flat in Mayfair. Sienna mentioned it at the meal. Just a pied-à-terre, darling. Somewhere to stay when we're in town. Maybe they'd gone there. Sienna suggesting it casually. Come up for a drink. Rest your feet.

And maybe Alistair was there. No. Sienna said girls' day. Just the two of them.

But maybe plans changed. Maybe Alistair texted Sienna, said he was nearby, and suggested meeting for lunch. And now Emma was sitting across from him at some Michelin-starred restaurant, laughing at his jokes, drinking wine, forgetting Jason existed.

Or maybe they were at the flat. Emma trying on lingerie. Alistair watching. Sienna smiling, pleased with herself, pleased with what she'd created.

Jason's cock twitched. Stop. But he couldn't, his brain wouldn't let him.

4:45 p.m. Phone buzzed. Emma!

Emma: Having the best time! Sienna's amazing. Be home around 7 x 




That's it. No details. No, miss you. Just an update. Like he was her dad, waiting up, worrying. Not her husband. Jason stared at the screen.

Wanted to ask. What did you buy? What are you doing? Are you thinking about him?

Instead:

Jason: Glad you're having fun. Love you x




Sent. She didn't reply.

Jason went upstairs. Lay on the bed. Phone on his chest, rising and falling with his breathing. Waiting for it to buzz. It didn't.

The ceiling was smooth. Cream. Perfect. Like everything in this house. Like nothing Jason had ever earned, ever deserved.

Seven hours. Seven fucking hours. How much shopping could two people do?

Or maybe it wasn't about shopping anymore. Maybe it never was. Maybe this was about time. Sienna pulling Emma further away. Making her realise she didn't need Jason. Didn't want him.

His cock thickened, but he didn't touch it. Just lay there. Aching. Hard. Hating the way his body responded to his own humiliation, his own paranoia, his own fucked-up brain.

6:30 p.m. Phone buzzed.

Sienna: On our way back. She's got some gorgeous new things. You'll love them. Or maybe you won't ;) x




The wink. Always the fucking wink. Jason's stomach knotted. What did that mean? You'll love them or maybe you won't?

Was she teasing? Warning? Did she know what this was doing to him?

Of course, she fucking knew.

Jason sat up. Straightened the duvet, even though it didn't need straightening. Checked his reflection in the mirror. Looked like shit. Eyes red. Hair flat, greasy. Face pale.

He went to the ensuite. Washed his face. Dried off. Stared at himself. Pathetic. Went downstairs.

Put the kettle on. Emma liked tea when she got home. Something to do. Something normal. Something husband-y.

Stood at the kitchen window. Watched the driveway. Empty. Darkening. She'd be home soon.

Walk in smiling, full of stories. Bags in both hands. She'd show him what she bought. Maybe model it, spin around, and ask if it looked good.

Maybe. Or maybe the lingerie wasn't for him. Maybe it was for Alistair. And maybe she'd never let Jason see it at all.

His cock pulsed. Jason adjusted himself. Stood there. Waiting.
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Lace and Lies

Gravel crunched.

Jason's head jerked toward the window. Finally. Thank Fuck.

He'd been standing in the kitchen for how long now? Ten minutes. Fifteen. Lost count. The kettle had boiled twice, tea going cold in the mug, untouched. Didn't matter. Wasn't going to drink it anyway. Just needed something to do with his hands while he waited for Emma to come home from her day with Sienna.

Sienna's Range Rover glided to a stop. Headlights cutting through the twilight.

The passenger door opened, and Emma slipped out. Jason's stomach dropped.

New jeans. Fuck, those were new. Tighter than anything she'd ever worn, dark indigo denim shrink-wrapped to her thighs, her arse. When did Emma wear jeans that tight? New boots too, heeled, black leather, made her legs look longer, made her wobble on the gravel.

Her hair was perfect. Smooth and glossy. Like she'd just stepped out of a salon, not spent seven hours dragging round shops.

She looked different. Not just the clothes, something else. The way she moved: Looser, maybe more confident. Like an afternoon with Sienna had changed her.

Sienna leaned across from the driver's seat. Said something through the open door. Emma laughed again, bent down to reply, her arse in the air, jeans pulling tight. Jason couldn't hear the words. Just saw Emma's face. Bright. Animated. Happy.

She straightened and walked round to the boot, which rose to greet her. Out came her bags, multiple bags. Looked heavy too, and expensive looking. Harrods. Selfridges.

Jason's throat tightened.

That last one. Black bag, pink ribbon handles, small and discreet. He knew that logo. Lingerie.

Sienna's window lowered.

She turned her head. Looked straight at the kitchen window. Straight at Jason.

Lifted one hand. Waved. Slow and deliberate as she smiled.

She fucking knew. Knew he'd been standing here waiting like a kicked dog. Knew he'd watched Emma climb out wearing clothes Sienna bought her. Knew exactly what she was doing.

Jason stepped back from the window. Too late now dickhead.

His cock thickened in his jeans. Bastard. Fucking traitor.

The Range Rover reversed, smooth and silent, tyres whispering on gravel. Then it was gone.

Jason stood there. Frozen. Hard.

The front door banged open. "Jay! I'm home!"

Emma's voice rang through the entrance hall. Bright. Energised. Bags hit the tiles with heavy thuds, expensive sounds. Jason walked toward the hall. Legs unsteady, his cock straining against his fly.

Emma appeared in the doorway, grinning. She grabbed his face, kissed his cheek. Quick, her lips barely touched his skin.

"God, I'm knackered. But it was amazing."

Jason forced his mouth to work. "Yeah? Good day, then?"

"The best." Emma spun round, arms wide, nearly knocked a bag over. "Sienna's incredible, Jay. She knows everyone. We got free champagne at Harrods. Champagne! Just for shopping. Can you believe it?"

She was talking too fast. Buzzing. Like she'd snorted a line.

Jason looked at the bags. Counted them. Seven.

Emma caught him staring. "I know, I know. I went a bit mad. But Sienna insisted, said I needed a proper wardrobe now we're in Surrey." She laughed. "She was so helpful. Picked out half of this herself."

Jason's jaw tightened. "How much did you spend?"

Emma waved her hand. Dismissive. "Don't worry about it. We can afford it, can't we?"

They could. But that wasn't the fucking point.

"Yeah," Jason said. Flat. Dead. "We can."

Emma didn't notice. Already picking through bags, pulling out tissue paper, peeking inside, making delighted little noises. Jason's gaze snagged on the Agent Provocateur bag. Matte black. Pink ribbons. It sat apart from the others. Separate. Special.

Emma followed his eyes. Blushed. Grabbed the bag and held it against her chest.

Jason's throat went dry. "New lingerie?"

Emma nodded. Bit her lip. "Sienna said every woman should have nice underwear. Something that makes her feel sexy."

For whom, Emma? Jason wanted to ask. Couldn't. His cock was fully hard now, pressing against his jeans, shameful and insistent. Emma grinned. Mischievous. Like a teenager with a secret. "Do you want to see? I can model them for you."

Jason's brain short-circuited. Yes. No. Yes. "I... yeah. If you want."

"Give me ten minutes." Emma scooped up the bags, headed for the stairs. "Pour yourself a drink. This is going to be fun."

She disappeared.

Jason heard her footsteps above. Wardrobe doors sliding open. Hangers clinking.

She was going to model lingerie. For him. She'd never done that before, so why did it feel like he wasn't the real audience?

Jason's phone buzzed.

Sienna: Enjoy the show, darling. I believe she picked that set with Alistair in mind. But don't tell her I told you ;) x




Jason's stomach dropped, but fuck, his cock throbbed.

Alistair in mind. She bought lingerie, thinking about him? Sienna fucking knew, and she was telling Jason because she wanted him to know. Wanted him hard. Wanted him humiliated.

Jason locked his phone. Couldn't think of a reply right now.

He walked to the kitchen. Poured whisky. Alistair's influence, he realised that now. Drank it anyway.

Sat on the sofa. Waited.

His phone screen glowed in his lap. Sienna's message burned into his retinas. She picked that set with Alistair in mind.

Jason's hand trembled. Whisky sloshed in the glass.

"Ready!" Emma's voice drifted down from upstairs.

Jason stood. Walked to the bottom of the staircase. Gripped the bannister, and Emma appeared at the top. She wore one of the new dresses. Black. Tight. Neckline plunging so low Jason could see the swell of her tits, the shadow of her cleavage. The fabric clung to her waist, her hips, and stopped mid-thigh. Heels. Stockings.

She posed. Hand on hip. Turned. The dress rode up. Jason saw the lace edge of her stockings. Suspenders.

Fuck.

"What do you think?"

Jason swallowed. "You look... amazing."

Emma beamed. "Sienna helped me pick it, bought me them as a gift! Said it's perfect for dinner parties."

Dinner parties. At the Greaves', obviously. She was dressing for them now. For him. Jason's cock strained against his jeans. He shifted, tried to hide it, but failed.

Emma disappeared back into the bedroom. Ninety seconds passed. Felt like hours.

Then she reappeared.

This time, the dress was gone, revealing what lay under it: a black lace bra. Matching knickers. High-waisted, sheer panels at the sides. Suspender belt. Stockings. Hair down, cascading over her shoulders. Red lipstick.

Jason's brain stopped. She looked like a goddess. Like someone else's wife.

Emma walked down the stairs. Slow, deliberate - her hips swaying. She stopped in front of Jason, close enough that he could smell her perfume. Smelled new, too. Sienna's influence.

"Do you like it?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe.

Emma smiled. "Sienna said it's a classic set. Elegant. Sexy without being tarty."

Sienna chose this. Sienna dressed her like this.

Jason reached for Emma. Pulled her close. Kissed her hard, desperate, hungry, clumsy. His hands roamed everywhere. Her arse. Her tits. The lace, smooth and delicate and expensive under his fingers.

Emma kissed back. Surprised. "Wow. Okay. Someone's keen."

Jason's cock pressed against her stomach. Hard. Insistent. She had to feel it.

Emma pulled back, smiled. "Bedroom?"

Jason nodded.
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They stumbled into the bedroom. Jason's hands everywhere, grabbing, squeezing, trying to claim her back. Emma laughed, fell onto the bed, and Jason was on her before she'd even settled, shoving her legs apart, fingers hooking into the waistband of those expensive knickers.

"Wait, let me-"

"Can't." Jason pulled the lace aside. Didn't take them off. Couldn't wait. Didn't want to ruin them. Sienna's gift. Alistair's gift. Fuck.

He freed his cock. Already hard, leaking, desperate. Lined himself up. Pushed in.

Wet. Jesus, she was so wet. Slick, just fucking soaking. Opened for him too easily, no resistance, just slid straight in.

Jason didn't want to think about it. Didn't want to know why she was so wet. Just fucked her. Hard. Fast. Hips slamming into hers, the bed creaking, her tits bouncing in that black lace bra.

Emma gasped. Her hands gripped his shoulders, nails digging in. "God, Jay-"

But her eyes. Fuck, her eyes. Glazed. Distant. Looking past him. Through him. She wasn't here. Not really. She was somewhere else. Imagining someone else.

Bigger. Thicker. Better.

Jason thrust harder. Trying to fuck that thought out of her head. Trying to make her feel him. Remember him. Want him.

"You're so beautiful," Jason panted. "So fucking beautiful, Em-"

"Mm." Emma's eyes fluttered closed. Her breath hitched. "Yeah. Don't stop."

Don't stop. Not "harder." Not "deeper." Just don't stop. Like she was waiting for him to finish. Waiting for this to be over so she could go back to thinking about-

Jason's balls tightened. No. Fuck, not yet. Too soon. Always too fucking soon.

"Em, I'm gonna-"

"It's okay." Emma's hand slid to the back of his neck, pulled him down, and kissed him. Maternal. Permissive. "It's okay, love. Cum."

Jason came.

Hard. Fast. Spilling inside her with a choked groan, his body jerking, cock pulsing, three pathetic spurts and then nothing. Collapsing on top of her, panting into her neck, sweating, shaking.

Two minutes. Maybe less. Probably less.

Emma stroked his back. Kissed his temple. "That was nice."

Nice. Not good. Not amazing. Not "I needed that" or "fuck, you made me cum."

Nice.

Jason rolled off her. His cock slipped out, already softening, wet with her and him, cum leaking out of her pussy onto the sheets. He lay on his back, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling.

Emma shifted beside him. Reached for her phone on the nightstand.

Started scrolling. Thirty seconds after he'd fucked her, and she was on her phone.

Jason's throat burned. He wanted to cry. Wanted to scream. Wanted to grab the phone and smash it against the wall, make her look at him, make her see him.

Did nothing.

Just lay there. Pathetic. Useless. A husband who couldn't even keep his wife's attention for five fucking minutes after sex.

Emma's phone buzzed. She smiled. Typed a reply.

"Sienna texted. She wants to do this again. Maybe next week."

Jason's stomach clenched. "Another shopping trip?"

"Yeah. She said there's a boutique in Notting Hill I'd love." Emma's thumb moved across the screen. "And maybe lunch at Alistair's club."

Alistair's club. She was going to see him. And she was telling Jason like it was nothing. Like it was just lunch.

Jason wanted to say no. Wanted to forbid it. Of course, he couldn't. Too fucking weak.

"You don't mind, do you?"

Jason's mouth opened. Closed. "No. Course not."


five
Riding Lessons
You're Welcome to Watch


Jason had been staring at the laptop for fuck knows how long. The cursor was blinking at him, taking the piss, really. He'd managed to type the date - Friday, 15th September - and then nothing. His brain had just stopped. Forty minutes ago? Hour? He'd lost track.

The shitty IKEA desk felt smaller every day. Cheap laminate, scratched at the corners where he'd knocked it moving in. Piles of old project folders stacked beside the monitor. Hadn't touched them since before the lottery. Didn't matter now. Didn't need it. Hadn't had a client in eight months.

Jason clicked through folders anyway. Opened one. Café branding for some hipster place in Kentish Town. Closed it. Opened another. Pub quiz poster for The Pineapple. Closed that too. Couldn't focus. Brain wouldn't let him.

He stared out the window instead. Small, double-glazed, overlooking the side garden. Beyond that, through the trees, the Greaves' estate. Couldn't see the main house from here. Just the roofline. Chimneys. Tall, Georgian, old money stretching up into the September sky.

Nearly a week since the dinner, and a few days since Sienna took Emma shopping. Since then, things had been normal. Too normal. Emma hadn't mentioned the Greaves much. No surprise invitations.

Maybe they'd moved on. Found another couple to play with. Maybe Jason was reading too much into everything. Maybe he was just being paranoid, seeing things that weren't there, inventing-

His phone buzzed. Screen lit up on the desk beside the laptop.

Alistair Greaves (mobile)

Speak of the devil…

Three rings. Four. He stared at the screen. Considered not answering. What would he say? Sorry, didn't hear it. Alistair would know. Alistair knew everything.

Fifth ring. Jason grabbed the phone. Swiped.

"Hello?"

"Jason, old boy."

Alistair's voice filled the room. Smooth. Posh. Like he was calling about the fucking weather instead of whatever this was. That effortless confidence people were born with when they'd never wanted for anything.

"How are you? Settling in well, I hope?"

Jason swallowed. "Yeah. Yeah, fine. Thanks."

"Splendid. House treating you kindly?"

"It's... yeah. Big. Still getting used to it."

Alistair laughed. Rich, easy. The sound of a man who'd never doubted himself a day in his life. Never had to. "I can imagine. These bigger places take some adjusting to. But you'll find your rhythm."

Jason didn't know what to say to that. So he said nothing.

Alistair filled the silence. People like him always did. "Working much these days? Freelance, isn't it?"

Jason's jaw tightened. "Sort of. Been a bit slow lately."

"Ah, yes. Freelancing can be feast or famine, can't it?" Alistair's tone stayed warm. Sympathetic, even. Which somehow made it worse. "Tell you what, if you ever need connections, do let me know. I've got fingers in a few pies. Tech start-ups, mostly. Always looking for decent designers."

There it was. The offer. Patronising wrapped in kindness. Like Alistair was doing Jason a favour. Offering scraps from the table.

Jason forced the words out. "Cheers. Appreciate it."

"Not at all. We're neighbours now. Must look out for one another."

Another pause. Jason's hand tightened round the phone. Why was Alistair calling? Just to chat? No. Alistair didn't do anything without a reason. Men like Alistair didn't ring up working-class lottery winners to talk about freelancing.

"Actually, Jason, I'm calling about Emma."

Here we go. "Emma?"

"Yes. I mentioned at dinner that Sienna teaches yoga on Wednesdays, and I give riding lessons on Saturdays. Emma seemed quite keen. Thought I'd extend a proper invitation."

Riding lessons. Jason's brain stuttered. Emma's never shown an interest in horses?

"I... she's never ridden before. I'm not sure she'd be interested."

Alistair's voice stayed smooth. Unbothered. "Oh, she's interested. We talked about it briefly after dinner. She mentioned loving animals but never having the opportunity. I told her I'd be delighted to teach her."

After dinner. When? At the table? In the drawing room? How had Jason missed this? He'd been there the whole night, hadn't he? Or had Emma and Alistair slipped away while Jason was talking to Sienna, distracted, not paying attention?

His throat tightened. "Right. I didn't know."

"Well, it was all rather casual. But I wanted to formalise things. Tomorrow morning, ten o'clock." Alistair paused. Just long enough. "You're welcome to watch, of course."

You're welcome to watch.

The phrasing stung. Like, Jason was optional, just an afterthought. The audience, not the participant. Not the husband whose wife was being invited to climb onto Alistair's horse.

Jason fumbled. "I should... I'll ask Emma. See if she's free."

Alistair laughed again. Light. Dismissive. "No need, old boy. I texted her an hour ago. She's already said yes."

The room spun. Jason's hand tightened around the phone. An hour ago. They'd been texting. Emma and Alistair. While Jason sat up here clicking through old folders, pretending to work, his wife was downstairs messaging another man.

"You..." Jason's voice came out strangled. "You texted her?"

"Mm. Thought it polite to give her fair warning. She's quite excited."

How often were they texting? How long had this been going on?

Alistair kept talking, unbothered, cheerful. "I'm calling you as a courtesy, really. Thought it polite to let you know. As I say, you're welcome to join. Sienna will be there, keeping me honest." He laughed at his own joke.

Jason's throat was dry. His voice came out tight. Dead. "Right. Okay. Yeah. Thanks for... letting me know."

"Wonderful. Ten a.m. tomorrow. Wear something you don't mind getting muddy, though Emma will be in the saddle, so she'll need proper gear." Alistair paused. "Sienna's already sorted her out with jodhpurs and boots. Had them delivered yesterday."

Jason's brain snagged on that. Delivered yesterday. Emma didn't mention it. When had they arranged this? How many conversations were happening that Jason didn't know about?

Alistair kept talking. Maybe oblivious to Jason's silence. Maybe not. Maybe enjoying it. "See you both tomorrow, then. Oh, and Jason - do stay for lunch after. Sienna insists. She's quite taken with Emma. They've become fast friends."

Before Jason could respond, the line went dead. He sat holding the phone. Stared at the screen. Call duration: 3:42. Felt like fucking hours.

His phone buzzed again, text message this time:

Alistair: Looking forward to tomorrow. You should go and see her.

Jason's stomach twisted.

They were texting right now. Alistair was texting Emma, and she was replying, and now he was texting Jason to let him know. To rub it in. To make sure Jason understood exactly what was happening.

Jason stood. Legs unsteady. Left the office. Each step down the stairs was slow, dreading what he'd find.

Heard Emma's voice before he reached the kitchen. Talking. Laughing. On the phone.

Jason paused at the bottom of the stairs. Listened.

Emma's voice drifted from the kitchen, bright. Girlish. "No, I know! I can't believe I'm actually doing it. I've always wanted to learn."

Pause. Who was she talking to? Sienna? Alistair?

Emma again: "The jodhpurs fit perfectly. Thank you again for sorting that. I'd have had no idea what to buy."

Jason's fists clenched. The jodhpurs. Delivered yesterday. Emma had tried them on already. Probably stood in front of the mirror, checking how they looked. How her arse looked. Getting ready for Alistair.

Emma laughed. Soft.

"He's here now. I'll talk to you later. Yes. Okay. Bye, darling."

Darling – that’s how Sienna talks.

Jason walked into the kitchen. Emma was sitting at the island, phone still in her hand, glass of wine in front of her. Day-drinking. Unusual for her.

Jason tried to sound calm. Normal. "Who was that?"

Emma's face brightened. "Sienna. Just chatting."

"Right." Jason leaned against the counter. Folded his arms. Tried to look casual. "Alistair called me."

Emma's smile widened. Genuine. Excited. "Oh, good! So you know about tomorrow?"

"Yeah." Jason's voice was flat. Dead. "I know."

Emma stood. Walked around the island and took hold of his arm. Her hand was warm, familiar. "Aren't you excited? I am. I've always wanted to learn to ride."

Always. Had she? Jason couldn't remember her ever mentioning it. Not once. Not in Kentish Town when they were saving every penny. Not after the lottery, when they could've afforded lessons anywhere. But now, suddenly, she'd always wanted this.

He forced the words out. "When did you and Alistair start texting?"

Emma shrugged. Casual. Like it was nothing. "He gave me his number at the dinner. Said to reach out if I ever wanted to explore the area. Walks, riding, whatever."

They're texting, and Emma didn't think to mention it. Didn't think Jason would care.

Jason swallowed. "You're really excited about this. The riding."

Emma's face lit up. "I am! Aren't you? It'll be fun. Something different." She squeezed his arm. "And you'll be there."

You'll be there. Like an afterthought. Like Jason was the accessory. The plus-one. Jason nodded. Couldn't trust his voice. Didn't know what would come out if he opened his mouth.

Emma walked to the fridge. Refilled her wine. Her movements relaxed. Easy. Happy. Not the actions of someone caught out or feeling guilty?

She turned back, leaned against the counter, and sipped. "Sienna says Alistair's an excellent teacher. Very patient. I'm nervous, but she says he'll make it easy."

Sienna says. Alistair will. They were in her head now. Shaping her expectations. Telling her what to think, what to feel. And Emma was letting them.

Emma kept talking. Didn't notice Jason's silence. Or maybe she did and didn't care. "What are you going to wear tomorrow? I want you to look nice. It's the Greaves - they're always so put-together."

Jason blinked. "Me? I'm just watching."

Emma smiled. Sipped her wine. "Still. First impressions matter. And we're neighbours now. We should make an effort."

She cared more about impressing them than the actual riding. More about how Jason looked to Alistair and Sienna than whether Jason wanted to go.

Emma beamed. Came closer and kissed his cheek. "This is going to be amazing, Jay. I can feel it."

She disappeared upstairs. Jason heard her footsteps above. Wardrobe doors sliding once again. She was pulling clothes out already. Trying things on. Getting ready.

Jason stood in the kitchen. Alone. Jason looked down. There it was. Bulge pressing against his fly, obvious, shameful. He was hard. Why the fuck was he hard? Emma was upstairs picking out clothes to wear for another man. Planning what she'd wear so Alistair would be impressed. And Jason's cock was throbbing like she was undressing for him.

He pressed his palm against it. Tried to will it down. It pulsed under his hand. Leaked. He could feel the wet spot forming in his boxers.

Utterly pathetic.

Jason's phone buzzed.

Sienna: She's thrilled, isn't she? Alistair has that effect on women. Don't worry, darling. We'll take good care of her tomorrow. You just sit back and enjoy the show x




Enjoy the show.

Jason's cock throbbed. Hard pulse against his palm. He hated it. Hated himself. Hated that his body was doing this. That he couldn't control it. That the words enjoy the show made precum leak into his boxers.

He typed a reply. Deleted it. Typed again. Deleted. What could he say? Please don't let Alistair fuck my wife? I know what you're doing.

He locked the phone. Didn't respond. Shoved it in his pocket.

Upstairs, Emma was still moving around. Excited. Preparing. Probably standing in front of the mirror right now, wearing her 'gifts', imagining Alistair's reaction.

Jason stood at the kitchen window. Stared out at the Greaves' estate in the distance. Lights glowing through the trees. Warm. Inviting. Powerful. A different world. One which Jason and Emma had stumbled into, and didn't belong in.

Tomorrow, Emma would be there. In Alistair's world. On his horse. Under his instruction. His hands on her waist, guiding her. His voice in her ear. And Jason would watch.

You're welcome to watch.

His cock pulsed again. Thick. Insistent. Wrong.

Jason closed his eyes. Hated the way his body betrayed him. Hated the arousal mixing with the dread, the shame, the jealousy. Hated that he knew, deep down, he wouldn't stop this

Emma called from upstairs. "Jay! Can you help me decide between the brown boots and the black ones?"

Jason took a breath. Steadied himself. Pushed away from the counter.

"Coming."

He climbed the stairs. One foot in front of the other. Legs shaky. Cock still hard. Toward his wife. Toward tomorrow. Toward whatever Alistair and Sienna had planned next.

And his cock stayed hard the entire way.
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Mounting Pressure

Jason drove because Emma asked.

Asked, not told. Big difference, yeah? Except there wasn't. Not really. She'd already decided. The asking was just... courtesy. Habit. Something she used to mean but no longer did.

"You're still coming too, aren't you?" She'd said it that morning over breakfast, coffee mug halfway to her lips. "To watch me ride?"

Jason had looked up from his toast. Suddenly he didn’t fancy it. "You want me there?"

"Sienna said you're welcome. She’d enjoy the company." Emma smiled. Bright. That glow she got when she talked about the Greaves. The one Jason never put there. "It'll be fun. Fresh air, you know?"

Fresh air. Right. Could go for a walk just the two of them if that was what this was about.

Jason should've said no. Should've claimed work, headache, explosive diarrhoea, anything. But Emma's eyes had that shine, and his throat closed up same as always, and for a peaceful time, he'd nodded.

Nodded like a fucking idiot.

Now here they were. Saturday morning, half ten, the stable block behind the Greaves' manor. Six stalls, pristine stone, original brickwork, brass nameplates gleaming in the sun. Everything smelled like hay and leather and old money. Multiple horses stood in their stalls, groomed to perfection.

And there was Alistair.

Just stood there waiting, like he'd been fucking... what? Photoshopped into place? Tan jodhpurs clinging to his thighs, black boots catching the sun, white polo fitted close. Ralph Lauren would've paid him to stand there. His hair fucking perfect. Stubble designer trimmed. A smile that made Jason feel like he was insignificant. The bloke’s so confident. Not trying. Just was.

Jason hated him for it.

He killed the engine. Emma was already unbuckling, already opening her door. Already out on the gravel with that brightness, that energy, that thing Jason used to think was for him but wasn't. Hadn't been for weeks.

Alistair moved forward. Smooth. "Emma! Darling, you look perfect."

He kissed both her cheeks, and his hand settled on her waist and stayed there. Thumb pressing into fabric. Into skin underneath.

Emma blushed. Actually blushed. "Sienna picked everything out. I wasn't sure - I mean, I've never-"

"It's perfect." Alistair squeezed her waist. "You're perfect."

Jason climbed out of the car. Stood there like a spare prick. Watched Alistair's hand not move.

Emma's jodhpurs look tight enough to be painted on. Cream fabric tight enough Jason could see the shape of her arse cheeks, the dip where thigh became hip, every fucking curve. White polo tucked in, fitted, thin. Too thin. Her nipples pressed against it. Visible. Hard already and Alistair hadn't even touched her yet.

No bra strap. Jason stared at her back. Nothing. She wasn't wearing a bra.

When had she stopped wearing bras?

Emma's new boots made her legs go on forever. Made her arse sit higher. Made her look like she belonged in this world, on this estate, with Alistair's hand on her waist.

She'd dressed to match him. Coordinated. Like a couple.

Alistair finally looked at Jason. Extended his hand. "Jason! Good to see you, old boy."

Jason shook. Alistair's grip crushed his knuckles, the older man squeezed hard. Proving something. Always proving something. When he let go, Jason's fingers tingled.

"Thanks for... you know. Having us." Jason's voice sounded thin. Reedy as fuck.

"Nonsense. Our pleasure." Alistair turned back to Emma. His hand stayed on her waist. Started guiding her toward the stables. "Shall we introduce you to Clementine?"

They walked together. Alistair's hand slid lower. Not much. Just a bit. Resting on that curve where Emma's waist became her hip.

Emma didn't pull away. Didn't even seem to notice. Just walked beside him, chatting, bright and eager, asking questions about horses Jason couldn't hear over the blood rushing in his ears.

Jason followed. Three steps behind, irrelevant. His cock thickened in his jeans.

"Jason!"

Sienna's voice cut through everything. She came out of the tack room, coffee mug in hand, dressed down in jeans and cashmere, designer wellies. Hair still perfect even at half ten on a Saturday. Everything about her was expensive. Untouchable.

She waved. Smiled. Glided toward him like she was on a fucking catwalk.

"Come sit with me, darling." Sienna gestured to a wooden bench outside the stable entrance. "Let the experts handle the lesson."

Jason glanced toward Emma. She'd already disappeared inside the stable with Alistair. He could hear them. Voices low. Alistair explaining something. Emma laughing.

Sienna patted the bench. "Jason. Sit."

Not a request. Jason sat.

Sienna settled beside him. Close. Her thigh pressed against his. Deliberately too close. Warm through his denim. She sipped her coffee; gaze fixed on the stable entrance.

"This should be fun to watch."

Jason's throat was dry. "Yeah."

Inside the stable, Alistair's voice drifted out. Warm. Patient. "This is Clementine. She's gentle. Perfect for first timers."

Jason could see through the open door. Emma reaching out, tentative, fingers brushing the horse's nose. Alistair stood behind her. Right behind her. Hand covering hers, guiding the movement.

His chest almost touched her back.

"Firm but gentle," Alistair murmured. "She'll trust you if you're confident."

His hand stayed on Emma's. Too long. Fingers wrapped around hers. Emma didn't pull away. Just stood there stroking the horse, Alistair pressed against her spine, his breath probably warm on her neck.

Jason's cock pulsed. Thick ridge pressing against his zip. He shifted. Tried to hide it.

Sienna's gaze flicked down to his lap. Lingered, but she didn't say anything. Just smiled into her coffee mug.

She knows. Fuck. She’s his wife, why doesn’t she step in, say something? Why don’t I?

Alistair led Clementine out into the paddock. Fenced area, soft ground, sun bright and clean. Emma followed, hands twisting together, nervous energy rolling off her.

"I'll help you up." Alistair positioned himself beside the horse. "It's all about confidence."

Emma nodded. Bit her lip. Looked up at the saddle like it was Everest. "Oh god, I'm going to fall off, aren't I?"

"Not a chance." Alistair smiled. "I've got you."

His hands closed around Emma's waist. Both hands. Big hands. Fingers spreading across her ribcage, thumbs tucked just under her tits.

He lifted, and Emma came off the ground like she weighed nothing. The back of her body dragged up his. Chest sliding against chest. Her round bum sliding up him. She gasped. Little sound. Breathy. Then her foot found the stirrup, and she was higher, and Alistair's hands stayed on her thighs.

Steadying her, yeah. Course. That's what he was doing.

Except his fingers kept moving. Little strokes. Circles. Pressing into the tight cream fabric, into the soft flesh underneath.

"You're safe," Alistair said. Low. Intimate. "I've got you."

Emma's breath hitched. "Oh god, I'm so high up."

"You're doing perfectly." His hand squeezed her thigh. Higher than it needed to be. "Just relax into it."

Jason's hands clenched into fists on his knees. His cock was fully hard now. Straining against denim. Pre-cum leaking into his boxers. He could feel the wet patch forming. Spreading.

Sienna shifted beside him. Her thigh pressed harder against his. Possessive. Claiming.

"She's a natural," Sienna murmured. "Alistair loves teaching."

Jason couldn't respond. Couldn't breathe.

Alistair walked beside the horse, leading it slowly around the paddock. One hand on Clementine's bridle. The other hand resting on Emma's thigh.

Too high. His fingers crept higher with every step. Emma didn't stop him. Didn't say anything. Just gripped the reins, concentrating. Or pretending to.

"Back straight," Alistair instructed. His voice had that smooth quality. That seduction. "Hips loose. Feel the rhythm of her movement beneath you."

His hand slid another inch up Emma's thigh. She bounced gently in the saddle, the horse's gait rocking her hips. Her braless breasts moved under the thin polo shirt.

Jason's eyes were fixed on them. Her nipples were hard. Visible. Pressing against white cotton.

Did Alistair notice? Of course, he'd noticed. He was watching. Right now. Jason could see it. Alistair's gaze flicked to Emma's chest. Appreciative. Hungry.

"Let the horse move beneath you," Alistair continued. Smooth. "Don't fight it. Relax and let it happen."

Emma nodded. Breathless. "Okay. Yes."

Jason's nails bit into his palms. Drew blood, probably. He didn't care.

Sienna sipped her coffee. Utterly calm. "Alistair's very patient. Very thorough."

Jason's jaw clenched. "I can see that."

"Can you?" Sienna turned her head. Looked at him directly. Her gaze dropped to his lap again. Stayed there. "Yes. I think you can."

Jason's face burned. He shifted, tried to cross his legs, hide the obvious bulge tenting his jeans. Failed. Made it worse.

Sienna's smile widened. She didn't comment. Didn't need to. Just turned back to watch the lesson, thigh still pressed against his.

In the paddock, Alistair stepped back. Clementine moved to a trot.

Emma bounced.

Hard. Whole body jerking. Tits bouncing under that thin white shirt, heavy and soft, nipples raking against cotton with every stride. Up. Down. Up. Down. Her face flushed. Mouth open. Panting.

Fuck.

Jason couldn't look away. Couldn't stop his cock throbbing in his jeans. She looked like she was riding Alistair. That's what his brain gave him. That image. Emma bouncing on Alistair's cock, tits moving just like this, face flushed just like this, gasping just like-

Stop. Fuck. Stop thinking about it.

His cock leaked. Wet patch spreading. He could feel it soaking through.

"Grip with your thighs!" Alistair called out. "Tighter! Feel her power!"

Emma laughed. Breathless. Exhilarated. Her thighs clenched around the horse. Her hips rocked. Her tits bounced in that rhythm that made Jason's cock pulse, made his balls ache.

Did she know? Did Sienna tell her not to wear a bra? Did Emma choose this? Did she dress like this knowing Alistair would see, would touch, would want?

Jason's hand moved to his lap. Pressed down hard against his cock. Trying to will it soft. Trying to stop. It pulsed under his palm. Leaked more.

"You're very quiet, darling."

Sienna's voice slid over him. Silk. Warm. Knowing.

"Just... watching." Jason's voice cracked. Fucking cracked like he was fifteen.

"Mm." Sienna sipped her coffee. Smiled into the mug. "Yes. You are."

Pause. Too long. Jason's cock pulsed.

"And you're enjoying it, aren't you?"

Jason couldn't answer. Couldn't lie. His cock was the answer. Hard, leaking, obvious.

Sienna's hand moved and stopped to rest on his thigh. Clinical, not sexual. "It's natural, darling. Watching her come alive like this. Watching him teach her."

Her fingers moved higher. Just a bit. Stopped short of his bulge.

"Your wife is very responsive."

Alistair brought the horse to a stop. "That's enough for your first go. You did beautifully."

Emma's face glowed. Flushed. Sweaty. Radiant. Fucked-looking. "That was amazing!"

She'd never looked like that after riding Jason.

Alistair moved to her side. "Let me help you down."

His hands went to her waist again. Emma swung her leg over. Awkward. Off-balance. And Alistair lowered her.

Slowly.

Her body slid down his. Chest to chest. Her breasts dragged against his torso, soft and heavy, nipples hard through thin cotton. Her hips scraped along his stomach. His groin.

By the time her feet touched the ground, she was panting. Alistair's hands lingered on her waist. They stood close. Too fucking close.

"You're full of surprises, Emma," Alistair murmured.

Emma didn't step back. "Thank you. For teaching me."

Alistair's thumb stroked her waist. Once. Twice. Slow circles. Possessive. "You should come back next week."

Emma's breath caught. "Really?"

"Absolutely. We'll do a longer lesson. Maybe a trail ride through the woods." His hand slid to her shoulder. Claiming. Owning. "Just you and me."

Emma's eyes lit up. "I'd love that."

Not we'd love that. Not if Jason's free. Just I.

Alistair smiled. "Wonderful. Next Saturday. Same time."

Sienna called from the bench. "And you'll stay for lunch now, of course. Both of you."

Emma turned toward Jason. Expectant. Waiting for his approval. His permission. Jason nodded. What else could he fucking do?

Emma beamed. Walked back toward them, Alistair's hand resting on the small of her back. Guiding her.

She sat beside Jason. Leaned against him. Affectionate but distant. Like he was furniture. Comfortable furniture.

"That was incredible. Did you see?"

Jason's voice cracked. "Yeah. You looked... great."

Alistair stood above them. Confident. Legs apart. His crotch at Emma's eye level. A significant bulge visible through his tan jodhpurs. Emma didn't notice. Or maybe she did. Jason couldn't tell. Didn't want to know.

"She's a natural," Alistair said. Looking at Jason now. Smiling. "I can teach her properly if she's willing."

Emma turned to Jason. "Can I? Please?"

She's asking permission. But she's already decided.

Jason swallowed. Tasted bile. Tasted shame. Tasted arousal. "Sure. If you want."

Sienna stood. Stretched gracefully. Cat-like. "Lunch, then. Come inside."
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Hand Under the Table

They walked through the house, Jason trailing Alistair and Emma ahead. Alistair's hand was still glued to her lower back, steering her through marble hallways like he owned her already. Past oil paintings older than Jason's entire fucking bloodline. Dead lords staring down at him. Judging.

Jason followed. What else could he do? Catalogue it all, apparently. The black and white marble floors, so polished that he could see the chandeliers reflected overhead. Fresh flowers on every side table. Lilies, roses, things that cost more than his mum's weekly Tesco shop and lasted three days before some poor sod replaced them.

No family photos. No clutter. No life. Just wealth. The kind that whispered instead of shouted. Oppressive, pristine, perfect.

Sienna walked beside Jason. Close enough that her perfume wrapped around him. Whatever it was, it was something that smelled like it cost three hundred quid a bottle, and made his head swim.

Alistair pushed open the French doors at the back of the house. Sunlight spilt in, warm and blinding, and the terrace opened up before them.

Jason stopped dead.

Couldn't help it. The view fucking floored him. Lawns rolled down toward a lake, manicured and vast, dotted with sculpted hedges and stone benches that looked like Roman ruins. Beyond that, woods. Private woods. Theirs. Everything Jason could see belonged to the Greaves.

His chest tightened. They owned horizons. He'd bought a house with a driveway and outbuilding and thought he'd made it.

The terrace itself was old stone, weathered and beautiful, like something from a National Trust property. A long table already set beneath a cream parasol. White linen tablecloth rippling in the breeze. Silverware gleaming in the sun. Crystal glasses lined up like soldiers on parade. Platters of food arranged like art: charcuterie, cheese, bread still warm, salads glistening with olive oil.

A girl stood by the table. Early twenties, pretty in a bored, hired way. Black trousers, crisp white blouse. She poured water into glasses, silent and efficient, then disappeared back into the house like a ghost.

Jason's stomach churned. Of course lunch just appeared, perfect, like a magazine spread. Like this was normal.

Alistair pulled out a chair. "Emma, darling. Here."

Not at the side. At the head, beside him.

Emma sat, smoothing her jodhpurs, still flushed from the ride. Hair mussed, cheeks glowing. She looked… fucking radiant. Alive in a way Jason hadn't seen in months.

Alistair sat close beside her. Their chairs angled toward each other, knees almost touching under the table.

Sienna moved to the opposite end. Gestured to Jason at the remaining chair. Furthest from Emma. Stuck at the fucking kid's table. Again.

Sienna poured wine. White, chilled, condensation beading on the bottle like sweat. She didn't ask preferences. Just poured. Handed a glass to Emma first, then Alistair, then Jason.

Alistair and Sienna exchanged a glance. A knowing look: a wordless conversation Jason wasn't part of. His gut twisted. This wasn't spontaneous. This felt choreographed, like they'd played this scene before. Maybe with other couples? Other poor husbands and their naïve wives.

Emma dominated the conversation, which itself was weird. She was normally quiet in groups, waiting for someone else to lead. But now she wouldn't shut up, animated, gesturing with her wine glass, describing the riding lesson like it was the best thing she'd ever done.

"I didn't think I'd be able to do it," Emma said, laughing. "But Alistair made it so easy."

Alistair leaned back with a lazy smile, watching her. "You're a natural athlete. I can tell. Your body responds beautifully."

Jason's jaw locked. Your body responds beautifully.

Yeah, it was about riding. Obviously. But the way Alistair said it, the way his gaze dropped to Emma's tits, lingered on her mouth as she sipped wine…

Fuck. Subtext wasn't even subtext anymore. It was just text, in bold capitals.

Emma blushed. Didn't catch it. Or pretended not to. "I've never been good at sports."

"Nonsense." Alistair's hand shifted on the table. Closer to Emma's. Not touching… not yet. "You have excellent posture. Strong core. Very responsive to instruction."

Jason's cock stirred. Christ. Not now. Under the table, Sienna's hand settled on Jason's thigh.

He froze. Just fucking froze. Her palm was warm through his jeans, fingers spread, possessive. Not moving. Just there. Claiming him while Alistair claimed Emma three feet away.

Sienna didn't look at him. Just smiled, sipping her wine, watching Alistair and Emma like this was theatre. Like she'd paid for front-row seats.

Alistair assembled a plate for Emma. Didn't ask what she wanted. Just selected pieces of prosciutto, folded them delicately, added figs and brie and olives and crusty bread. Arranged it like he was plating at a Michelin-star restaurant. Placed it in front of her.

Emma blinked. Surprised. "Oh. Thank you. You didn't have to."

"I think I know what you’d like." Alistair's voice was silk. Confident.

He didn't. He couldn't. But Emma accepted it as gospel truth.

She bit into a fig. Closed her eyes. Made this little hum in her throat. "God, that's good."

Alistair watched her mouth. Didn't even pretend not to. "You have exquisite taste."

Jason squeezed his thighs together, tried to focus on the food, the wine, the lake, anything except Alistair watching Emma eat like he wanted to fucking devour her.

Sienna's fingers moved. Just a fraction. Higher on Jason's thigh.

Jason's breath hitched.

She still didn't look at him. Just kept her hand there, burning through his trousers, while the conversation flowed around them.

Sienna steered the topic smoothly. Always steering. "We're having a pool party in two weeks. Nothing formal. Just close friends, cocktails, swimming." She smiled at Emma. "You'll both come, won't you?"

Emma's face lit up. "A pool party? That sounds amazing."

A pool party in October? Bollocks.

“It’ll be freezing, won’t it?”

“Ah, we have our little ways, don’t you worry,” Alistair interjected, smooth as silk, his gaze locked on Emma. "You'll need a new swimsuit. Something elegant." Pause. "Sienna can take you shopping.".

Emma turned to Sienna, eager. "Would you? I don't even know where to start."

"Of course, darling." Sienna's thumb stroked Jason's thigh. Absent. Deliberate. "I know exactly what will suit you."

The conversation spiralled. Emma and Sienna discussing swimwear. One-piece versus bikini. Coverage versus showing off. Jason sat silent, Sienna's hand burning into his leg, cock swelling despite everything screaming at him to stop this.

Alistair interjected. Casual. "I prefer bikinis. Shows confidence."

Emma blushed deeper. Nodded. Jason wasn't consulted. Wasn't even acknowledged.

Alistair finally turned to him. Including him like an afterthought. "Do you swim, Jason?"

Jason's voice came out thin. Reedy. "Not really. I mean, I can. But I don't… enjoy it."

"Shame." Alistair sipped his wine. "The pool's fantastic. Heated. Saltwater for support. You should try it."

Sienna's voice slid in, teasing, sharp. "Or you can watch. Some men prefer watching."

The comment landed like a slap. Emma didn't react. Jason wondered if she caught the implication. No, she just laughed, reaching for bread.

Alistair smirked. Jason's face burned. Heat crawling up his neck, spreading to his ears

Sienna's fingers squeezed his thigh. Gentle. Knowing.

She knows. She fucking knows I'll just watch. That's my role now. Watcher. Not a participant.

Jason's cock pulsed. Thick ridge straining against his zip. He shifted, tried to hide it, but Sienna's gaze flicked down to his lap, and she smiled into her wine glass.

Mid-conversation, Alistair reached over and brushed Emma's cheek. Slow. Thumb dragging across her skin, lingering at the corner of her mouth.

"You had a little..."

Emma went still. Not pulling away. Just startled. Her gaze flicked to her husband. Checking.

Jason said nothing. Couldn't. Throat too tight, cock thickening in his jeans. Emma's shoulders relaxed, and her smile reappeared. "Oh. Thanks."

Alistair's hand dropped to her knee. Stayed there.

And Emma let it.

The conversation continued. Sienna asking about summer plans, whether they'd travel. Alistair's hand didn't move. Just rested on Emma's leg, thumb stroking lazy circles.

Emma didn't pull away. Didn't even seem to notice. Just kept talking, sipping wine, glowing under Alistair's attention.

Jason watched. Hated himself for not saying anything.

Sienna refilled glasses. Emma's second. She was a lightweight. Two glasses and she'd be giggly, pliable, reckless.

Alistair nursed his wine. Controlled. Always in control. Jason drank too fast. Dutch courage. Drowning out the voice of warning in his head.

Emma laughed at something Alistair said. Jason missed the joke. Too focused on Alistair's hand sliding from Emma's knee up her leg. Fingers lightly grazing her thigh.

He's touching her like she's his. And she's letting him. In front of me. In front of his own wife. And no one's saying a fucking word because this is normal now.

Jason's fists clenched under the table. Nails biting into palms. His cock was rock hard now, throbbing, leaking a wet patch into his boxers.

He wanted to scream. Flip the table. Punch Alistair in his smug, aristocratic face. Instead, he sat. Silent. Complicit.

Alistair stood sunnily. Lunch was apparently over. "I should check on the horses." He looked at Emma, not Jason. "Would you like to see the tack room? I have some old saddles you might find interesting."

Emma stood immediately. Didn't hesitate. "I'd love that."

She didn't look at Jason. Didn't ask if he minded. Just followed Alistair toward the stables like a fucking puppy.

She just left. With him. Alone. And I'm sitting here like a fucking idiot.

Sienna poured Jason more wine. Her hand returned to his thigh.

"She's smitten."

Jason couldn't deny it. "I know."

"Does it bother you?"

Jason tried to lie. "No."

Sienna smiled. Her hand slid higher. Stopped just short of his bulge. Fingers pressing against the inside of his thigh. "Liar. But it’s made you hard."

Jason's breath caught. "I'm not-"

"Don't lie to me, darling." Her fingers pressed harder. Not quite touching his cock. Close enough that he could feel the heat. "I can see it. And I understand."

Jason's throat closed.

Sienna leaned closer. Voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "What you're feeling is natural. Some men are aroused by watching their wives be desired by other men." Pause. Her thumb stroked. Once. Twice. "It doesn't make you weak. It makes you special."

Jason's cock throbbed under her proximity. Pre-cum leaking, soaking through cotton, making his jeans stick.

He tried to stand. Voice cracking. "I should go check on Emma."

Sienna's hand clamped down on his thigh. Held him in place. Firm. "No." Her voice stayed soft, but the command was iron. "Let them have their moment." Her thumb stroked again. Slow. Deliberate. "She'll come back to you. She always will."

Their moment. What the fuck does that mean? What are they doing in the stables? Is he kissing her? Touching her? Fuck, is he fucking her? And why am I harder than I've ever been?

Jason sat. Trapped. Sienna's hand on his thigh, cock pulsing, mind spiralling into places he didn't want to go but couldn't stop.

Fifteen minutes crawled past.

Sienna made small talk. Asked about Jason's work before the lottery win, their house, suggested local restaurants. Jason answered on autopilot. Couldn't focus. Kept imagining Emma in the stables. Alistair's hands on her. Her back against the wall. His mouth on her neck.

Fuck.

Jason's cock leaked. Throbbed. He was going to cum in his jeans if he wasn't careful.

Then Emma and Alistair were back.

Was Emma's hair messier? Not like windblown, like someone had run fingers through it. Cheeks flushed pink, breath still quick. Alistair's hand still rode her lower back; thumb hooked possessively into her waistband.

"Sorry!" Emma's smile was too bright. "Lost track of time. Alistair was showing me the antique saddles. They're gorgeous."

Jason's gaze raked over her. Looking for… what? Evidence? Guilt? Cum on her chin?

Her polo shirt. Untucked on the left side. Like someone had pulled it free. Was it like that when they left? He couldn’t remember.

"You okay?" His voice came out hoarse.

Emma blinked. Confused. "Of course. Why wouldn't I be?"

Alistair addressed the group. Smooth. "We should do this again. Make it regular. Next Saturday. Riding, lunch, a lazy afternoon."

Emma turned to Jason. Expectant. Eyes bright. "Can we?"

Jason had no choice. "Sure."

Emma beamed.

They made polite farewells at the front of the house. The Greaves’ Bentley gleamed in the driveway, making Jason’s new car look like a staff member's run-around. Alistair kissed Emma's cheek. Close to her mouth. Too close.

"Until next week, darling."

Sienna hugged Emma almost maternally and whispered something in her ear that Jason couldn't hear.

Emma nodded. Smiled.

Jason shook Alistair's hand. Limp. Defeated. Alistair's grip was firm. No, crushing. "Take care of her, Jason."

Take care of her. Like she's on loan. Like I'm borrowing her from him.

Jason and Emma walked to the car. Emma waved back at the Greaves, who stood together on the steps like lord and lady of the manor, which of course they bloody well were.

As they drove away, Emma talked nonstop. Excited, reliving every moment, describing the saddles, the horses, Alistair's kindness.

Jason said nothing.

Cock still hard. Mind spiralling. Already dreading next Saturday.


six
Wednesday Yoga
In Excellent Hands


Jason stood in the kitchen doorway, mug of tea going cold in his hand, watching Emma check herself in the entrance hall mirror. Again. Third time in five minutes. Maybe fourth. He'd lost count. She tugged the white tank top down and tucked it in, then changed her mind and pulled it back up, smoothing her palms over her hips. The high ponytail swung as she tilted her head, checking her profile, the line of her jaw, the curve of her arse in those fucking leggings.

The leggings hugged every curve. Black, high-waisted, some brand Sienna probably recommended. Lululemon, he thought she had said. Whatever it was, bloody expensive, and fucking hell, they were tight. He could see the shape of her arse cheeks, the way the fabric dipped between them, the hint of a camel toe at the front when she shifted her weight. She was going to Sienna's house dressed like that. Alistair would see her. Alistair would watch her bend over, stretch, sweat through that thin white vest.

Jason's cock thickened in his jeans. He hated it. Hated himself.

The white tank top was too thin. He could see the black sports bra beneath it, the lines of the straps cutting across her back, the swell of her tits pressing against the elastic. No jacket. No cover-up. Just tight black fabric and thin white cotton showing everything. She looked fit. Toned. Dressed to be looked at.

Emma's phone buzzed on the hall table. She grabbed it, screen lighting up her face. Smiled. That bright, excited smile. Typed a reply, not even glancing at Jason.

Jason's throat tightened. Who was texting her? Sienna? Alistair? He wanted to ask. Should ask. Couldn't. Didn’t want to be that controlling husband.

"Who's that?" Fuck, can’t even take his own advice.

Emma glanced up, already smiling. "Sienna. Just confirming I'm... yeah, ready." She laughed, light, distracted, eyes back on the screen.

She turned back to the mirror. Checked her teeth. Applied lip balm, clear and shiny, making her lips look wet.

"Do you, uh... d'you need a lift? I can drive you. I'm not doing anything."

Emma laughed. Soft. Sweet. The way you'd laugh at a kid offering to help with the washing-up. "Don't be daft, Jay. Alistair's picking me up."

Jason froze. "Alistair?"

"Yeah." She turned back to the mirror, fluffing her ponytail. Casual. Like it was nothing. "He offered yesterday. He's coming back from an early meeting in town, so it's on his way."

Yesterday. They'd talked yesterday. When? Jason hadn't seen her on the phone. How often were they texting? And now Alistair was picking her up. Driving her. Alone in that fucking Bentley. What would they talk about? Would Alistair's hand rest on her thigh while he drove, fingers stroking the inside of her knee, sliding higher? Would Emma let him? Would she laugh, push his hand away, or leave it there?

Jason's cock pulsed. Thick. Insistent. He fucking hated himself.

Gravel crunched outside. Low, smooth purr of an engine. Expensive. Jason knew that sound.

Emma's whole face changed. Brightened. Eager. She grabbed her yoga mat from the hall table - something else brand new - and checked herself one last time in the mirror.

She kissed Jason's cheek. Quick peck. Lips barely touching. Already moving toward the door.

"I'll be back by one. Love you!"

She was gone before Jason could answer. Door swinging shut. He watched through the glass as she jogged down the steps, ponytail bouncing, that tight black arse flexing with each step.

His cock was fully hard now. Pressing against his zip. Leaking.

Jason's feet moved before his brain caught up. Living room. Window. He had to see. Couldn't not see.

Alistair's Bentley sat in the driveway. Black. Sleek. Engine purring like something alive, something hungry.

Alistair stepped out. Tan chinos, white linen shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows like he'd just finished something important. Aviators catching the sun. Polished. Perfect. The kind of man who looked like he'd never sweated in his life, never fumbled, never had to try.

Jason fucking hated him. Wanted to be like him.

Alistair walked round to the passenger side. Slow. Confident. Opened the door for Emma like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Emma said something. Laughed. Jason couldn't hear through the glass, but he saw her cheeks flush, saw the way she tilted her head, that flirty little angle she used to do with him years ago. She turned, bending to slide into the car.

Alistair's gaze dropped. Blatant. Didn't even try to hide it. Locked straight onto Emma's arse, the black leggings stretched tighter as she bent, fabric pulling taut across each cheek, the seam riding deeper between them.

Jason's breath caught. His cock throbbed, fully hard now, ridge pressing thick against his zip. He could see Alistair's jaw shift. A smile. Hungry. Fucking pleased with himself.

Emma didn't notice. Or maybe she did. Maybe she bent just a little slower than she needed to.

The Bentley pulled away and disappeared down the lane, taking his wife with it.

Jason's phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out with shaking hands. Message preview glowing on the lock screen:

Alistair: Don't worry, old boy. I'll take good care of her. She's in excellent hands x




Jason stared. Couldn't breathe. Couldn't think.

Old boy. Like Jason was some mate at the pub. Some harmless idiot.

She's in excellent hands. Alistair's hands. On Emma's thigh. Her waist. Her tits. Her cunt.

The kiss at the end. Mocking him.

Jason's cock pulsed. Thick ridge straining against denim, pre-cum already soaking through his boxers, spreading, making the fabric stick.

He should reply. Should say something. Anything.

But what? Don't touch my wife? He'd sound pathetic. I know what you're doing. Alistair didn't care. Please stop? That would just make it worse if he didn’t.

Jason locked the phone. Shoved it back in his pocket. The screen went dark.

He stood at the window, staring at the empty driveway. Cock rock-hard. Leaking. Shame thick in his throat, bitter on his tongue, mixing with something else. Something darker.

Want.

Fuck. He wanted this. Wanted to imagine Alistair's hand on Emma's thigh. Wanted to picture them alone in that car, Alistair pulling over somewhere quiet, pushing Emma's seat back, spreading her legs...

Jason's hand pressed against his bulge. Squeezed. Trying to stop it.

It pulsed harder.

He groaned. Low. Broken. Hating that his body had already decided.

[image: ]

Alone With His Thoughts

Jason walked to his office, legs unsteady, thighs rubbing together awkwardly because his cock was still half hard, a thick ridge pressing against his zip that wouldn't fucking soften. He'd kissed Emma goodbye five minutes ago. Watched her arse in those leggings as she walked to the Bentley. And now he was hard. Again. Pathetic.

He sat at his desk. The cheap IKEA chair creaked under him. He stared at the MacBook screen, cursor blinking on a blank Illustrator file. Black line on white emptiness.

Work. He should work. Open yesterday's logo draft. Do something. Pretend today was normal, that his wife wasn't at another man's house in yoga gear that showed every curve.

His hand hovered over the trackpad. Didn't move.

What are they doing right now?

The thought slid in. Quiet. Inevitable.

Emma's at the estate. Probably inside already. Sienna's studio. Those floor-to-ceiling mirrors. Emma, in her new leggings, bending, stretching, arse in the air. Sienna adjusting her pose, hands on her hips. And Alistair...

Jason's cock pulsed. Thickened.

Is Alistair even there? He's got work, hasn't he? Venture capital. Important meetings. He wouldn't hang around for yoga. Would he?

Jason shifted in the chair, tried to focus. The cursor kept blinking. Mocking him.

His phone buzzed.

Jason grabbed it. Stomach knotted before he even looked.

Sienna: She's here, darling. Looks absolutely radiant in those leggings. Alistair couldn't stop staring. Can't say I blame him x




Jason read it. Read it again.

Alistair couldn't stop staring.

Alistair was there. Watching Emma. Watching her bend, stretch, move in those leggings that showed every line, every curve, the seam riding up between her arse cheeks.

Why is Sienna telling me this? Why does she want me to know Alistair's staring at my wife?

And why the fuck am I hard?

Jason locked the screen, put the phone face down on the desk. Stared at the laptop. Cursor still blinking. He couldn't think. Couldn't focus. All he saw was Emma. Alistair's eyes on her. Sienna smiling, texting Jason, making him unravel.

Jason's hand moved. Drifted down. Pressed against his bulge.

Squeezed. His cock pulsed. Thick. Insistent. The ridge outlined through his jeans.

No. Don't. Not again.

He'd already done this once this morning. Before Emma left. Pathetic enough then, jerking off in the shower while she brushed her teeth ten feet away.

But his hand didn't stop. Fingers working the button. Zip. Tugging it down. The rasp loud in the silent office. Reaching inside. Wrapping round his shaft through his boxers, feeling the heat, the hardness.

Jason pulled his cock out. Already leaking, the head flushed dark, pre-cum pooling at the slit and stringing down to his boxers in a sticky thread. He wrapped his fist around the shaft, squeezed hard, and started stroking. Base to tip.

He thought about Emma. In her yoga gear. Downward dog. Arse in the air, leggings pulled tight, seam disappearing between her cheeks. Alistair watching. Maybe standing behind her. Maybe adjusting her form, hands on her hips. Just relax, darling. Let me guide you. Sienna was watching them both. Touching Emma's lower back, sliding her hand down. Everyone watching. Everyone touching. Everyone except Jason.

He came fast. Under two minutes. Cum spurting over his fingers, across his knuckles, dripping onto his thigh. Hot. Thick. He kept stroking through it, milking himself, cock pulsing, balls contracting.

Jason grabbed tissues from the desk, wiped the cum off his fingers, off his thigh, balled them up and shoved them deep into the bin under crumpled drafts and an empty Coke can so he wouldn't have to see them. His cock softened, sticky against his boxers. Shame crawled up his throat, thick and sour. He couldn't look at the laptop screen. Couldn't look at his own fucking hand.

Pathetic. Fucking pathetic. Jerking off while Emma's at another man's house. While Alistair's probably watching her arse in downward dog. And I came in under two minutes thinking about it.

Jason zipped up. Tucked himself away. Stared at the screen. Still blank. Still couldn't focus.

The cursor blinked.

[image: ]


Jason glanced at the clock. 10:46.

He should do some work. Pretend he hadn't just wanked in his office chair.

His phone buzzed, Jason grabbed it, pulse spiking.

Sienna: Halfway through the session. She's very flexible, darling. Alistair keeps finding excuses to adjust her form. His hands on her hips, her thighs. All very professional, of course x




Jason's stomach dropped. Saliva flooded his mouth. His cock stirred.

His hands. On Emma. Adjusting her. Touching her.

Jason could see it. Alistair is behind Emma in warrior two, her legs spread, arms extended. Alistair's hands on her waist, fingers spreading wide, thumbs pressing into the small of her back. Guiding her deeper into the pose. His thumbs are sliding lower. Hips. Thighs. Squeezing. Very professional.

Bollocks. Nothing professional about it. And Sienna was watching. Texting Jason. Making sure he knew. Making sure he imagined it. Making sure he was hard.

Jason's cock thickened. Ridge pressing against his zip again. Insistent. Aching.

I just came. Twenty minutes ago. How am I hard again?

But he was. Couldn't stop it. Jason stood, legs shaky, and walked out of the office. Down the stairs. Living room. Sofa.

He sat down. Unzipped. Pulled his cock out. Still sensitive from before, foreskin raw, but already leaking again. He spat into his palm, wrapped his fist round the shaft, and started stroking. Faster this time. Rougher. Grip tight enough to hurt.

Imagined Alistair pulling Emma close during a pose. His chest against her back. His cock pressing against her arse through his trousers. Thick ridge. Unmistakable. Emma gasping. Feeling it. Pushing back. Sienna smiling. Encouraging it.

Sienna there watching; Just breathe, darling. Let him guide you. Feel his strength.

Jason's hand moved faster. Fist flying, spit drying, friction burning. He didn't care. His balls tightened. Cock swelled.

He came harder this time. Cum spurting across his stomach, pooling in his navel, dripping down his hip onto the sofa. He kept stroking, kept cumming, cock jerking in his fist.

Tissues. Fuck. Jason grabbed the box from the coffee table, pulled out a handful, wiped the cum off his stomach, his cock, the sofa cushion. Balled them up. Threw them at the bin. Missed. They landed on the floor, unfolding, wet and obvious.

Jason collapsed back. Cock softening. Shame thick and choking.

Twice. I've done it twice now in an hour. And I'll do it again. I know I'll do it again.
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Jason lay on the sofa, just staring at the ceiling. Cock soft and sore, boxers damp. The tissues on the floor. The MacBook upstairs still open, cursor blinking on nothing.

He glanced at his phone. 12:14.

No new messages.

The session must be over. Emma would be on her way home soon. Jason's chest loosened. Thank fuck. He'd shower. Change his boxers. Pretend he'd been working.

His phone buzzed.

Jason grabbed it.

Message preview: Thought you'd enjoy this x

Attachment loading.

Jason's thumb hovered. He knew he shouldn't open it. Knew whatever Sienna sent would make this worse.

He opened it. Just a single photo. Full screen.

Emma. Arse in the air. Downward dog. Leggings stretched so tight across her cheeks, Jason could see every curve, every dimple above her hips. The seam pulled deep between her arse, riding up like a wedgie she hadn't fixed. Or maybe she had fixed it, and it rode back up while she bent, while Alistair adjusted her, hands on her hips.

Yoga mat beneath her. Hardwood floor. Mirrored wall in the background, natural light flooding in.

Emma's face wasn't visible. Just her body. Her arse. Displayed.

Jason stared.

Sienna took this. Did Emma know? Did she pose for it? Did Alistair watch Sienna take it? Was his cock hard? Was he standing there thinking about fucking my wife?

Jason's cock was hard. Again. Instantly. Throbbing against his thigh.

He zoomed in. Emma's arse filled the screen. The fabric clung to her so tight Jason could see the outline of her pussy, the seam pressed between her lips. He traced the curve of her arse with his eyes, the line of her thighs, strong and toned. The way her lower back arched.

Jason saved the photo. Tapped "Save Image." Didn't hesitate. Hated that his fingers didn't hesitate. Hated that his cock was rock hard, leaking again, a wet spot spreading on his boxers.

He stroked. His hand already wrapped around his shaft before he'd decided to do it. Hard. Fast. Desperate. Stared at the photo. At Emma's arse. At what Sienna wanted him to see. What Alistair had seen. What everyone had seen except Jason.

He came. Weak spurts over his hand, cum dripping between his fingers. Third time in three hours. His cock barely softened before the shame hit.

Jason grabbed more tissues. The box rattled. Nearly empty. He wiped his hand, his cock, and shoved the tissues into the pile on the floor.

Three times. I've jerked off three times and Emma's not even home yet.

His phone buzzed.

Jason looked.

Sienna: Session's finished. She's staying for lunch. Alistair insists x




Lunch. She's staying. With Alistair. And Sienna. And I'm here. Alone. Covered in my own cum.

Jason stared at the ceiling. His cock twitched. Still half hard. Fucking impossible.

And I'm already thinking about the next text. The next photo. What else is Sienna going to send? What are they doing to her right now?

And why do I want her to send more?

Why can't I fucking stop?
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Marked Territory

The gravel drive announced someone's arrival.

Jason's head snapped toward the window. Two-fucking-fifty-one. He'd been watching the kitchen clock since two, refreshing his phone every three minutes, waiting for a text that never came. Just Sienna's photo at 12:15 - Emma's arse in the air, white leggings stretched tight, and the mention of lunch - then silence.

The front door opened.

Jason stepped into the hallway. Emma pushed through the door, yoga mat over her shoulder, hair falling out of its ponytail in damp, sweaty strands. Her face flushed. Glowing. Cheeks pink, lips parted, chest still rising and falling.

She looked like she'd just been fucked. Jason's stomach dropped. Twisted. Bile rising in his throat.

"You're late."

Sharper than he meant. Emma blinked, surprised, lowering her yoga mat against the wall.

"Am I?" She glanced at her phone. Frowned. "Oh god, sorry. Sienna made lunch after. I lost track of time."

"Was Alistair there?"

Emma nodded. Bright. Casual. "Yeah, he joined us. It was lovely."

Lovely. Like she'd been at a fucking book club.

Jason's gaze raked over her. Couldn't help it. Looking for evidence. Proof. Anything.

Her white tank top clung to her sports bra, damp patches under her arms, between her tits. Those fucking leggings stretched tight across her hips, her arse. Her hair stuck to her neck in sweaty tendrils. Her face was still flushed pink.

Then he saw it.

Just above the scoop of her tank top. Her collarbone. A red mark. Thin, diagonal, like a fingernail dragged across skin.

What the fuck is that?

Jason stared. Emma stretched her arms overhead, oblivious to his thoughts. Her back arched. Tits pushing against her sports bra, nipples visible through the damp white fabric.

Yoga mat. Has to be a mark from the yoga mat. Or Alistair's fucking mouth. No, she wouldn’t…

Jason's cock pulsed. Hard, immediate. He hated it. Hated that his first reaction wasn't anger or hurt but arousal, thick and instant, tightening his jeans.

"I need a shower. I'm disgusting." She laughed, bright, unaware of his dark thoughts, turning toward the stairs.

Jason watched her arse move beneath the leggings. The seam pulled tight between her cheeks. Her hips swayed as she climbed.

"Did you... Did you have a good time?"

Weak. Pathetic.

Emma turned at the top of the stairs, leaning against the bannister. Beaming.

"Amazing. Sienna's such a good teacher. And Alistair was..." She paused. Searching for the word. "Very attentive."

Attentive. The word hung in the air. Jason's throat closed.

Emma disappeared down the hall toward their bedroom. Jason stood alone in the entrance, cock pressing hard against his jeans, heart thudding too fast in his chest.

Very attentive.

What the fuck does that mean? Where did he touch her? Her hips? Her thighs? Did he stand behind her, hands on her waist, cock pressed against her arse while he 'corrected' her pose?

Jason climbed the stairs. Legs unsteady. His erection was straining, uncomfortable, insistent. Fourth time today. He'd already cum three times since this morning. What the actual fuck was going on?

He reached the bedroom. Emma had dropped her yoga mat by the wardrobe, kicked off her trainers. She pulled her hair tie out, shaking her blonde waves loose. Sweat glistened at her hairline, her neck.

She walked into the ensuite. Left the door ajar. A habit from six years of marriage. She never locked it. Rarely even closed it all the way.

The shower started. Water hissing against tile. Jason stood in the bedroom doorway. Frozen. Listening.

She's humming. She usually comes home knackered after working out, flops on the sofa, and moans about her sore muscles. But now she's humming. Happy. Glowing.

Jason stepped closer. Just to the bathroom threshold. Not inside. Just... close enough.

Through the gap in the door, he could see her silhouette through the frosted glass shower screen. Curves distorted but unmistakable. Her tits, her waist, her arse. Water running over her, darkening her hair, tracing the shape of her body.

His cock throbbed.

What the fuck is wrong with me? Standing here like a fucking creep, spying on my own wife in the shower, hard as a rock because she came home late smelling like-

"Jay?"

Jason flinched.

Emma's voice floated out. Bright. Unbothered. "Can you bring me a towel? Forgot to grab one."

Jason's mouth went dry. He turned, grabbed a towel from the wardrobe. Large. White. Expensive. Everything in this fucking house was expensive.

He walked back to the bathroom. Hesitated at the door. Cock straining against his zip. Pulse loud in his ears.

Steam hit him first. Thick, floral, hot. That expensive Harrods shite Emma bought with Sienna last week. Forty quid a bottle. Then the heat. The sound of water drumming on glass.

Emma turned inside the shower, her outline shifting behind the frosted screen. Curves. The shadow of her nipples. The dip of her waist.

She slid the shower door open just enough to reach through. Her hand appeared. Wet. Dripping.

Jason passed her the towel.

"Thanks, babe."

Her fingers brushed his. Warm. Slick. Then she pulled back, closing the glass.

Jason backed out of the bathroom. Closed the door. Stood in the bedroom, alone. His fists clenched. Jaw tight. Cock throbbing, leaking, soaking a damp spot through his jeans.

Emma kept humming. Content. Satisfied. The sound drifted through the door, muffled by steam and water and the growing roar in Jason's head.

She's glowing. And I'm standing here hard, imagining what Alistair did to her.

Jason crossed to the bed. Sat on the edge. Dropped his head into his hands. His bloody phone called him again. Jason grabbed it. The screen lighting up.

Sienna: Hope she's not too exhausted. We worked her quite hard x




Jason stared at the message. Read it. Read it again.

Worked her quite hard.

Another...

Sienna: She's very responsive, darling. Took instruction beautifully. Alistair was impressed x




Jason's hand moved to his crotch. Pressed against the bulge. He shouldn't. He'd already done this three times today. His cock was sore. His balls ached, heavy and tight. He stroked anyway. Slow. Hating himself.

Another…

Sienna: Same time next week? X




He typed before he could stop himself.

Jason: Yes.




Sienna: Good boy x




Jason's cock jerked hard in his hand. He unzipped. Couldn't help it. Pulled himself out. Already hard, already leaking, the head flushed and sticky.

In the bathroom, the sound of the towel. Emma drying herself. Rubbing her hair. Her body.

Jason stroked. Once. Twice. Breathing shallow, ragged.

She's right there. Ten feet away. Naked. Wet. And I'm here jerking off thinking about what he did to her.

The bathroom door opened.

Jason shoved his cock back into his jeans. Zipped up too fast. Caught skin. Winced, biting back a curse.

Emma stepped out. Towel wrapped round her body, hair damp and loose over her shoulders. She smiled when she saw him.

"You alright?"

Jason nodded. Didn't trust his voice.

Emma walked to the wardrobe. Dropped the towel. Stood naked in front of him. Unselfconscious. Casual. Like this was normal. Like she hadn't just come home late smelling like another man.

Jason's gaze raked over her. Looking. Searching.

The red mark on her collarbone. Still there. Could be anything.

Her hips. No bruises. No finger marks. Her thighs. Smooth. Pale. Nothing.

Emma turned, reaching for knickers from the drawer.

Jason saw it.

There on the meat of her left arse cheek. A handprint. Faint. Red. Fingers wide across her pale skin.

Alistair.

Jason's cock throbbed so hard he gasped. His vision blurred. Pre-cum flooded his boxers, hot and slick, and for a second, he thought he'd cum right there, standing in the bedroom fully clothed, watching his wife's naked back.

His hand. Alistair's fucking hand. On her. How hard did he have to slap to leave a mark? When? During a pose, or after, when Sienna left them alone in the studio for five minutes - did he bend her over, press her down into the mat, smack her arse while his cock-

"I'm knackered." Emma's voice cut through. "Might have a nap."

Jason nodded. Mute. Throat too tight. Emma pulled on knickers. A t-shirt. Joggers. Oblivious.

She sat on the bed beside him. Leaned in. Kissed his cheek.

"Love you," Emma murmured.

She lay back, curling onto her side. Within minutes - seconds, maybe - her breathing evened out. Deep. Slow. Asleep.

Jason sat beside her. Staring at the wall. Cock hard, aching, still leaking into his already-soaked boxers. His balls tight, throbbing.

His phone buzzed.

Sienna: Did you see the mark? x




Jason's blood ran cold.

He looked at Emma. Asleep. Peaceful. Her blonde hair fanned across the pillow; one hand tucked under her cheek.

Then back at his phone.

Sienna: On her bum. Alistair's hand. He couldn't help himself. She looked so beautiful bent over. We all laughed… x




Jason's cock jerked. Hard. Leaking.

Sienna: Don't worry, darling. All harmless. Probably x




Jason stared at the message. Then at Emma. Then at the bathroom door, still ajar, steam clearing.

He stood. Walked to the ensuite. Closed the door. Locked it. The click loud in the silence.

He unzipped. Pulled his cock out. Already hard, already leaking, the head flushed dark and angry.

Fourth time. Four fucking times today.

He stroked. Rough. Fast. His fist tight, brutal, chasing it.

Came in under a minute. All over the sink. Pathetic spurts of cum splattering white porcelain, dripping down the drain. Less than before. Thinner. His balls were empty, aching, and still, he'd needed this. Still couldn't stop.

Jason slumped against the counter. Breathing hard. Cock still twitching, still dribbling the last weak spurts. The bathroom now smelled of cum. Of his pathetic cum. Of his humiliation.

He washed his hands. Splashed cold water on his face. Looked up.

The mirror showed a stranger. Red-eyed, flushed, lips parted. A man who'd just jerked off in his ensuite bathroom while his wife - marked by another man's hand - slept ten feet away.

Jason looked away.

She's marked by him. And I just came thinking about it.

And next Wednesday, she's going back. And I'm going to let her.


seven
Walking into Paradise
See-Through


Jason was grinding coffee beans when Emma walked in. Her phone was already out. That was the first warning. The second was her face: bright, flushed, like she'd just cum. She hadn't. But that's what excitement looked like on her now. Sexual.

She looked up. Smiled. The kind of smile that used to make Jason's chest warm. Now it just made his stomach drop.

"Sienna's confirmed the pool party. Next Saturday. Two o'clock."

Jason's hand froze on the grinder. The pool party. Right. He'd managed to shove it to the back of his mind. Stupid. The Greaves didn't forget things. They didn't lose interest. They circled, patient, waiting.

"Right," Jason said. Kept his voice flat. Neutral.

"She says it's just a small thing. Intimate. Maybe twenty people." Emma scrolled, still smiling. "Lunch and drinks by the pool, very relaxed. We need to bring swimwear."

Swimwear. Jason's cock twitched.

Of course. Emma in a bikini. In front of strangers. In front of Alistair. And Jason was supposed to just smile, nod, pretend this was normal. His cock was already thickening. Fucking traitor.

"You've got bikinis," Jason said.

Emma laughed. Light. Easy. "From three years ago, Jay. They don't fit anymore. My boobs are bigger."

She wasn't wrong. Her body had changed since the lottery. Less stress. Better food. Yoga twice a week now, three times if Sienna texted. Emma was curvier. Fuller. Her tits strained against every bra she owned. Her thighs were thicker, softer. She glowed.

From happiness? From yoga? Or from Alistair's attention, making her bloom like a fucking flower?

Jason poured coffee. Said nothing.

Emma kept scrolling. "Sienna sent me some links. For bikinis. Said I should get something elegant."

"Elegant."

"Yeah. She knows this designer. Does custom swimwear. Really beautiful stuff."

Jason's throat tightened. "How much?"

Emma waved a hand. Didn't even look up. "Don't worry about it. We can afford it."

We can afford it. The magic phrase. The excuse for everything. New clothes. New furniture. The fucking Audi. We can afford it, so why not?

Because it wasn't about money. It was about Emma changing. About her dressing for them. About her glowing when Sienna texted. About her coming home from yoga smelling like Alistair's cologne, her skin still warm, her eyes distant.

Jason's voice cracked the silence before his brain caught up.

"We shouldn't go."

Emma looked up. Blinked. Phone lowered slightly. "What?"

"To the pool party. We shouldn't go."

The kitchen went still. Coffee forgotten. Emma's thumb stopped mid-scroll.

"Why not?" Her voice was careful. Confused. Like she genuinely couldn't understand what Jason was saying.

Jason set the mug down. His hands were shaking. "It's too much. All of this. It's too much."

"All of what?" Emma's confusion hardened into something sharper. Defensive.

"Them. The Greaves. The dinners, the yoga, the riding lessons, the fucking pool parties in October." Jason's voice rose. He couldn't stop it. Weeks of swallowing words, biting his tongue, staying quiet. It all came pouring out. "It's too much, Emma. Can't you see that?"

Emma set her phone down. Slowly. Deliberately. Her expression shifted. Not confused anymore. Closed. Guarded.

"See what, exactly?"

Jason's throat worked. Say it. Just fucking say it.

"Alistair fancies you."

Emma stared at him. For three seconds, she said nothing. Then she laughed. Sharp. Disbelieving.

"Don't be ridiculous."

"I'm serious." Jason's voice cracked. Desperate. "The way he looks at you. The way he touches you. You're not stupid, Emma. You have to see it."

Emma's laughter died. Her face went cold. Frighteningly cold.

"Oh, here we go again."

Jason's stomach dropped. No. Fuck. Not this.

"This is different-"

"How?" Emma's voice was ice. "How is it different, Jay? Because Alistair's rich? Attractive? Because you can't believe a man like that would just be nice to me?"

"That's not-"

"It's exactly like Mark, all over again."

Jason flinched. There it was. The weapon he'd handed her three years ago. Still sharp. Still deadly.

Emma stood. Her chair scraped against tile. Loud. Harsh.

"Do you remember Mark, Jay? My friend from uni? The one you were convinced was fucking me?"

"Emma-"

"The one you accused me of cheating with. The one you cornered me about after I'd spent the afternoon helping him move into his flat because his boyfriend had just dumped him and he was a fucking mess."

Jason's hands curled into fists. Nails biting palms. He remembered. Of course, he remembered. He'd been so sure. So certain. Emma had been spending time with Mark. Laughing at his texts. Coming home late. And Jason had imagined it. Built whole pornographic scenarios in his head. Emma riding Mark. Mark bending her over his kitchen counter. Jason had wanked to those fantasies, then confronted Emma in shame and fury, demanding to know if she was fucking him.

She'd cried. Actually cried. Told him Mark was gay. That he'd just been dumped. That she'd been helping him move furniture and paint walls, and deal with the breakup. That if Jason had just asked instead of accusing, she would've told him everything.

Jason had felt two inches tall. Emma had nearly left him. Nearly packed a bag and gone to her mum's. They'd spent weeks in awful, silent limbo before she'd forgiven him. Before they'd rebuilt.

And now he was doing it again.

"This isn't like that," Jason said. Voice hollow. Already knowing he'd lost.

"Isn't it?" Emma's eyes were bright. Hurt. Angry. "You didn't trust me then. You don't trust me now. Maybe you never will."

"I trust you-"

"Do you?" Emma's voice rose. Sharp. Cutting. "Because it sounds like you think every man I talk to wants to fuck me. Every yoga instructor. Every riding teacher. Every neighbour who's nice to me."

"It's not like with Mark. Mark was gay. Alistair's… he's not gay, Emma. And the way he looks at you-"

"Stop!" Emma's hand slammed the counter. The coffee mugs rattled. "Just stop."

Jason's mouth closed. His throat burned.

Emma's breathing was ragged. Her chest heaved. For a moment, she looked like she might cry. Then her face hardened again.

"You didn't trust me then. I was helping a friend move house, and you accused me of fucking him. Do you know how that felt, Jay? How small that made me feel?"

"I'm sorry-"

"You apologised then, too. Said you'd never do it again. And now here we are. Three years later. And you're doing the exact, same thing."

Jason's hands shook. He shoved them in his pockets. "I just don't want-"

"What? You don't want what?" Emma stepped closer. Her eyes were blazing. "You don't want me to have friends? To feel good about myself? To enjoy the life we've built?"

"I don't want to lose you."

The words fell out. Raw. Broken. True.

Emma stopped. Her expression flickered. Softened for half a second. Then hardened again.

"Then trust me."

"I do-"

"You clearly don't." Emma's voice dropped. Quiet. Dangerous. "If you think Alistair wants to fuck me, if you think Sienna's grooming me or whatever paranoid fantasy you've built in your head, then maybe we shouldn't be married."

Jason's lungs seized. The room tilted.

"Emma-"

"Maybe you're right, Jay." Her voice was cold. Clinical. Each word a scalpel. "Maybe every man I meet does want to fuck me. Maybe I should just get it over with. Would that make you happy? Give you something real to worry about?"

Jason's cock twitched. Hard. Immediate. Traitorous fucking thing.

Emma saw it. Her gaze dropped. Saw the bulge forming against his jeans. Her expression shifted. Disgust? Confusion? Something else?

"You're hard." Her voice was flat. Disbelieving.

Jason's face burned. "I-"

"You're hard. Right now. While we're fighting. While I'm telling you that you don't trust me. You're fucking hard."

Jason couldn't speak. Couldn't move. His cock throbbed. Obvious. Shameful.

Emma stared at him. Then she turned away. Walked to the window. Arms crossed. Back rigid.

Silence.

Jason's brain scrambled. Desperate. Grasping for words. Anything. Something to fix this. To take it back. To make her stay.

"I just…" His voice cracked. "Even if he does… I mean, you're still my wife. As long as you're my wife, I can… I'll be okay. I'll deal with it. Just don't leave me."

Emma turned. Slowly. Her eyes were red. Not crying. But close.

"Deal with what, exactly?"

Jason's throat worked. He couldn't say it. Couldn't shape the words. Deal with you fucking him. Deal with watching. Deal with becoming what Sienna says I am.

"Anything," Jason whispered. "As long as you don't leave."

Emma's expression crumpled. The anger drained. Left behind was just hurt. Exhaustion. Love, buried under layers of frustration.

She crossed the room. Stood in front of him. Close. So close he could smell her shampoo. Vanilla. Sienna's recommendation.

"Jay." Her voice was soft now. Gentle. The voice she used when he was sick. When he'd had nightmares after his parents died. "I'm not going anywhere."

Jason's throat burned. "You said maybe we shouldn't be married-"

"I was angry. I didn't mean it." Emma's hand found his. Squeezed. "But you have to stop this. Stop seeing threats everywhere. Stop thinking I'm going to cheat every time a man smiles at me."

"I know. I'm sorry. I just-"

"Can you do that for me?" Emma's eyes searched his. Pleading. "Can you trust me? Really trust me?"

Jason nodded. Fast. Desperate. "Yes. I promise. I won't bring it up again."

Emma studied his face. Looking for the lie. The doubt.

Jason forced himself to meet her gaze. Steady. Even as his cock still pressed against his jeans. Even as his brain screamed that he was right, that Alistair did want her, that this was only going to get worse.

He said nothing. Just nodded again.

Emma's shoulders dropped. She stepped into him. Arms around his waist. Head against his chest.

"You're such an idiot."

Jason's arms closed around her. Held her tight. Breathed in vanilla and something underneath. Something that was just her.

"I know."

"I love you. Only you."

"I love you too."

They stood like that. Kitchen quiet. Coffee cooling. The argument settling into their bones like sediment.

Emma pulled back. Looked up at him. Smiled. Small. Tired. But real.

"We’re still going to the pool party."

Jason nodded. "Okay."

"And I'm still buying the bikinis Sienna recommended."

"Okay."

Emma's smile widened. Just a fraction. "You're not going to argue?"

"No." Jason's voice was hollow. Empty. "I trust you."

The lie tasted like ash.

Emma kissed him. Soft. Grateful. Then she pulled away, grabbed her phone, and walked out of the kitchen.

Jason stood there. Listening to her footsteps on the stairs. The bedroom door closing. The faint hum of her voice as she called someone. Sienna, probably. Telling her everything was fine, that they were coming to the pool party.

Jason's reflection stared back from the kitchen window. Pale. Defeated. Still hard.

He'd promised not to bring it up again. Promised to trust her. Promised to stay quiet.

And he would. Because the alternative was losing her. And Jason would rather watch her walk into Alistair's arms than watch her walk out the door forever.

Even if Alistair does want you… I'd rather… as long as you're mine…

The words echoed in his skull. Unfinished. Unsaid. But heard.

By Emma. By himself.

Jason's fist hit the counter. Once. Hard. Knuckles stinging. Fuck that hurt! It didn't help.

Upstairs, Emma laughed. Bright. Easy. Back to normal already.

Jason poured his cold coffee down the sink. Started fresh. Went through the motions, but the doubt remained. The certainty. The knowledge that he was right. Alistair wanted her.

And Jason had just promised never to say it again. He'd lost before the fight even started, and somewhere, buried beneath the shame and the anger and the fear, his cock was still hard.

Because part of him - the part Sienna had seen, the part Jason couldn't kill - part of him wanted to lose.

What the fuck is wrong with me?
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The doorbell rang late afternoon.

Jason was in the lounge, laptop open, pretending to work. The argument from this morning still sat heavy in his gut. Emma's voice echoing: Maybe I should just fuck them. Would that make you happy? His own desperate reply: As long as you're my wife… I'll deal with it.

Fucking idiot.

Emma bolted past him. Squealing.

Jason had never heard her make that sound. High, girlish, delighted. The kind of noise you make when you get exactly what you wanted. He stood, followed her into the hallway.

A delivery driver stood at the door, holding a box. Large, white, glossy. Expensive. Exclusive. The kind of box that said you're different now.

Emma signed for it, thanked the driver. Ripped into the box before she'd even moved from the doorstep, tissue paper rustling, expensive and delicate.

She pulled out the first bikini.

White. Tiny. String ties.

"Oh my god," Emma breathed. "Sienna was right. This is perfect."

She looked up at Jason. Held his gaze. Just for a second. Waiting.

She's checking. Seeing if I'll object. If I'll break my promise already.

Jason forced his face to stay neutral. Said nothing.

Emma's smile widened. She turned back to the bikini, running her fingers over the fabric. The bikini was barely there. Two white triangles connected by gold rings. Smaller than his palms. The bottoms were the same: a tiny triangle of fabric, string ties at the hips. High-leg. Low-cut. If Emma moved wrong, bent over, sat down, breathed too hard, everything would show.

Can't say anything. Promised. Already lost that fight.

"What do you think?" Emma held it up against her body, grinning.

Jason's throat closed. His cock was already hardening, thickening against his jeans, pushing against his zip. That bikini would cover nothing. Less than nothing.

Wants to know if I'll trust her. If I'll stay quiet.

"It's… nice, sexy," Jason managed. Voice hoarse.

Emma's eyes searched his face. Then she laughed. Light. Pleased.

"I'm trying them on."

She didn't wait for a response. Just grabbed the box and headed for the stairs.

Jason followed. Couldn't help himself. His legs moved on their own.

I should stay downstairs. Give her privacy. Prove I trust her. But I can't. I have to see.

Emma was already stripping when Jason reached the bedroom doorway.

She pulled off her jeans. Her jumper. Her bra. Her knickers. Naked in the afternoon light, unselfconscious, like this was nothing. Like Jason wasn't standing there watching, hard, useless.

When had she stopped being shy? She used to change in the bathroom. Lights off. Door locked. Now she was just naked, in broad daylight, and she didn't care that he was watching.

Or maybe she did. Maybe that was the whole point.

Testing me. Pushing. Seeing how much I'll take before I break.

Emma picked up the first bikini. Tied the strings at her neck. At her back. At her hips. Adjusted the triangles over her breasts.

She turned.

"Well?"

Jason's mouth went dry.

The white triangles barely covered her nipples. Barely. Her tits bulged around the fabric, pale skin spilling out on all sides, heavy and soft and fucking everywhere. The bikini bottoms sat low on her hips, the strings thin as thread, the white triangle between her thighs tiny.

Say something. Tell her it's too small. Tell her she can't wear this in front of strangers. Tell her-

But Jason's mouth stayed shut. Because if he spoke, if he objected, he'd prove her right. Prove he didn't trust her. Prove Mark all over again.

"It's very small," Jason said. His voice cracked.

Emma laughed. "That's the point. Sienna says women in our position wear bikinis like this all the time. It's sophisticated."

Sophisticated. Right. That's what Sienna called it. And Emma believed her. Believed every word.

Jason's cock was rock-hard now. Pressing against his jeans. Obvious. Shameful.

Emma turned to the mirror. Adjusted the triangles. Tugged them higher. It didn't help. Her tits were too big. The fabric couldn't contain them. The edges kept slipping, showing the curve of her breasts, the pale skin, the shadow beneath.

She glanced at Jason in the mirror. Her gaze dropped to his crotch. To the bulge straining against his jeans, thick and obvious and pathetic.

Her expression shifted. Something flickered there. Curiosity? Satisfaction?

"Are you hard?" Emma asked. Soft voice. Gentle. But her eyes were sharp. Watching.

Jason nodded. Couldn't lie. His cock was too obvious. Tenting his jeans. Leaking.

Emma bit her lip. Turned to face him fully. "Because of this?" She gestured to the bikini.

Jason nodded again.

Emma's smile was small. Private. The kind of smile that said I know something you don't.

"Good."

Jason's cock jerked in his jeans.

Good. She said good. She knows I'm hard watching her try on bikinis for another man and she's pleased.

Emma changed into the second bikini. White bandeau top. Strapless. Cheeky bottoms that barely covered her arse.

She turned. Checked herself in the mirror. Adjusted. Tugged.

"I need to see what it looks like wet."

Jason blinked. "What?"

Emma was already walking to the ensuite. "White bikinis go see-through when wet. That's the whole thing. I need to test it."

She stepped into the shower. Still wearing the bikini. Turned on the water.

Jason stood in the doorway. Watching. Couldn't move. Couldn't look away.

She's doing this on purpose. Has to be. She knows I'm watching. Knows I can't stop her. Knows I promised.

Emma gasped as the water hit. Laughed. The spray soaked the fabric instantly. White turned grey, then almost transparent. Just Emma's skin underneath. Her nipples dark through the wet cloth, hard little points. The triangle between her thighs clung to every curve, every fold. Jason could see the shape of her pussy. The exact shape. Everything.

Emma stepped out of the shower. Water dripped down her body. Her hair was wet, slicked back. Droplets ran between her breasts, over her stomach, down her thighs.

The bikini was completely see-through.

Emma looked down at herself. Laughed. "Oh my god. You can see everything."

Say it. Tell her she can't wear that. Tell her it's indecent. Tell her-

"You can't wear that," Jason said. His voice was hoarse. Strangled. Desperate.

Emma looked up. Met his eyes in the mirror. Her expression was calm. Measured.

"Sienna said everyone will be in the pool at some point. If it goes see-through, it goes see-through." She shrugged. Casual. Like this was nothing. Like her tits weren't on full display, like her pussy wasn't visible through wet fabric. "It's just bodies, Jay."

Just bodies. She's naked. Transparent. And she's calling it 'just bodies' like I'm the weird one for caring.

Jason's brain screamed at him. Object. Fight. Stop this.

But his mouth wouldn't work. Because he'd promised. This morning. Promised to trust her. Promised to stop seeing threats.

This is the test. If I fail, I lose her. If I pass, I lose her in a different way.

Emma grabbed a towel. Started drying herself. Slowly. Deliberately. She didn't change out of the wet bikini immediately. Just stood there, water pooling at her feet, nipples visible through the sheer fabric, looking at Jason. Watching him. Studying his reaction.

"You're okay with this, right? Me wearing one of these at the party?"

Her voice was light. Casual. But her eyes weren't. They were watching him. Waiting.

If I break the promise. I prove her right - that I don't trust her. That I never will.

Jason's throat was dry. His cock throbbed. Leaking now. Pre-cum soaking through his boxers. He wanted to say no. Wanted to say cover yourself, this is insane, we're not going, we're never seeing the Greaves again.

But he'd already fought this fight. Already lost.

I promised. I promised to trust her. To stop seeing threats. This is what that looks like. Saying yes when everything in me wants to say no.

"It's… It's up to you," Jason said. Voice barely audible.

Emma held his gaze for three seconds. Searching. Looking for the lie. The doubt. The crack.

Jason didn't blink. Didn't move.

Emma's face softened. She smiled.

"Good."

She turned away. Started drying herself properly. Changed out of the wet bikini. Casual. Easy. Like the moment hadn't just broken something between them.

Or maybe it fixed something. Proved I can be trusted. Proved I won't fight her. Proved I'll stay quiet no matter what.

Emma tried on the third bikini.

Same white. Same tiny triangles. But the bottoms were a thong. Just a string disappearing between her arse cheeks. Nothing there. Just skin.

She turned. Checked the back view in the mirror. Her arse was on full display. Round. Soft. Pale. Perfect.

Emma nodded. Satisfied. "This one. Definitely."

She met Jason's eyes in the mirror. Smiled. Warm. Affectionate.

"Good. Because Sienna texted earlier. She said Alistair's going to love this bikini."

Jason's stomach dropped.

I promised. I promised I wouldn't bring it up. Even now. Even when she's saying it to my face.

Emma watched him in the mirror. Waiting. For what? For him to argue? To snap? To fail the test?

Jason's jaw clenched. His fists clenched. But he said nothing.

Emma's smile widened. Just a fraction. Then she turned away.

"Thanks for your input, babe."

She took off the bikini carefully. Folded it. Put it back in the box like it was precious. Like it mattered.

Then she kissed his cheek. Quick. Sisterly.

And left the room.

Jason stood there. Alone. Cock straining. Aching. Staring at the wet bikini still draped over the towel rail. The see-through one. The one Emma had laughed about. The one she'd called "just bodies."

I should've said no. Should've told her to cover up. Should've fought harder.

But he hadn't. Because he'd promised. Because she'd given him the choice this morning: trust her or lose her.

And Jason had chosen.

His hand moved to his crotch. Pressed against the bulge. Hard. Painful.

This is what trust looks like. Watching my wife prepare to be seen by strangers. By Alistair. Saturday. The pool party. Emma in that bikini. Wet. See-through. Alistair watching. Touching. And I'll say nothing. Because I promised. Because I have to.

His cock stirred again. Already half-hard. Already anticipating.

Unable to stop.

Jason walked to the bedroom window. Looked out across the lane towards the Greaves' estate.

Downstairs, Emma laughed. Bright. Easy. Already on the phone again. Sienna, probably. Telling her Jason had been fine with the bikinis. Telling her everything was perfect. Telling her they'd see her Saturday.

But the doubt remained. The certainty.

Alistair wanted her. Emma knew. Maybe she'd known all along. Maybe Jason pointing it out this morning had just made her acknowledge it. Made her choose.

And she'd chosen to go anyway.

Jason sat on the bed. Stared at the bikini box on the dresser. White. Expensive. Exclusive.

She's wearing it for him. She admitted it. 'Alistair's going to love this bikini.' Not me. Him.

Jason's cock was hard again. Thick. Insistent.

And I'm still hard. Still leaking. Still wanting to watch.

He didn't touch himself this time. Just sat there. Let the arousal and the shame coil together in his gut. Let it burn.

Saturday. Four days away.

Four days of watching Emma glow. Four days of knowing what was coming. Four days of his cock betraying him every time he thought about it.

Four days until he'd stand by that pool, silent and compliant, watching his wife parade herself in front of Alistair while wearing a bikini chosen specifically for his approval.

And Jason wouldn't say a word. Because he'd promised. Because he'd already lost.

And somewhere, buried beneath the shame and the anger and the fear, a voice whispered the truth Jason couldn't silence:

You want to lose.
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Groomed

Jason sat on the edge of the bed, phone in his hand. Wasn't scrolling. Wasn't texting. Just holding the fucking thing like it'd keep his hands busy, keep them from shaking.

He was watching her.

Through the ensuite door, steam billowed out. The shower ran, glass fogged, but he could still see her.

Emma. Naked. One leg propped on the shower ledge.

Shaving.

She dragged the razor up her calf. Slow. Methodical. Rinsed it under the spray, tapped it against the tiles. Started again. Knee. Thigh. Inside of her thigh, where the skin was softer, paler. Jason's mouth went dry. She switched legs. Same routine. Same careful focus, like she was preparing for surgery.

Then the razor moved higher.

Jason stopped breathing.

She was shaving her pussy. Right there. Right fucking now. Tilting her hips forward, spreading herself slightly with her free hand, dragging the razor between her legs in short, careful strokes. She paused. Checked with her fingers, frowning. Did it again. Making sure. Making sure it was smooth. Making sure there wasn't a single hair left. Making sure that when the bikini went see-through, there'd be nothing to see, and nothing to hide.

Jason's cock pressed hard against his jeans, throbbing, insistent.

Emma rinsed. Water sluiced over her mound, between her thighs, washing away foam and stray hairs. She ran her hand over herself one last time, nodding, satisfied.

The shower stopped. The glass door slid open.

Emma stepped out, pink and glistening. She wrapped a towel around her hair, twisting it up high. Nothing else. Just naked. Water beaded on her shoulders, ran down between her breasts, dripped from her nipples. She didn't dry off. Didn't cover up. Just walked past Jason like he wasn't there, like he wasn't sitting two feet away with a hard-on that could hammer nails.

She sat on the bed beside him. Close. So close he could smell her. The smell of her skin. The smell of her cunt, freshly shaved, still damp.

Emma reached for the bottle on the bedside table. French. Expensive. Some brand Sienna had recommended. Vanilla and florals. The cap twisted off with a soft pop. She squeezed lotion into her palm. The smell hit Jason like a slap. Sweet. Cloying. It'd cling to her all day. Alistair would smell it on her later.

Emma rubbed her hands together, warming the lotion. Then she started on her legs.

Her fingers slid up her calves, slick and shining. Over her knees. Higher. The lotion made her skin gleam, made it look softer, touchable, perfect. She worked her thighs, inside first, hands smoothing up towards her hips. Then back down. Outside. Back up. Slow. Thorough. Like she had all the time in the world.

Her hands slipped between her legs. Just for a second. Spreading lotion where she'd just shaved. Where the skin was pink. Sensitive. Bare.

Jason's vision blurred. His cock throbbed so hard he thought he'd cum. Just from this. Just from watching his wife rub lotion on her cunt. Getting ready for another man's pool party.

He couldn't look away. Couldn't blink. Couldn't fucking breathe.

Emma moved to her stomach. Flat, toned, the faint shadow of abs when she twisted. Hands circling her navel, spreading outward. Then her breasts.

She cupped them. Lifted them, rubbing lotion underneath, along the curve, over the swell. Her nipples hardened in the cool air, pink and tight. She smoothed lotion over them, casual, like it was nothing. Like Jason wasn't watching every second of it, memorising it, hating himself for how hard he was.

"Can you do my back?"

Her voice was light. Easy. Like she was asking him to pass the salt.

Jason nodded. Couldn't speak. Throat too tight. He took the bottle from her, fingers brushing hers.

Emma turned, presenting her back. Wet hair draped over one shoulder, exposing her spine. The curve of her arse was just visible at the edge of his vision.

Jason's hands shook as he squeezed lotion into his palm. Too much. It oozed between his fingers, thick and luxurious. He wiped the excess on his jeans, leaving a greasy smear. Didn't matter. Nothing mattered except her back, bare and waiting, and the fact that he was about to touch her.

He placed his hands on her shoulders. She was warm. So warm. Skin still damp, still smelling like soap and shampoo and her. He spread the lotion down her spine, slow, trying not to press too hard, trying not to think about Alistair's hands doing this later. Doing more than this.

His cock dug into her lower back. Hard. Obvious. A thick ridge pressed against her through his jeans. She had to feel it. Had to know he was leaking pre-cum, soaking through his boxers like a fucking teenager, rock-hard from rubbing lotion on his own wife.

But she didn't pull away. Didn't say anything. Didn't acknowledge it.

Just sat there, letting him touch her, letting his erection grind into her while his hands trembled and his brain screamed at him to stop, to say something, to pull her back from the edge of whatever the fuck this was.

He didn't stop. Didn't say a word.

Just kept rubbing lotion into her skin, knowing she'd smell like vanilla and flowers when Alistair touched her later. Knowing Jason was helping. Preparing her. Grooming his own wife for another man.

Emma stood. "Thanks, babe."

She opened the box on the dresser. The one that'd been sitting there for a week, taunting him. Pink tissue paper rustled as she pulled it aside.

The bikini. White. Gold rings at the hips and between the breasts. String ties everywhere.

Emma stepped into the bottoms first. Pulled them up her legs, over her thighs. Tied the strings at her hips, low, resting on her hipbones. The fabric sat just above her mound, barely covering her freshly shaved pussy. Cut high on her legs, making them look longer, arse rounder.

One pull. That's all it'd take. One tug on those strings and the whole thing would fall off. Anyone could do it. Alistair could do it. Probably would.

Then the top.

Emma held it against her chest, triangles of white fabric barely big enough to cover her nipples. She reached behind her neck, fumbling with the tie.

"Let me."

Jason's voice was hoarse. Wrecked. He stepped forward.

His fingers brushed her neck. Warm. Soft. The little hairs at her nape still damp from the shower. He tied the string, fumbling, pulling it too tight, then loosening it. Double knot. His hands lingered on her shoulders. Just for a second

Emma adjusted the triangles. Tugged them up. They barely covered her nipples. The swell of her breasts spilt out on all sides. She tugged again. They didn't move. Didn't cover more.

She shrugged. "It'll have to do."

It'll have to do. She wasn't embarrassed. Wasn't asking for something bigger. Wasn't covering up. She was just accepting that her tits were out. That everyone would see. That Alistair would see. That she wanted him to see.

And Jason had tied it on her. Helped her into it. Made sure it stayed on just long enough to be legal.

Emma walked to the full-length mirror. Stood in front of it, hands on her hips. Turned.

Front view: tits threatening to spill out with every breath. Stomach flat, belly button a perfect shadow. Hips curved, strings tied in delicate bows that screamed pull me. The bottoms cut so high her legs looked endless.

She turned. Back view.

The thong disappeared between her arse cheeks. Just a string. That was it. Her arse was completely on display. Round, soft, pale, perfect. Two handfuls of flesh Jason used to grab when he fucked her, back when she still let him fuck her.

Emma smiled at her reflection. Ran her hands down her sides, checking. Admiring. Satisfied.

"What do you think?"

Jason's throat was dry. Tongue glued to the roof of his mouth. He swallowed. Forced words out past the lump.

"You look… perfect."

And she did. She looked like a fucking goddess. Like a porn star. Too good to be his wife.

Emma beamed. "Thanks, babe. I feel good. Really good."

She looked like every man's fantasy. Alistair's fantasy. And she was about to walk into his house dressed like this. And Jason was going to drive her there. Deliver her and watch.

Jason's brain scrambled. Desperate. Grasping for something, anything, to stop this.

"Are you… Do you want to bring a sarong? Or a kaftan? In case you get cold?"

Emma tilted her head, considering. For a second, Jason thought she might say yes. Might take the out he was offering. Might cover up, just a little.

Then she shook her head. "Sienna said the pool area's heated. Giant infrared lamps. It'll be warm."

Of course, Sienna said. Of course, Alistair had spent tens of thousands on infrared fucking lamps just to make sure the pool area stayed warm enough for Emma to parade around in a see-through bikini all afternoon.

No cover-up. She was going in just this. Just string and skin and freshly shaved pussy.

Jason had given her the out. Offered her modesty. A way to back down. She'd refused. She wanted this. Wanted to be seen. Wanted Alistair's eyes on her. Wanted it more than she cared about Jason's discomfort.

Emma sat on the bed. Patted the space beside her. Jason sat. Obedient. Always obedient now.

She took his hand. Her fingers were small, warm, soft. Nails painted pale pink, French tips. Classy. Like she was going to a wedding, not a pool party where she'd be practically naked.

"Jay, can I tell you something?"

Jason nodded. Heart hammering. Stomach knotted. Cock still half-hard, traitorous fucking thing.

Emma's voice went soft. Gentle. The tone she used when she was about to say something that'd hurt. "I'm nervous. But also excited." She squeezed his hand. "I've never felt this confident in my body. Never felt… like this. Sienna and Alistair make me feel beautiful."

Sienna and Alistair. Not Jason. Them. They made her feel beautiful. They made her feel desired. Jason just… existed. Watched. Helped her into bikinis that other men would stare at.

She paused. Looked at him with those big, mascara-framed eyes. "I know it's a lot. I know you're probably uncomfortable. But I need this. I need to feel alive."

She didn't ask if it was okay. Didn't wait for permission. She was telling him. Gently, but it wasn't a question. It was a statement. A fact.

She needed this. Needed them. Needed Alistair to look at her, want her. And Jason was supposed to just… accept it. Smile. Nod. Be supportive.

And he was. He fucking was. Jason squeezed her hand back. "I want you to feel good."

It was true. He did want her to feel good. He also wanted to lock her in the house and never let Alistair see her again. Wanted to rip that bikini off and fuck her right here, right now, remind her she was his. But he couldn't say that. Wouldn't.

So he said what she wanted to hear. What she needed to hear. And hated himself for it.

Emma leaned in, kissed him. Soft. Grateful. Not sexual. Sisterly. The kind of kiss you'd give a friend who'd helped you move house.

"Thank you."

She stood, checked her phone. 1:50 p.m.

"We should go soon. Get ready, we don't want to be late."

Late. Like this was a job interview. Like being on time for Alistair's pool party mattered more than Jason's sanity.

Jason quickly stripped and grabbed his swim trunks from the wardrobe. Navy. Plain. Nothing special. He'd bought them three years ago from Sports Direct for twelve quid. They had a white drawstring and a faded logo on the leg.

Next to Emma's Agent Provocateur bikini, they looked like something a dad would wear to a caravan park in Skegness.

Emma grabbed a small canvas bag. Towel. Sunglasses. Phone. Lip balm. Essentials for a pool party where she'd spend the afternoon nearly naked.

Jason followed. Locked the door behind them. Heard the deadbolt click into place.

No going back now.

The Audi sat in the drive, polished and gleaming in the afternoon sun. It was still freezing, though, and he felt like a right idiot dressed like this for the pool. Jason opened the passenger door. Emma slid in, legs together, then swung them inside. The leather seat was cold. She gasped, shifted, and the bikini bottom pulled tighter, the fabric wedging slightly between her lips.

Neither of them spoke. Emma adjusted her sunglasses, checked her reflection in the visor mirror. Smiled. Touched up her lip balm. Pressed her lips together. Perfect.

Jason reversed out of the drive and headed down the lane towards the Greaves' estate, towards the gates, towards the pool, towards Alistair.

Towards whatever the fuck this was turning into.
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Fake Summer, Real Exposure

Every metre closer wound the knot in Jason's gut tighter. The driveway curved through hedges trimmed to within an inch of their lives before opening into a turning circle crammed with money. Range Rover. Porsche 911. BMW X5. Bentley Continental GT, midnight blue. His Q7 looked like a fucking rental.

He killed the engine. Silence rushed in. Just the thump of jazz bass somewhere behind the house and laughter. Crystal-clear, champagne-cork-popping laughter.

Emma checked the visor mirror one last time. Adjusted her bikini top. Took a breath.

"Ready?"

Jason nodded. His throat had gone tight. Couldn't get words out.

Emma threaded her arm through his, and they followed the path along the house's eastern wing. Box hedges lined the route, each one identical, not a leaf out of place. Everything controlled. Designed. Alistair's world in miniature.

Then the pool area opened up, and Jason stopped dead.

October. It's fucking October. Fifteen degrees outside this bubble. And Alistair's built summer. Fake sun. Fake heat. For her. For this. And Jason's walking straight into it.

The pool was massive. Stupid massive. Had to be twenty-five metres, maybe more, stretching across lawns so green they looked spray-painted. The water steamed faintly. Actually steamed. Its surface shimmered blue-mirror perfect. Sun loungers lined the edges in rows, white and pristine, half of them occupied by people who looked like they'd walked off magazine covers. Waiters glided between groups in white shirts and black bow ties, silver trays of champagne and tiny food that Jason wouldn't know how to eat properly.

A jazz trio played under a gazebo. Double bass, piano, sax.

Heat lamps towered on steel poles every few metres, glowing red-orange, throwing shimmer-waves across bronzed skin and glittering water. Huge UV reflectors angled overhead, bouncing extra sunlight down.

The guests were a different species. Thirty, maybe more. Men in linen shirts open over tanned chests, designer trunks, watches that cost five figures.

And the women. Topless women.

Jason's eyes caught them before his brain could stop. One. Two. Three by the pool. Four. Blonde at the bar, mid-thirties, small tits with dark nipples, laughing at something a silver-haired bloke had said. Brunette on a lounger, younger, skin like honey, reading a paperback with her tits bare to the fake sun. Two more in the pool, floating on their backs, nipples breaking the surface.

Fuck.

Insane. This whole thing is insane. Alistair's dropped a hundred grand, maybe more, to make October feel like the fucking Riviera. For one afternoon. For her.

"Jason?"

Emma's voice. She was watching him, half-amused, half-nervous.

"You alright?"

"Yeah." The word came out rough. "Yeah, fine."

He wasn't fine. His pulse hammered in his throat. His cock stirred against his trunks, already responding. Bare tits everywhere. And the knowledge, the certainty, that Emma might do the same.

"Emma!"

Alistair's voice cut through jazz and chatter like a blade. He emerged from the crowd, all confidence and tan and bare chest. Navy swim trunks, expensive brand, sitting low on his hips. Aviators pushed back into salt-and-pepper hair. Champagne flute dangling from one hand. Barefoot. Lean-muscled. Moving like he owned the world.

Probably does own half of it.

He walked straight to her. Didn't glance at Jason. Didn't acknowledge him. Just moved past him like furniture. Stopped inches from Emma.

"You look edible."

Emma blushed. Properly blushed. Head dipped, eyes up through lashes, smile tugging at her lips.

"Thank you."

Alistair's gaze raked over her. Started at her face. Traced down her throat. Lingered on her tits, barely contained in the white bikini. Followed the curve of her waist. Paused at her hips, at the swell where the bottoms tied.

Didn't hide it. Didn't pretend; he just stared, with a hungry expression.

"That bikini. Christ, Emma. You're going to cause riots."

His hand found her waist. Thumb stroking bare skin just above the bikini line. Familiar touch. Easy. Like he'd done it a thousand times.

Emma didn't step back. Didn't even flinch. No, she leaned into it. Smiled up at him, eyes bright. "You think so?"

Alistair's grin turned wolfish. Delighted. "I know so. Come. Let me introduce you."

He took her hand and led her away. Emma glanced back at Jason. Brief. Checking? Apologising? Or making sure he was watching?

Jason just stood there, frozen.

He just took her hand. In front of thirty people. Thirty strangers. And Emma went. Didn't ask Jason. Didn't wait. Just followed Alistair into the crowd like it was normal. Like they were a couple. And Jason's standing here alone with a semi already tenting his trunks.

"Darling. You made it."

Sienna appeared beside him. Just materialised. Black bikini bottoms, designer, sitting low on her hips. Sunglasses perched on her platinum bob. Champagne flute in one hand.

Topless.

Small tits. Pale pink nipples. Both were pierced with delicate silver bars catching the light.

Jason jerked his eyes to her face. Wrong to look. Felt wrong. Like staring at a friend's wife.

Amusement flickered in her expression as she leaned in and kissed his cheek. Her breast brushed his arm. It felt soft, warm.

"Emma's causing quite the stir already." Sienna gestured with her flute. "Look."

Jason looked.

Emma stood surrounded by three men. Forties, fifties. Tailored confidence. Rolexes. Hedge fund arseholes, probably. All three staring. One leaned in, said something. Emma laughed, bright and musical, and touched his arm. Fingers on his bicep. Lingering.

She's flirting. Touching. Smiling. Leaning in close. She's glowing. And those men are staring at her tits. All three of them. Eyes dropping, flicking back up, dropping again. And Emma knows. She has to know.

"Come. Sit." Sienna took Jason's arm. Steered him towards a sun lounger positioned poolside. A perfect view. "Relax. Champagne?"

She handed him a flute. He didn't see her grab it, but she had one ready. She always seemed three steps ahead.

Jason sat. Couldn't relax. Muscles tight. Watched Emma across the pool.

"Does it bother you?" Sienna settled onto the lounger beside him. Close. Her bare thigh pressed against his. "Men staring at her?"

"No."

"Liar." Sienna smiled. Sipped champagne. "But part of you likes it. I can tell."

Across the pool, Emma laughed again. The men around her looked captivated. Mesmerised. One leaned closer, whispered something in her ear. Emma's hand flew to her mouth, eyes wide, delighted.

Sienna stood. Stretched. Her tits lifted, pierced nipples catching sunlight. Jason stared at the pool. Determinedly. Anywhere but her body.

"I'm going for a swim. Want to join, Emma?"

Her voice carried across the water. Emma waved. Smiled. Started walking over.

The three hedge fund types watched her go. Clearly disappointed.

Alistair followed. Hand on Emma's lower back, still guiding her. Public and obvious.

They met at the pool edge. Twenty feet away. Close enough, Jason could see, but too far to hear.

Sienna leaned close to Emma, whispered something. Emma's eyes widened. She glanced around the pool. A nervous scan, counting topless women, probably. Five now, another brunette had stripped while Jason watched Emma.

Sienna gestured casually at them. Was she telling her it was no big deal? Emma looked to Alistair. He nodded. Encouraging. Said something soft.

Emma laughed. A nervous sound. Then Emma turned and looked directly at Jason. Their eyes locked.

Permission. She's asking permission. No. She's checking if he'll stop her. OK, Walk over. Say something. Tell her no and pull her away. Be a husband. But Jason can't move. His cock is rock-hard now, straining against his trunks. It would be such a visible bulge if anyone looked.

So he stayed seated and said nothing.

Emma held his gaze for three seconds, then turned back to Sienna. Took a breath, then reached behind her back. Untied her bikini top.

The triangles fell away. Emma caught them, pressed them against her tits with both hands. Covering. Still safe.

Sienna said something. Soft. Encouraging with an eager nod. Emma lowered her hands.

Tits out. Big and heavy. Pale in the fake sunlight. Pink nipples already standing to attention. Full D-cups. The kind of tits men would cross rooms for. Wank over in private. Thirty strangers were staring right now.

For three seconds, Emma looked terrified, her arms twitched. She wanted to cover herself, her eyes wide. She looked so vulnerable. Exposed.

Then Sienna touched her shoulder, and Emma breathed out. Shoulders back, chin up. Smiled. A confident smile. She owned her topless state.

Transformation. Right there, and it only took three seconds. From scared to powerful. Sienna did that. One touch. A few words, and now Emma's standing topless in front of strangers like she's a goddess. And Jason's about to cum in his fucking trunks.

Alistair stepped beside Emma. Hand sliding round her bare waist. He leaned down. Whispered in her ear while his eyes were fixed on her tits.

Emma giggled.

His hand rested on her bare skin. Thumb stroking. Everyone could see. The whole pool. Thirty witnesses.

He's touching her. His hand is on my wife. My topless wife. And she's giggling. Like they're lovers. Like I don't exist. Jason's cock is leaking. Pre-cum soaking into his trunks. He can feel it. Wet spot forming. Watching his wife be claimed.

Emma walked to the pool edge. Didn't bother to cover herself. Walked slowly. Let them watch. Let them see her tits sway, nipples hard, skin flushed.

Then dived in.

Surfaced, hair slicked back, water streaming down her face, her throat, her tits. Nipples glistening. Perfect. Fucking perfect.

Alistair dived in after her and surfaced right beside her. His arm around her waist. Underwater, but Jason could see the angle. Alistair's hand on her hip. Pulling her close.

They floated together. Emma's head on his shoulder, his hand on her hip, her waist, somewhere beneath the water.

They looked like lovers.

He shifted. Tried to hide his embarrassment. Couldn't. If anyone looked. If Sienna looked. They'd see. They'd know.

Sienna returned. Sat beside him. Still topless. Dripping wet - did she dive in? He'd not even noticed. Water was running down her chest, between her small tits, nipple piercings gleaming. Her hand landed on Jason's thigh again.

She's touching him. Why? He should move her hand. Should stand. Walk away. But if he moves, everyone will see. The bulge. The bloody wet spot. Everyone will know. Fuck. He's trapped.

"She's a natural." Sienna's voice was soft. Almost tender. "No shame. That's rare."

Jason's throat worked. Couldn't speak.

"Alistair's very taken with her."

Jason managed one word. Barely. "Noticed."

Sienna's hand slid higher. Stopped just short of his erection. Centimetres.

"Your cock says you like it."

Jason's lungs seized. She'd said it. Out loud. Casual, as commenting on the weather. Her fingers rested centimetres from his erection. Could probably feel the heat. The throb.

If she moved her hand. If she touched. He'd cum. Right here. Right fucking now.

Across the pool, Emma laughed. Alistair's arms were around her. Hands somewhere underwater. On her arse, probably. Squeezing. She was happy. Glowing. Topless.

Three men at the bar were watching her. Whispering. Grinning. One still had his phone out. The hedge fund guy kept taking photos. Jason saw the screen light up. Zoom. Focus. Click. Zoom. Click.

Jason was paralysed.

Arousal. Shame. The knowledge he could stop this. Walk over. Pull Emma out. Take her home. But he wouldn't. Couldn't. His cock wouldn't let him. She may never forgive him.

What have I become?


eight
The Pool Party Fun
Topless and Displayed


She's topless. My wife's topless. In his arms. Thirty people are watching. Phones out. Those photos make this moment real, permanent. Emma's tits. Alistair's hands all over her as they ‘play’ in the water. And Jason's cock was so hard it hurt, pressing against the wet fabric of his trunks, leaking, soaking through. If anyone looked down, he’d die of embarrassment.

Alistair shifted, pulling Emma closer. Both hands on her waist now, underwater but angled so Jason could see the spread of his fingers, the deliberate placement just beneath her ribs. Emma's breasts pressed against Alistair's chest. She tilted her head back and smiled up at him.

They looked like lovers. Like Jason didn't fucking exist.

Across the pool, the three hedge fund types exchanged glances. One raised his champagne flute towards Alistair. A salute. Acknowledgment. Envy.

Alistair didn't look over. Didn't need to. He knew they were watching. Everyone was watching. And he didn't give a fuck.

Sienna leaned closer, her breath warm against Jason's ear. "Look at her. She's never been this free before, has she?"

Jason couldn't breathe properly. His balls ached. Heat crawled up his neck, his face.

Sienna's hand slid higher on his thigh. Stopped one heartbeat from the base of his erection, resting in his sticky precum.

"You're leaking, darling. I can feel it."

The wet spot, the bulge, the evidence. He's trapped by his own traitor cock. By Sienna's hand pinning him in place. By his need to watch Emma. By his need to see what happens next.

In the pool, Alistair lifted Emma half out of the water, his hands under her ribs, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. She squealed, delighted, kicking her legs. Water splashed. She was giggling like a teenager being tossed around by her boyfriend at the beach.

Alistair lowered her gently. She floated on her back, tits breaking the surface. Nipples skyward. Hard. Pink. Glistening with water and sunlight.

Alistair's hands supported her lower back, her arse. Holding her. Displaying her. Offering her up to the watching crowd.

The brunette on the nearby lounger lowered her book. Watched openly. Smiled. Nodded once. Approving. Like Emma was doing something brave, something liberating. Not betraying her fucking husband, who is sitting like muggins here.

Jason couldn't look away.

Sienna sipped champagne. Casual. Unbothered. "Do you think he'll kiss her?"

Jason's breath hitched. "What?"

"Alistair. Do you think he'll kiss her? Here? In front of everyone?"

Jason stared. At Emma. At Alistair's hands on her bare skin. At how close they were. How intimate. How public.

Sienna's voice dropped lower, intimate, almost a whisper. "Would you try and stop him if he did?"

Jason didn't answer. Couldn't. The question wasn't real. Rhetorical. They both knew the answer already. They both knew Jason wouldn't do a fucking thing. His cock wouldn't let him. And Sienna knew. She was making him admit it. Making him feel it. Making him sit here hard and leaking while his wife floated topless in another man's arms. And Jason was so close to cumming that he could cry.

Alistair helped Emma to the pool's edge. She climbed out, water sluicing off her body. No attempt to cover her breasts. No hand raised, no towel grabbed. Just stood there, dripping, glowing, topless in front of all these people.

So fucking casual about it. Like being topless at a stranger's pool party was normal. Like she did this every weekend. Like Jason wasn't sitting twenty feet away watching her parade her tits for thirty rich cunts.

Alistair followed, pulling himself out in one smooth motion. Water ran down his chest, his stomach. The fabric of his trunks clung wetly. Outlined everything. The thick ridge of his cock, the heavy hang of his balls. Even soft, even through wet fabric, Jason could see it.

Longer than mine. Bigger, better.

Emma's standing two feet away, topless, smiling at him. At Alistair. Not at Jason. She hasn't looked over in ages, hasn't checked if he's alright. Doesn't care. Or doesn't need to. Because Jason's silence is her permission.

A waiter appeared with towels. Thick, white, monogrammed. Of course, Alistair had a fucking family crest embroidered on his pool towels.

Alistair took two. Handed one to Emma.

She dried her face, her hair. Didn't cover her tits. Just dried off casually, the towel moving over her shoulders, her arms, her stomach.

Alistair draped his towel over his shoulders. Stepped close to Emma. Too close. His chest nearly brushing her tits.

They talked. Low voices. Jason couldn't hear the words. But he saw Alistair's hand land on Emma's bare waist again. Saw her laugh, head tipping back. Saw her touch his arm, fingertips lingering on his arm. Stroking. Like she had the right. Like Alistair was hers to touch.

The hedge fund men were still watching. One nudged another. Pointed subtly towards Emma, then towards Jason. They grinned.

Everyone knows. Everyone can see. Alistair's claiming her. Right here. In public. In front of her husband. And Jason's just sitting here. Watching. Doing nothing. Being fucking complicit.

Sienna stood, stretched, arching her back. Her small tits lifted, pierced nipples catching the sunlight. Silver barbells glinting. Showing off. Claiming space.

"I'm going to mingle. Stay here, darling. Enjoy the view."

She walked away, hips swaying, topless, confident, untouchable.

Jason was alone now. On the lounger. Hard. Wet spot spreading across the front of his trunks, darkening the navy fabric. No hand on his thigh to anchor him, trap him, excuse him.

He could leave. Walk to the house. Hide in the bathroom. Sort himself out. Jerk off in private where no one can see. But he won't. He'll sit here. Watch. Because leaving means missing what happens next. And he can't miss it. His shame won't let him - he needs to see. Needs to watch his wife be touched by another man because that's what gets him hard now. That's what he is.

Emma and Alistair walked towards him. Side by side, and stopped three feet away.

Emma smiled at Jason. Bright. Happy. Glowing. No guilt. No shame. No hesitation. Just his wife, topless, with another man's hand on her bare skin, smiling like everything was fine.

"Having fun, babe?"

Jason nodded. If he speaks, his voice will crack. She will hear, and will know how close he is to breaking, to cumming, to both.

Alistair's gaze dropped to Jason's sticky lap. The corner of his mouth twitched.

He knows. Alistair knows Jason's hard. Knows he's been watching. Knows Jason's leaking into his trunks like a fucking teenager. Knows Jason won't do a thing. Never has. Never will.

Alistair's voice was easy, casual. "Emma needs sunscreen. Can't have her burning, can we?"

Emma laughed. Light. Carefree. "I forgot to bring any."

Alistair gestured towards a white tent structure near the pool house. Canvas walls. Enclosed. Private. "I've got some SPF 50 in the cabana."

Emma glanced at Jason. Checking? Asking? Just informing him what was about to happen?

Jason stared. Said nothing. And that was all the answer anyone needed, wasn't it? His silence was a yes. Always had been.

Alistair's hand slid lower. Rested on the curve of Emma's arse. Not even subtle now. Just his palm cupping her bare arse cheek through the thin bikini fabric. Fingers pressing. Testing. Waiting for Jason to object.

Emma didn't move his hand. Didn't step away. Didn't flinch. Just stood there, smiling, letting another man grope her arse in front of her husband.

Alistair smiled at his silence. "Come on. Before you burn."

He led her away in front of thirty witnesses. In front of the hedge fund men and the brunette with the book and the silver-haired gentleman and the waiters and the jazz trio and everyone.

Emma followed. Topless. Obedient, happy.

The cabana. Private. Alistair's going to touch her. More than he has already. He's going to put sunscreen on her tits. Her back. Her thighs. Everywhere. His hands, all over her bare skin. Rubbing. Stroking. Maybe more. Maybe he will kiss her. Maybe she'll let him. Maybe she'll kiss him first.

Emma's going with him willingly. And Jason's sitting here. Hard and leaking, just watching them walk away, not saying a word to stop it.

I let this happen. He chose this.

Jason's hand moved to his lap. Adjusted himself, and across the pool, one of the hedge fund men noticed. Elbowed his mate. They both looked, grinning dickheads.

He felt trapped by his own desire and the terrible, undeniable truth that he wanted this more than he wanted to stop it.
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Sunscreen and Surrender

Jason stood five feet from the cabana, hidden behind a potted olive tree, heart slamming against his ribs. Stupid. This was so fucking stupid and sad. He should've stayed at the lounger, but he couldn't help it, like picking at a scab - it might hurt, but he needed to know what Alistair was doing to her behind that sheer white fabric. Needed it more than air.

The cabana glowed amber in the sunlight, fabric filtering everything soft and warm. Inside, Emma's silhouette lay horizontal on the massage table, on her stomach. Alistair stood beside her.

Jason's cock throbbed, pre-cum leaking, the wet spot spreading ever wider across the front of his trunks. He pressed his palm against the bulge. Squeezed. Relief. Pressure. Made it worse. Made him leak more. He was drenched, and soon it would look like he had a dip in the pool himself. That or he’s pissed himself.

Inside, Emma's voice drifted out. Slightly muffled through the fabric, but clear enough.

"This is fancy."

Alistair's shadow moved. Reaching for something. The sunscreen. The bottle clicked open, and then his hands descended. Landed on Emma's shoulders.

Emma flinched. "Cold!"

"It'll warm up."

Jason watched Alistair's hands move. Slow circles. Kneading her shoulders. Down her spine. Over her ribs. Fingers spreading wide, digging into flesh. Like he'd done this before. Like he knew exactly how to touch her.

Emma sighed. Soft. Relaxed. "That feels nice."

Nice. She said it felt nice. Alistair's hands on her bare skin felt nice. Jason's stomach twisted, cock jerking, pre-cum flooding. His body didn't care that he should be angry. Didn't care that he should storm in there and pull Emma away. The ache just got stronger.

Alistair's hands moved lower. Down Emma's spine. Just above her bikini bottoms. Thumbs pressing into the small of her back, into those dimples Jason used to kiss. His hands. His territory. Alistair was taking it, and Emma was letting him.

Emma shifted. Hips adjusting.

Jason's pulse hammered in his ears. She'd opened her legs. Just a bit. Unconscious, maybe. Comfortable. Letting Alistair work. Letting him touch her however he wanted.

Then Alistair's hands moved to her arse. On show in her thong bikini bottoms.

Both palms cupping her, squeezing sunscreen into the soft globes, kneading her flesh like he owned it. Slow. Deliberate. His fingers pressed deep, moulding her arse, and Jason bit his lip to keep from groaning. Alistair was groping his wife. Right there. Hands all over her arse.

Emma moaned.

Quiet. Breathy. But Jason heard it. Heard the way her breath caught, the way the sound slipped out unbidden, pleasure she couldn't hide.

His cock jerked. He was leaking like a broken tap. Couldn't stop. Couldn't control his own fucking body.

Footsteps behind him. Light. Barefoot.

Jason froze, panic flooding cold through his chest at being caught like a naughty schoolkid. Sienna appeared at his side. Her champagne flute in hand, nipples hard in the open air. She didn't look at him. Just sipped her drink, gaze fixed on the cabana, watching the same shadow play Jason was watching.

She knew. She knew he'd follow like a sap. Knew he was standing here with his cock hard, trunks soaked, spying on his own wife. And she wasn't stopping him. Wasn't mocking him. Just stood there, close enough that her bare arm brushed his, warm and soft, making it okay. Making it worse.

Ten seconds of silence. Then her voice, barely above a whisper.

"Good view?"

Couldn't answer. Could hardly breathe.

Sienna smiled, took another sip. "She's beautiful, isn't she? Alistair thinks so."

Jason's knees weakened.

Inside the cabana, Alistair's hands slid down Emma's arse, over her thighs, down the backs of her legs to her calves. Then back up. Slow. Methodical. But this time, his hands moved along the inside of her thighs.

Higher.

Higher.

Jason watched Alistair's fingers brush the edge of Emma's bikini bottoms. Right where the white fabric disappeared between her legs. Right where she was probably wet. Had to be wet. The way she was breathing, shifting, opening for him.

Emma's breathing quickened. Fast. Shallow. Desperate.

Alistair's voice cut through the quiet, calm and commanding.

"Turn over."

Emma's silhouette shifted. Hesitating.

"What?"

"Your front. Need to do your chest, your stomach. Can't have you burning."

Another beat. Emma processing. Understanding what that meant. Lying on her back. Tits bare. Alistair's hands on her tits. Alone. In this cabana. With her husband five feet away, watching, hard, unable to stop any of it.

She turned over.

Jason's world collapsed inward. Emma's silhouette lay flat, arms at her sides, chest bare. Her tits visible in shadow, nipples hard, two dark points against the amber glow.

Alistair stood beside the table, looking down at her. Jason could see the shape of his gaze, the way his head tilted, raking over her body. Not hiding it. Not pretending this was professional. This was a man looking at a woman he wanted. A woman he was about to touch.

Alistair squeezed more sunscreen into his hands. Rubbed them together. Warming it. Taking his time. Making her wait.

"Ready?"

Emma didn't speak. Just nodded.

Alistair's hands descended. They landed on her stomach first. Spreading sunscreen in slow circles. Up her ribs. Closer to her tits. Teasing. Building. Jason's cock throbbed, leaking, soaking through the fabric, and he squeezed himself through his trunks, desperate, needing something, anything.

Then Alistair's hands cupped Emma's tits.

Both of them. Palms covering her nipples, fingers spreading wide, owning her.

Emma gasped. Loud. Sharp. The sound punched through the jazz and the splashing and the polite fucking laughter, and Jason's knees nearly buckled. Alistair was touching his wife's bare tits. Groping her. Making her gasp. And Emma wasn't stopping him. Her back arched, pushing her chest into his hands, and Jason's cock jerked so hard he thought he'd cum right there, standing in the dirt, watching another man feel up his wife like she belonged to him.

Alistair didn't stop. Kneading, thumbs circling her nipples, teasing them, making them harder. Emma's hips shifted, thighs pressing together, and Jason knew. Knew she was wet. Knew her pussy was aching. Knew Alistair was turning her on in ways Jason never could.

Sienna leaned closer, her lips brushing Jason's ear, breath warm and sweet.

"He's touching her tits. Properly. She's not stopping him."

Jason's breath hitched, a strangled sound escaping his throat.

"Listen, hear her moans. She's loving it."

Emma's breathing had gone ragged. Needy. Her silhouette arching, pressing her tits into Alistair's hands, seeking more, begging without words.

Jason staggered, caught himself against the hedge. Branches scratched his arm. Didn't feel it. Couldn't feel anything except his cock throbbing, leaking, begging for release. Three months of marriage counselling, ten years together, and here he was, hiding behind a tree, getting off on watching another man grope his wife's tits.

Alistair's hands moved more slowly now. Not spreading sunscreen anymore. Just touching. Exploring. Claiming. He pinched Emma's left nipple. Gentle. Testing.

Emma whimpered. Her back arched clean off the table, pushing into his touch, chasing it. Needing it.

Alistair's voice, low and approving. "Sensitive."

Emma's eyes were closed. Mouth open. Panting. She looked wrecked already, and Alistair hadn't even fucked her yet. Hadn't even kissed her. Just touched her tits and she was falling apart.

Alistair's other hand slid down her stomach. Fingers trailing over her ribs, her navel, stopping at the bikini line. Tracing the edge. Not going lower. Not yet. But the threat hung there. The promise. One more inch and he'd be touching her pussy. One more inch and Emma would let him.

Emma's hips lifted. Tiny movement. Unconscious. Seeking. Begging.

Sienna's breath warmed Jason's neck, her voice a whisper made of silk and cruelty. "He could fuck her right now. She'd let him."

Jason's cock jerked, pre-cum flooding, and he was so close, so fucking close, right here, standing beside Sienna Greaves with her bare tits brushing his arm, watching Alistair own his wife.

Then Alistair pulled back. Stepped away.

"All done. You're protected now."

Emma's eyes fluttered open. Confused. Dazed. Flushed pink from her chest to her cheeks. She sat up slowly, movements unsteady, and looked down at herself. Tits shining with sunscreen, slick and glistening. Nipples still hard. Still peaked. She touched her stomach, her ribs, like she was checking the sunscreen was there, but Jason knew. She was feeling where Alistair had touched her. Cataloguing it. Remembering it.

She laughed. Nervous. Breathless. "Thanks. I... yeah. Thanks."

Alistair handed her a towel, calm as anything. Gentleman. Always the fucking gentleman. "Wipe your hands. Don't want to get it in your eyes."

Emma took it. Wiped her palms. Still dazed. Still processing what had just happened. What she'd let happen. What she'd enjoyed.

Alistair opened the cabana panel. Bright sunlight flooded in, harsh and real. Normal. Like the last ten minutes hadn't just rewritten Jason's entire marriage.

Alistair gestured for Emma to exit first. Ladies first. Such a gentleman. Such a fucking liar.

Emma stepped out into the sunlight, still visibly aroused. Nipples still hard, pointing, impossible to miss. Skin flushed pink. Walk unsteady, legs shaky, like she'd just been fucked even though Alistair hadn't even kissed her.

She didn't see Jason. Didn't see Sienna. Just walked back toward the pool, hips swaying, tits bouncing slightly with each step. Alistair followed, guiding her back to the water like she was his.

Sienna turned to Jason.

Her gaze dropped, slowly and deliberately. To his crotch.

The wet spot. Dark navy spreading across the front of his trunks, soaked through, unmistakable. Obscene. The outline of his cock was visible, hard, straining against the fabric, leaking.

She smiled.

Then she reached out.

One finger. Traced the outline of his cock through his trunks. A feather-light touch.

Jason's hips jerked forward, chasing her touch, and he gasped, loud, shameful, couldn't stop himself. She was touching his cock. Sienna Greaves, topless, champagne in hand, standing beside him in broad daylight, and she was stroking his hard-on through his wet trunks while his wife floated in the pool with her tits out, and Jason was so close to cumming he could taste it.

"You're going to cum in your trunks, aren't you?"

Jason couldn't answer. Couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. His cock throbbed under her finger, leaking, desperate, betraying him with every pulse.

Sienna leaned close. Lips brushing his ear, her perfume expensive and floral and untouchable.

"Go to the pool house. Second door on the left. Private bathroom. Lock the door. Take care of this. Cuckold…"

Her finger pressed harder against his erection. Cruel. Deliberate. Testing how close he was. How desperate.

"Then come back. The afternoon's not over yet."

She walked away, all confidence and hips swaying. Champagne flute catching the sunlight. Left Jason standing there, shaking, leaking, dying inside.
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Jason stumbled toward the pool house. His legs were unsteady, knees weak, trying to walk normally. Trying to hide the bulge, the wet spot, the evidence of what he was. Failing. A waiter glanced at him - young, early twenties, tanned and fit and everything Jason wasn't - and the guy’s eyes dropped. Straight to Jason's crotch. Lingered on the wet patch, the tent, the obscene outline of his hard cock. Then he looked away fast. Embarrassed. Embarrassed for Jason.

The fucking waiter knows. Knows Jason's hard. Knows he's been watching something he shouldn't. Knows he's about to go wank in a stranger's bathroom like some teenage virgin who can't control himself.

Jason found the pool house. White stone building, clean lines, expensive. Second door on the left.

He pushed inside. Locked the door. Leaned against it, chest heaving.

His reflection stared back from the mirror. Flushed. Panting. Trunks tented obscenely.

Jason yanked his cock out.

It sprang free, red and angry and dripping. Pre-cum slicked the head, glistening, and more leaked immediately, a clear bead rolling down the shaft. He was drenched. His cock, his trunks, his hand. All of it soaked.

He gripped himself. Rough. Graceless. No finesse. Just need.

One stroke.

Two.

Three.

That's all it took.

Jason came. Hard. Harder than he'd cum in months. Maybe ever. Thick ropes of cum shot across his hand, hit the sink, and even splattered against the mirror. White streaks dripping down the glass. His cock jerked, pulsed, kept cumming, more and more, his balls emptying like he'd been edging for hours when he'd only stroked himself three fucking times.

He watched himself in the mirror, hand wrapped around his cock, cum dripping from his fingers, face flushed red, mouth open, panting like he'd run a marathon. He looked wrecked. He looked like a man who'd just hidden behind a hedge to watch another man grope his wife's tits, then run to the toilet to wank like a teenager who couldn't control himself.

Pathetic.

That's what he was.

Alistair had touched Emma's tits. Felt her up. Made her moan. Made her arch into his hands. And Jason had watched. Hidden five feet away and watched his wife get groped by another man, then cum in a stranger's bathroom because he couldn't wait. Couldn't hold it. Three strokes. He bet that Alistair would last a lot longer.

Not a proper husband. Not a man. A voyeur. Someone who gets off watching his wife betray him. Sienna had named it, and the word fit. Cuckold. It described him better than "husband" ever would again.

Jason cleaned up. Tissues from the dispenser. Water from the tap. Wiped the mirror, the sink, his hands. Evidence erased. But his trunks were still damp, still stained, still obvious to anyone who looked.

He tucked his cock back in. Soft now. Sensitive. Ashamed. Unlocked the door and stepped back out into the fake sunshine.

The pool party continued. Music. Laughter. Splashing. Clinking glasses. No one had even noticed his absence. No one fucking cared. Why would they? He was nobody here. Just ‘the lottery winner’. The nouveau riche nobody from Kentish Town who didn't belong.

Jason walked back toward the loungers. Slower now. Steadier. Post-orgasm clarity settling over him like a shroud. Hollow, but a familiar feeling. He'd felt this way every time he'd cum to the thought of Emma with another man. Empty and ashamed – yet already thinking about the next time.

Emma was in the pool. Floating on her back. Her tits bobbed in the water, slick and shining. Alistair was beside her, of course, treading water. They were talking. Laughing. Comfortable together. Like old friends. Like lovers.

Alistair's hand slid around Emma's waist and pulled her closer. She didn't resist. Just drifted into him, smiling, trusting, glowing.

Sienna appeared at Jason's side. Materialising from nowhere. She glanced at his now calmed crotch, an approving smile. "Feel better?"

Jason nodded.

"Good. Because we're just getting started."

She handed him a fresh champagne flute. Cold. Condensation dripping down the glass like sweat.

"Drink. Relax. Enjoy the show."

Jason took the glass. Sipped. Bubbles burned his throat, his chest, all the way down.

Across the pool, Alistair's hand slid higher on Emma's waist. Thumb stroking her ribs. Close to her breast. Close enough. Emma tilted her head back, laughing at something he'd said, throat exposed, vulnerable, beautiful. She looked happy. Alive. More alive than Jason had seen her in years. More alive than he'd ever made her.

Sienna's voice was soft. Almost kind. Almost.

"She's at her most beautiful when she's happy, isn't she?"

Jason nodded. She was. Emma glowed. Radiant. Transformed. This wasn't the woman who'd shared his cramped Kentish Town flat, who'd worried about bills, who'd faked orgasms in the dark. This was someone new. Someone Alistair had unlocked.

"Alistair makes her feel that way. You see that, don't you?"

Jason nodded again. Couldn't deny it. Wouldn't. Not anymore. The evidence was right there, floating topless in a stranger's pool, laughing in another man's arms.

"And you love watching it. Don't you?"

Jason's throat tightened. His cock stirred. Already. Again. Impossible. He'd just cum. Just emptied himself all over a bathroom mirror. But his body didn't care. Blood was already rushing back, need rising, cock thickening in his damp trunks.

"Don't you, Jason?"

"Yes."

The word escaped before he could stop it. Quiet. Broken. True. The truest thing he'd said in weeks.

Sienna smiled. Reached up. Patted his cheek. Maternal. Mocking. Like he was a child who'd finally learned his lesson.

"Good boy."

She walked away. Back to the pool. Back to the guests. Back to her world. The world Jason would never truly belong to, no matter how much lottery money he had.

Jason stood alone. Champagne in hand. Cock half-hard already. Watching his wife laugh in another man's arms.

The afternoon stretched ahead. Hours more. More touching. More watching. More surrender. More proof that Emma was slipping away, becoming Alistair's, and Jason was letting it happen. Choosing it. Getting hard for it.

And Jason would stay. Would watch it all. Would probably cum again. Maybe in the bathroom. Maybe right here, standing by the pool, hidden by a towel, jerking off while pretending to sip champagne.

Because this was who he was now. A cuckold.

And he was starting to accept it. Starting to need it. Starting to love it, even as it destroyed him.
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The Afternoon Unfolds

Twenty minutes since he'd spunked all over that bathroom mirror like a teenager, and his thighs still felt like jelly. Pathetic. The champagne glass in his hand was slick with condensation, the crystal stem too delicate, too posh. He'd probably snap it. Everything here was too expensive for a Kentish Town kid playing dress-up in boat shoes he'd bought off ASOS. The stone was warm under his feet. The party hummed around him - laughter, splashing, clinking glass. And somewhere out there, Emma was topless. Still topless. Tits out for thirty strangers while Jason had been in the loo, cock in hand, cumming to the idea of other men looking at her.

Fuck.

He scanned the poolside. Found her immediately. Couldn't not find her.

Emma was stretched out on a sun lounger near the shallow end, lying on her back, topless, sunglasses perched on her nose like she'd been doing this for years. A champagne flute rested in her hand, condensation dripping down the crystal, pooling on her stomach. Three people surrounded her. The brunette from earlier, still topless, still perfect. One of the hedge fund men in navy trunks, mid-forties, wedding ring catching the light. And an older woman in her forties wearing a linen kaftan, arms crossed, smiling like she'd just heard the dirtiest joke imaginable.

They were talking. Laughing. Emma gestured with her free hand, animated, confident, glowing.

No one was staring at her tits now. They'd normalised. She was just another topless woman at a posh Surrey pool party, fitting in like she belonged here. Like she'd always belonged here.

Jason's stomach clenched. She's one of them now. Champagne, laughter, bare tits, casual wealth. No shame. No hesitation. And Jason's the fraud. The outsider. The working-class husband who jerks off in strangers' bathrooms while his wife transforms into someone he doesn't recognise.

He walked toward her. Footsteps muffled by the artificial grass edging the paving stones. The fake sun was brutal on his neck. Sweat trickled down his spine. His cock was soft now, finally, shrivelled and useless after that frantic wank, but the shame was still there. Always fucking there.

Emma glanced up. Saw him. Smiled, bright and warm.

"Jay! There you are. I was just telling Caroline about our place. She says the old owners were absolute nightmares."

The woman in the kaftan - Caroline, then - gave Jason a polite nod. Her eyes flicked down. Just for half a second. To the damp of his crotch. Then back up to his face, expression unchanged, smile still in place.

She knew. She could probably smell it on him - cum and shame.

Jason mumbled something. Didn't know what. Lifted his champagne glass to his lips, bubbles stinging his throat, buying himself time not to have to speak.

The hedge fund man was still looking at Emma. Kept glancing at her chest, then away, then back. Casual. Routine. Like admiring art in a gallery.

Emma didn't notice. Or didn't care. She stretched, arching her back slightly, and the motion made her breasts shift. Lift. The man's gaze followed. Tracked the movement. Appreciated it.

Jason's fists clenched. His cock twitched. No. Not again. Can't be hard again. Not this fast. But his body didn't care about biology or refractory periods or the fact that he'd just emptied himself twenty minutes ago. Blood rushed downward. Familiar. Inevitable.

Sienna materialised at his side, she seemed to be always fucking there now. He smelled her before he saw her - expensive perfume, floral and sharp, cutting through the chlorine stink.

She handed him a fresh glass. His current one was empty. He didn't remember draining it.

"Drink, darling. You look like you need it."

Jason took the glass. Drank. The champagne tasted like his own fucking inadequacy.

Sienna's gaze dropped. Deliberate. Lingered on his crotch. Her smile widened, just slightly. Knowing.

"Still OK?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't meet her eyes. Stared at the bubbles rising in his glass instead.

"Good." Her voice was soft, intimate, like they were sharing secrets. "Emma's having a wonderful time. Look at her."

Jason looked. Had to. Couldn't stop himself.

Emma laughed at something the brunette said, head thrown back, throat exposed, tits bouncing slightly with the movement.

Alistair's voice carried across the water. Smooth. Commanding. Posh accent slicing through the poolside chatter like a blade.

"Emma! Come keep me company, darling."

Emma stood immediately. Didn't hesitate. Stretched again - arms overhead, spine arching, showing off - then walked to the pool edge. No attempt to cover herself. No glance at Jason for permission. Didn't need it. Didn't want it.

She dived in.

The water exploded around her, ripples spreading outward in perfect circles, and when she surfaced, hair slicked back, droplets sliding down her neck and chest and the valley between her breasts, Alistair was waiting.

Arms open.

Emma swam into them. No pause. No hesitation. Just glided through the water like she'd been summoned, like this was choreographed, practised, theirs.

His hands found her waist. Pulled her close. Bodies pressed together underwater, her bare breasts against his chest, legs tangling, and Jason couldn't breathe.

They floated. Talking. Voices low, intimate. Foreheads nearly touching. Alistair murmured something. Emma smiled. Laughed. Leaned closer.

Jason watched from the edge of the lounger. Champagne glass frozen halfway to his lips, arm locked, entire body locked. Couldn't move. Couldn't look away.

Sienna sat beside him. Her hand stayed on his thigh. Controlling. He didn't move it. Didn't have the energy. Didn't have the will.

Her fingers squeezed.

"Breathe, darling."

Jason realised he'd been holding his breath. Gasped. Air rushed in, sharp and cold despite the heat, despite the artificial warmth of this whole fucking place.

In the pool, Alistair's hand slid up Emma's back. Claiming skin Jason used to touch, used to own. Emma tilted her head, listening to whatever he was murmuring, and smiled.

Sienna felt it. Her hand shifted slightly on his thigh. Not moving away. Acknowledging.

"There we go," she whispered, lips close to his ear. "Honest, at least."

Alistair's hand moved. Slow. Deliberate. Fingers sliding up from Emma's waist, over her ribs, brushing the underside of her breast - Jason saw it, saw the exact trajectory - to her face. Cupped her cheek. Thumb stroking her jaw like she was his. Like she'd always been his.

Emma froze. Eyes wide, lips parted, water dripping from her hair and running down her neck, pooling in the hollow of her throat. She didn't pull away. Didn't flinch. Just stared at Alistair, waiting, and Jason knew what was coming. Could see it. Could feel it building like thunder in his chest.

No. Don't. Please don't-

Alistair leaned in.

Kissed her.

Right there. In the pool. In front of everyone. In front of Jason.

Soft at first. Testing. Alistair's mouth covered Emma's, claiming her, and Jason's brain shorted out. White noise. Static. His vision narrowed, tunnelled, the entire world collapsing down to that single image: another man's mouth on his wife's lips.

Emma didn't pull away. Didn't slap him. Didn't look toward Jason.

She kissed him back.

Just for a second. A heartbeat. But Jason saw it. Saw her eyelashes flutter closed. Saw her lips part under Alistair's. Saw her hand come up - hesitant, trembling - and rest on Alistair's shoulder. Not pushing him away. Touching him. Holding him.

Jason's chest imploded. Ribs cracking inward, lungs collapsing, heart stuttering and stopping and restarting wrong. He couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. His cock throbbed, rock-hard now, straining against his trunks, leaking pre-cum into the damp fabric, and he wanted to scream, wanted to dive into that pool and rip them apart, wanted to punch Alistair's perfect fucking face until it wasn't perfect anymore-

But he didn't move. Just sat there. Frozen. Watching. Hard. Humiliated. Trapped.

Emma pulled back. Laughed. Nervous, flustered, breathless. Her cheeks were flushed pink under her tan.

"Alistair..."

He smiled. Unrepentant. Victorious. "Sorry, darling. Couldn't help myself."

She splashed him. Giggled like a teenager, like this was funny, like she hadn't just kissed another man in front of her husband and thirty witnesses. But she was blushing. Smiling. Not angry. Not outraged. Not apologetic.

Pleased.

Jason's stomach dropped through the lounger, through the stone, through the earth. He kissed her. Alistair kissed Emma. And she kissed him back. And Jason watched. Thirty people watched. And no one gasped. No one intervened. No one looked shocked or horrified or disgusted.

Just another moment at a posh pool party. A kiss between a host and a pretty guest. Harmless. Flirtatious. Normal.

Sienna's hand squeezed Jason's thigh. Hard.

"Nothing's wrong with you," Sienna murmured, reading him like she always did. "You're just finally being honest."

Emma climbed out of the pool moments later. Water streaming down her body, hair plastered to her shoulders, skin glistening in the late afternoon sun. She walked toward Jason with that new confidence, hips swaying, no self-consciousness, no shame, and Jason couldn't look away. Watched every step. Catalogued every detail. The way her tits bounced. How the water droplets ran down her stomach.

She sat on the edge of his lounger. Close. Her wet thigh pressed against his. Cold. Slick. Goosebumps rising on her skin.

"Having fun, babe?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't speak; his tongue felt too thick, words stuck somewhere between his brain and his mouth.

Emma leaned in. Kissed his cheek. Her lips were cold and wet.

"I'm having the best time. Thank you for bringing me."

Thank you. She was thanking him. For driving her here. For sitting quietly while she went topless. For watching her kiss another man. For not making a scene. For being understanding.

Jason's voice cracked. "Yeah. Good."

Emma squeezed his hand. Warm fingers around his cold, clammy ones. Then she stood, walked back to her lounger, and stretched out again. Sunglasses back on. Champagne in hand. Perfect. Glowing. Happy.

Sienna's voice slithered into his ear. Close. Intimate.

"She has no idea how hard you are right now, does she?"

Jason said nothing. His silence was answer enough.
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The afternoon didn't drift. Jason lived every second. Catalogued it. Couldn't stop watching.

3:47 PM: Emma and Alistair back in the pool. Playing. Splashing like kids, except Alistair's hands were on her arse, gripping, pulling her close. Emma shrieked, laughing, legs wrapping around his waist underwater. Just for a second. Then she kicked free, swam away, glanced back over her shoulder with a smile that was pure flirtation. Jason had seen it. Seen her thighs lock around another man's hips. Seen her cling to him.

4:02 PM: Emma at the bar with the topless brunette. Comparing tans. The brunette's hand on Emma's shoulder, fingers trailing down her arm, admiring, lingering at her wrist. Casual. Intimate. Emma leaned into the touch, smiling, and Jason wondered if she'd let the brunette touch her tits. If she'd already let her. If that's what posh Surrey women did at pool parties while their husbands sat uselessly and hard on sun loungers.

4:23 PM: Emma and Alistair on side-by-side loungers. Heads bent together, talking quietly. Private conversation Jason wasn't part of, would never be part of. Alistair's hand rested on Emma's thigh. High. Possessive. Fingers spread wide, thumb stroking slow circles on her bare skin. Emma didn't move it. Didn't even glance at it. Just kept talking, smiling, nodding, like another man's hand on her thigh was the most natural thing in the world. Did she remember that Jason was even at the party?

4:41 PM: A waiter offered canapés. Emma took one, bit delicately, and Alistair took the next. Held it to her lips. Fed her. Fingers brushing her mouth, lingering, and Emma licked them. Actually licked his fingers clean, laughing, then took the canapé between her teeth, eyes locked on Alistair's. Jason's cock throbbed. Leaked. He shifted on the lounger, trying to adjust himself without anyone noticing, knowing everyone could see, knowing Sienna was watching, knowing he was pathetic.

Each moment was small. Deniable. It could be explained away as friendly, as harmless, as nothing if he brought it up, causing another huge argument.

But Jason was building a case. Evidence. Proof that Alistair was claiming Emma. Touch by touch. Smile by smile. Kiss by public fucking kiss.

And Emma wasn't just letting him. She was laughing, responding. Allowing it, maybe wanting it?

How many people have seen? How many have whispered? The hedge fund men definitely know. Saw the kiss. Saw Alistair's hands all over her. Saw her wrap her legs around him. The brunette knows. Caroline in the kaftan knows. Sienna knows. Alistair knows. Does Emma know? Does she realise what this looks like? Or does she not care anymore?

Jason's cock had been hard for over an hour. Hardened again during the kiss. Softened when Emma sat beside him. Hardened watching Alistair feed her. Endless cycle. Exhausting. Relentless. His balls ached. His stomach churned. And he couldn't stop watching.

Sienna sat beside him again. They'd been silent for twenty minutes, just watching the poolside theatre unfold. Other guests laughing, drinking, and swimming. All oblivious. Or complicit. Jason didn't know anymore.

She lit a cigarette. Exhaled smoke slow and deliberate. Offered Jason one. He shook his head.

"Alistair's invited you both to The Artemis Club next weekend."

Jason blinked. Brain sluggish, thoughts thick. "What?"

"Private members' club. Central London. Very exclusive." She took another drag, smoke curling between them. "Dinner, dancing, sophisticated crowd. You and Emma should come. As our guests."

A club. Next weekend. More of this. Public. Central London. Strangers watching Emma. Alistair touching her. Maybe kissing her again. Maybe more than kissing.

"I don't-"

"Emma will love it." Sienna's voice was soft, reasonable, laced with something Jason couldn't name. "She's discovering herself, don't you think? Finding confidence. You wouldn't want to stifle that, would you?"

Trap. The question was a trap. If he said no, he was controlling, jealous, small, the kind of man who caged his wife. If he said yes, he was complicit, agreeing, giving permission for whatever came next.

Jason said nothing. Silence was easier. Safer.

Sienna smiled. Stubbed out her cigarette on the edge of the ashtray.

"Think about it, darling. No pressure."

Lie. All pressure. Invisible, suffocating, wrapping around Jason's throat like hands. She stood. Walked away. Hips swaying beneath sheer silk. Untouchable. In control.

Jason sat frozen. The Artemis Club. The name carved itself into his brain. He'd remember it. Couldn't forget it now, even if he wanted to.
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Guests started leaving as the afternoon stretched toward evening. Couples drifted toward the house, retrieving clothes, calling for valets. Engines purred in the driveway beyond the hedges. The party was winding down. Civilised. Polite. Like nothing had happened.

Emma was still topless. Hadn't put her bikini top back on. Didn't seem to remember it existed. Just stretched out on the lounger, sunglasses on, champagne in hand, soaking up the last of the sun like she had all the time in the world.

Alistair stood. Offered her his hand.

"Let's get you a robe, darling. You'll catch a cold."

Emma took his hand without hesitation. Stood. Smiled up at him. They walked toward the house together, his hand on her lower back, guiding her, owning her.

Jason watched them go. Emma's arse swaying. Bare shoulders. Wet hair dripping down her spine, leaving dark spots on the stone.

Sienna's voice drifted over from across the pool.

"You should probably take her home. Before…"

Jason stood. Legs stiff. Followed. Of course, he followed. What else was he going to do?

He caught up in the grand hallway. Marble floors gleaming, high ceilings, portraits of dead aristocrats watching from the walls with disapproving eyes. Old money. Real money. The kind Jason would never have, no matter how many millions he won.

Alistair and Emma stood near the staircase. He'd draped a silk robe over her shoulders - navy blue, expensive, monogrammed with initials that weren't Jason's. His robe. His claim.

Emma pulled it closed. Tied the belt. Finally covered. But it didn't matter. Jason had seen her. Everyone had seen her. And she was wrapped in another man's silk now.

She saw Jason. Smiled warmly, like nothing was wrong.

"Ready to go, babe?"

Jason nodded. Didn't trust his voice; or what he would say.

Alistair extended his hand. Jason shook it. The handshake of a man who'd just won something.

"Lovely afternoon. We should do this again sometime."

Jason's throat was sandpaper. "Yeah. Sure."

Alistair leaned in. Kissed Emma's cheek. Lingered there close to her lips. Deliberate. "See you very soon, darling."

Emma blushed, her cheeks going pink, eyelashes fluttering. "Thank you for having us."

Us. But Alistair wasn't looking at Jason. Only Emma.


nine
Coming to Terms
The Knowing Smile


Jason stood beside the Audi, keys biting into his palm. The Greaves' mansion glowed behind them, every window lit, music and laughter still going. All those people are still inside and around the pool. Still drinking Alistair's champagne, probably still thinking about Emma's tits. She swayed drunkenly next to him, barefoot, one hand clutching her heels, the other holding Alistair's silk robe closed over her chest. Navy silk. Expensive. Jason could smell it from here -sandalwood and leather, Alistair's cologne soaked into the fabric. She'd wrapped herself in another man's scent.

Emma hummed something under her breath. Probably from the band by the pool. Probably something Alistair had requested, something sophisticated that Jason wouldn't know, wouldn't understand, wouldn't be able to hum along to because he was a Kentish Town plumber's son who didn't know jazz from his fucking arse.

Jason beeped the car unlocked, and the Audi's lights flashed. Emma moved toward the passenger side without waiting, stumbling slightly on the gravel, giggling. Still pissed. Still glowing.

Jason pulled open his door, slid behind the wheel. His hands were shaking. Get in the car. Drive home. Don't think about Alistair's hands on her arse in the pool. Don't think about the way she'd laughed when he whispered in her ear. Or the fucking kiss!

Emma got in beside him, bare legs crossing, leaned her head back against the leather seat, eyes half-closed, still humming that fucking tune.

He pulled out of the circular drive slowly, headlights cutting through the night. Behind them, the electric gates swung closed with a soft clang. Locking them out. Except Emma wasn't locked out, was she? She was still in. Still humming Alistair's jazz. Still wearing his robe. Still replaying whatever the fuck had happened in that pool while Jason sat on a lounger and almost got wanked off by Sienna like a pathetic fucking teenager.

The narrow lane stretched ahead, hedgerows pressing close on both sides, fog turning the world grey and shapeless. Jason's cock throbbed. Still hard. Still leaking into his shorts.

Emma shifted in her seat, one hand drifting to her bare thigh. Her fingers traced slow circles. Absent. Unconscious. Or maybe not. Maybe she was replaying it. Alistair's touch. The way his hand had slid down her spine, stopping just above her arse, fingers possessive and sure, while everyone pretended not to stare.

Jason gripped the wheel tighter. The leather creaked under his knuckles. Say something. Ask her. Did you have a good time? No, too loaded. Did Alistair enjoy himself? Fuck, worse. Just drive. Get home. Deal with this later. Except you never deal with anything. You just sit there and let it happen and get hard while your wife gets pawed by another man.

The silence stretched. Only the tyres on tarmac, the hum of the engine, Emma's soft humming. Jason's breathing, too loud in his own ears.

Emma sat up a bit, turned toward him with that drowsy, satisfied smile. The one Jason used to see after sex. Back when they had sex. Back before Alistair.

"That was wonderful."

Jason made a noise. Not agreement. Not anything. Just a grunt from the back of his throat.

"Everyone was so kind." Emma's voice was dreamy, far away. "Sienna made me feel so comfortable. I've never felt so... free. So confident in my own skin."

Free. Right. Free to strip topless in front of thirty strangers. Free to let another man's hands slide over wet skin while everyone watched. Free to make your husband so hard he nearly came in Sienna's hand like he'd never been touched before.

"Yeah. Good." Jason's voice came out strangled.

Emma didn't seem to notice. Just kept talking. The pool. The champagne. The heat lamps. How magical it all felt. Magical. Fuck off. She was describing getting groped by an older man in front of half of Surrey like it was a fucking spa day.

"Did you think I'd mind?" Jason cut her off mid-sentence, somewhere between the champagne and the heat lamps.

Emma stopped. Blinked at him. "Mind what?"

"Me. Mind you, going topless. In front of everyone?"

Like he had any control over what happened. Like he wasn't just sitting there hard and mute while Sienna whispered in his ear and Emma stripped off her bikini top, and Alistair's eyes went hungry.

Emma tilted her head. Thinking. Jason's cock pulsed. She was actually considering it. Whether she even considered that he would mind her stripping for someone else.

"No," Emma said finally. "Sienna said you were more progressive than most men."

Jason's laugh came out sharp and bitter. "Did she?"

"Are you?" Emma's voice got curious now, probing. "Progressive?"

Progressive. Is that what they're calling it? Letting another man touch my wife while I sit there hard enough to cut fucking glass?

Jason didn't answer. Just drove faster. The speedometer crept past forty-five. Too fast for the narrow lane, but he didn't slow down. Couldn't.

Emma's hand had drifted back to her thigh. Fingers tracing those same slow circles. Her eyes were half-lidded again, lips parted, breath coming a bit quicker. She was turned on. Not from the drive. Not from Jason. From the memory. From Alistair. From the party. From whatever the fuck had happened in that pool.

Jason glanced over. Mistake. His cock throbbed harder, leaking. She looked glowing. Skin flushed. Hair messy. That dreamy, fucked-out expression Jason used to put on her face but hadn't seen in months. Years, maybe. She was touching herself without realising, replaying Alistair's hands on her body, and her cunt was probably soaking through her bikini right now.

"Alistair was very attentive." Jason's voice came out low, controlled. Barely.

Emma's hand stilled on her thigh. She turned to look at him fully now, something shifting in her expression. Guarded. Defensive. "I noticed."

Jason kept his eyes on the road. If he looked at her, he'd crash the fucking car. "He had his hands all over you."

"It was sunscreen, Jason." Emma's tone sharpened.

Jason's knuckles cracked on the wheel. "It was more than that. And anyway, it wasn't the fucking real sun, you didn't even need it."

Silence. Heavy. Thick. The kind of silence that pressed against your eardrums.

Emma's eyes dropped to his lap.

Jason's whole body went rigid. Don't look there. Don't fucking look there. Too late. She'd seen it. The bulge straining against his trousers, thick and obvious and impossible to hide. Her eyes went wide, then sharpened with understanding.

"You're hard again."

Jason's knuckles cracked on the steering wheel. White. Bloodless. He couldn't look at her. Couldn't deny it. His voice came out wrecked. "I know."

Emma leaned back in her seat, studying him. Jason could feel her gaze on the side of his face. Curious. Probing. Not cruel, but relentless. Like she was figuring something out. Putting pieces together.

"Because of me?" she asked. Soft. Testing. "Or because of me with him?"

Because of you. Because of him. Because of both. Because I watched another man touch my wife and I came so close to cumming in Sienna's hand that I had to bite my tongue to stop myself. Because I don't know who I am anymore. Because my cock doesn't care about shame or humiliation or right and wrong, it just gets hard and leaks and demands I pay attention.

Jason couldn't answer. Just stared straight ahead, jaw working, speedometer nudging fifty-five.

Emma didn't push. Just smiled. Small. Knowing. She leaned back, closed her eyes, hand still resting on her thigh. Still tracing those absent circles.

"I think I know," she said. Almost to herself.

She can see it. Smell it. My shame and my hard-on, the fact that they're the same thing now, the fact that I can't separate wanting from hating, arousal from humiliation.

The Audi turned into their driveway. The electric gates swung closed behind them with a soft clunk. Locking them in. Sealing them away from the Greaves' mansion, from Alistair's world, except Emma was already halfway gone, wasn't she? Already dressed in his robe, humming his music, glowing from his touch.

Jason killed the engine. The sudden silence was deafening. Just his breathing. Emma's. The tick of the cooling engine.

Emma reached for the door handle, then paused. Turned to Jason. Her expression softened. Affectionate. Pitying, maybe. The way you'd look at a child who didn't understand something obvious.

"Thank you for today." Her voice was gentle. "For letting me... feel beautiful."

Letting her. Like he'd had a choice. Like he'd given her something instead of just sitting there mute and hard while another man made her feel things Jason couldn't.

Emma leaned over, kissed his cheek. Brief. Dry. Sisterly. Then she got out, silk robe swishing around her thighs as she walked toward the house. Barefoot on the gravel. She didn't look back.

Jason sat alone in the dark car. Staring at the steering wheel. His balls ached. His stomach churned. His brain spun in circles, the same thoughts looping: I should go inside. Help her. Be a husband. Say something. Do something. Stop this.

Jason finally pushed the door open, legs unsteady. He stood, adjusted his shorts, willing his cock to soften. It didn't. Just pulsed harder, leaking another wet spot. He walked toward the house, several paces behind Emma. She'd already disappeared inside, leaving the front door ajar. Light spilling out into the dark.

Jason paused at the threshold. One hand on the doorframe. He looked back toward the distant glow of the Greaves' estate, just visible through the trees and a rising fog. Amber light. Music. Laughter.

That's where she wants to be. Not here. Not with me. There. With them. With him. And I'm going to let her. Because I'm hard. Because I'm broken. Because I don't know how to stop this, and I'm not sure I want to.
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Yes, I Liked It

Jason's legs barely held him. Each stair was a fucking effort, knees threatening to buckle, thighs shaking. He couldn't stop seeing it. Emma topless. Alistair's thumb on her spine. The kiss in the water, her legs wrapping around him. Fuck. Jason's cock throbbed. Again. Still.

He heard movement from the bedroom. Fabric rustling. Shoes hitting the floor, soft thuds against hardwood.

Jason pushed open the door.

The room was dim. Just a bedside lamp on, casting amber light across the bed, the walls, and Emma. She stood beside the bed, in just the white bikini bottoms. Fuck knows where the top had gone. One of those hedge fund wankers probably was sniffing it right now.

Emma finally glanced at him. Eyes heavy, pupils blown wide. Drunk, yeah. Aroused, definitely.

She didn't smile. Didn't speak. Just hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her bottoms, slid them down slowly, stepped out, kicked them aside. They landed near Jason's feet. Soaked through - from her or still wet from the pool?

She sat on the edge of the bed, legs slightly apart, and looked at Jason like she was waiting for him to do something useful.

"Are you coming to bed, or are you just going to stand there?"

Flat voice. Clinical. Like she was asking if he'd put the bins out.

Jason's eyes dropped. Couldn't help it. She was wet. He could see it from here. Her thighs, the inside, glistening under the low light. Slick. Soaked.

She'd been wet since the pool. Since Alistair touched her. And now she was offering herself to Jason like he was supposed to finish what Alistair had started. Clean-up duty. The husband's job.

Jason crossed the room, shedding his jacket. Let it fall. Didn't care where. His hands shook. From nerves. From want. From the knowledge that he was about to fuck his wife while she thought about another man, and his cock was already leaking at the idea.

Jason stood before her in just his swimming shorts. His erection tented the fabric, dark wet patch. Obscene. Obvious. Emma's gaze dropped to it, lingered, then returned to his face.

"You've been hard the entire time." Not a question. A statement.

Every second. Watching you. Watching him. Watching everyone watch you. And she knows.

Jason didn't answer. Just leaned down, cupped Emma's face, kissed her. Not gentle. Teeth clashed. Tongues pushed, aggressive, desperate. He was trying to claim her, trying to erase Alistair's touch, trying to make her remember she was his.

Emma responded. Physically. Her mouth opened, her tongue met his, but there was no warmth behind it. She was going through the motions. Mechanical. Distant. Kissing Jason because that's what wives did. Because he was there. Because it was easier than saying no.

Jason's hands slid into her hair and gripped hard. Tilted her head back. Emma gasped but didn't stop him.

Kiss her harder. Make her forget him. Except she won't. She's already forgotten me. I'm just the body here. The cock here. The husband doing his fucking duty.

Emma pulled back, breathless. Without warning, she pushed Jason. Not hard, but firm. He stumbled, sat heavily on the bed. Springs creaked. Her body on display under the low light. Curves. Soft stomach. Tits Jason used to touch, used to kiss.

Emma straddled Jason before he could process it. Knees on either side of his hips, hands braced on his shoulders. She ground down against his cock, still trapped in his shorts, slow circles, deliberate pressure. Her eyes were closed.

She's using me. She's imagining him. I can see it, the way her lips part, the way her breathing quickens. She's grinding against me, but she's thinking about him.

Jason yanked his shorts down, just enough to free his cock. No preamble. No gentleness. He was leaking, she was soaked, and there was no point pretending this was anything other than what it was. He gripped Emma's hips, fingers digging into the same spots Alistair had touched, and pulled her down onto him.

Emma gasped. Sharp. High. Her nails dug into his shoulders as he filled her.

Jason didn't give her time to adjust. Just thrust up, hard, fast, desperate. Trying to fuck Alistair out of her. Fuck the afternoon away. Fuck his own humiliation into something he could survive.

Emma's head tipped back. Mouth open. Moaning. But the sound was wrong. Hollow. Performative. Like she was doing him a favour. Like she was getting it over with so she could sleep and dream about Alistair's hands.

"Did you like it?"

Jason's voice came out wrecked. Strangled. He was fucking her, hips slamming up, cock buried deep, but his voice cracked like he was begging.

"Did you like his hands on you?"

Emma's eyes snapped open. First time she'd looked at him since he'd pushed inside her. First time she'd really seen him all night.

"Jason, don't-"

"Tell me."

Harder. Faster. His fingers dug into her hips, same spots Alistair had gripped, and Jason wondered if she could feel the difference. Smaller hands, a weaker grip. Inferior.

"You liked being touched. Being watched. Everyone seeing your tits."

Emma bit her lip. Turned her head away.

"Look at me."

She didn't. Kept her face turned, eyes closed, lips parted. Breathing hard. But not from Jason's cock. From the memory. From Alistair's hands, Alistair's mouth, Alistair's-

"Fucking look at me, Emma."

Jason slowed. Became deliberate. He was close to cumming already, balls tight, cock throbbing, but he forced himself to hold back. Gripped her chin. Made her face him.

"Tell me. Did you like it? His hands on you. Kissing you in the pool."

Emma's eyes were glassy. Unfocused. For a long moment, she said nothing. Just breathed. Chest rising and falling. Her body still rocking slightly, chasing the friction Jason was denying her.

Then, breathless, barely audible: "Yes."

Jason's cock jerked inside her.

"Say it properly."

Emma's face flushed darker. Red creeping down her throat, across her tits. "Fuck. Yes, I liked it. I liked his hands. I liked-"

She said it. She fucking said it. She liked Alistair's hands. Alistair's mouth. Alistair.

Fuck. No. Not yet. Not fucking yet.

But his cock didn't care. Couldn't stop. He groaned, hips jerking, balls emptying, spilling inside her in thick, desperate spurts. Vision blurred. Every muscle locked. Pleasure tore through him, sharp and brutal and humiliating because he'd barely started, barely lasted, two fucking minutes of being inside his own wife, and he was done.

Two minutes.

Alistair would've fucked her for an hour. Would've made her cum three times before he even thought about finishing. Jason had managed two minutes and a pathetic groan, and now his cock was softening, useless, slipping out of her while Emma was still moving, still chasing something Jason couldn't give her.

Emma slowed. Stopped. Her frustration wasn't hidden. It was there in every line of her body. Ragged breathing. Tense shoulders. Thighs clenched. Unsatisfied.

Emma lifted herself off Jason without a word. His cum dripped from her. Thick. White. Visible in the low light, running down the inside of her thigh. She didn't clean up. Didn't wipe it away. Just rolled onto her side of the bed, back to Jason, and pulled the duvet over her shoulder.

Jason lay flat on his back. Chest heaving. Staring at the ceiling. His cock was slick with their combined fluids, softening against his thigh, sticky, useless.

The room was silent except for breathing. Emma's already slowing, evening out. She was drifting. Asleep in minutes, probably. Or pretending. Jason's was ragged. Uneven. Lungs working too hard, heart pounding too fast.

She didn't cum. She told me she liked Alistair's touch, and I came like a fucking teenager, and she didn't cum. Because I'm not enough. I've never been enough.

Minutes crawled past. Jason counted them. Counted Emma's breaths. Twelve breaths per minute. Slow. Deep. She was asleep. Or so far gone she might as well be.

Jason lay awake. Couldn't stop his mind. It replayed everything. Frame by frame. Emma topless in the pool, water streaming between her tits, down her stomach. Alistair's hands on her wet skin, thumb tracing the curve of her spine, possessive, claiming. The sunscreen in the cabana. Alistair's fingers digging into her arse while she gasped, while she arched. The kiss in the pool. Emma's legs wrapping around Alistair. Thirty people watching. Approving. Her confession. Yes, I liked it.

Jason's cock twitched.

No. Not again. I just came. She's right there. She's asleep.

It didn't matter. His cock didn't care. It hardened. Slowly. Inevitably. Rising against his thigh. Shameful.

Jason's hand moved. Didn't decide to move. Just did. Wrapped around his cock, already half-hard, leaking against his skin. Twenty minutes. That's all it took. Twenty minutes and his body was ready, eager, desperate to cum again to the same images, the same fucking nightmare.

What the fuck was wrong with him? He'd just cum inside her. She was right there, asleep, her back to him, still slick with his cum, and Jason was hard again. Jerking off. Thinking about another man's cock in his wife. Thinking about her moaning Alistair's name, begging for it, taking it deeper than she'd ever taken Jason.

Nothing was wrong with him. That was the problem. This was right. This was what he was now. A cuckold. Jason stroked faster, pre-cum slicking his palm, imagining Emma's face when Alistair will make her cum, imagining her screaming, imagining Alistair bending her over the massage table, gripping her hips, fucking her so hard the table shook, so hard Emma forgot her own name, forgot Jason existed.

Jason's hips bucked. He bit down on his lip. Hard. Tasted blood. Came again. Silent. Shaking. Cum spilt across his stomach, warm and thick and shameful.

He didn't move for a long time. Just lay there. Sticky. Chest heaving. Disgusted with himself. Disgusted and still half-hard because his cock was a traitor and his brain was broken.

Eventually, Jason forced himself up. Legs unsteady. He padded to the ensuite. Washed himself in the sink. Avoided the mirror. Couldn't look. Couldn't see what he'd become. Just scrubbed his hands, his stomach, his cock, and tried not to think about tomorrow, about the next party, about the next time Alistair touched Emma and Jason stood there watching, hard, complicit.

When he returned to bed, Emma hadn't moved. Still curled on her side. Back to him. Breathing deep and even.

Jason lay on his back. Eyes open. This is my life now.

Cumming to the thought of my wife with another man. Lying beside her, knowing she's dreaming of him. And tomorrow I'll wake up, and nothing will change. Because I don't want it to change. Because this - this humiliation, this arousal, this nightmare - is the only thing that makes me feel anything at all.


ten
Sienna's Confession
Brewing Trouble


Jason sat at his desk, laptop glowing, browser tabs breeding across the top of the screen. Twelve. Fifteen. Twenty. Reddit forums, YouTube tutorials, product reviews. All the same fucking topic: home brewing.

He'd been scrolling for over an hour. Cart filling slowly. Fermenter. Water boiler. Bottles. Hops. Malt extract. Yeast packets. A copper wort chiller that looked vaguely medieval. The total sat at the bottom of the screen. £847.32. Jason didn't blink. Money wasn't real. Just numbers in an account. Four million quid, and he still couldn't buy Emma back.

Emma had Alistair now. So Jason would have... a hobby. Fucking pathetic. But what else was there? Sit around waiting for the moment his wife gets fucked by a better man? At least brewing gave him something to do with his hands. Something besides rubbing his cock.

A notification pinged. Email from Reddit.

"Welcome to r/Homebrewing! Your first post is live."

Jason clicked through. His post sat at the top of the feed, three replies glowing beneath it.

"Complete beginner. Just won the lottery (yes, really). Want to start brewing. Where do I start? Budget not an issue."

Three replies already. Enthusiastic. Helpful. One bloke recommended a starter kit, another linked videos, a third offered to DM. Jason's mouth twitched. Not quite a smile, but something adjacent. Something normal. He'd forgotten what that felt like. Here, he wasn't the cuckold husband. Just a bloke who wanted to brew beer. They didn't know Emma was probably flirting with their posh neighbour right now. Didn't know Jason's cock got hard thinking about it.

His phone buzzed.

Jason's stomach clenched. Instant. Pavlov's fucking dog, trained to react. Every buzz was humiliation or arousal, or both; his body couldn't tell the difference anymore. He grabbed the phone too fast, nearly knocked over his coffee. The screen lit his face.

Emma: Home for dinner. Don't worry, Alistair has loads of great ideas for the garden x




Jason stared.

Home for dinner. Not lunch. She'd been gone since nine. Three hours. Doing what? Don't worry. As if he wasn't going out of his mind already, his brain was already constructing scenes. Alistair has loads of great ideas. Not we have ideas. Not I had a thought. Alistair. The garden was theirs. This house was theirs. But she defers to Alistair's vision.

The x at the end. Casual. Affectionate. Like she hadn't just spent the morning with the man who probably wanted to fuck her better than Jason ever could.

His cock stirred. Of course it fucking did.

Get a grip! A garden redesign, that's what she went over to do. Not fucking. Just planning flowerbeds. Hot tub, probably. Some posh outdoor kitchen with Italian tiles and a wood-fired pizza oven. Maybe Jason could grow hops. Emma would like that. Or Alistair would. Same thing now, wasn't it?

He set the phone down. Tried to focus. Returned to the laptop. Typed into Google: "growing hops in Surrey."

Results loaded. Climate zones. Soil pH. Trellis designs. Cascade, Centennial, East Kent Goldings. Local strain, heritage British variety. Jason clicked through, half his brain genuinely interested, the other half imagining Emma bent over the patio table while Alistair fucked her. Stop. Focus on hops.

He could grow hops behind the garage. Brew his own IPA. Emma would taste it; say it was good. Alistair would nod. Maybe impressed. Maybe Jason could be useful for something besides watching.

Jason added hop rhizomes to the cart. Six plants. Enough for a small harvest next year. The total climbed past a grand. He moved the cursor to "Complete Purchase." Hovered.

Hesitated.

Not the money. Never the money. The admission. Click this button, and he accepted it: hobbies to fill the hours while Emma spent time with Alistair. Distractions to keep him busy while she drifted, while she became Alistair's, while Jason jerked off alone in the room that used to be theirs. Click, and he was choosing this life. The cuckold husband with his sad little brewing kit.

The phone buzzed.

Jason grabbed it before the second vibration.

Sienna: Come over. Emma's with Alistair in the garden. We need to talk x




His hand froze. Cursor still hovering over "Complete Purchase." Brewing cart on screen. Everything forgotten.

Emma's with Alistair in the garden. Not your wife is here. Emma. Alistair. Together. Sienna phrased it like it was normal. Like they were a pair and Jason was... what? The observer. The third wheel in his own marriage.

We need to talk.

Jason's cock twitched. He hated himself.

What did she want? Had something happened? Was Emma okay? Had Alistair pushed too far? Or was this another test, another step, another degree deeper into whatever this was?

He stood. Didn't decide. His body just moved on automatic. Chair rolled back, laptop dimmed, brewing cart abandoned mid-purchase. Keys. Wallet. Phone. Still in his joggers and hoodie. Didn't think to change, Sienna had seen him in worse. Had seen him stroke himself, cum covering his shorts. Yeah, joggers were fine.

Ten-minute drive, tops. Familiar. He'd made this trip a dozen times in the past month. Maybe more. Each visit tightened the thread between the two houses, between his old life and whatever the fuck this was.

He just went. Dropped everything. Ran when she called. When had that happened? When did Sienna's texts stop being invitations and start being commands? When did he stop being able to say no?

When did his cock start getting hard the second her name appeared on his screen?

The lanes narrowed. Hedgerows pressed close, October leaves scattered across wet tarmac. Jason's hands gripped the wheel. Mind spiralling. What did she want? Was this it? The moment Sienna pulled the plug and told him to rein Emma in; told him this had gone too far.

Or something else. Something worse. Something that would make him harder.

The Greaves' driveway opened. The Bentley sat outside the front door; Black, gleaming, two hundred grand of fuck-you money parked like it owned the place.

Jason killed the engine. Sat. Breathed deep.

Through the windscreen: the house, the sprawling garden beyond. Somewhere out there, Emma and Alistair were walking. Discussing pergolas, paving stones, water features, whatever posh cunts talked about when they redesigned gardens. Alistair's hand would be on her lower back. Had to be. Guiding her through flowerbeds like he guided her onto his cock. Touching her in broad daylight, claiming her while they discussed fucking hydrangeas, and Jason sat here in his Audi getting hard thinking about it.

His cock was half-hard already. Thickening in his joggers. He could feel the weight of it, the heat. Pavlov's dog salivating.

Last chance. He could reverse and just fuck off back home. Click "Complete Purchase" on that brewing kit. Pretend Emma was just looking at gardens, pretend Sienna wanted to chat about the weather, pretend his cock wasn't leaking pre-cum at the thought of walking in on his wife with another man.

But he wouldn't.

Jason opened the door. Stepped out. Gravel shifted under his trainers, expensive stuff, raked smooth every morning by gardeners he'd never met. The air was cold and damp, smelled like soil and something floral. Roses, probably. Sienna's roses. Everything here was maintained, controlled, perfect. Unlike him.
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The Cuckquean's Confession

The butler was already there. Must've been watching from some hidden fucking window. Middle-aged, silver hair slicked back, face blank as fresh paper. Professional. Expensive. The kind of bloke who'd witnessed a thousand aristocratic secrets and kept his mouth shut.

He opened the heavy oak door without a word, stepped aside, and gestured Jason in with this tiny nod. Barely a movement. Just enough.

"Mr Hartley, sir. Lady Greaves is expecting you."

Jason stepped into the entrance hall. Marble floor, grandfather clock ticking away in the corner, classical music drifting from somewhere deeper in the house. Brahms, maybe. It could've been fucking anything if he were honest, Jason wouldn't know the difference. The butler closed the door behind him, footsteps echoing as he led the way through the familiar route. Past the drawing room, the dining room with its long table Jason had eaten at a few times now, up the west staircase with all those oil portraits of dead posh blokes staring down like they could smell the Kentish Town on him.

They climbed. Jason's trainers squeaked against the polished wood. The butler's shoes made no sound at all. Of course they didn't.

At the top of the staircase, the corridor stretched left, sunlight pouring through those tall windows. But the butler turned right instead, walked to a set of double doors Jason had never noticed before. Never been down this wing. The butler opened them without knocking.

"Mr Hartley, madam."

Sienna stood by the far window. Barefoot on terracotta tiles, wearing an ivory silk robe tied loose at the waist. Her hair pulled back into a sleek bun, no makeup, just bare skin and bone structure that didn't need it. The robe gaped at the collarbone and showed the curve of one thigh where the silk fell open. She turned, smiled at him.

"Jason, darling. Thank you for coming."

The butler withdrew. The doors closed with a soft click.

Jason stood just inside the threshold, suddenly unsure whether to move. Whether he was allowed to move.

The room was an upstairs conservatory. Glass everywhere: three walls, ceiling too, all of it trapping heat like a greenhouse. Which it basically was, with potted palms clustered in corners, orchids blooming on wrought-iron stands, the air thick and warm and heavy with moisture. Jason's shirt stuck to his back immediately. The place smelled green. Expensive green.

Below, through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the Greaves' gardens spread out in perfect, manicured rows. And there, maybe fifty metres away beneath this stone pergola thing draped in some flowering plant: Emma and Alistair.

Jason's breath caught.

Emma wearing her new painted-on jeans. The soft cream jumper she'd bought last week, on another shopping trip with Sienna. Hair down, catching autumn sunlight, loose and gorgeous. Laughing. Proper laughing, head thrown back, hands gesturing at some glossy brochure Alistair held between them. Alistair in chinos and a linen shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows, all relaxed and confident, nodding as Emma spoke. They looked normal. Domestic. Like a couple planning their future together.

Fuck, she looked happy.

When had Jason last made her laugh like that? A month ago? Two months? He couldn't remember. That was the problem, wasn't it? He'd stopped making her happy somewhere along the way, and Alistair had just picked up where Jason failed.

"Sit."

Sienna's voice pulled him back. She gestured to two armchairs arranged around a low table near the centre of the room. Bone china teapot sitting between them, steam curling from the spout. Two cups, two saucers. A small plate of shortbread biscuits nobody was going to eat.

Jason sat. Stiff. The chair was soft, expensive, and swallowed him slightly. Made him feel small. Everything in this house made him feel small.

Sienna poured tea. Slow, deliberate movements. Lifting the pot, tilting it just right, the amber liquid streaming into the cup. Her wrist turned with this effortless grace. Everything she did looked like that. Sensual without even trying.

She handed Jason his cup. He took it. Fingers clumsy.

Sienna poured her own. Added one sugar cube, stirred. The spoon chimed softly against porcelain. Delicate. Posh. She settled into the opposite chair, crossed her legs. The robe slipped higher up her thigh. Pale skin, smooth, bare. Jason looked away quickly. Focused on his tea like it was the most interesting thing in the world.

"How are you, darling?"

"Fine."

"Emma seems happy."

"Yeah. She does."

Silence.

Jason sipped. The tea was perfect. Earl Grey, bergamot all fragrant and soothing. Probably cost a tenner for a tiny tin. He had no idea what to say. Why had Sienna asked him here? What was this? No explanation in her text. No hint.

Sienna set her cup down. The saucer clinked softly. She looked directly at him. Green eyes steady, unblinking, pinning him in place.

"I'm a cuckquean. Do you know the term?"

Jason's brain just... Stopped.

Cuckquean. The word sat in his head like a brick. He didn't know it. Didn't know what it meant. But the way Sienna said it, calm as asking about the fucking weather, told him everything he needed to know.

His cup rattled against the saucer. Tea sloshed. He set it down before he dropped the thing, shook his head.

"No. What's-"

"Female cuckold." Sienna's voice stayed calm. Matter of fact. Clinical, even. "I get off on Alistair seducing other women. I choose them. I groom the husbands. I watch."

Jason stared. Mouth dry. Heart hammering.

She'd. What?

"You…" His voice cracked. He swallowed, tried again. "You planned this? From the start?"

"From the moment we met you." Sienna leaned back. The robe shifted, and her nipples were visible through the silk now. Small, pointed, pressing against the fabric. Jason looked away. Face burning. "The lottery win brought you into our world, and Emma's exactly Alistair's type. Blonde, beautiful, sexually repressed, married to a man who couldn't satisfy her. And you…" She smiled. Faint. Knowing. "You're exactly mine."

Every dinner. Every text. The yoga classes, the pool party, the fucking shopping trips. She'd orchestrated all of it. Emma hadn't just wandered into Alistair's arms. She'd been selected. Chosen. Groomed. They'd been marked from day one.

Jason's hands gripped the armrests. "What does that mean? What am I to you?"

Sienna's smile widened. "A project, darling. A delicious one."

She stood. Walked to the window, robe swaying with each step. Jason followed her gaze. Outside, Alistair's hand had moved to Emma's knee now. Resting there, just casual, and she leaned into him, head against his shoulder, both studying the brochure together. Intimate. Easy. Like they'd been doing this for years instead of weeks.

Sienna's voice softened. Went quiet. Almost tender.

"I discovered my kink at twenty-four. I was dating a photographer in Paris. Jean-Luc. Talented, arrogant, fucked everything that moved. I knew that going in. Thought I could handle it." She paused. Watching the garden. Watching Alistair touch Jason's wife. "Walked in on him fucking one of his models during a shoot. She was bent over his desk, he was pounding into her, and I just. Stood there. Watching. I expected to be furious. Expected to scream, throw things, end it."

She turned slightly. Profile backlit by autumn sun.

"Instead, I was aroused. Soaking wet. I watched them finish. Watched him cum inside her. Watched her collapse on his desk, gasping. And after she left, I went into the bathroom and masturbated thinking about what I'd just seen. Came harder than I ever had with Jean-Luc. Realised something about myself that day."

Jason couldn't speak. His cock was hardening. Thickening against his joggers, pressing into the soft cotton, and there was no hiding it. Not from Sienna. Not from himself. She was talking about watching her boyfriend fuck another woman, and Jason's cock was responding like this was the hottest thing it'd ever heard.

Sienna kept talking. Kept watching the garden.

"For the next five years, I experimented. Chose women for my boyfriends. Pretty ones. Slutty ones. Shy ones I could corrupt. Orchestrated threesomes where I watched more than participated. Discovered my kink wasn't submission. Wasn't sharing. It was control. Voyeurism. Transformation. Watching a woman blossom under my guidance. Watching a man surrender to what he really is."

She turned back to him. Eyes glittering.

"Then five years ago, when I met Alistair, I recognised a kindred spirit. He's a natural dom. A seducer. He doesn't want a harem; he wants conquests. One woman at a time, totally owned. His cuckolding of others matched my cuckqueaning perfectly. We're sexual collaborators, not competitors. He fucks them, I groom the husbands, and we both get off on the power exchange."

Jason's throat had gone tight. "So you…" The words came out strangled. "You want me to just. Let him fuck my wife?"

"I want you to accept what you are." Sienna returned to her chair. Sat. Crossed her legs again, robe falling completely open at the thigh now. Jason could see the curve of her hip. The edge of her knickers. Ivory silk, matching the robe. He forced his eyes up. "You're a cuckold, Jason. That's not an insult. It's what you are. Most men would have ended this by now. Either left already or hit Alistair and dragged Emma home, screaming. Or filed for divorce. But you didn't. You haven't. Because deep down, this is what you need."

"I'm not-"

"Darling, your cock is hard right now."

Sienna's gaze dropped to his lap, lingered there. Studied the obvious bulge pressing against his joggers. Then rose back to his face. Slowly. Like she was savouring it.

"You drove here the moment I texted. You haven't tried to stop any of this. You're not fighting. You're surrendering. Slowly. Deliciously. Watching it happen, letting it happen, and getting harder every single time."

She was right. Fuck, she was right.

Jason hadn't fought. Not really. He'd watched, and he'd wanked. He'd let it happen, let Emma drift further and further into Alistair's orbit, and every time he should've said no, should've put his foot down, his cock had been hard, and his mouth had stayed shut. And he was hard right now, sitting here listening to Sienna admit she'd been manipulating him for weeks, grooming him, turning him into this, and his cock didn't fucking care. His cock loved it.

Jason shifted. Tried to adjust himself. Failed completely. Sienna's smile grew.

"I saw it in you the first time we met," she continued. Voice dropping to this near whisper. Intimate. Seductive. "The way you looked at Alistair. Envy, yes. But also submission. You wanted him to approve of you. To dominate you. Not sexually, nothing like that. But psychologically. You wanted to be small next to him. Wanted to feel inadequate. Because that's what turns you on."

"That's not-"

"It is." Sienna leaned forward. Just slightly. Enough that the robe gaped further. Jason could see the swell of her breast now. Small, pale, perfect. "You're like me, Jason. Similar, not the same. I'm further along the path. I've accepted what I am, embraced it, and built my life around it. You're still fighting. Still pretending you're a normal husband who wants a normal marriage. But you'll stop. Soon. You're almost there already."

Jason's throat worked. Dry. Tight. "So you're… you're like me?"

"In some ways." Her eyes gleamed. Predatory. Hungry. "I get off on watching Alistair seduce women. The transformation. Shy wife into confident lover. Repressed into sexually free. The moment the husband agrees, gives permission and fully surrenders. That's the peak for me. That's when I cum hardest."

She leaned back. Sipped her tea. All casual again.

"I don't want to fuck you, Jason. That's not my kink. I want to watch you. I want to see you accept what you are. I want to witness the moment you give Emma to Alistair. Willingly. Gratefully. I want to see you thank him for fucking your wife better than you ever could."

The words landed like punches. Jason's cock throbbed. Pulsed. Leaked pre-cum into his boxers, warm and slick and undeniable. He wanted to stand. To leave. To scream that this was insane, that she was sick, that he wasn't this. But he didn't move.

Sienna stood again. Walked back to the window. Jason followed her gaze automatically. Outside, Alistair had stood now. Offering Emma his hand. She took it, rose, laughing at something he'd said. His hand slid to her lower back. Low. Possessive. Familiar. The kind of touch that said mine.
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Just Average

Jason stood. He had to get out, right now. The conservatory pressed in on him, glass walls everywhere, no air, just Sienna's words circling his skull like wasps trapped in a jar: cuckquean, cuckold, I want to watch you accept what you are. His cock throbbed against his joggers. Hard. Still fucking hard. Had been hard through her whole confession, leaking into his boxers, betraying him with every word she'd said. He needed to leave. Drive home. Lock himself in the bathroom and jerk off until this stopped making sense, until his brain caught up with his cock and told him this was wrong, fucked-up, something he should run from.

But his legs were shaking. Sweat slicked his palms. His mouth tasted like copper.

He turned toward the door. Three steps. Maybe four. He'd be out. Free. Safe in his car where he could breathe again, where Sienna couldn't see the bulge in his joggers or the sweat on his neck or the way his hands shook.

"One more thing, darling."

Jason froze. Mid-step, foot raised like he'd been yanked back on a leash. Sienna's voice did that now. Owned him. Just like Emma's voice used to before Alistair.

He glanced back. Sienna was still seated, legs crossed, the silk robe draped artfully over her thighs. Her expression was calm. Almost kind. But her eyes held him the way a cat holds a mouse; not malicious, just certain of the outcome.

"Come with me. Just for a moment."

Not a request. Jason's feet moved before his brain caught up. He followed Sienna out of the conservatory, down a narrow corridor. The walls were covered with the kind of art Jason couldn't name, didn't understand, the kind that screamed money, class, not for you. His trainers squeaked on the polished floor. Too loud. Embarrassing.

Sienna pushed open a door at the end of the corridor. Gestured him inside.

Dim room, with low lighting, on one side a velvet sofa and coffee table. One armchair shoved in the corner. Jason scanned for windows. None. No view to the garden, no way to see if anyone was coming, no fucking exit except the door Sienna had just closed behind them.

Click.

Soft sound. Final. Jason's stomach dropped. Was it locked? He couldn't look. Couldn't make himself turn around and check because that would mean admitting he wanted an escape route, that he was scared, that his cock pressing hard against his zip wasn't enough to keep him here willingly.

Trap. This was a trap. Private. Intimate. Dangerous.

And he'd walked right fucking into it.

"Sit."

Sienna gestured to the sofa. Jason sat. The velvet cushioned him, expensive and suffocating, and he gripped the edge with both hands. Sienna stood for a moment. Just stood. Arms folded. Studying him. Jason couldn't meet her eyes. Looked at the floor, at the coffee table, at the curtains - anywhere but her face. But he could feel her gaze. Like heat. Like being dissected.

She moved.

Dropped to her knees. Right there. Between his legs. No warning. No preamble. Just down, silk robe pooling around her thighs, her face level with his crotch now, close enough that Jason could smell her perfume, the kind that made his cock pulse harder because it was Sienna's scent, forbidden, untouchable.

Jason froze. Every muscle locked. He couldn't breathe.

Sienna's hands landed on his knees. Light touch. Clinical. Not sexual - or maybe too sexual, the kind of touch a doctor gives before bad news, before cutting you open. She was examining him. Jason could feel it. The weight of her stare on the bulge in his joggers, the wet patch spreading where pre-cum had soaked through his boxers, through the fabric, marking him.

"You're hard."

Jason's face burned. His cock pressed against his joggers, thick and aching and leaking, and Sienna's face was inches from it, her breath warm through the fabric.

"Still hard," she continued. Calm. Conversational. Like they were discussing the weather. "From everything I told you."

Not a question. A statement. Sienna's fingers slid higher. Resting on his thighs now, thumbs brushing the fabric over his erection. Not touching it. Just acknowledging it. Making him aware that she could see exactly what her confession had done to him.

"You didn't lose the erection once during our entire conversation," Sienna continued. Her voice was soft. Almost gentle. "When I told you I was a cuckquean. When I told you Emma was chosen. Every single word made you harder."

Jason wanted to deny it. To say it wasn't true, that he was horrified, disgusted, anything but turned on. Sienna's eyes dropped to the bulge in his joggers. She smiled faintly.

"May I?"

Sienna's fingers moved to his waistband. Jason's brain screamed no. His mouth didn't open. His hands stayed frozen on the velvet sofa, gripping the fabric like it could anchor him. He should stop this. Should stand up, walk out, tell her this was too far, too much, that he had boundaries and this crossed them.

Sienna took his silence as permission. She pulled the waistband down, just enough, then hooked her fingers into his boxers.

Tugged.

Jason's cock sprang free. Fully hard. Flushed dark red, almost purple at the head. Pre-cum dripped from the slit, thick and clear, sliding down the shaft, over the ridge, pooling at the base before dripping onto his thigh. Hot. Wet. The evidence of his arousal painted his skin, and Sienna was watching, seeing everything, cataloguing it.

She didn't touch him. Just looked. Tilted her head. Like she was appraising a piece of art. Or meat. Jason's cock twitched under her stare, another bead of pre-cum welling up, and he wanted to die. Wanted to cum. Same fucking thing.

"Average."

The word landed like a punch. Jason's stomach twisted. Average. Not small - she was being kind. But not big. Not impressive. Not the kind of cock that made women scream or beg or forget their husbands existed.

"Five and a half inches?" Sienna mused. Leaned closer. Her breath ghosted over the head of his cock, warm and soft, and Jason's hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking contact, desperate for it. "Maybe six on a good day."

Another thick drip of pre-cum slid down the shaft, over the ridge, pooling at the base. Sienna watched it fall. Smiled faintly.

"Alistair's is eight inches."

Jason's cock pulsed. Hard. Aching. Like her words were a physical touch. Eight inches. The kind of cock Jason would never have, the kind Emma needed now.

"Much thicker," Sienna continued. Still soft. Still conversational. Like she was telling him the time. "Emma will feel the difference."

Jason couldn't breathe. His cock throbbed, leaked, betrayed him completely. Sienna's lips were an inch from the tip now. He could feel the heat of her mouth, the promise of it, and his brain went white with need. She was going to suck him. Had to. Please. Fuck. Please.

But Sienna pulled back. Smiled.

"Say it, Jason."

Sienna's voice cut through the haze. Jason blinked. Focused. Her face was still inches from his cock, her breath warm against the leaking tip, and he was so fucking hard it hurt.

"Out loud. What are you?"

Jason's mouth opened. Closed. No words. His brain scrambled, searching for an answer that wasn't the truth, that didn't make this real. But Sienna waited. Patient. Calm. Like she had all fucking day. Like she knew he'd break.

His cock pulsed. Leaked. Drip, drip, drip onto his thigh.

"I don't-"

"Yes, you do." Firm now. Not cruel. Not mocking. Just certain. "I told you upstairs. Now you tell me."

Silence. Jason's heart hammered. His cock throbbed in rhythm, a pulse he could feel in his balls, in his throat, in his fucking skull. Sienna's eyes held him. Trapped him. She wasn't going to let him leave without saying it. Without admitting what he was, what his hard cock proved he was.

"I'm a cuckold."

Whisper. Strangled. Broken. The words were out, hanging in the air between them, and Jason's cock pulsed so hard he thought he'd cum right there, untouched, just from saying it. Pre-cum dripped faster now, thick and warm, sliding down his shaft, pooling at the base, soaking into his thigh.

Sienna's smile bloomed. Warm. Proud.

"Good boy."

Her hand hovered near his cock. Didn't touch. Just held there, fingers inches from the tip, close enough that Jason could feel the heat of her skin. His hips twitched forward again, seeking, desperate, and Sienna pulled her hand back.

"No," she said. "You don't get to cum from my hand. That's not how this works."

She reached for his boxers and pulled them back up. Deliberately slow. Jason gasped as the fabric closed around his cock, trapping it painfully, the cotton soaking up the pre-cum, sticking to the shaft. Then she stood, smoothing her robe, all calm and composed again.

"You'll go home," Sienna said. "You'll think about what I told you. You'll jerk off imagining Emma with Alistair. And when you cum, you'll remember you're a cuckold."

Jason sat frozen. Cock throbbing against his joggers, trapped behind fabric again, aching. His mind spun. He'd said it. I'm a cuckold. Out loud. To Sienna. To himself. And his cock had pulsed when the words left his mouth, leaked harder, confirmed it.

"I want you to talk to Emma."

Jason blinked. "What?"

"About coming off the pill."

The room tilted. Jason's stomach dropped. His cock twitched. "Why?"

Sienna turned. Met his eyes. Calm. Measured.

"Just thinking ahead, darling. Alistair likes to own women completely. The pill is… a barrier. It prevents full ownership."

Full ownership. The words echoed in Jason's skull. The ultimate claim. The final humiliation.

His cock throbbed harder. Leaked. Fuck.

"You want her to stop taking it?"

"I want her to choose to stop taking it," Sienna corrected. "There's a difference."

The implication hit Jason like a fist to the gut. Sienna was going to convince Emma. Talk her into it. Groom her the way she'd groomed Jason, until Emma wanted it, until stopping the pill felt like her idea. And then Alistair would fuck her raw. Over and over. Filling her. Every time. No barrier. No protection. Just his cum pumping into her, thick and hot, pooling deep, and eventually - inevitably - she'd get pregnant.

Jason's cock pulsed. He hated that his body was responding to this, that the image of Emma pregnant with another man's child made him harder than his own wedding night had.

Sienna watched him. Read every reaction. Smiled faintly.

"We'll revisit the pill conversation later," she said. "For now, go home. Emma will be back soon. Don't tell her what I told you today. Let her tell you when she's ready."

Jason stood on shaking legs. "Tell me what?"

Sienna's smile softened. Almost tender.

"That she's falling in love with him."

Jason's chest tightened. Ribs squeezing. Couldn't breathe. Couldn't speak. He wanted to argue, to say it wasn't true, but the words wouldn't come. Sienna walked him to the door, her hand resting lightly on his chest as they reached it. Over his heart. She could feel it pounding.

"You're doing so well, Jason," she said softly. "Most men would have run by now. But you're still here. Still hard. Still curious. That's why I chose you."

Jason's throat tightened. He couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe. Sienna leant up, kissed his cheek lightly, then opened the door.

"Go. I'll text you soon."

The butler appeared again. How? Had he been outside the whole fucking time? Listening? Watching? Did he know? Jason's face burned. The butler's expression was blank, professional, but Jason could feel the judgment. Could imagine what the man saw: sweaty, dishevelled, bulge still visible in his joggers, reeking of shame and arousal.

The butler led Jason back through the hallway, past the conservatory, to the front door. Jason stumbled outside into the late-morning sun. The Bentley was still parked in the driveway. Emma's laugh carried across the lawn from the garden, bright and carefree. She was still here. Still with Alistair. Probably touching him. Probably wet for him already.

Jason stumbled to his Audi. Got in. Sat. The leather seat stuck to his thighs, sweat damp, and he realised he was drenched. His shirt clinging to his back. Joggers soaked through at the crotch. His hands shook on the steering wheel. His cock still betraying him.

Sienna had called him a cuckold. Made him say it. Looked at his cock - his average, inadequate cock - and told him Alistair's was bigger. Eight inches. Thick. Emma's cock now. And Jason's cock had pulsed, leaked, agreed.

Jason pulled his joggers down, released his cock. It sprang up, flushed dark, leaking steadily. He wrapped his fist around it. Stroked once. Twice.

Pre-cum slicked his palm. He tightened his grip. Stroked again. Fourth stroke and he came, hard, cum spurting onto his hand, his stomach, the steering wheel. He gasped. Sobbed. Couldn't stop. His cock pulsed, drained, and he was still half-hard, still leaking, still wanting.

Jason sat in the mess. Cum cooling on his skin. Joggers sticky. The smell of it - sweat, cum, shame - filled the car. Emma's laugh carried on the breeze. He could picture her with Alistair. Laughing. Touching. Falling in love. And his cock twitched again, already starting to harden, already hungry for more.

He grabbed napkins from the glovebox. Fast-food napkins crumpled and greasy. Cleaned up. Hands shaking. Wiped the cum off his stomach, his hand, the steering wheel. Started the engine.

Sienna was right. He was a cuckold. He'd said it. Couldn't unsay it.


eleven
Closer to Acceptance
No Knicker Line


Emma stood at the kitchen island, barefoot on the cold tiles, sipping green tea and scrolling. The morning light cut through the bi-fold doors, turning her into a silhouette. Ponytail high, bare shoulders. Her phone screen glowed pale against her face, and she was smiling to herself. Thumbs moving fast, probably typing a reply.

Jason couldn't see what she was writing, but he could guess who it was to. Sienna. Or Alistair. Probably both. Probably planning today. Probably confirming times, positions, and how long she'd stay.

She was already dressed for yoga: Black leggings, skin-tight, fabric clinging to every curve - thighs, arse, hips. Christ, he could see everything. A thin white sports bra stretched across her chest, no proper top over it, just the bra, and the outline of her nipples pressed through. Hard little points. Visible in the sharp autumn sun. She hadn't even tried to hide it.

Jason stood at the counter, both hands wrapped around his coffee mug like it might stop his hands from shaking. She shifted her weight, bent slightly to check the yoga mat bag on the floor, and Jason's gaze dropped. Straight to her arse. The leggings pulled taut, fabric stretching, and there was no line. No knicker line.

She's going to him, not wearing any knickers.

Why would she? Alistair would just take them off. Easier this way. Faster. One less thing between her and his cock.

Jason's stomach clenched. His cock stirred, already thickening against his joggers, and he looked away. Tried to focus on his coffee. But the image stayed burned behind his eyes. Emma, going to Alistair's, no knickers, nipples hard, ready. She'd dressed for him. Not for yoga. For after. For when Sienna left the room and Alistair pulled those leggings down and fucked her on the yoga mat, or the sofa, or against the wall, wherever he wanted, because Emma would let him.

Jason swallowed. Took a sip of coffee. It was cold. He couldn't remember how long he'd been standing here, watching her, getting hard, hating himself for it.

Emma's phone buzzed. She laughed. Soft. Delighted. Typed another reply, then set the phone down on the marble and turned to face Jason. Bright smile, relaxed. She looked fucking radiant. Glowing. Like a woman who was about to get exactly what she needed.

"Morning, love, I hadn’t seen you there."

Jason nodded. "Morning."

"Sleep well?"

"Yeah. Fine."

Liar. He'd barely slept. Spent most of the night staring at the ceiling, replaying Sienna's words. You're a cuckold. Replaying the moment he'd said it aloud, admitted it, made it real. I'm a cuckold. Replaying the image of Emma with Alistair in the garden, laughing, touching, falling in love. And then he'd wanked. Twice. Once at 2 a.m., once at 5. Both times thinking about Alistair fucking her. Both times finishing in under a minute, pathetic and desperate. Both times, hating himself afterwards.

Emma picked up her tea, sipped, watching him over the rim of the mug. Her eyes were bright. Excited. She was practically vibrating with anticipation. Jason could feel it rolling off her in waves. She wanted to leave. Wanted to get in that car. Needed to get to Alistair.

"You alright?" she asked.

"Yeah. Just tired."

She smiled. Maternal. Patronising. Like she was humouring him. "You should go back to bed after I leave. Have a lie-in. Relax a bit, you’ve got all the time in the world."

After she left. After she was gone. After she was with him.

Jason's cock pulsed.

"When are you going?" he asked. Voice steady. Calm. Performing normality like he'd learned to do.

"Soon. Alistair's sending the car at half eight."

Alistair's sending the car. Not, I'm getting a lift. Not Sienna's picking me up. Alistair's sending the car. Like she was a mistress, or a possession. Like this was routine now. Normal. Just another Wednesday. Just another day of Jason's wife spending time with a richer, bigger, better man while Jason sat at home with his hand on his cock.

Jason nodded. Took another sip of cold coffee. Grimaced, forcing it down. "Right."

Emma set down her mug, leaned back against the island, and folded her arms beneath her breasts. The sports bra stretched tighter. Jason could see the faint shadow of her areolae through the white fabric. The shape of her nipples. She looked more comfortable in her own skin since the pool party. Like she belonged in this body now, in this life, in Alistair's world. Like she'd outgrown Jason's.

"Actually," she said, voice casual, easy, like she was mentioning the weather, "Sienna invited me to stay overnight."

Jason's chest went tight. Forgot how to breathe for a second. His mug stopped halfway to his lips, coffee gone cold, and he just stared at her.

"Overnight?"

Twenty-four hours. She'd be gone for twenty-four hours. With him.

"Yeah. She said we'd have a long session, then maybe dinner, a bit of wine. Easier if I just stay. Alistair will drive me home tomorrow morning."

Not, “Can you pick me up?” Not “Is that okay?” Just stating facts. Telling him. Not asking.

Jason set his mug down carefully. His hands were shaking. Proper shaking now, not just the tremor he'd been hiding. "So that's the plan?"

"Yeah." Emma smiled, easy, unbothered, like this was nothing. Like she wasn't telling her husband she was spending the night with her lover. "I've already packed a bag. It's by the door."

Jason turned. Looked toward the hallway. There, beside the coat rack, sat a small black overnight bag. Leather. Expensive. New. He hadn't noticed it when he came downstairs. How long had it been there? Had she packed it last night? This morning? While he was in the shower, jerking off to the thought of today?

"You packed already," Jason said. Flat.

"This morning. Didn't want to forget anything."

Anything. Like what? Toothbrush. Knickers she wouldn't wear. Condoms? That little black nightie Sienna had bought her, the one Jason had never seen her wear because it wasn't for Jason, had never been for Jason.

Jason's throat tightened. She was only telling him now, half an hour before she left. Not asking. Not checking if he minded. Just... telling. Informing. Like he was staff.

"Do you..." Jason's voice cracked. He cleared his throat, tried again, and hated how small he sounded. "Do you need anything? I could... I don't know. Pick you up tomorrow? Save Alistair the drive?"

Emma laughed. Light. Genuine. Amused. "No, love, it's fine. Alistair doesn't mind. He likes driving. And anyway, it's on his way."

On his way to where? Jason didn't ask. Didn't matter. Didn't change anything. Alistair would drive her home, drop her off, and probably kiss her goodbye at the door while Jason watched from the window. Probably touch her arse as she walked away, possessive, claiming. Probably text Sienna about it after. Probably laugh.

Emma studied Jason's face. Her smile softened. Went maternal. "Do you mind?"

Mind? How did he answer that? Yes, I mind my wife spending the night with the man who will probably fuck her better than I ever could, I mind that you packed a bag without telling me, I mind that you're not wearing knickers, and I can see your nipples, and you don't give a shit if I see because they're not for me. Or: No, darling, enjoy yourself, I'll be here wanking myself raw to the thought of you screaming his name while he breeds you.

Jason's cock pulsed. Leaked pre-cum into his boxers. He was fully hard now, straining against the waistband of his joggers, obvious bulge, and Emma's gaze flicked down. Clocked it. Her expression didn't change. Didn't smile. Didn't frown. Just looked. Saw her husband hard because she was leaving to fuck another man. Then she looked back up at his face. Waiting.

"It's fine," Jason heard himself say. Voice quiet. Strangled. Pathetic.

Emma smiled. Stepped forward, cupped his face with both hands, kissed his forehead softly. The kind of kiss you'd give a child. The kind of kiss that said good boy without using words.

"You're so good to me," she murmured.

Jason's chest ached. Properly ached, physical pain, like something was crushing his ribs from the inside. He wanted to pull her close, kiss her properly, beg her not to go, beg her to stay, beg her to choose him. But he didn't. Couldn't. His body was paralysed, cock hard, shame burning through him like acid, and all he could do was stand there while she patted his cheek and stepped back.

Her phone buzzed on the counter. Emma glanced at it, grinned.

"That'll be the car."

Emma's face lit up. Fucking radiant. She grabbed her phone, shoved it into the small pocket on the side of her leggings, then snatched up her yoga mat bag and slung it over her shoulder.

"Right. I'm off."

She walked past Jason toward the hallway. He followed, legs heavy, cock still hard, stomach knotted. Emma stopped at the mirror beside the front door, checked herself one last time. Adjusted her ponytail. Smoothed the sports bra over her breasts, pulling the fabric taut so her nipples stood out even more clearly. Wanted them visible. Wanted Alistair to see. She turned slightly, checked her arse in the reflection, adjusted the waistband of the leggings, then nodded. Satisfied. Perfect.

Jason opened the front door, handed her the overnight bag she'd almost forgotten. She took it, smiled, mouthed thanks, and Jason felt something crack inside his chest.

Outside, parked on the gravel drive, sat a sleek black Bentley. Not Alistair's usual car. Different model. Bigger. Rear windows tinted dark. The driver stood beside the rear door, grey suit, grey hair, expressionless face. Older man. Professional. He didn't look at Emma. Didn't look at Jason. Just stood, hands folded, waiting. How many times had he done this? How many women had he driven to Alistair's house?

Not Alistair himself picking her up. Just a driver. Somehow, that was worse. This was routine for them now. Standard procedure. Alistair sent cars. Emma got in. Jason watched.

Emma stepped out onto the gravel, bag over her shoulder, yoga mat tucked under her arm. The driver opened the rear door without a word.

Emma turned back. Smiled at Jason. Leant in, kissed him quickly on the lips. Barely a kiss. Peck. Distracted. Already halfway gone in her head.

"I'll text you later," she said. "Don't worry. And there's leftover casserole in the fridge for dinner, yeah?"

Like he was a child. Like she was leaving instructions for the babysitter. Like he couldn't feed himself.

Jason just nodded; he knew not to argue.

Emma squeezed his hand, then let go. Walked to the car. The driver held the door open, face blank, and Emma slid into the back seat. Jason caught a glimpse of her leaning back into the leather, already pulling out her phone, thumbs moving. Texting. Probably Alistair. Probably ‘On my way x’.

The driver closed the door, turned, gave Jason a polite nod, then walked around to the driver's side. The engine purred, and the car glided forward, tyres crunching on gravel, and then it was gone. Down the lane. Around the bend. Disappeared into the trees.

Jason stood on the doorstep; his hand still raised from where he'd half-waved goodbye. The gravel dust settled in the autumn sun. Silence. Just birdsong and the sound of Jason's own breathing, too fast, too shallow.

His cock was fully hard now. Aching. Pressing against his joggers. He looked down at it, the obvious bulge, wet patch spreading, and felt a wave of disgust and arousal crash over him in equal measure.

She was gone. For the whole night. Twenty-four hours. Alistair was going to fuck her. Multiple times. In every room. On every surface. She'd come home tomorrow marked, exhausted, sore, full of him. Cum in her hair. Bruises on her hips. Bite marks on her neck. And Jason was standing here with a hard-on, thinking about it, getting harder because of it.

Sienna was right. He was a cuckold. He'd stopped fighting it. Maybe that was progress. Maybe it was surrender.

Same fucking thing.

Jason turned, walked back inside. The house was silent. Too big, too quiet. Just him and the echo of his own footsteps on the tiles and the ghost of Emma's perfume in the air.

He stood in the hallway, staring at the mirror where Emma had checked herself moments ago. Her reflection was gone, but Jason could still see her. Tight leggings. No knickers. Nipples visible through the thin white bra. Beautiful. His wife. Alistair's slut.

His phone buzzed.

Jason pulled it out, hands shaking. Message from Sienna.

Sienna: She looks beautiful today. Alistair noticed. He always does. Have a lovely day, darling. Try not to think about it too much. (Or do. I know which you'll choose.) x




Jason stared at the screen. Read the message again. She looks beautiful today. Alistair noticed.

His cock pulsed; he knew he couldn't make it upstairs. Couldn't even make it to the fucking sofa.

He shoved the phone back in his pocket, walked to the kitchen, and leaned against the island where Emma had stood minutes ago. Same spot. Still warm. He could smell her perfume in the air. Light. Floral. The same perfume she'd been wearing when Alistair first touched her.

Jason dropped his joggers right there. Shoved them down. Wrapped his fist around his cock. Five and a half inches. Hard. Average wasn’t it? He thought about Emma in the back of the Bentley, thought about her texting Alistair, thought about her arrival, thought about Sienna watching, thought about Alistair's hands on her arse, pulling those leggings down, finding no knickers, smiling.

Four strokes.

That's all it took. Four fucking strokes and Jason came. Hard. Cum splattered onto the marble island. Onto his hand. Onto the floor. He stood there, panting, disgusted, cock still twitching, still leaking.

He cleaned up. Washed his hands. Washed the marble. Got the kitchen roll, wiped the floor. Made another coffee he wouldn't drink.

And waited.

That's all he could do now. Wait. While his wife got fucked by a better man.
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Forty-Five Seconds

Jason sat at his desk. The office stank - coffee he'd forgotten to drink, his own sweat soaked into the chair from yesterday's wank session, that cheap IKEA smell he'd never noticed before the money. Before everything went to shit.

He stared at the search bar. Blank. Empty. Like his brain. Like his fucking marriage.

Do something. Anything. Work. Plan. Pretend you're not refreshing your phone every thirty seconds, waiting for her to text. Waiting for Sienna to send proof that your wife's getting fucked.

His phone sat on the desk. Silent. Jason's hand twitched toward it. Pulled back. Twitched again.

Fuck's sake.

Into his laptop's browser he typed: brunch recipes.

The screen filled with images. Smoked salmon on sourdough. Poached eggs, yolks dripping gold. Champagne cocktails in fancy glasses. Perfect middle-class Sunday morning bollocks. Jason scrolled, pretending this mattered. Emma will be home tomorrow. Exhausted, probably. He could make her brunch, show her he still cared, that he still mattered. Still existed as something other than the man she'd left behind whilst she went to Alistair's estate to get-

His phone buzzed, a message from Sienna.

Sienna: Morning, darling. Alistair's setting up the yoga mats now. She looks radiant in those leggings x




Jason tried to keep his reply light, not let on how much this was killing him.

Thanks for letting me know.

Read it back. Pathetic. Deleted it.

Is she okay?

Even worse. Deleted that too. Sent nothing.

What was he supposed to say? Please send photos? Tell me what he's doing to her? Or just the truth: Thank you for destroying my marriage, I'm rock-hard thinking about it.

His cock thickened against his joggers. Jason shifted in his chair, pressure building, heat spreading. Looked back at the laptop. Brunch recipes. Smoked salmon. Like any of that mattered when Alistair was setting up yoga mats and Emma was probably already barefoot, stretching, those leggings pulled tight across her arse with nothing underneath, her pussy lips probably visible through the fabric if you looked close enough. And Alistair would look. Of course, he'd fucking look.

Jason closed the tab. Opened a new one. Stared at the blank search bar.

Closed the laptop.

Couldn't do this. Couldn't pretend he gave a shit about breakfast when all he could think about was whether Alistair had touched her yet. Whether Emma was on the mat already. Whether she was wet. Whether Sienna was watching. Whether-

His phone buzzed again.

Jason's hand shot out. Grabbed it before the vibration even stopped.

Sienna: Thought you'd like to see what she's learning x




Video attachment.

Jason's thumb was already pressing play. Hands shaking. Cock fully hard now, straining, leaking pre-cum into his boxers.

The conservatory – the fucking sweat box even in October. Jason recognised it - glass walls, tropical plants, autumn light streaming through like a fucking magazine spread. Yoga mat on the polished wood floor. And Emma.

Downward dog. Tight black leggings pulled across her arse, fabric so thin he could see the shape of everything. White sports bra barely containing her tits. Hair tied back. Face flushed. Breathing audible through the phone's tiny speaker - fast, shallow.

Alistair knelt behind her. No shirt. Tanned, defined, built like Jason would never be. Sweat on his chest. Muscles shifting under skin. And those fucking Lycra shorts - tight, black, obscene. His cock and balls sculpted in them. So fucking thick, even soft, he looked massive. Jason couldn't stop staring at it. That bulge. That fucking bulge against the fabric, the outline clear, the shape unmistakable.

Bigger than Jason hard. Had to be. Thicker. Christ, how was Emma going to resist that? How was it going to fit inside her?

Alistair's hands moved to Emma's hips. "Adjusting her form." Yeah. Right. Adjusting. Fingers sliding from her hips to her waist. Pausing. Then back down. Slow. So fucking slow. Cupping her arse. Squeezing.

Emma gasped.

Jason's cock went from hard to aching in a heartbeat. That sound. That tiny, breathy gasp. He knew that sound. She made it when she was turned on. When she wanted it. When she needed-

Alistair's hands pressed. Emma pushed back. Just a fraction. Barely noticeable if you weren't looking for it. But Jason was looking. Jason saw everything. She was grinding against him. Subtle. Maybe unconscious. Maybe not.

"Good girl." Alistair's voice was low. Commanding. Intimate. The voice you used with someone you were about to fuck. "Hold it there. Feel the stretch."

Emma whimpered.

Jason's hand was already moving to his cock. Couldn't help it. That whimper went straight to his balls.

Emma's back arched deeper. Arse lifting higher. And Alistair's bulge pressed directly against her now. Right against her pussy. Leggings and shorts so thin there was barely anything between them. He didn't pull away. Didn't adjust. Just stayed there, hands on her arse, cock against her pussy, breathing slow and controlled whilst Emma panted beneath him like a bitch in heat.

The video ended, and Jason was sat frozen in front of a black screen. Forty-five seconds. That's all it was. Forty-five fucking seconds of video and his cock was leaking, throbbing, desperate.

He pressed play again.

Re-watched Emma gasp. Watched Alistair's hands slide across her arse. Watched her push back, wanting it, needing it, grinding her pussy against another man's cock whilst Jason sat in his office with his hand in his joggers.

Pressed play again.

By the third loop, Jason's joggers were around his ankles. Boxers shoved down. Cock in his fist. Five and a half inches. Average. Pathetic compared to the bulge he'd just seen pressing against Emma's cunt. And Emma now knew it. She'd felt it. Pushed back against it. Must want it inside her.

Jason stroked. Fast. Rough. Imagining Alistair pulling her leggings down, right there on the mat. Emma spreading her legs without being asked. Alistair kneeling behind her, cock out, thick and veiny and dripping pre-cum. Pressing the head against her pussy. Pushing in. Emma moaning, begging, please, fuck me, please, I need it, I need your cock-

Jason came.

Hard. Too hard. Vision whiting out, legs shaking, fist pumping his cock whilst he pictured Alistair's thick prick sliding into Emma's pussy, stretching her, filling her, making her scream. Cum spurted over his knuckles. Hot. Thick. Splattered the kitchen counter (when had he moved to the kitchen?), the marble island where Emma had made coffee this morning, hot white streaks across expensive stone. He couldn't stop. Couldn't breathe. Just kept cumming, balls clenching, cock pulsing, spunk emptying over his hand because he'd watched a forty-five-second video of his wife doing fucking yoga.

Jason slumped forward. Forehead hit the counter. Cold marble against hot skin. Cock still twitching. Still leaking. The smell hit him - cum and sweat and pathetic desperation.

Then the shame.

Not flooding. Slamming. Like a boot to the chest. He'd lasted two minutes. Maybe less. Came watching Alistair touch Emma's arse. Not even fucking. Not even naked. Just hands on leggings, and Jason had already finished, already made a mess, already proven what he was.

Jason cleaned up. Tea towel from the drawer. Wiped his hand. Wiped the marble. Threw the towel in the washing machine before Emma could find it. Washed his hands. Soap twice. Didn't help. Could still smell it. Could still smell himself.

He sat at the table, bowed head in hands, his breathing ragged. Tiny cock softening against his thigh.

His phone buzzed.

Sienna: Did you finish? Good boy. Tonight's the night x




Jason stared at the message. Tonight's the night. What did that mean? First time fucking? Or something else? Had Alistair already fucked her, and Jason just didn't know? Was tonight round two? Round five? Had they been fucking for weeks, and Sienna was just now telling him?

Jason: What happens tonight?




Sienna: I’ll text you later x




Jason's cock twitched. Already. Impossible - he'd just cum two minutes ago - but there it was, stirring again, thickening against his thigh.
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By midday, Jason couldn't stay in the house. It was too quiet. The silence pressed in, suffocating, and if he stayed there, he'd just wank again, and again, and again, until his cock was raw and he couldn't walk straight. He needed to move. Do something normal. Pretend he was a person who did things other than obsess over his wife's pussy.

He grabbed his keys. Drove to Waitrose. Forced himself to shop like a normal human.

Smoked salmon. Eggs. Champagne. Fresh bread from the bakery counter. The ingredients for tomorrow's brunch sat in his trolley like a bad joke. Jason moved through the aisles on autopilot, barely seeing the other shoppers, the fluorescent lights, the cheerful displays. Autumn Harvest. Buy one, get one free. Someone's kid screaming near the dairy section.

None of it mattered. None of it was real. The only real thing was Emma on a yoga mat with Alistair's hands on her arse.

The checkout. An older woman scanned his items, smiling. Kind eyes. Probably someone's nan. Probably thought Jason was a good husband, buying treats for his wife.

"Celebrating something, love?"

Jason's mouth moved. Smile. Automatic. He'd got good at this - performing normal whilst his brain screamed. "Just a nice breakfast for my wife."

"Lucky woman."

Lucky. Yeah. Lucky to have a husband who bought champagne whilst she got fucked by a man with a bigger cock and a bigger bank account. Lucky to have Jason at home wanking himself raw whilst Alistair made her cum. Lucky to have a husband so pathetic he couldn't even-

"That'll be sixty-three pounds, love."

Jason paid. Smiled again. Took his bags. Walked out like a normal person doing normal things.

Drove home, his hands still shaking on the wheel.

Lucky? Fuck off.
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The afternoon crawled. Minutes stretched like hours. Jason put the groceries away. Champagne in the fridge. Salmon wrapped tight. Tried to watch TV. Couldn't focus. Checked his phone every three minutes. No new texts.

He scrolled through old messages from Sienna. Re-read them. She's beautiful today. Alistair noticed. Good boy. Tonight's the night. Each one made his cock stir. Each one made his stomach clench. He was fucking pathetic, living off scraps - phone buzzes, cock hardens, brain shuts off.

Re-watched the yoga video.

And again.

And again.

Ended up on the sofa. Tissues on the coffee table. Joggers around his ankles again. Cock in his hand again. This was his life now. This was what he did. Wanked to videos of his wife being touched by another man.

Two wanks in one day. Used to be once a week, maybe. Back when sex with Emma was still a thing that happened. Back when his marriage felt real. Now it was twice before lunch, three times by dinner, and he was already getting hard again, thinking about tonight, about the audio Sienna would send, about Emma's voice moaning another man's name.

Jason cleaned up. Threw the tissues away. Washed his hands and sat there staring at the ceiling.

Sienna had named it. Cuckold. And Jason had stopped fighting the word. Stopped pretending it didn't fit. It did fit. Perfectly. Like Alistair's cock would fit inside Emma's pussy tonight, whilst Jason sat at home imagining it.

His phone buzzed.

Jason grabbed it. Heart racing.

Sienna: They're staying in tonight, dinner at the estate. I'll keep you updated x




He set the phone on the coffee table. Stared at the ceiling. Closed his eyes. Waited for the next text.
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Breakfast Taste

Jason stood at the front window. Watched the lane. Nothing yet.

Ten past ten. The Bentley was late. Except it wasn't late, not really. Alistair had probably kept Emma in bed longer. One more fuck before breakfast. One more round before sending her home smelling like him, marked by him, full of him. Jason's stomach clenched. Tight, sick, the same lurch he'd felt as a kid before getting bollocked by his mum.

He'd been standing here for twenty minutes. Couldn't sit. Couldn't focus. Behind him, the kitchen gleamed - or was supposed to. Jason had set the table an hour ago. White linen cloth, champagne chilling in the ice bucket. Smoked salmon arranged on pale blue plates. Scrambled eggs keeping warm under foil in the oven. Fresh flowers in a vase. Roses. Felt stupid buying them. Did it anyway.

All of it a performance.

All of it pretending Jason was a husband preparing a romantic brunch for his wife, not a cuckold waiting for her to come home from another man's bed.

His phone buzzed.

Jason grabbed it.

Sienna: On her way. She looks well-fucked, darling. You'll see x




Jason's breath caught. Stuck in his throat. His thumb moved before his brain caught up.

Jason: How many times?




Three dots. Sienna typing. Jason stared at the screen.

Sienna: Four! Alistair couldn't help himself. She's exquisite when she cums x




Four. Four times in 24 hours.

Jason had never managed more than twice in a single evening, and that was years ago, back when Emma still wanted him. Now Alistair - older, richer, bigger - fucked her four times and sent her home glowing.

Jason's cock pressed against his jeans. Hard. Leaking already. He adjusted himself, hating it. Hating that his body couldn't tell the difference between arousal and humiliation anymore. They'd merged. Become one thing. Sienna had explained it, kneeling in front of him in that dark room, measuring his cock, comparing him to Alistair, making him say the word aloud.

Cuckold.

And Jason had said it. Admitted it. Accepted it. Because it was true.

The Bentley appeared. Black, sleek, gliding up the gravel drive like a shark through water. Sunlight glinted off the bonnet. Engine purred - that low, expensive hum that screamed money, power, ownership. Everything about it said I can afford this. I can.

Jason's fists clenched. The car stopped.

The driver stepped out. Same man as yesterday. Silent, professional, grey suit perfectly pressed. He walked round the front, opened the rear passenger door without a word.

Emma emerged. Jason's breath left him. Just gone. Chest hollow.

She looked wrecked.

Leggings rumpled - same ones from yesterday, the grey ones that hugged her arse. Hair tied back, but messy, strands stuck to her neck, to her face. No shoes. Barefoot. Trainers dangling from one hand like an afterthought.

And the jacket.

Men's jacket. Oversized. Charcoal grey cashmere, Savile Row label at the collar - Jason could see it from here, cream silk lining against her throat. Too big for her. Sleeves past her wrists. Hung off one shoulder.

Alistair's.

She was wearing another man's fucking clothes. Walked out of his house, climbed into his car, and got driven home in his jacket like it was normal. Like she'd borrowed a jumper from a mate. Except Alistair wasn't a mate. Alistair was the man who'd fucked her four times last night and sent her home smelling like him, wrapped in him, claimed by him.

Jason's cock pulsed. Thick, urgent. Pre-cum wet against his boxers.

Emma stretched in the driveway. Rolled her shoulders, the jacket opening to show a strip of pale stomach. She looked loose. Fucked-out. Moved differently. Slower. Satisfied in a way Jason had never managed to make her.

The driver noticed Jason in the window. Nodded once. Professional. Routine. Like delivering Emma home after a night being fucked by his employer was just part of the job. Might as well be dropping off dry cleaning.

Jason forced himself to move. Legs shaky. Opened the front door before Emma reached it.

She looked up. Smiled. Tired, genuine, the kind of smile she used to give him on lazy Sunday mornings when they'd lie in bed doing nothing. Used to make his chest warm. Now it just made his cock pulse harder.

"Morning."

Her voice was rough. Hoarse. Scratchy.

Jason's brain supplied the image immediately: Emma screaming. Alistair's name. Four times. Throat raw from it.

Jason stepped aside. "Morning, love."

Emma walked past him into the hallway. Dropped her overnight bag by the stairs - it landed with a thud. Dropped her trainers, which clattered against the tiles, loud in the quiet house. She stretched again, arms over her head, groaning softly.

The sound went straight to Jason's groin.

Behind them, the Bentley's engine started. Jason glanced back. The driver was already reversing, turning smoothly on the gravel, disappearing down the lane. Gone. Job done.

Emma turned. Looked at him properly now. Her eyes were tired but bright. Skin flushed. Glowing. She smelled like expensive soap - something floral, citrus, nothing Jason recognised. And underneath: cologne. Sandalwood. Leather. Alistair's scent, clinging to her skin, her hair.

Jason's throat tightened. "How are you?"

"Knackered." Emma laughed. Rolled her neck, wincing slightly. "And starving. I need a shower. And food. Not necessarily in that order."

"I made brunch."

Her face lit up. Proper surprise. "You did?"

Jason nodded. Tried to smile. His mouth wouldn't cooperate.

Emma stepped closer. Wrapped her arms around him, hugged him tight. Her body was warm, soft, pressing into him. The jacket smelled like Alistair. Her hair smelled like Alistair. Everything about her smelled like she'd been wrapped in another man for hours.

Which she fucking had.

Jason's arms went round her automatically. Held her. His cock thickened against her stomach.

Emma pulled back. Smiled up at him. "You're the best."

Not good enough to fuck. But the best at making brunch. Jason swallowed the thought. Nearly choked on it.

Then he saw it. The love bite.

Dark purple bruise on the side of her neck, just below her ear. Unmistakable. The kind of mark a teenager leaves, sucking hard, claiming territory. Alistair had marked her. Deliberately. Wanted everyone to know. Wanted Jason to know.

Jason stared.

Emma followed his gaze. Touched the bruise, winced. "Yeah. Alistair got a bit carried away."

She laughed. Light. Not quite apologetic. Almost… proud.

Jason tried to laugh, too. The sound came out strangled, broken. His cock was fully hard now, pressing painfully against his zip, and Emma was standing right there, close enough to notice if she looked down.

She didn't look down.

"Come on." Emma grabbed his hand. Tugged him toward the kitchen. Her fingers were warm, dry. Familiar. "Show me this brunch."
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The kitchen gleamed in the autumn sun. Or maybe it didn't. Maybe Jason had just convinced himself it looked nice because he'd spent an hour arranging everything like a fucking idiot. He'd tried to make it look fancy, like something from a restaurant.

All of it pathetic.

Emma's eyes widened. "Jason. You did all this?"

He nodded. Couldn't speak.

"It's gorgeous."

She kissed his cheek. Quick, affectionate. The kind of kiss you give a brother, a friend. Maternal. Nothing sexual in it. Nothing like the way she must have kissed Alistair last night - tongue, teeth, moaning into his mouth while he fucked her.

They sat, and Jason poured champagne. Hands shaking slightly. The bottle clinked against the rim of the glass, and the bubbles fizzed, golden, expensive. Emma lifted her glass, sipped, and hummed with pleasure.

Then reached for the salmon.

Silence stretched. Thick, uncomfortable. Emma ate. Jason watched. He couldn't hold it in anymore.

"Did you…?" His voice cracked. He cleared his throat, tried again. "Did you and Alistair…?"

Emma set down her glass. Looked at him directly. Calm. Honest. No shame in her eyes. No guilt.

"Yes. We fucked."

Jason's breath caught.

"Four times."

Jason's brain spiralled. His cock pulsed.

Emma watched him. Reading his reaction. Cataloguing it. Her expression softened. Almost pitying. "Sienna explained it to me. You want to know, don't you?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't speak. Didn't trust his voice.

Emma sipped her champagne. Leaned back in her chair. Legs crossed. Casual. Like she was about to tell him about a yoga class.

Then she started talking.

"First time was right after yoga." She paused. Sipped again. "Before dinner. We went upstairs after a shower - his bedroom's fucking massive, by the way, four-poster bed, views over the lake, you should see it - and he pulled me onto the bed. Didn't ask. Just grabbed me and pulled me down."

She smiled. Remembering.

Jason gripped his champagne flute. Knuckles white. The stem bit into his palm. Might snap. Didn't.

"Missionary. Slow. He likes it slow at first, looking into my eyes." Emma's voice dropped. Softer. Almost dreamy. "Made me cum twice before he even finished. Twice, Jason. I didn't know I could cum like that. Didn't know it was possible."

Jason's throat closed. Couldn't breathe.

"What was it like?"

The words came out before he could stop them. Hoarse. Desperate. Pathetic.

Emma's eyes met his. She knew. Knew what he wanted. What he needed.

"He's big. Bigger than I've ever had, it filled me completely." Her voice was quiet. Honest. Devastating. "Every inch. I feel him in my stomach, Jason. Deep. And he just… kept going. Slow, deep, over and over until I was begging him to go faster. But he didn't. Just kept that same rhythm until I came screaming."

Jason's cock throbbed. Hard enough to hurt.

Emma wasn't finished.

"Second time was after dinner." She uncrossed her legs. Leaned forward. "I'd had wine. Felt bold. So I rode him at the table."

Jason's vision tunnelled. Just Emma's face, her mouth moving, the words spilling out.

"Rode him hard. Fast. Came screaming. Literally screaming, Jason. Sienna was downstairs - she probably heard. I didn't care. Couldn't stop. Just kept riding him until I couldn't anymore."

Sienna definitely heard. Sienna probably watched. Jason's mind supplied the image: Sienna in the doorway, hand in her knickers, watching Alistair fuck Emma, getting off on it.

Jason's hand trembled. Champagne sloshed in the glass.

“Third time later… after I sucked him. He taught me how to use my mouth properly, how to relax my throat.”

Jesus Christ. She took his cock in her throat?

"And then again this morning." Emma's voice dropped again. Quieter. Almost shy. "I woke up to Alistair's mouth between my legs. Didn't even know what was happening at first. Then I felt his tongue and I just… melted. He ate me out until I came, then fucked me from behind while I was still half-asleep."

Jason's cock throbbed so hard he thought he might cum right there. In his jeans. At the kitchen table. Listening to his wife describe another man fucking her, taking her.

Emma set down her glass. Looked at Jason. Direct. Unflinching.

"He's incredible, Jason."

Jason's throat closed.

"Better than-" Emma stopped herself.

Jason finished for her. Voice flat. Dead. "Better than me."

Emma didn't deny it, just nodded.

"Yes."

The word hung in the air. Yes. Simple. Honest. Final.

Silence.

Jason shifted in his chair. Couldn't hide how hard this made him. Didn't even try.

Emma glanced down. Saw it. Her eyes widened slightly. Then, understanding, a faint smile tugged at her lips. Not mocking. Knowing.

"You're hard. Sienna said you’d need to hear. Want to?"

Jason couldn't lie. Nodded.

Emma's smile widened. "She was right. You love this."

Jason's voice came out a whisper. Broken. "I think I do."

Emma leaned across the table. Kissed him. Long, slow, deep. Her mouth was warm, soft, her tongue sliding against his. She tasted like toothpaste. Mint. Fresh.

And underneath: something bitter. Musky.

Jason froze. Alistair's cum.

She'd sucked him off. Swallowed. Brushed her teeth but didn't rinse well enough. And now Jason was tasting it. Tasting another man's cock on his wife's tongue.

The bitterness coated Jason's mouth. Sank into his taste buds. He should pull back. Should stop. Should-

Jason moaned into her mouth. Kissed her harder. He chased the taste. Wanted more of it. More proof of what she’d done.

Emma pulled back. Smiled. Sat down. Picked up her fork like nothing had happened. "This is lovely, by the way. The brunch."

Jason's brain stuttered. Tried to catch up. "Thought you'd be hungry."

"Starving. Only had a light breakfast."

She said it innocently. Casual. Reached for the eggs, spooned them onto her plate.

Jason's brain supplied the image immediately. Alistair's cum. She had Alistair's cum for breakfast. Jason gripped the edge of the table. Knuckles white.

Emma ate. Oblivious.

Jason sat there. Lightheaded. Cock leaking pre-cum into his boxers, wet, sticky. He imagined it. Couldn't stop imagining it. Emma on her knees in Alistair's bedroom. Mouth full. Fucking swallowing. Licking her lips. Smiling. Never done that for me.

"Jason?"

He blinked. Emma was watching him, fork halfway to her mouth.

"You alright?"

Jason nodded. "Yeah. Fine."

Emma studied him. Then shrugged. Continued to eat.

Jason watched her. He couldn't eat. Could barely breathe. The smell of salmon turned his stomach, but his cock stayed hard. His body didn't care that his brain was breaking.

After a moment - how long? Jason didn't know, couldn't track time anymore - Emma set down her fork.

"I need a shower." She stood. Stretched. "Properly. I feel… broken."

She said it with a smile. Not a complaint. A boast.

Jason's cock pulsed.

Emma headed toward the stairs. Paused at the doorway. Looked back.

"Join me?"
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Emma turned the shower on full blast - always too hot, scalding, but Jason never said anything. Never adjusted it. Just let her have it the way she wanted.

Emma began to strip off her clothes.

Pulled off the jacket first - Alistair's jacket - dropped it on the floor. The sports bra next. Peeled it over her head, tossed it aside. Leggings. Stood naked in front of Jason.

Bruises, bites, marks. Everywhere.

Hips: finger marks. Four on each side. Dark purple shadows pressed into her pale skin. Jason could see where each finger had gripped, how hard he'd held her whilst he fucked her.

Inner thighs: bite marks. Deep purple crescents. Teeth impressions still visible. One on each thigh.

Breasts: faint red scratches. Nails dragging down. Not deep, but there.

Jason stared. Emma stepped into the shower. Didn't look back. "Coming?"

Jason stripped.

Jeans first. Fumbled with the zip, hands shaking. T-shirt. Boxers. His cock sprang free. Fully hard. Pre-cum already beading at the tip, glistening.

Emma glanced at it. Smiled faintly. Said nothing. Jason joined her in the shower.

She tilted her head back. Let the spray soak her hair, run down her face, her neck, her tits. Water streamed over the bruises on her hips. Didn't wash them away. Just made them darker. Finger-shaped shadows. Alistair's hands. Alistair's grip. Alistair's claim.

Jason grabbed the soap and started washing her, gently, like she might break. Like she hadn't spent the night being thrown around and getting fucked hard enough to bruise.

His hands moved over her shoulders. Down her back. Slick, soapy. He traced the curve of her spine, the dip at the small of her back. Down to her arse. The bruises were vivid under the water. He touched one with his thumb. Pressed lightly.

Alistair's handprint. Exact.

Emma sighed. Leaned into him. Almost purring.

"He can go for ages, you know."

Her voice was dreamy. Distant. Like she was talking to herself, not Jason.

"I didn't think that was real. Thought it was just… porn. But he really can. Just keeps going. Doesn't stop until I'm begging."

Jason's hands trembled. He soaped her breasts. Carefully. Avoided the scratches.

"And his cock." Emma's voice dropped. Quieter. Reverent.

"He's so big, Jason. I've never… I didn't know it could feel like that. Stretch me beyond what I thought possible."

Jason's breath caught. His own cock pressed against her arse as he washed her back. Rock hard. Leaking. The water washed it away immediately, but more came. Always more.

Emma turned in his arms. Looked down. Saw his erection. Reached down.

Wrapped her hand around it. Jason gasped, and his hips jerked forward. Couldn't help himself.

Emma squeezed once. Her hand was warm, wet, perfect. Then she released him and stepped back.

"I'm too sore, love."

Her voice was matter-of-fact. No apology. Just fact.

"He really… he went hard this morning."

She grabbed a towel. Stepped out of the shower.

Jason stood under the spray. Abandoned. Cock throbbing, aching, desperate. Water beat down on him. Hot. Relentless.

Too sore for me. Because Alistair fucked her so thoroughly, she can't take my average cock. And she's not even sorry.

"Come on."

Emma's voice, from the bedroom. Muffled through the steam. Jason turned off the water. Stood there. Dripping. Cock still hard.

He dried himself. Slowly. Mechanically. Pulled on his clothes. Jeans, t-shirt. Boxers still damp with pre-cum, but he put them on anyway.

Followed her downstairs.
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They sat at the kitchen table again; Emma sipped her champagne while she talked.

Animated. Happy. Glowing.

"Sienna's so lovely. She showed me the library - it's incredible, floor-to-ceiling books, some of them first editions, proper old ones. And the grounds. They've got a tennis court. Alistair said we could use it whenever we want."

We. I bet he meant himself and Emma.

Jason nodded. Sipped champagne. Tasted nothing.

"And Alistair's so generous." Emma poured herself more. The bottle was nearly empty now. "He's offered to introduce me to his yoga instructor for private sessions. She's trained Olympians, apparently. Can you imagine?"

More sessions. More time with Alistair. More nights away.

Emma reached across the table. Squeezed his hand. "I love you, you know."

Jason's throat tightened. "I know."

"None of this changes that."

Doesn’t it? God, I hope so. I'll pretend it hasn't. Because that's my job now. Support. Watch. Wank. Love her anyway.

"I know."

Emma smiled. Poured the last of the champagne into her glass. Laughed at something, Jason missed what she’d said; he was too busy watching her. The autumn light streamed through the window, turned her hair gold, and made her skin glow.

She looked happy. Happier than Jason had seen her in years. And all it took was another man's cock.

Jason lifted his glass. Drank. Smiled back. His face ached from it.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. Jason pulled it out under the table.

Sienna: How's brunch? Did she tell you everything? X




Jason typed back. One-handed. Thumb shaking.

Jason: Yes.




Sienna: Good boy. Next step: the club. Friday night. Alistair wants to show her off. You'll watch x




Jason stared at the screen. Friday.

He looked up. Emma was still talking. Still laughing. Still glowing. Something about the yoga instructor, about Pilates, about - Jason didn't know. Couldn't focus.

Jason set down his phone. Nodded along. Pretended to listen.


twelve
The Private Members' Club
Courtesy Call


The phone rang at eleven.

Jason was reading through beer recipes when Alistair's name lit up the screen. He’d been trying to decide on a brew to try for ages but couldn’t make a decision.

He answered. Stupid. Should've let it ring.

"Dinner at The Artemis Club tonight. Black tie."

Informing. Not inviting. Courtesy. As if Jason was the fucking help.

Jason opened his mouth. Brain stuttered. Nothing came out.

"It's in Mayfair." Alistair's voice was smooth. Unhurried. The voice of a man who'd never been told no in his life. "My driver will collect you both at seven. Be ready."

"Right. Yeah. I'll-"

"Good man."

The line went dead.

Jason sat there, phone still pressed to his ear. His cock thickened in his joggers. Just from Alistair's voice. Deep. Posh. Giving orders about Jason's wife – package her up, have her ready.

Downstairs, Emma laughed. Bright, girlish. She was on the phone. Probably Sienna. She’d probably known about tonight before Jason did.

He closed the laptop. Rested his forehead on the desk. Breathed.

His cock stayed half-mast.
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Ten minutes later, Jason went downstairs.

Emma in the kitchen, phone tucked between shoulder and ear, scrolling through her wardrobe app. Red-painted nails flicking across the screen.

"…yes, the black one, I think. Backless. Will that work?" Pause. Laugh. "Perfect. See you tonight."

She hung up. Turned, beaming at him.

"Did Alistair call?"

Jason nodded. Throat tight.

"Isn't it amazing? The Artemis Club! Sienna says it's impossible to get into. And Alistair got us a table!"

Us. Like she was including him. But it wasn't 'us.' It was them. Jason was luggage.

Emma kissed his cheek, already moving past him toward the stairs. Perfume trailing. Something new. Expensive. Sienna's choice, probably.

"I need to start getting ready. What are you wearing?"

Jason blinked. "Uh… suit?"

"Black tie, babe. Tux. Do you even have one?"

He didn't.

"Order one. Same-day delivery. Moss Bros."

She disappeared upstairs. Water running. Humming something low and happy.

Getting ready. For him.
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Now it was quarter past eight, and Jason sat in a corner booth at The Artemis Club.

Mahogany panelling. Velvet. Jazz trio playing somewhere he couldn't see. Soft brass, double bass, a woman's voice, low and sultry. The kind of place where waiters moved like ghosts and everyone spoke in murmurs.

The table was round. Small. Intimate. Too fucking intimate.

The booth curved around three sides, trapping them. Jason's knee almost touched Sienna's under the table. He could see everything. Emma's face. Alistair's hand was resting on hers. The faint flush creeping up her neck.

Emma wore the black dress Sienna had approved. Backless, plunging neckline, silk clinging to every curve. No bra. Jason could see her nipples through the fabric when the candlelight caught it right. Faint shadows. Hard little peaks. Hair down, glossy, tumbling over bare shoulders. Red lipstick.

Alistair's favourite. Jason knew that now.

She looked like someone else. Not his wife. Someone confident. Sexual. A woman who got fingered at dinner and kissed men who weren't her husband and didn't even glance at Jason unless she was asking permission she didn't need.

Owned.

Alistair raised his champagne flute. Crystal caught the light.

"To new friendships."

Glass clinked. Emma's eyes stayed on Alistair, hungry. Jason's hand trembled as he lifted his glass. The champagne sloshed, just a little. Sienna noticed. Her lips curved.

"Relax, darling. Enjoy the evening."

Relax. While his wife sat beside her lover in public. While strangers at the next table could see. While Jason's cock was so hard he couldn't stand up if he tried.

Jason sipped champagne. Tasted nothing. Just cold bubbles.

A waiter approached. Older man, discreet, silver hair slicked back.

"Lord Greaves. A pleasure, as always."

Alistair didn't look at the menu. Didn't even glance down.

"The tasting menu for four. More champagne to start. Krug. Then the '09 Burgundy with the lamb."

The waiter nodded. Departed. Silent.

He didn't ask. Didn't even glance at the menu. Just ordered. For all of them.

Sienna leaned close. Her breath was warm against Jason's ear.

"He has exquisite taste. You'll love it."

Her hand landed on Jason's thigh. Beneath the tablecloth. She was touching him under the table, while Alistair touched Emma. His arm around her, hand on her shoulder, thumb stroking bare skin, slow circles that made Emma's breathing change. They were mirrored. Sienna handled Jason. Alistair handled Emma.

Jason's cock throbbed. He shifted. The fabric of his trousers pulled tight.

The waiter returned with bottles. Two of them. Complimentary, he said. "On the house for Lord Greaves." Poured the champagne first. Krug, as ordered. Then offered tastes of the red.

Alistair tasted both. Swirled, sniffed, sipped. Nodded once.

The waiter filled glasses.

Even the wine was free for him. He didn't pay. Didn't ask. The world just gave. Jason sat there with a £200 watch he'd bought to feel rich, and Alistair got thousand-pound bottles for fucking free.

Emma sipped champagne. Looked at Alistair like he'd hung the moon.

"This is incredible."

"You're incredible."

Emma blushed. Looked down. Glowing.

Jason watched; it was all he could do now.
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Dinner blurred. Courses came. Went. Jason couldn't have named them all if someone put a gun to his head.

Seared scallops. Something with duck. Lamb so tender it fell apart.

He tasted none of it. Just chewed. Swallowed. Watched.

Alistair's hand on Emma's wrist, guiding her fork to her mouth. Fucking feeding her. She opened her lips, let him slide the fork in, and closed her eyes. Moaned. Soft. Barely audible. But Jason heard.

Sienna's hand on Jason's cock through his trousers. She'd unzipped him halfway through the lamb. Didn't ask. Just reached over, tugged the zip down, slid her hand inside. Cool fingers wrapping around him. Just holding him. Not stroking. Just keeping him there. On the edge.

Jason came close twice. Balls tight. Cock pulsing. Sienna squeezed. Stopped him.

"Not yet."

The table beside them - two couples, fifties, wealthy as fuck - they noticed. Jason saw the woman nudge her husband. Tilt her head toward their booth.

They knew. Everyone knew.
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Dessert arrived. A waiter Jason hadn't seen before set down four plates. Chocolate fondant, gold leaf, raspberry coulis pooled around the base.

Alistair picked up his spoon. Scooped a bite. Turned to Emma.

Oh fuck. He was going to-

"Open."

Emma parted her lips. Leaned forward. Took the spoon into her mouth. Tongue curling around it. Eyes closing. She moaned. Louder this time.

Jason heard it. So did the couple at the next table. So did the man at the bar nursing a whisky.

Alistair withdrew the spoon. His thumb brushed her lower lip. Wiped the chocolate away. Emma's tongue flicked out. Licked his thumb. Slow. Deliberate. Sucked it into her mouth.

She just licked his thumb. In public. In front of me. In front of strangers. Jason's cock was so hard he might black out.

Alistair's hand slid from Emma's face to her neck. Rested there. Fingers curling around her throat. Not squeezing, just holding. Possessive. His thumb stroking her pulse.

Emma's breathing deepened. Her chest rose and fell, nipples visible through silk. She leaned into the touch. Into his hand. Like she needed it to breathe.

Sienna's hand on Jason's cock squeezed. Once. Firm. She leaned close. Lips brushing his ear.

"Watch. She's beautiful like this."

Jason couldn't look away.

Alistair's free hand - left hand, his right still on Emma's neck - slid beneath the table.

Landed on Emma's thigh. The table was glass-topped. He could see it. Alistair's hand, pale against Emma's black dress, sliding higher. Fingers disappearing under silk.

Emma shifted. Parted her legs. She was letting him. Opening her legs. Under the table. In public. Jesus fucking Christ.

"You're exquisite tonight."

Emma's voice came out breathless. Wrecked already. "Thank you."

"I can feel how wet you are." Said it like he was commenting on the weather. Calm. Casual.

Emma gasped. Nodded. Bit her lip.

Jason's stomach twisted. His cock leaked. More pre-cum. Sienna's palm must be slick with it now.

The woman at the next table was watching openly. Leaned toward her husband. Whispered something. Both of them were staring, not even trying to hide it.

They were watching Jason's wife get fingered by another man. At a Mayfair club. At a table ten feet away. And Jason was sitting there with another woman's hand on his cock, and he was so hard he couldn't breathe.

The couple exchanged glances. Knowing. Amused. The woman smiled at him, not with shock, approval.

A man at the bar; alone, fifties, expensive watch glinting - turned on his stool. Watched Emma and Alistair for a few seconds. Raised his whisky glass. Silent salute.

They knew. They'd seen this before. This club. This was what happened here. Wealthy men. Other men's wives. Cuckolds in rented tuxes. Jason wasn't special. He was typical.

Sienna's lips brushed Jason's ear again. Her breath warm. Wine-sweet.

"They know what you are."

Pause. Her hand squeezed his cock. Not hard. Just enough.

"And they approve."

Jason's stomach flipped. His cock leaked. More cum soaking into her palm, adding to the mess already there. They know. Everyone fucking knows. The couple. The waiter. The man at the bar. And they approve.

Sienna was right. She was always right.

Sienna released him. Took her time wiping her hand on her napkin. Delicate. Like she'd just touched something mildly unpleasant. Folded the napkin. Placed it beside her plate.

"Ladies' room, Emma?"

Emma blinked. Dazed. Looked at Alistair. Seeking permission. Alistair nodded. Withdrew his hand from between her legs. Slow. Fingers glistening.

"Go."

Emma stood unsteadily, face flushed. Fucked-looking. Sienna stood, linked arms with her. Both walked toward the back of the club. Past the bar. Toward a corridor Jason couldn't see.

Sienna glanced back once. Caught Jason's eye. Fucking winked! He was alone with Alistair.

Jason tucked himself back into his trousers. Clumsy. Shaking. Fingers slippery. Zipped up. Reached for his wine glass. Needed something to do with his hands. Needed something to ground himself before he came right there in his fucking seat.

Alistair watched him, pure calm, with an amused look. Like Jason was a kid who'd just figured out a magic trick. Jason's voice came out tight, trying to sound firm and failing.

"She's still my wife."

Alistair sipped his wine. Didn't even blink.

"Of course. But I fuck her. Whenever I wish. You may get to watch. Or listen. Or clean up after. That's the arrangement."

"There's no arrangement. This is-"

"Don't lie to yourself, boy."

Alistair's voice stayed calm. Matter-of-fact. Like he was explaining the menu.

"You agreed. Every time you said nothing, you agreed. Every time Sienna sent you a photo and you wanked to it, you agreed. Every time Emma came home smelling like my cologne and you kissed her anyway, you agreed."

He was right. Jason had agreed. Did agree. He was hard right now. What did that make him?

Alistair leaned forward. Just slightly. Voice dropping.

"I don't take things that aren't offered. Emma wants this. You want this. I'm simply facilitating."

Jason couldn't respond. He hated him. Wanted to punch him. Wanted to flip the table. Wanted to drag Emma out of here and never come back.

Also wanted to hear more, to offer his wife to him. Whatever he wanted.

Alistair leaned back. Satisfied. A man who'd won and knew it.

"She's extraordinary. You're fortunate I'm willing to share her with you."

Jason processed this. Brain stuttering. The words not making sense.

"Share her? She's my-"

"I still allow you to sleep beside her. I'm not keeping her totally to myself. You still have her most nights. That's generous, don't you think?"

He was right. Emma came home. She still shared Jason's bed. He still got to hold her, even if he didn't get to fuck her anymore. Even if she smelled like Alistair. He still had that, and he should be thankful.

Jason said nothing. Drank his wine like a good boy. Hated himself for agreeing silently.

Sienna and Emma returned.

Walking slowly, arms linked – two women sharing the same man. Whispering to each other, heads close.

Sienna's lipstick was smudged, a faint trace on her chin. Red. Emma's shade. Emma's lipstick was gone. Lips bare

Wait. When did she take it off? In the bathroom. Sienna's mouth. Fuck. They sat. Emma beside Alistair. Sienna sat back beside Jason.

Sienna spoke to the table. Casual. Like she was commenting on the dessert.

"I kissed her. Thought you should know."

Silence.

The jazz trio played on. Soft trumpet. Brushes on snare. Alistair raised an eyebrow. Amused. Approving.

"Did you kiss back?"

Alistair asked this calmly. Looking at Emma.

Emma looked at Jason. Just a flicker. Her eyes were already apologising before her mouth opened. Guilty. Defiant. Aroused. All three at once.

"Yes."

She kissed Sienna. In the bathroom. And she was telling him. No. Sienna was telling him. And Emma was just confirming it. Like it was normal. Like Jason should've expected it.

Alistair smiled. Predatory.

"Then it's my turn. Only fair."

Alistair turned Emma's face toward him. Hand cupping her jaw. Thumb stroking her cheekbone.

Leaned in, and she parted her lips in welcome. Not a peck. Not gentle. Deep. Possessive. Tongues visible. Mouths open. Wet sounds reaching Jason’s ears.

His hand slid into her hair. Gripped. Controlled the angle. Tilted her head back, and Emma melted, her hands going to his chest, fisting his shirt. She moaned into his mouth.

People at nearby tables heard. Jason saw heads turn. The couple beside them was still staring. The man at the bar intently watching. A waiter paused mid-step, tray balanced, watching for three seconds before moving on.

The kiss lasted twenty agonising seconds. Jason counted. Couldn't stop counting. Couldn't look away.

When Alistair pulled back, there was a thin strand of saliva connecting their lips. Glistening. Stretching. Breaking.

Emma's eyes were half-closed. Dazed. Mouth open, panting.

Sienna's hand returned to his lap. Slid beneath the tablecloth without him noticing. Found him already straining against the fabric.

She didn't unzip him this time. Just rested her palm there.

Alistair turned his head. Looked directly at Jason across the table. Calm. Composed. A man who'd just kissed his wife in public and knew there'd be no consequences.

"Do you object?"

Silence.

The jazz trio played on. Soft piano now. Melancholy. Glasses clinked somewhere. Laughter from another table. The world continued.

Jason opened his mouth, but his brain froze. Nothing came out. Alistair waited. Patient. Calm. A man who knew the answer already.

Sienna leaned close to Jason's ear, while her hand pressed down on his cock. Not stroking. Just holding him there. Keeping him on the edge. Owning him.

Whispered, barely audible: "Tell him you don't. Add Sir."

Fuck off! Say no. Tell him to stop. Tell him she's mine. Except she wasn't. Not anymore. Maybe never truly was. And Sienna knew. She knew Jason couldn't say no. She knew he wouldn't.

Jason's voice broke. Barely above a whisper. Strangled.

"I don't object. Sir."

The words hung in the air, final and damning. Emma's eyes widened. She'd been holding her breath waiting.

Now she exhaled. Relief. Excitement. Gratitude. All three.

Alistair smiled. Nodded once.

"Good man."

Sienna's hand tightened on Jason's cock. Once. A single, deliberate squeeze through the fabric. That was all it took.

Jason came.

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus fucking Christ. Cumming. At the table. In public. While his wife sat beside her lover. While strangers watched. Cumming, and he couldn't stop, and he didn't want to stop.

Jason's breath hitched. He gripped the table edge. Knuckles white. Nails digging into wood.

His hips jerked. Once. Subtle. But Sienna felt it. Of course she did.

She kept her hand there. Feeling him pulse. Feeling the wet heat spread. Feeling every shameful throb. She didn't pull away. Didn't react.

Just held him through it. Like she was doing him a favour.

When it was over - when Jason slumped, spent, shaking - Sienna withdrew her hand. Slow. Took her time, then wiped her palm on her napkin. Delicate. Precise. Folded it ladylike and placed it beside her plate.

Glanced at Jason and smiled but said nothing.

Emma was still watching Alistair. Face flushed. Lips parted. Breathing hard.

Alistair's hand had returned to her thigh beneath the table. Resting there. Claiming. Neither of them acknowledged what just happened to Jason.

But the faint curve of Alistair's mouth suggested he knew. Of course he knew.

He was a cuckold. Sienna was right. That was what he was. That was what this was. He'd never been harder. Never cum faster. Never felt more ashamed.

And he'd do it again. Fuck. He'd do it again right now.

Jason's trousers were damp. Cooling. Sticky. The wet patch spreading, fabric clinging to his cock. Uncomfortable. Shameful. Every shift reminded him.

He reached for his wine glass. Drained it. Needed something. Anything.

The waiter returned. Placed a leather folio beside Alistair's elbow. Discreet. Alistair didn't open it. Just slid a black Amex inside without looking. The waiter took it. Returned two minutes later.

Alistair signed. Added a tip. Jason caught a glimpse. £200 on a bill that was at least £800.

He paid. Of course he did. Jason didn't even reach for his wallet. Didn't offer. Because he wasn't the host. He was the guest. The accessory. The cuckold husband who came in his trousers while his wife got fingered at dinner.

Alistair stood. Smoothed his jacket.

"Shall we?" Offered his hand to Emma. She took it. Stood. Graceful. Like she'd been doing this her whole life.

Sienna stood. Composed. Perfect.

Jason stood last. Unsteady on his feet. Tried to adjust his jacket to hide the damp patch on his trousers and totally failed. Only the fact that they were black saved him from total embarrassment.

Alistair led. Emma on his arm. Her hand resting on his forearm. Possessive. Claiming him as much as he claimed her. Sienna and Jason followed two steps behind.

The couple at the next table watched them leave. The woman smiled at Emma. Like they were in a club together.

A waiter stepped aside. Held the door. His gaze flicked to Jason for half a second.

Pity? Amusement? Jason couldn't tell.

Everyone knew. They could see it. Alistair's hand on Emma's waist. Her body leaning into his. Sienna beside Jason like a handler. Jason trailing behind, smelling like cum and shame. This was what people saw.

Finally outside, a Mayfair street. Cool October night. Air sharp. Smelled like rain and exhaust fumes. Alistair's Bentley was waiting at the kerb. The driver was standing beside it. Door already open.

"Let's go home."

Alistair said this to Emma. Not a question.

Emma looked at Jason. Just a flicker. Her eyes were already apologising before her mouth opened.

"Is that... okay?"

The pause was tiny. But Jason heard it. The moment she almost didn't ask. Because she'd already decided.

Jason nodded. Mute. Throat too tight to speak.

"Yeah. Fine."

Emma kissed his cheek, like he was a child being sent to bed while the grown-ups talked.

"See you tomorrow."

She got into the Bentley. Alistair followed, and the door closed. The car glided away, disappearing into Mayfair traffic.

Gone.

Sienna stood beside Jason. Watching the car disappear. "You did well tonight."

Jason couldn't look at her. Stared at the pavement. At his shoes. At the wet patch on his trousers, visible even in the streetlight.

"I came in my trousers."

"I know."

Pause.

"Your Uber's three minutes away."

She'd already ordered it. Of course, she had.
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Black Toyota Prius. The driver didn't speak, but a radio played soft pop. Ed Sheeran, or maybe someone else. Jason didn't know, didn't fucking care.

London streets blurred past. Streetlights. Traffic. Expensive shops giving way to residential roads. She kissed Sienna. In the bathroom. Then Alistair kissed her. In front of everyone. And Jason said he didn't object. Called him Sir.

Sienna held Jason's cock while he came, and Emma didn't even notice because she was too busy staring at Alistair like he'd invented oxygen. She was in his car now. His hand was probably already between her legs. Or maybe he was making her wait. Making her beg. Making her say please.

Jason should hate this. He did hate this. But he was hard. Again. Still. Always fucking hard now.

Sienna called him special. Said he was rare. Told him most men couldn't handle this.

She was right. Most men would've hit Alistair. Would've dragged Emma out. Would've filed for divorce on Monday.

But Jason didn't. Wouldn't. Because this was what he was. He stared out the window. Saw his reflection in the glass. Pale. Hollow-eyed. Ashamed, but knowing he wanted more.


thirteen
Sienna's Gifts
Pavlov's Cuckold


Jason sat at the kitchen island watching Emma glide through the room like she owned the place. She did. They both did, technically. The lottery had bought this house, this whole fucking life, but it didn't feel like his anymore. Felt like Alistair's. Or Sienna's, maybe. Emma was just a guest now, stopping by between weekends at the estate. Between fucks.

Emma wore tight black jeans and a cream cashmere jumper. Expensive. Sienna's taste. Her overnight bag sat by the hallway mirror, already packed. She'd done it last night, humming while she folded the Agent Provocateur lingerie, the silk dress Alistair had complimented at the club. Jason had watched from the bedroom doorway, cock half-hard, mouth dry.

She hadn't asked if he minded. She didn't ask anymore.

"I'm staying at Alistair's tonight."

Simple statement. She didn't even look up from the coffee pot. Could've been announcing a Tesco run. Could've been asking him to put the bins out.

Jason's cock thickened in his grey joggers. Immediate. Fucking inevitable. Christ, he hated that. Hated that his body had learned this: Emma leaving meant hard-on incoming. Pathetic. But his cock didn't care about self-loathing. It cared about Alistair's hands on her, Alistair's cock inside her, Alistair's cum dripping out of her when she came home tomorrow.

And it was already leaking.

"Sienna suggested making a weekend of it. I'll be back tomorrow afternoon."

"Right. Yeah. That's fine."

The words came out easy. Practised. Jason had said them so many times now they didn't even catch in his throat anymore.

Emma glanced at him. Smiled warmly, but the kind of smile you'd give a child who'd just agreed to eat their vegetables without a fuss.

Good boy, Jason.

"What'll you do today?"

Jason shrugged, gripping his mug so hard his knuckles went white.

"Thought I'd sort the outhouse. Set up the brewing gear. Got all the equipment delivered yesterday. Fermenter, mash tun, boiler, bags of hops and malt. Need to organise it. Maybe head to B&Q, pick up some shelving."

Emma nodded. Distracted. Already scrolling her phone, thumb moving slow and steady across the screen. Her lips twitched. Faint smile tugging at the corners.

"That's nice, love."

She wasn't listening. Her mind was on Alistair's cock. Jason could see it in the way her eyes glazed over, the way her breathing slowed. She was already there, already imagining it.

"You'll enjoy that. Keep you busy."

Busy. Right. Busy thinking about her getting fucked while he assembled shelves and pretended hops mattered. Busy jerking off to the mental image of her on her knees, Alistair's cock in her mouth, Sienna watching from the bed.

Busy going fucking insane.

Emma drained her coffee, set the mug in the sink, and kissed his forehead. Quick. Perfunctory. The kind of kiss you'd give a flatmate on your way out the door.

"I'll just finish getting ready. Alistair's picking me up at half eight."

She disappeared upstairs. Jason sat alone, tea untouched, cock half-hard, staring at the space where she'd been.

She's going to him for half the fucking weekend. And I'm sitting here with an erection, nodding like an idiot. I hope Sienna gets in touch. Need to know what's happening. Need to keep busy. Need to stop thinking about it. As if!
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Jason carried Emma's bag to the door, being the good delivery boy. She followed, checking her reflection in the hallway mirror one last time. Adjusting her hair. Smoothing her jumper over her hips. Making sure she looked perfect for him.

Not for Jason. For Alistair.

Outside, the Bentley's engine purred, but Alistair didn't even bother getting out. Just leaned across from the driver's seat and popped the passenger door open from inside. Confident. Casual. Effortless.

Like he'd done this a hundred times before. It already felt like he had.

Emma hugged Jason. Long. Warm. Her perfume wrapped around him like a ghost. Jason breathed it in, memorised it, knowing he'd smell it on her pillow tonight, knowing he'd press his face into it while he jerked off.

"Love you. Have a good day."

Jason's throat tightened. He nodded. Mumbled something that might've been "you too" but probably wasn't.

Emma pulled back. Smiled. Turned and walked to the car.

She slid into the passenger seat, laughing at something Alistair said before the door even closed. Jason saw it. Alistair's hand on her thigh. Then the Bentley rolled away. Emma's laughter floating through the closed window, already distant, already belonging to Alistair.

Jason stood in the doorway. Watched until the car disappeared around the bend. Watched until the sound faded into nothing.

She's in his car now. Sitting beside him. Smiling at him. Laughing. And I'm standing here, hard as a fucking rock, watching her go. Good boy. Pathetic boy.
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Jason walked out to the garden, hands shoved deep in his pockets, breath misting in the mid-October air. The outhouse stood at the far end of the lawn, red brick, ivy creeping up one side, unused for years until Jason had decided he needed a hobby. Needed something to fill the hours Emma spent with Alistair. Needed to stop wanking himself raw.

Inside, cardboard boxes sat stacked where the delivery driver had left them yesterday. Steel fermenter with a heating jacket. Water pumps. Tubing. Heavy insulated mash tun. Two sacks of grain, pale malt spilling from a tear in the plastic. Clear bags stuffed with green hops, pungent and earthy.

Equipment he'd researched obsessively for a week. Ordered in a frenzy. Convinced it would distract him.

It wouldn't.

Jason unpacked the fermenter first. Heavy. Cold stainless steel. He set it on the workbench, tore open the instruction manual, scanned diagrams of valves and temperature controls.

His mind drifted.

She's there now. At the estate. Maybe they've already started. Maybe Alistair's got her in bed. Or maybe they're taking their time. Building anticipation. Maybe Sienna's watching. Maybe she's touching herself.

Jason checked his phone. No messages.

He unpacked the mash tun next. A big plastic cool box. The grain sacks split more when he dragged them across the concrete floor, pale malt scattering everywhere. He swept it up with his hands, movements automatic, brain a thousand miles away.

Why hasn't she texted yet?
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By midday, Jason had organised half the equipment and achieved fuck-all. He gave up. Went inside. Ordered curry online because he couldn't be arsed to cook. Chicken tikka masala, pilau rice, naan. The smell filled the kitchen when it arrived, rich and spiced, but Jason tasted nothing. He ate standing at the counter, shovelling food into his mouth, phone beside him.

Still nothing.

He moved to the lounge. Fired up Netflix. Scrolled endlessly through thumbnails. Settled on some crime documentary. A murder in Yorkshire. Forensic evidence. Watched ten minutes. Absorbed nothing. His brain was at the estate, imagining Emma on her back, legs spread, Alistair between them.

She's there now. Maybe they've already started. Maybe Alistair's got her upstairs. Maybe he's fucking her right now.

Fuck.
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Jason's phone buzzed, and his heart kicked hard against his ribs. He grabbed it, hands shaking.

Sienna: Afternoon, darling. Emma's settling in beautifully. Alistair's very pleased x




That was it. No photo. No details, no reward. Just enough to restart Jason's imagination. Just enough to keep him hooked. Jason sat on the sofa, phone in his hand, cock straining against his joggers, reading the message over and over.

Settling in beautifully. What did that mean? Was she naked already? Was Alistair inside her? Was Sienna in the room, watching, taking notes for later?

Alistair's very pleased. Pleased with what? Emma's tits? Her arse? The way she sucked his cock? The way she moaned his name?

Jason didn't reply. Didn't know what to say. What could he say? Thanks for letting me know you're watching my wife get fucked?

Sienna didn't expect a reply. She was just feeding the addiction. Drip-feeding him enough to keep him desperate. And it was working.

Jason tried to distract himself. Went for a walk around the local woods, hands in pockets, breath misting. Came back after ten minutes, checking his phone. Nothing.

He sat in the lounge again. Scrolled Instagram. Avoided Emma's account. Saw a post from Sienna. Photo of the estate gardens, all autumn gold and crimson leaves, caption: Autumn bliss. Comments full of her posh friends praising the view.

By half four, Jason couldn't pretend anymore. He went upstairs and shut the bedroom door. Lay down on Emma's side of the bed, face pressed into her pillow. Her perfume was there. Something floral Sienna had bought her. Expensive. The kind of scent Alistair probably had his face buried in right now.

Shoved his joggers down, didn't even bother taking them off. His cock was already hard, already leaking, already desperate. He wrapped his fist around it and started stroking. Fast. Graceless. No technique, no build-up, just need.

He imagined Alistair on top of Emma. Imagined her legs wrapped around his back, heels digging into his arse, pulling him deeper. Imagined Alistair's cock, bigger, thicker, better, stretching her, filling her, making her moan his name. Not Jason's name.

Imagined Sienna in the corner. Legs splayed wide, hand between her thighs, watching. Smiling while taking photos.

Jason came in under a minute. Spilled across his stomach, his chest, his hand. His hips jerked, his breath caught, and then it was over. He lay there, cum cooling on his skin, going tacky in the October air. Staring at the ceiling.

I came thinking about my wife getting fucked by another man. And in a couple of hours, I'll do it again. And again. Why does this turn me on so much? Why can't I be normal?
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Jason microwaved leftovers for dinner. Yesterday’s shepherd’s pie congealed and tasteless. Ate it standing at the kitchen counter, phone beside him.

Eight o'clock. Still no new messages.

The silence was worse than the teasing. He was conditioned to expect something by now. Sienna had trained him well. So instead he showered and then sat in the lounge in clean joggers and a t-shirt. Tried to read. A thriller he'd bought months ago, never cracked. Got through three pages. Retained nothing.

Half nine, Jason poured himself a whisky. Neat. Drank it too fast. Felt the burn in his chest, the warmth spreading through his limbs. Poured another.

He heard every creak of the floorboards, every gust of wind rattling the windows. The silence amplified his thoughts, made them louder, sharper, more intrusive.

She's fucking him again now. Definitely. Dinner's over. They're upstairs. Alistair's undressing her. She's letting him. She wants it. And I'm sitting here drinking alone, waiting for Sienna to throw me a fucking bone

.
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Jason was half-asleep on the sofa, whisky glass empty beside him, when his phone buzzed.

He sat up. Heart pounding.

Sienna: Still awake, darling? x




First time he'd replied all day.

Jason: Yes.




Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Sienna: Good boy. Sleep well. She's asleep now, exhausted x




That was it? No photo. No video. Just confirmation.

She's with him. Sleeping in his bed. Naked, probably. Alistair's cum still inside her, leaking onto the sheets. And I'm here, alone, hard, pathetic. Sienna knows. She's doing this on purpose. Making me wait. Making me crave it.

He went upstairs. Couldn't sleep, just lay in bed, their bed, but it felt like his lonely bed now. Emma's bed was at Alistair's.

Jason's hand moved under the duvet.

He cleaned up in the ensuite. Looked in the mirror. Saw a cuckold staring back.

Tomorrow she'll come home. Glowing. Marked. Fucked. And I'll ask her how it was. And she'll tell me. And I'll get hard again. Can't fucking help myself now.
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Emma Returns

A car horn honked from the driveway.

Jason's head snapped up. He'd been crouched in the outbuilding, trying to make sense of the wooden shelving instructions, Scandinavian flat-pack bollocks that made no sense even with the pictures. His hand throbbed under the plaster. He'd sliced it open on the plastic wrapping an hour ago, kept working anyway. Blood had soaked through the white cotton. He hadn't bothered changing it.

An engine cut out, and the sound of a car door shutting.

She's home.

The screwdriver dropped from Jason's hand, clattered on concrete. He wiped his good hand on his joggers and headed for the house. Not quite running, but still desperate. His pulse kicked in his throat. He'd been checking the drive every ten minutes since noon. Like a dog waiting, ears pricked. Pathetic, yeah, but his body didn't care.

There she was, her silk blouse was wrinkled, untucked on one side. Skirt creased. Hair loose around her shoulders, messy. Makeup smudged under her eyes.

And there. Just below her left ear. Another fucking love bite. Dark purple against her pale throat.

Alistair had marked her. Again. Put his mouth on her skin and sucked hard enough to bruise, hard enough to leave proof. Does he do it just to fuck with me? Show me what he does to my wife? And she wasn't hiding it. Walking toward Jason with Alistair's claim on display.

Jason waited at the front door, opened it before she reached the step.

"Hey."

Emma smiled. Knackered. But real. "Hey."

She stepped inside, dropped her overnight bag by the stairs. Kissed him. Her lips tasted like mint toothpaste, strong, like she'd brushed twice. But underneath. Salt. Musk. Something unmistakable.

Alistair's cum.

"You okay?" Emma pulled back. Her eyes caught on his hand. "What happened?"

Jason looked down. The plaster, blood seeping through at the edge. "Just the brewery stuff. Cut myself on some plastic."

"Jason, you need to be more-"

"It's fine." Sharper than he meant. He softened his voice. "It's nothing. How was your night?"

Emma's expression shifted. Something passed behind her eyes. Guilt? Satisfaction? Jason couldn't tell. Maybe both.

"Exhausting," she said. "I need a shower."

She turned. Headed for the stairs. Jason followed. His cock stirred in his joggers. Already. Fucking traitor. She smells different. Looks different. Moves different these days.

Emma went straight to the ensuite. Jason sat on the edge of the bed. Knees bouncing. Hands clenched. Couldn't stay still.

The ensuite door opened. Emma stood framed in the doorway. Her fingers went to her blouse. Slow. Not a show. Just tired. Stripping off the day. Jason watched, glad for even this.

The blouse came off. Then the bra. Her heavy tits spilled free, nipples still faintly pink, like they'd been sucked recently. Were they darker? Jason stared at the mark above her left breast. A love bite. Teeth marks still visible. Fading. But there.

Emma stepped out of her skirt. Stood in just her knickers. Black lace. Expensive ones which Sienna had bought her. Jason's eyes mapped every mark. Couldn't help it. Compulsive. Evidence of his growing shame: Bruises on her hips. Four finger-shaped marks on each side. Perfectly spaced. Alistair's hands. He'd gripped her there. Held her down. Pulled her onto his cock. Left his fucking prints. Her inner thighs were red. Stubble burn. Faint but visible. Alistair had gone down on her, pressed his face between her legs. Made her scream while his stubble scraped her raw.

Emma caught him staring. Didn't cover up, held his gaze proudly.

"You can ask."

Jason swallowed. His throat clicked. His cock was hard now, pressing against his zip, tenting his joggers. Emma's eyes flicked down. Back up.

Ask what? How many times? How hard? Did you scream his name, did he make you beg, did you come on his cock or his tongue or his fingers? Jason could see it already. The marks told the story. She'd been fucked. Properly. Thoroughly. And he was so hard he couldn't think, couldn't form words that weren't tell me everything.

She leaned in. Kissed him. Deeper this time. Jason opened his mouth. Tasted that salt and musk of Alistair's cum. She'd swallowed him recently, brushed her teeth after, but not well enough. Jason was tasting him. Tasting Alistair in his wife's mouth.

Jason's hips jerked. No control. His cock pulsed, his balls clenched, and he was coming. Fuck. Fuck. Spilling hot into his joggers, wet and thick, soaking through while Emma's tongue was still in his mouth. Untouched. Just from her taste. From Alistair's taste.

Brutal. Humiliating. But he couldn't stop it.

Emma pulled back. Surprised. Not shocked. Looked down at the wet patch spreading across his joggers. Looked back at his face.

"You came."

"Sorry. I-"

"Don't." She cut him off. Soft. Not unkind. "It's okay."

Jason sat there. Couldn't breathe properly. Cum cooling in his trousers, sticky, seeping through to his thigh. His face burned. Emma watched him. Not disgusted. Worse than disgusted. She looked... what? Amused? Pitying? Understanding?

Fuck.

Emma stood and stepped into the ensuite. Didn't close the door. Jason sat frozen as the shower started, steam rolling out into the bedroom.

The steam carried her scent. Soap. Sweat. Something underneath. Musk. Alistair's cologne. Sandalwood and cedar and expensive shit Jason couldn't afford. Jason could see her silhouette through the frosted glass. Blurred. Moving. Her hands sliding over her body. Washing. Scrubbing. She's washing him off. Alistair. His sweat. His cum. His claim.

Jason's cock stirred. Impossible. He'd just come. His body didn't give a shit.

He heard Emma sigh under the spray. Imagined her hands between her thighs, washing away the proof. The soreness. The ache. Three times in twelve hours. Alistair's cock stretching her. Filling her. Making her scream. Bigger than Jason. Lasted longer. Made her come harder.

Water shut off. Steam billowed. Emma stepped out, towel wrapped under her arms, hair dripping. She sat beside him again. Smelled like expensive shower gel now. Floral. Clean.

But Jason swore he could still smell Alistair underneath. In her pores. Permanent.

"You okay?"

"Yeah."

"You can ask me anything." Emma's voice was gentle. "I'll tell you. I don't want to hide things. You're still my husband."

Jason stared at his hands. His bandaged palm. Fingers trembling.

"Was it... good?"

Emma nodded. "Really good."

"Better than-" He couldn't finish.

Emma knew what he was asking. "I won’t lie. Yes, mind-blowing."

God that stung, but he needed to hear it. Needed to hear the truth. She probably came at least three times with Alistair. When was the last time Jason made her come once?

"He's... bigger. Lasts longer. Treats me like a lady and uses me like a slut. But Jason, that's not-"

"It's okay." Jason cut her off. Couldn't hear it. "I know."

Emma kissed his forehead, comforting him. Making it okay. Jason's chest tightened.

"I need to sleep for a bit. I'm exhausted."

She stood, dropped the towel, and climbed into bed naked. Curled up on her side, back to Jason. Thirty seconds. Her breathing slowed.

Fucked out. Satisfied. Sated. And Jason sat there, cock stirring again, knowing he'd never make her look like that. Sound like that. Feel like that.

How long did he sit? Five minutes. Ten. Eventually, his legs worked. He stood. Peeled off his joggers. Cum cold. Sticky. Disgusting. Changed into clean ones. Left the bedroom because he couldn't stay there. Couldn't watch her sleep. Couldn't lie beside her knowing where she'd been, what she'd done, who'd made her come.

Downstairs. The house felt too big. Too quiet. Jason sat in the lounge. Stared at nothing.

His phone buzzed.

Sienna: She's getting less guilty, isn't she? Good girl x




Jason locked his screen. Sat in silence.

His cock was hard again. He didn't touch it. Just sat there. Feeling it. The weight. The ache. The truth of what his wife had become.
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The Second Text

Telly on. Some crime drama Emma had stuck on, what nearly an hour ago? Maybe more. Moody lighting, coppers with dead wives, the usual. Jason wasn't watching. Emma wasn't either. She'd been drifting for twenty minutes, half-asleep, her weight settled against his shoulder, breath warm and even on his neck. Trusting. Soft.

Normal. This was normal. A couple on the sofa. Netflix. Sunday night. Except Jason's phone sat dark on his thigh, and he'd been staring at it for ten minutes straight. She hasn't texted yet. Sienna. But she would. She always did.

Just a day since Emma came home from Alistair's. Full day of pretending everything was fine. Emma had been sweet all weekend. Affectionate. They'd watched films, scoffed a Deliveroo curry, and talked about bollocks. She'd curled against him last night, too, fallen asleep mid-episode, and Jason had carried her upstairs like before. Like back when that meant something different.

But the whole time, Jason had been waiting.

Waiting for his phone to buzz. Waiting for Sienna to send him proof. Waiting for the next hit. Because that's what it was. Addiction. Sienna knew it. Jason knew it. His cock knew it. She's making me wait. Making me crave it.

On screen, a detective grilled a suspect under flickering strip lights. Emma's breathing turned deeper. Her weight against Jason's side grew heavier, proper sleep pulling her under.

A single vibration against his thigh sent his pulse rocketing. Heart going like a kicked drum. Cock already filling out, thickening in his joggers before he'd even glanced at the screen.

Emma shifted. Mumbled something. Didn't wake.

Jason looked down. The screen lit up blue-white in the dim room. Sienna's name.

Fuck. Here we go.

He should wait. Should put the phone down. Should not open a text from Sienna while his wife slept against his shoulder. But logic failed to win out, and Jason thumbed the screen. Opened the message.

Sienna: Hello, darling. Hope you're well. Thought you might enjoy this x




One attachment. Photo.

Jason's thumb hung over the screen. The thumbnail was tiny, but his brain filled in the gaps. Pale skin. Blonde. Something thick and dark bisecting the frame. He tapped it, and the image filled the screen.

Emma. On her knees, Alistair's cock in her mouth.

His was breath gone while the telly still droned on about forensics or fuck knows what, but Jason couldn't hear it. Couldn't hear anything past the blood rushing in his ears.

Close shot. Intimate. Sienna had stood over them, phone angled down and to the side. The Greaves' bedroom behind them. Posh hand-printed wallpaper, four-poster bed, antique dresser. All that Surrey money taste.

Emma knelt on thick cream carpet. Still wearing the white blouse from Friday night. Unbuttoned. Bra yanked down. Tits bare, nipples hard, flushed pink.

But that wasn't what Jason stared at.

Alistair's cock. Almost as thick as Jason's wrist, veins standing out dark along the shaft. Half-buried in Emma's mouth, stretching her lips wide, jaw forced open. Her eyes shut, lashes dark on her cheeks. One hand braced on Alistair's thigh; nails pressed into expensive suit fabric. The other hand is somewhere out of frame. Touching herself, probably. That's what Sienna would tell her to do.

Her expression. Not reluctant. Not ashamed. Fucking eager.

Focused. Wanting it. Wanted every thick inch of that cock filling her mouth.

That's my wife on her knees, mouth stuffed full of another man's huge cock. And I'm sitting here, hard as a rock, with her asleep on my shoulder.

Jason's cock throbbed with the shame, the need, the fucking wrongness of it all. Emma's breath tickled his neck. Warm. Innocent. She had no idea. No idea what Jason was looking at. No idea Sienna had sent him photographic fucking evidence. But she must have known that Sienna was taking photos?

But was it betrayal? Jason had agreed to this. Hadn't he? He'd said it was fine. He'd watched her leave for Alistair's Friday night. He'd tasted Alistair's cum in her mouth Saturday morning and come in his fucking trousers from it.

So what was that? Permission. Complicity. Cuckoldry.

The phone buzzed again. Second text.

Sienna: She's a natural. Swallowed every drop. You should be proud x




Jason's stomach clenched. His cock leaked pre-cum, wet patch spreading once again, all he was good for these days. She swallowed his cum. And Sienna watched. Took a photo. Sent it to me.

And I'm so fucking hard I can barely breathe.

Jason thumbed the screen off. Emma's face disappeared, Alistair's cock disappeared, just black glass. Jason sat there. Phone hot in his grip, screen slick with thumb-sweat. Couldn't move. Emma's weight against his side, her breath on his neck.

She stirred, maybe his pulse was so loud it woke her? Shifted against him, resettling. Her hand slid across his chest, fingers curling into his T-shirt, bunching the fabric.

"Mm? Where..." Her voice, sleepy, not quite awake.

"Bathroom." Jason's throat tight. Words came out wrecked. "Just. Yeah. Back in a minute."

Emma nodded. Eyes still shut. Curled deeper into the sofa cushions, tugging the throw blanket up over her shoulders.

Jason shoved himself upright. Cock straining against his joggers, obvious bulge, couldn't hide it. He palmed himself through the fabric, tried to adjust. Didn't work. Shuffled out fast, nearly tripped over the rug in the hall.

Downstairs toilet. Door shut. Lock twisted.

Jason leaned back against the wood, breathing hard. His reflection stared back from the mirror over the sink. Face flushed. Eyes too bright. Pupils blown.

The bloke in the mirror. Flushed, panting, cock tenting his joggers. Pathetic didn't cover it. Pathetic was too kind.

He pulled out his phone. Swiped the screen and brought the photo back. God she looked beautiful even sucking that monster. Jason yanked his joggers down. Cock sprang free, rock-hard, head dark and slick with pre-cum. Always fucking leaking now, a fucking river undammed.

Jason wrapped his fist around himself. Squeezed. Started stroking.

Built the scene in his head. Alistair's fingers tangled in Emma's hair, gripping tight, controlling her. Slow thrusts, pushing deep, making her take it. Emma's throat working, swallowing him. Gagging maybe. Tears in her eyes but taking it anyway. Wanting it.

Sienna in that velvet armchair by the window, one leg crossed over the other, hand sliding into her silk trousers, touching herself while she took photos. Smiling. Always fucking smiling.

Alistair's grip is tightening. His cock pulsing, thrusting hard, using his wife like a cock sleeve. Cum flooding Emma's mouth, thick and hot, too much to swallow in one go. Emma trying anyway. Not spitting. Swallowing every drop like Sienna said. Looking up at Alistair afterwards, mouth open, tongue out, showing him she'd taken it all. Good girl. Alistair's good girl.

Jason stroked himself. Fast. Desperate. No control. Fist tight, twisting on the upstroke, squeezing the head.

The orgasm ripped through him. His cock pulsed, and he was shooting, sticky spurts hitting his fist, the sink, spattering the floor. Gasping, throat raw like he'd been screaming. Knees went. Had to brace himself against the counter, legs shaking, arse clenched, riding it out.

Stood there after. Panting. Cum dripping. Staring at his reflection.

It took him three goes to get his hands clean. Cum under his nails, streaked on his knuckles. He scrubbed. Ran the tap hot, watched his spunk swirl down the drain. Wiped down the sink, the counter, the floor. Even checked the mirror for spatter. His cock was oversensitive when he tucked it back into his joggers.

Looked at his phone again. Screen still lit. Re-read Sienna's texts. A third had arrived. Must've come through while he was cumming.

Sienna: Don't delete it, darling. You'll want it later x




Jason stared at the message. She's right. He didn't delete the photo, saved it for later.

Splashed cold water on his face. Let it drip. Stared at himself in the mirror. Looked wrecked. Eyes bloodshot. Face flushed. Lips bitten.

I look like I've been crying. Maybe I have. I don't even know anymore.

Jason twisted the lock. Opened the door. Walked back down the hall, footsteps quiet on the runner. Emma was still asleep on the sofa. Telly still playing. The detective had solved the case, apparently. Credits rolling, mournful music.

Jason lowered himself beside her. Carefully. She didn't wake. Didn't stir. Just kept breathing, slow and deep.

He picked up the remote. Changed the channel. Found a panel show. Pretended to watch.

His phone sat face-down on the coffee table. He kept glancing at it. She said I'd want it later.

I'll look at it again tonight. After Emma's asleep. I'll jerk off to it again. And again.
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The Afternoon Shift

Jason sat at his desk, staring at the home-brewing subreddit without reading a fucking word. Hop varieties. Temperature control. American craft beer bollocks. He scrolled anyway, hands needing something to do that wasn't grabbing his phone every thirty seconds. The laptop screen glowed pale in the late-morning light. He didn't care about IPAs. Hadn't cared for the last hour. The tab was a prop. Something to look at while he waited.

His phone sat face-up beside the keyboard. Silent. Screen dark.

He glanced at it. Again. Must've checked twenty times in the last hour, maybe more. Lost count.

Nothing yet. She's playing with me. Making me wait. But she'll send something. She always does.

The photo from last night was saved in his camera roll. Emma on her knees, Alistair's cock in her mouth. Jason had pulled it up three more times after Emma fell asleep. Jerked off twice more in the ensuite, door locked, water running loud enough to cover the wet slap of his fist, the gasping when he came. Both times thinking about that photo.

This morning Emma had left early, kissing his forehead, mumbling something about meeting Sally in London. First time she'd seen her old flatmate since the move. Jason had nodded, half-asleep, already feeling his cock thicken at the thought of being alone all day.

Waiting for Sienna.

Jason clicked refresh on the subreddit. New post about dry-hopping. He didn't read it. His eyes drifted back to the phone.

11:14 a.m. The phone buzzed. Skittered across the desk like something alive.

Sienna: Good morning, darling. Ready for more? This one has sound x




His stomach lurched. His cock went from half-interested to fully hard in seconds, pressing thick and insistent against his jeans.

Another message loaded beneath the first. Video file attached. 2:47.

With sound. Fuck. I'm going to hear her. Hear him. Hear what she sounds like when he's inside her.

Jason stood. Walked to the office door and locked it. The house was empty, and Emma wouldn't be home for hours. He knew that, but it didn't matter. Paranoia made him twist the bolt twice, testing it, making sure it held.

I've been ready since yesterday. Since the first photo. Since before that, probably.

Jason pulled his headphones from the desk drawer. Put them on and the world went quiet, muffled, just his breathing and the faint hum of the laptop fan and the blood pounding in his ears.

He pressed play.

[image: ]

Cream and gold filled the screen. Afternoon light slanting through tall windows, expensive and soft. The Greaves' master bedroom. Jason knew it instantly from the same four-poster bed as the photo, covered in the same sheets.

Emma lay on her back. Naked. Legs spread.

Alistair knelt between her thighs. Shirtless. Trousers still on, belt undone, waistband loose. His chest was tanned, lightly haired, muscled in a way Jason's had never been. A rower's build: shoulders broad, stomach flat.

Emma's voice came through the headphones. Breathless. Desperate. Close, like she was right next to him.

"Please. I need you."

Jason's cock jumped. He hadn't touched himself yet. Just watching. Just listening. His hand hovered over his lap.

Alistair's reply was deep. Amused. Controlled.

"Need what, darling?"

Emma whimpered. She actually whimpered, soft and needy and wrecked already, and Jason's hand moved without him deciding, unzipping his jeans, pulling himself out.

"Your cock. Please. Fuck me."

Jason wrapped his fist around himself, loose, not stroking yet. Just holding. Just feeling the pulse.

Alistair reached down. Unzipped his trousers. Pulled out his cock. Jason's hand stopped in awe. Fuck. So much more real than yesterday's still.

He'd seen cocks in porn. Hundreds. Thousands, probably, over the years of wanking to other men fucking women he'd never meet. But this wasn't some pixelated stranger on a laptop screen at two in the morning. This was Alistair. This was Emma's lover. This was the cock she'd been begging for, and Jason was watching it come out of the man's trousers in real time, thick and real and right there.

Not only thick. Long. Longer than Jason's, he could tell even through the screen. Veiny. The head dark, slick with pre-cum already. Alistair stroked it twice, ensuring it was rock hard, then he reached for something off-camera.

Condom wrapper appeared a moment later. He tore it open with his teeth. Rolled it on. 10 out of 10 for being smooth. Jason felt relief at the protection, but also a twinge of disappointment in his gut, sharp and confusing.

Alistair lined himself up. The head of his cock pressed against Emma's pussy. Jason could see it. Could see her body tense, ready, wanting.

Emma gasped.

"Oh God. Yes."

Alistair pushed in. So slow, so deliberate. Jason watched his cock disappear inside her, inch by inch, Emma's body stretching to take him, her cunt opening up to him reluctantly. Her thighs trembled. Her mouth opened.

Emma's face contorted. Pleasure, not pain. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her mouth opened wider. Silent moan, then sound flooded out, high and desperate and so fucking loud Jason flinched.

The camera angle shifted slightly. Unsteady. Sienna was holding the phone. Jason could hear her breathing off-camera, quiet but present. Watching. Recording.

Alistair started fucking. Deep, measured strokes. Emma's tits bounced with each thrust, pale skin flushed pink all the way down her chest.

She moaned. Loud. Louder than she ever did with Jason. High-pitched, wrecked, real.

Jason's fist closed around his cock. He started stroking. Slow. Matching Alistair's rhythm. Deep strokes. His palm slick with pre-cum already.

Alistair grunted. His voice rough, commanding.

"Who does this pussy belong to?"

Emma gasped between thrusts. Her voice broken.

"You. Fuck. You."

"Say my name."

"Alistair." Emma's voice cracked, high and wrecked. "Oh fuck. Alistair."

Jason's fist tightened. He stroked faster, rougher, twisting on the upstroke. Pre-cum slicked his palm, made the glide too easy, too fucking good. His wife just screamed another man's name. Not gasped it. Not whispered it. Screamed it, loud enough that the headphones made it feel like she was right beside him, panting in his ear. And Jason's cock was so hard it hurt, leaking all over his hand, his body answering before his brain could catch up with how fucked-up this was.

Alistair sped up. Harder. The bed creaked, rhythmic, obscene. Emma's nails raked down his back, leaving red lines across his shoulders, desperate, clinging, pulling him always deeper, urging him to fuck her harder.

She screamed. Back arched off the bed. Body shaking, thighs clamping around Alistair's hips.

She was cumming! Jason had seen Emma cum before. Plenty of times. But never like this – never when he was fucking her. And never this loud.

Alistair didn't slow down. Kept fucking her through it, relentless, while Emma sobbed and clawed at the sheets and moaned his name over and over.

The video cut to black.

Jason sat frozen. Cock in his hand. Breathing hard, ragged. The video had ended but he hadn't cum yet. Close. So fucking close his balls ached. But not yet.

His phone buzzed. Another message.

Sienna: Part two x




Another video file. 1:52.

Jason's hand shook as he tapped it, desperate for more, another fix. The screen lit again. Same bedroom. Same bed.

But Emma and Alistair were different now. Fuck they were covered in sweat. Hair plastered to Emma's face, sticking to her neck. Alistair's chest gleaming, slick. They looked wrecked. How long has he been fucking her between videos? How long did they go? Twenty minutes? An hour? Certainly way longer than Emma had ever enjoyed with Jason.

Emma was gasping for air. Alistair still moved inside her, slower now but deep, grinding, like he was trying to get deeper, like he wanted to break her open.

His voice was rough. Commanding.

"Who's the best fuck you've ever had?"

Emma could barely answer. Her voice was wrecked, hoarse, throat raw from screaming.

"You. You are."

"Who's the biggest?"

"You. Fuck. You."

Alistair groaned. Pulled out. Stripped off the condom, tossed it aside. Wanked his cock in a blur.

Jason watched. Couldn't look away. Couldn't blink.

Alistair came. Thick ropes of cum splattered across Emma's stomach, her pussy, white against pale skin. Three spurts. Four. Five. More cum than Jason had ever produced. More than he thought possible. Soaking her, marking her body as she groaned, her fingers rubbing it into her skin, revelling in her lovers spunk.

Emma just lay there, panting, covered in it. Her cunt gaping, wet, swollen, fucked open. Alistair's cum dripping down her belly, pooling in her navel.

The camera jerked. Out of focus. Closer. Sienna adjusting the angle.

Sienna's hand entered the frame. He recognised those manicured fingers, red nails. She scooped cum off Emma's belly with two fingers, slow, deliberate. Brought them to Emma's mouth.

Emma opened. Oh shit, wills he? She didn’t flinch, just sucked Sienna's fingers clean. Eyes looking into the camera. Obedient. Her tongue licking between Sienna's knuckles, chasing every drop.

Sienna's voice came through the headphones. Amused. Approving.

"Good girl."

The video ended.

Jason sat frozen. Headphones still in. Cock in his hand. He was close to cumming, right on the edge, but hadn't tipped over yet.

His brain was screaming. His body was on fire. His hand was slick with his own pre-cum, his cock throbbing, balls tight and aching.

I just watched my wife get fucked until she was a sweaty mess. Watched her beg for his cock. Watched her cum over and over, screaming his name. Watched her lick his cum off Sienna's fingers. And I'm so hard I can't think.

Jason went back to the first video. Pressed play, re-watched Emma spread her legs. Watched Alistair's cock push inside her. Watched her face twist with pleasure, mouth opening, that first moan punching out of her. This time he focused on her expression. The moment she came the first time. The way she screamed Alistair's name, over and over, like it was the only word she remembered.

Jason stroked faster. Fist tight, almost too tight. No control. Just chasing it.

He switched to the second video. Emma sucking Sienna's fingers. Cum dripping down her chin. Tongue licking it up. Obedient.

That did it. His cock pulsed in his hand, spilling spunk across his knuckles, the desk, splattering the keyboard. He couldn't stop it. Couldn't control it. His hips jerked, chasing the orgasm, and he gasped, throat raw, jaw clenched so tight his teeth ached. Cum kept coming. Three spurts. Four. Five. All over his hand, warm and slick and too fucking much.

He slumped in his chair. Panting. The office stunk of his cum and sweat. His cock twitched, still half-hard, oversensitive where his fist was still wrapped around it.

Fuck. That was... No. There weren't words. His brain was offline. Just his body, wrung out, and the video paused on his phone screen, Emma's face frozen mid-moan.

Jason grabbed tissues from the desk drawer. Wiped his hand. Sticky residue clung to the keys of his keyboard, white and obvious. He'd have to clean it properly later. Maybe throw the keyboard away.

He looked at his phone. The videos were still there in the message thread. He opened the first one again.

This time he focused on Alistair's cock. The size. The way Emma's pussy stretched around it, lips spreading, taking him deep. The way she moaned when he pushed in, that high desperate sound that made Jason's spent cock twitch.

Jason was still sensitive from the first orgasm, but his cock was hardening again. Faster than it should. Faster than it ever had with Emma.

He stroked himself. Slower this time. Gentler. Watching Alistair fuck his wife. Watching Emma beg. Watching her body shake when she came.

His second orgasm hit at five past twelve. Weaker than the first, but still intense, still enough to make his vision blur. He came across his stomach this time, head thrown back, biting his lip to stop himself making noise. Even though the house was empty and silent and he could've screamed if he wanted.

Jason lay on the office floor afterwards. Staring at the ceiling. Cock still half-hard, cum cooling on his skin, sticky and starting to itch.

I came twice in an hour watching my wife fuck another man. And I'm going to watch it again later.
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Jason's phone buzzed.

Instead of Sienna, this time it was Emma.

Emma: Sally is on great form, we will have lunch at the Ivy, then home by 3 x




Jason stared at the message. But didn't reply. Instead he opened the video thread again. Scrolled to the first file. Pressed play.
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Jason unlocked the office door, his warn out cock finally still, and walked downstairs to the kitchen, and made tea, an act of normalcy. Didn't drink it. Just held the mug, feeling the heat, then poured it down the sink when it went cold.

He put his phone down. Walked to the fridge. Stared at the contents without seeing them. Milk. Eggs. Leftover curry from two nights ago.

His phone buzzed.

Sienna: Did you enjoy that, darling? x




Jason's fingers hovered over the keyboard. Shaking slightly.

Jason: Yes.




Sienna: I thought you might. There's more, you know. So much more. Would you like to see? X




Jason's cock was fully hard again. Pressing against his jeans. Aching. Sore, even, from the last three orgasms, but still hard. Still wanting.

Jason: Please




Sienna: Good boy. Later, darling. When Emma's home. I want you to watch it while she's in the next room. Can you do that for me? X




Jason stared at the message.

Can I? Can I really sit there, Emma downstairs making dinner or watching telly, and jerk off to a video of her getting fucked?

Yes. Yes I can. I will. I'll do whatever she asks. Whatever she wants me to see, as long as I get to see more.

Jason: I will. If I can.




Sienna: Perfect. I'll send it tonight. Enjoy your afternoon, darling x 




Jason put the phone down. Leaned against the counter. Emma would be home in two hours. She'd come through the door smiling, telling him about Sally, about lunch at the Ivy, about her day in London. About her friend, about the food, about whatever posh wine they drank.

And Jason would smile back. Kiss her. Ask about her friend. Pretend he'd had a normal day. Pretend he hadn't spent the last two hours watching her get fucked and cumming to it over and over.

And later, he would give in again. I'm a cuckold. Sienna created me, but God I think I love it.

Jason's phone buzzed again.

Sienna: One more thing, darling. Don't delete the videos. You'll want them later. Trust me x




Jason looked at the message thread. The two video files sat there, thumbnails frozen on Emma's face mid-moan, mouth open, eyes closed.

He saved them to a folder in his photos. Created it right there, standing in the kitchen. Labelled it "Work – Invoices." Then he put the phone in his pocket. Walked back upstairs. Sat at his desk and opened the home-brewing subreddit again. But all he could think about was tonight. The next video. The next time he'd watch Emma scream another man's name.


fourteen
Invisible Man
No Barrier


Jason pushed the trolley through Tesco, hand moving without thought. Milk. Bread. Coffee. Things Emma used to buy when she had time for shopping. Before Sienna. Before Alistair. Before Wednesday mornings meant yoga mats and his wife's voice, high and breathless, screaming someone else's name.

He pulled his phone from his pocket. 10:14 a.m.

Overhead, strip lights buzzed, fluorescent and too bright. Some pop song from five years back played through the ceiling speakers, neutered into Muzak. A woman shoved past with a double buggy, toddler screaming, and Jason stepped aside, muttered "Sorry," though she didn't look at him.

She's at the estate. With him. Sienna's watching. So why hasn't she sent anything?

Jason slipped the phone back into his pocket and joined the queue at the checkout. The woman ahead of him, sixty-ish, floral blouse, moved slowly, scanning items one by one. Tinned soup. Digestives. A single potato, rolling loose on the belt.

"Lovely weather, isn't it?" she said to the cashier.

"Beautiful," the cashier agreed, not looking up.

Jason's turn. He unloaded the trolley, hands automatic. The cashier, a young lad, spots, name badge reading Connor, scanned everything without meeting Jason's eyes.

"Twenty-three forty, mate."

Jason tapped his card. Machine beeped. He loaded the bags back into the trolley and walked out into the cold.

Bright October sun, low and sharp. Air bit at his face, stung his eyes. The car park stretched wide and grey, his Audi parked three rows back, surrounded by sensible hatchbacks and people carriers. Jason loaded the shopping into the boot, muscle memory, not thought. Slammed it shut. Climbed into the driver's seat.

Pulled his phone out again. 10:26 a.m. Still nothing.

Maybe they're not fucking. Maybe it's just yoga.

Bullshit. They're fucking. I know they are.

Jason sat with the key in the ignition, not turning it. Just staring at his phone.

Three cars over, a mum loaded shopping into a silver people carrier, two kids strapped into car seats, arguing over a toy. Normal. Mundane. Everything Jason's life wasn't.

His phone buzzed against his thigh.

Sienna: Audio. Just happening x
Attached: Audio file (6 min 47 sec).




Jason looked around the car park. The mum was still loading shopping, back turned. An elderly couple pushed a trolley past, slow and unhurried. No one watching. No one caring.

He opened the message. Downloaded the file. Pulled his headphones from the glovebox, hands shaking. They're fucking. Right now. And I'm about to listen.
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Rustling. Fabric sliding against skin. Then breathing, soft and feminine. Emma's breathing.

Alistair's voice, low and certain. "You're soaked already."

Emma gasped. "I missed you."

"How much?"

"So much. Please."

He shifted in his seat, eyes fixed on the car park, the mum, the old couple, everything normal and distant while his pulse hammered in his ears.

A faint tearing sound. Wrapper crinkling. Then a pause. Alistair's voice came back, calm and easy. "I hate these things. You know that."

"Alistair-"

"I want to feel you. Properly. No barrier."

Emma's laugh, nervous, breathy. "But-"

"Do you want my cock or not?"

Silence. Five seconds. Jason held his breath, cock swelling, pressing hard against his zip.

"I do."

"Good girl"

A faint crinkle. The condom wrapper tossed aside. Jason imagined it hitting the floor of Alistair's bedroom. Discarded. Useless.

Emma's voice, small and eager. "Now fuck me."

Jason's hand moved to his lap. Not yet. Don't. Just listen.

The bed creaked. Slow rhythm at first, then faster. Slapping sounds, wet and dirty. Skin on skin. Louder than the videos Sienna had sent. Rawer.

Because there's no condom. Nothing between them. Just his cock inside her bareback.

Emma moaned, high and desperate. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. You're so deep-"

Alistair grunted. "Better without the condom, isn't it?"

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

"Say it. Say it feels better raw."

"It feels better raw. So much better."

Jason's hand slipped inside his jeans, gripped his cock through his boxers. Not stroking. Just holding. Feeling the heat, the throb, the way it pulsed with every beat of his heart.

Alistair's voice slowed, teasing. "Better than Jason?"

Jason's breath caught, he knew the answer before she said it.

Emma gasped, voice breaking. "Yes. Better than Jason."

"Good girl. Now promise me something."

"Anything."

"No more condoms. With me. Ever."

Emma moaned, desperate. "I promise."

"And if you fuck Jason-"

She cut him off, eager, breathless. "He uses condoms. Always. I promise."

Jason's cock jerked in his fist. Leaked. She'd promised Alistair. Not him. Promised to wrap Jason's cock in latex while Alistair fucked her raw. His balls tightened, aching, and he couldn’t stroke, just squeeze, grinding his palm against the head, pre-cum slicking his fingers.

Alistair sounded satisfied. "That's my girl."

The bed slammed against the wall. Emma screamed. Unrestrained, primal, nothing like the soft gasps she used to make with Jason.

"I'm cumming. Oh god, I'm cumming-"

"Fuck. I'm close-"

"Pull out-"

Alistair groaned, slammed deep one final time. "Too late."

Jason's hand froze.

The bed stopped. Just heavy breathing. Emma whimpering.

"Oh god!"

Alistair's voice, calm, smug. "Yes. I came inside you."

"I thought you'd pull out-"

"Why did you think that? You're mine. Every part of you."

Wet sound. Kissing. Then silence.

Sienna's approving voice, faint, off to the side. "Beautiful."

The audio ended.

Jason sat there, motionless. Headphones still in. Car park quiet around him. The people carrier was pulling away, kids' voices fading.

His cock throbbed, rock hard, leaking into his boxers.

She promised him. No condoms. Ever. And if I touch her, if she even lets me, I have to wear one.

Jason looked around. Mid-morning. Most shoppers inside. A few stragglers loading cars, too far to see into his Audi.

He unzipped. Didn't pull his jeans down, just tugged his boxers aside, wrapped his fist around his cock.

Replayed the audio. Started it from Emma saying, "It feels better raw."

Stroked fast. Desperate. Didn't care about the car park, the people, the daylight cutting through his windscreen.

Emma's voice in his ears, breathless and eager. "He uses condoms. Always."

Jason came, biting down on his lip to keep from groaning aloud. Cum pulsed into his boxers, hot, soaking through the cotton, spreading wet and sticky against his thigh. He sat there, hand still wrapped around his cock, headphones still in, heart slamming against his ribs.

Cum cooling. Going tacky. He could feel it, thick and obscene. The mum three cars over was gone. No one left to see.

I just came in a Tesco car park listening to my wife get fucked. And I don't care.

Jason pulled his hand out. Wiped it on the inside of his jeans, cum smearing across denim, and headed back home.
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Can I Watch?

Jason drove home, with his own cum dried on his skin, the scent sharp in the car's closed air. His boxers clung to his thigh, stiff and damp where he hadn't wiped properly after the Tesco car park wank. Hadn't wanted to, really. Wanted to sit in it. Let it soak in. Proof of what he’d done, what he’d become.

The Tesco bag sat in the passenger seat. Bread. Butter. A lasagne for one. It'd taste like cardboard. Always did. He'd microwave it, eat half, bin the rest. Emma wouldn't be there. She'd texted earlier: staying for dinner x. No apology. No question. Just information. Sienna's risotto married with Alistair's two-hundred-quid wine. And after, when she’s home, a shower to wash Alistair's sweat and cum from her skin. Wash him off her body while Jason sat alone in their kitchen, smelling like the wank he'd had in a supermarket car park.

The house was empty when he arrived. Of course it was.

Jason put the shopping away. Binned the ruined boxers. Showered quickly, water scalding, scrubbing at his skin until it turned pink. Changed into clean joggers and a t-shirt.

The audio file was still there. He could play it again. Hear her promise. Hear Alistair's voice, low and smug. Hear the wet slap of skin on skin. Hear Emma moan. But he didn't. Not yet. Because if he did, he'd wank again, and then he'd be too ashamed to ask the question that had been burning in his chest since the car park.

Can I watch?

The words circled in his head. Simple. Impossible. Necessary.

Jason's tea went cold. He poured it down the sink, rinsed the mug. Checked his phone. Nothing. Emma was at the Greaves' house. Eating. Laughing. Maybe Alistair's hand was on her knee under the table. Maybe she was already wet, thinking about what would happen after dinner.

By seven, Jason gave up waiting. Microwaved the lasagne. It tasted worse than expected. Cardboard and fake cheese and something metallic. He ate half, left the rest congealing on the counter, and was rinsing his plate when he heard the front door open.

Emma's voice, bright and tired. "Jay?"

"Kitchen."

She appeared in the doorway. Hair pulled into a messy bun; a few strands stuck to her neck. Yoga clothes clinging to her body, the leggings tight over her arse and thighs, the crop top damp under her tits. Skin still flushed, that post-fuck glow Jason recognised now. She smelled like sex. Sweat and something sharper, musky. Alistair's cologne. His sweat. Maybe his cum.

Emma crossed the room and kissed Jason. Brief, soft, her lips warm. Jason's cock stirred. She tasted like wine. Expensive wine.

"Missed you," she said, pulling back.

"Missed you too."

Emma filled the kettle and made them tea like nothing had happened. Like she hadn't been fucked raw an hour ago. Like Alistair's cum wasn't still inside her, leaking into her knickers. Jason watched. The curve of her arse in those leggings, fabric pulled tight. The damp patch at the small of her back. Sweat. Had to be. Or maybe she'd pressed against something. Against Alistair. Against the shower wall while he fucked her from behind.

They sat at the kitchen island, mugs between them. Emma talked about dinner. Sienna had made risotto, proper Italian stuff, saffron and white wine. Alistair had opened a bottle. Some vineyard in Tuscany. Jason nodded, half-listening, fingers wrapped tight around his mug. He watched Emma's mouth move. Her lips were swollen. Kiss-bruised. Or maybe cock-bruised. Had she sucked him again? Probably. She always did.

Emma stopped mid-sentence. "You okay?"

Jason looked up. "Yeah."

"You seem distracted."

"I'm fine."

"Jay. No secrets remember."

He set his mug down. Looked at her properly. Those blue-green eyes concerned and curious. Her hair messy, face bare, no makeup. His wife. Still his wife. Even though Alistair had fucked her raw only hours ago and filled her with cum Jason would never give her again.

"Can I ask you something?"

Emma's expression softened. "Of course."

Jason's mouth went dry. He stared at his tea, at the thin film forming on the surface. Milk fat. Disgusting.

Say it. Just fucking say it.

"The photos. The videos. The audio recordings. Sienna's been sending them to me."

Emma nodded, unsurprised. "I know. She told me."

Jason's head snapped up. "You know?"

"Yeah. She said you like them, needed them. That it was…" Emma blushed, smiled faintly. "All part of what we are now."

Jason's throat tightened. Heat crept up his neck, his face burning. She knew. Of course she knew. Sienna had told her. Told her Jason wanked to the videos. Told her he came listening to Emma moan another man's name.

"I do," Jason said, voice rough. "I like them."

Emma waited. Didn't look away. Didn't judge. Just waited.

"But they're not enough."

Her eyebrows lifted. "What do you mean?"

Jason blurted it out before he could stop himself. "I want to watch. In person. You and Alistair. I want to be there."

Silence.

Emma stared at him. Jason's heart slammed against his ribs, pulse roaring in his ears. His hands shook. He pressed them flat against the counter, willing them to stop.

She's going to say no. She's going to think I'm sick. She's going to-

"You want to watch us together, fucking?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't speak. His throat had closed up, mouth desert-dry.

"Why?"

The question wasn't cruel. Just curious. Emma's head tilted slightly, like she was working out a puzzle. Jason forced the words out, raw and desperate.

"Because I need to be part of this, make it still about us. The photos, the videos, they're not real enough. I need to see you. With him. I need to see what he does to you. How you look. How you sound." His voice cracked. "I need it, Emma."

Emma's face changed. Not disgust. Not pity. Something else. Her pupils went wide, black swallowing the blue-green. Her cheeks flushed darker, that rosy pink spreading down her throat. She bit her lower lip. Looked away. Looked back. Her breath came faster.

Fuck. She was turned on.

"That's… really fucking hot."

Jason blinked. "What?"

Emma smiled, shy but intrigued. "The idea of you watching. It's hot. I didn't think it would be, but it is."

Jason's cock throbbed, pressed hard against his zip. She wasn't saying no. She wasn't calling him sick. She was excited. Right now. Thinking about him watching. About Alistair fucking her while Jason sat there, hard and leaking and useless. And she thought that was hot.

Emma stood. Took his hand. Her palm warm, soft. "Come sit with me."

She led him to the lounge. The soft grey sofa where Jason had sat a hundred times, waiting, listening, imagining Emma upstairs with Alistair pounding her into the mattress. Emma curled into the corner, legs tucked beneath her, her body small and relaxed. Jason perched on the edge, leaning toward her, desperate. Needing her to say yes. Needing this.

"What would you do?" Emma asked quietly. "If you were there?"

"Nothing. I'd just watch. I wouldn't touch you. Wouldn't interrupt. I'd be quiet. Invisible. Just… there."

Emma considered this. Her fingers traced the edge of a cushion, slow and thoughtful. "And you'd be okay? Seeing me with him? Seeing everything?"

"I've already seen it. On camera. This would just be more real."

"You'd get hard."

Jason's face burned. "Yeah."

"Would you touch yourself?"

He hesitated. Then nodded. "Probably. Yeah."

Emma's breath hitched. She was so turned on right now. Jason could see it. The way her thighs pressed together, the faint tremor in her hands. Her nipples hard under the crop top, visible through the thin fabric.

"Fuck," she whispered.

"Is that… is that okay?"

"Yeah. God. Yeah."

Jason leaned closer, hope and desperation tangling in his chest, choking him. "Will you ask him? Alistair?"

Emma nodded slowly. "I'll talk to him. And Sienna. See what they think."

"I'll be good. I promise. I won't get in the way. I just want to watch. Maybe hold your hand."

Emma smiled. Reached out. Touched his face. Her palm warm against his cheek, thumb brushing his jaw. "I know."

She kissed him. Soft at first, lips gentle. Then deeper. Her tongue slipped into his mouth, and Jason groaned. His cock hardened fully, straining against his trousers, aching. Emma's hand brushed against it, deliberate, teasing. Not an accident. She knew exactly what she was doing.

She pulled back, eyes dark. Hungry. "You're so hard."

"Yeah."

"Thinking about watching me?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't trust his voice.

Emma leaned close, lips brushing his ear. Her breath hot, words low and filthy. "Then I'll ask him."
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Later that evening, Emma texted Sienna. Jason didn't see the message, but Emma told him she'd done it. Read her reply out to him.

Love it. I'll talk to Al. xx

Jason's heart pounded. This was happening. Maybe. Probably. Sienna wouldn't ask him if Alistair would say no. She wouldn't get Jason's hopes up like that would she?

He sat beside Emma on the sofa, neither of them speaking. The television played some Netflix show neither watched. Jason had no idea what it was. Some drama. Some couple having problems. Didn't matter. His mind raced, replaying the conversation, replaying Emma's reaction.

She wants this. She's turned on. She wants me to watch.

Emma's hand rested on his thigh. Light. But deliberate. Her thumb traced small circles over the fabric, inching higher. Slow. Teasing. Jason's cock throbbed, already half-hard again, blood rushing south.

"What are you thinking about?" Emma asked, voice low.

"You. With him."

"What about us?"

Jason swallowed. His throat clicked. "Watching you take his cock. Hearing you moan his name. Seeing him cum inside you."

Emma's breath quickened. Her hand moved higher. "And you'd just sit there?"

"Yeah."

"Hard?"

"Yeah."

"Wanking?"

"Yes…"

Emma's hand slid higher. Pressed against his cock through the material. He was rock hard now, straining against the fabric, the outline obvious. She'd feel it. The heat. The throb. The wet patch where pre-cum had already leaked through his boxers.

"Like now?"

"Yeah."

She squeezed. Not gently. Firm. Deliberate. Her palm cupped him, fingers wrapping around the shape of his erection, and Jason's hips jerked forward before he could stop them. A groan built in his throat. He swallowed it. Didn't want to seem desperate.

But he was. Desperate and hard and leaking into his boxers, a wet patch spreading where his cock pressed against the cotton. She must know exactly how turned on he was.

"I'm wet," Emma whispered. "Thinking about you watching."

Jason turned to her, pulse hammering. She was serious. She wanted this too. Not just tolerating it. Not just humouring him. She wanted him there. Wanted him to see.

Emma kissed him again, hand still on his cock, stroking through the fabric. Slow, deliberate. Jason's hips jerked forward, chasing the pressure, grinding into her palm like a fucking teenager. Pathetic. But he couldn't stop.

She pulled back. Smiled. Wicked. "Not yet."

Jason groaned. "Emma-"

"Not yet," she repeated, firmer. Her hand left his cock, and Jason nearly whimpered at the loss. "Wait until Friday."

"Friday?"

"Sienna texted back. Alistair said yes."

Jason's stomach dropped. Friday. Two days. He was going to watch Alistair fuck his wife.

"Friday. You can watch."

Emma stood. Stretched. Her shirt rode up, exposing the faint bruise on her hip. Alistair's fingerprint. Four round marks, purple-brown against her pale skin. Jason stared. Wishing he’d seen those marks being made.

"I'm going to bed. You coming?"

Jason shook his head. Didn't trust his voice. "In a bit."

Emma smiled. Knowing. Cruel. Kind. She glanced at the bulge, at the wet patch spreading. "Don't make a mess."

She left.

Jason sat there, alone, cock aching, mind spinning.

Friday. Two days. He was going to watch Alistair fuck his wife. In person. Live. No camera, no screen. Just Jason in the corner, hard and wanking over and over, while Emma took another man's cock. While she moaned. While she came. While Alistair filled her.

His hand was already on his zip.

He pulled out his phone. Opened the audio file. Hit play. The tinny speaker crackled. Then Emma's voice, breathless and wrecked.

"It feels better raw."


fifteen
The Two-Way Mirror
Arousing & Humiliating


The door looked like part of the wall. Just like the rest of the oak panelling. Seamless. Until Sienna's palm found the hidden catch and pressed, and the door swung inward, and beyond it, nothing but black. Jason stared into it. The room where he'd watch his wife get fucked. Where he'd asked to watch. Begged, even.

"After you, Jason."

Jason hesitated. His throat had gone dry, pulse hammering so loud he could hear it. Behind him, the corridor stretched back toward the stairs, toward the option of turning round, walking out, pretending this wasn't happening. Ahead was the thing he'd been wanking to for weeks. The thing that had taken over his brain, his cock, his life.

Sienna's hand pressed against his lower back. Warm through his jumper. Firm. She wasn't pushing him, not exactly. Just guiding. Like a mum steering a kid who didn't want to go. Jason's cock throbbed harder. Even her hand on his back, that little push, that control, fuck. His body was so far gone.

"Go on."

Jason stepped through, and soft lighting automatically flicked on.

The room was small. Felt smaller once the door closed. One lamp in the corner, amber-shaded, throwing long shadows across leather chairs and dark wood. Posh furniture. The air smelled like Sienna's floral perfume. It made his head swim. Or maybe that was just his cock throbbing hard enough to make him dizzy.

But it was the glass that pulled his attention. One entire wall, floor to ceiling, looking straight into Alistair's main bedroom.

Empty for now. The four-poster bed sat dead centre, sheets pulled back, duvet folded at the foot like they were expecting guests. Firelight flickered in the hearth, painting everything in shifting gold. Two bedside lamps glowed soft. The room looked ready. Waiting.

Jason's cock jerked against his jeans.

Sienna walked to the glass. She lifted one hand, tapped a fingernail against the surface. The sound rang clear.

"One-way glass," she said, "They know we're here, of course." She glanced back at Jason, smiled. "But they can't see us. Can't hear us unless I turn on the intercom."

Jason nodded. Couldn't get words out. His gaze stayed glued to the bedroom, tracing the lines of the bed, the fireplace, the chair in the corner where Alistair's silk dressing gown hung. The room where it would happen. Where he'd watch another man fuck his wife. Where he'd sit here with his cock in his hand and watch and do nothing. Where he'd get off on it. How many others had Sienna watched with her husband through this glass?

Sienna gestured to two armchairs positioned facing the glass. Theatre seats. Front-row view. Between them sat small side tables. On Jason's: tissues, lube, water. On Sienna's: the same. Plus something else.

A dildo. Flesh-coloured silicone, thick as fuck, veins running up the shaft. Had to be eight inches. Maybe more. Definitely more than Jason. Definitely more than most men. He stared at it. His cock jerked in his jeans. His face burned. She was going to fuck herself with that. Right next to him. While he watched Emma get fucked by the real thing. While he wanked his pathetic average cock and pretended that it was fine.

Sienna followed his gaze. Her smile widened.

"I came prepared. I had that moulded based on Alistair." She sat in the right-hand chair, crossing her legs slowly, the black silk slip dress riding up her pale thighs. She pointed to the other chair. "You should get comfortable, too. Sit, Jason. They'll start soon."

Jason stayed standing. His hands felt useless, twitching at his sides. His cock pressed so hard against his jeans that the denim hurt. The dildo sat there on the table.

She's going to fuck herself with Alistair's cock while I watch him fuck Emma. And I'm supposed to just sit here. Wank. Act like this is normal.

But it was normal. For them. For him now. He had asked for it.

Jason lowered himself into the left chair. Leather creaked under his weight. He wiped his palms on his thighs, hated himself for the nervous tell. Sienna watched him with that look she always had. Patient. Amused. Like she was watching a pupil struggle through an exam she'd already marked.

"Nervous?"

Jason nodded.

"Good," Sienna said. "That means you care."

Before Jason could answer, movement beyond the glass caught his eye as the bedroom door opened. Alistair came through first. Tall, shoulders back, dressed in charcoal trousers and a white dress shirt. He stepped aside, held the door open, and Emma followed.

Jason's breath stopped.

Emma wore the black lace. The set from Agent Provocateur. The one Sienna had picked out. The one he'd imagined peeling off her body himself before he realised he'd never get the chance - stockings, suspender belt, no knickers underneath. The bra lifted her tits, pushed them up and together, nipples dark beneath the lace. Her hair tumbled loose over her shoulders. Red lipstick. Fuck-me heels that made her legs look endless.

She looked like a fantasy. Like porn. Like someone else's wife.

Like Alistair's.

Jason's cock jerked so hard it hurt. She'd dressed like that for him. Every piece of lace, every strap, every inch of bare skin. For Alistair. Not for Jason.

Sienna's voice cut through the roar in Jason's head.

"Take off your jeans. You'll be more comfortable."

Jason blinked. Looked at her. Sienna hadn't moved, still lounging in her chair, legs crossed, watching him with that calm, patient stare.

"What?"

"Your jeans. Take them off."

Jason's hands froze over his lap. His fingers twitched. Should tell her this was too much, too exposed, too fucking humiliating. But his cock was so hard he couldn’t deny her, and she was watching him with that look, and fuck, he wanted to obey. Wanted her to tell him what to do. Needed it.

"Now, Jason."

Not a request. An order. His hands shook as he unbuckled his belt. Popped the button. Dragged the zip down. The jeans hit the floor, pooled round his ankles. He shoved his boxers down after them, kicked both aside. Sat back down.

Naked from the waist down like some pervert. Cock standing straight up, flushed dark, leaking pre-cum onto the black cotton of his jumper. Balls tight. Thighs spread. Exposed.

Sienna glanced at him. Nodded once. "Better."

Beyond the glass, Alistair cupped Emma's face in both hands and kissed her. Deep and slow, his mouth covering hers, head tilting to get the angle right. A proper kiss. The kind that said mine. Emma's lips parted, and let this tongue in. Her hands rose to his chest, fingers working at the buttons of his shirt. One. Two. Three. She peeled the fabric back, slid it off his shoulders. Alistair's chest, bare now, lean muscle and grey hair, the body of a man who didn't need a gym to look strong.

Jason's hand drifted toward his cock. Stopped halfway. Hovered.

Sienna spoke without looking at him. "You can touch yourself. That's why you're here."

She's permitting me. Like I'm a fucking child. Like, I need her approval to wank to my own wife.

Jason wrapped his hand around his shaft. The contact made him shiver. Sent heat flooding through his gut. He stroked upward, slow, watching Emma and Alistair through the glass. His cock was slick already, pre-cum smearing under his palm.

Alistair's hands slid down Emma's back and cupped her arse. Squeezed hard enough that his fingers sank into the soft flesh. Emma gasped into the kiss, arched into him, pressed her tits against his chest.

Sienna shifted in her chair. Fabric whispered. Jason heard it, glanced sideways without meaning to. She'd slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders. The silk bunched around her waist, baring her tits. Small, pale, pink nipples already hard. She reached for the dildo. Uncapped the lube bottle.

The wet squelch of lube hitting silicone filled the quiet room. Sienna stroked the dildo slowly, coating it, her hand moving in long, deliberate pulls. Jason's stomach clenched. His cock jerked in his fist.

She caught him looking. Smiled.

"Eyes on your wife, darling."

Jason's gaze snapped back to the glass. His face burned. His hand kept moving.

Alistair had turned Emma round. His hands went to her bra clasp. Unhooked it with one smooth twist. The lace fell away, and he tossed it aside, cupped her tits from behind, thumbs brushing over her nipples. Emma's head dropped back against his shoulder, mouth falling open, giving herself to the pleasure his touch gave her.

Jason's hand sped up. He couldn't help it. Watching Alistair's hands mauling Emma's tits, big hands, confident hands, hands that knew exactly what they were doing. Hands that had touched her more in the last month than Jason's had in the last year.

Alistair's mouth found Emma's neck. Kissed, licked, bit. His hands slid lower, to the suspender belt. He unclipped the stockings. One. Two. Three. Four. Each snap loud, theatrical. Slow. He knew Jason was watching. Knew Sienna was watching. He was putting on a show.

Taking his time. Making me see every second. Every inch of her. Every way she's his now.

Sienna pressed a button on her armrest. Suddenly, sound.

Emma's breathing suddenly filled the room, ragged and sharp. Alistair's low murmur whispered into her ear, words Jason couldn't make out but could hear the tone of, dark and filthy. The crackle of the fire. The rustle of lace and skin.

Jason flinched. The intimacy slammed into him; this wasn't a video he could pause. This wasn't porn - this was real, happening just ten feet away through a pane of glass. And he could hear it. Every breath, every filthy wet sound.

Sienna's voice came soft, teasing. "Better with sound, isn't it?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't do anything but stroke his cock and stare.

"You'll hear everything now," Sienna said. Her hand still moved on the dildo, fucking herself with lazy strokes. "Every moan. Every filthy word Alistair says to her. Are you ready?"

Jason nodded again.

Beyond the glass, Alistair guided Emma backwards, hands firm on her shoulders. She sat on the edge of the bed. He pressed her down onto her back, then lifted her legs, one ankle in each hand. Pushing those back and apart, spreading her wide.

Emma's pussy. Pink and glistening wet, lips already swollen.

For Alistair, who knelt before her, his altar.

I can see everything. Her cunt. Alistair's face between her thighs. The way her hands are gripping the sheets already, in anticipation of his tongue. She's so fucking wet. Soaked. And it's not for me. Not anymore.

Alistair lowered his mouth, pressed his lips right against Emma's pussy. The first lick was long, slow, bottom to top. His tongue dragged from her arsehole to her clit, where it circled, wet and deliberate. Emma's hips bucked off the bed, her thighs clenched. Alistair's hands slid under her arse, held her open to him.

"Oh god… yes… right there…"

Emma's voice carried through the speaker. Clear. Desperate. The sound of her wanting it, needing it, begging for it made Jason's balls draw up tight. He wanked himself faster, and he couldn't look away. Couldn't ever stop.

Beside him, Sienna continued to fuck herself, taking the fake cock to the base of its eight inches. She sighed, soft and controlled, the kind of sound that made Jason's cock jerk in his fist.

"How does it feel?" Sienna's voice came breathless now, but still calmer than he felt. "Watching him taste her?"

Jason swallowed hard. "I don't…"

"Tell me, Jason."

"It's…" Words stuck in his throat. "Fuck. It's-"

"Arousing?"

"Yes."

"Humiliating?"

"Yes."

"Both at once?"

Jason's voice cracked. "Yes."

Sienna smiled. Her hand worked the dildo slow, matching the rhythm of Alistair's tongue against Emma's clit. In and out. Wet sounds. She was fucking herself to the same beat Alistair was eating out Jason's wife.

"That's what makes us both a cuckold, darling," Sienna said. Her breath hitched. "The fact that you can't separate them. The arousal is the humiliation. The humiliation is the arousal. They're the same thing now."

Jason groaned. His hand stroking, wrist aching, cock leaking steadily. He matched Alistair and Sienna’s pace as the tongue worked Emma's clit, the wet, filthy sounds of it filling the room through the speaker. She was close. Jason could tell. Her thighs shaking, breath coming in short gasps.

"Alistair… fuck… don't stop… please don't stop…"

Alistair didn't stop. His hands slid further under her arse, and lifted her hips clean off the bed, angled her pussy up toward his mouth. His tongue flicked faster, relentless, circling her clit, sucking it, working it like he'd done this a thousand times and knew exactly what she needed.
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Through the Glass Darkly

Emma's back arched off the bed, as her thighs clamped around Alistair's head, squeezed, and she screamed. High and broken and wordless. Her body shook with her orgasm, but Alistair didn't stop. His tongue kept working through the convulsions. Relentless. Jason could see the flex of his jaw, the way he held her there while she came apart.

"Fuck! Alistair! I'm… I'm cumming, I'm-"

The intercom crackled with her voice. Raw and wrecked. Jason's hand froze mid-stroke, his cock throbbing, leaking steadily, and he couldn't breathe. Couldn't blink. Emma's face twisted, tears on her cheeks, mouth open in a silent scream before the sound finally tore out of her again. Louder.

She's crying. Fuck, she's actually crying from how good it feels.

Alistair pulled back slow, smiling, his chin gleamed wet, slick with her, and he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Eyes dropped down at Emma where she lay sprawled, legs still spread, chest heaving.

"Good girl," Alistair said. Voice rough, satisfied. "That's one."

One. He's fucking counting. He's going to make her cum again. And again. More than I’ve given her, and I'm going to sit here and watch every single fucking one.

Beside Jason, Sienna's rhythm quickened. The dildo thrust harder, faster. Wet sounds filled the small room, filthy and nasty, and Jason's cock jerked at the noise. Her free hand blurred on her clit, fingers circling frantically, and she bit her lip. Stifled a moan. Her body went rigid. A sharp exhale. A shudder. She came quietly, almost controlled, just a soft sob catching in her throat.

But she didn't stop. Kept the dildo moving inside herself. Slower now, more deliberate, back in control of herself once more. How does she do that?

"She came so hard for him." Sienna's voice came breathless now, but still calm. "Did you see her face?"

Jason swallowed. His throat clicked. "Yes. I saw."

"Good."

Alistair stood and unbuckled his belt. Popped the button on his trousers. Slid the zip down.

Emma watched from the bed. Propped on her elbows, chest still heaving, legs spread wide. Her pussy glistened, swollen and pink, her own juices mixed with saliva, slick on her thighs. She stared at Alistair like she was starving. Like she'd never wanted anything more.

When did she ever look at me like that?

Alistair dropped his trousers. Boxers followed. His cock sprang free. Thick. Hard. Fucking intimidating. The head flushed dark, the shaft veined and heavy, and it stood up against his stomach, twitching once as Emma's gaze fixed on it.

Jason's stomach clenched. His cock leaked pre-cum into his fist.

Eight inches or more. So fucking thick. And Emma's staring at it like she's never seen anything so perfect. Like mine was just… practice.

"Fuck, he's huge."

The words fell out before Jason could stop them. His voice cracked on the last syllable. Pathetic.

Sienna laughed. The sound was bright, delighted. "Way bigger than you."

Jason's jaw clenched. His hand moved faster on his cock, slick with pre-cum, wrist aching. "I know."

"Say it properly."

Jason's balls tightened. He was so close – he surprised himself that he’d not already cum. "His cock's bigger than mine. Thicker. She… she needs it. Deserves it."

"Good boy."

Alistair climbed onto the bed. Positioned himself between Emma's legs. Jason watched him guide his cock to her entrance, watched him rub the head against her slippery, swollen clit first. Teasing. Emma whimpered, hips bucking up, trying to take him in, but Alistair held back. Made her wait.

Then he pushed forward. Slow. Inch by fucking inch.

Emma's mouth opened. Silent O. Her hands flew to the sheets, fisted them tight, knuckles white. Her thighs trembled as Alistair filled her. Stretched her, claimed her once again. He bottomed out, balls against her, and paused; looked directly at the mirror.

Directly at Jason.

He fucking knows I'm here, stroking my pathetic cock while he fills my wife. He knows I want him to, and he's smiling.

"Oh god… so full…"

Emma's voice was a needy gasp. Her head fell back, throat exposed, and Jason wanted to look away, but couldn't. His hand blurred on his cock, frantic.

Alistair withdrew almost completely. Just the head held inside, waited for Emma’s whine, then thrust back in, deep, grinding. Emma cried out.

He set a slow, controlled rhythm. And so fucking deep. Every thrust deliberate, every withdrawal teasing. Emma's tits bounced with each forward thrust impact, and her hands gripped Alistair's shoulders, nails digging in, leaving red crescents on his skin.

Jason's breath came in short, ragged bursts. His whole body was tense, coiled tight. He was so close already. Balls tight, stomach clenched, cock leaking steadily. He'd cum in seconds if he wasn't careful. Alistair had been fucking Emma for less than a minute, and Jason was ready to blow.

Pathetic. I'm so fucking pathetic.

"Look at her face."

Sienna's voice cut through the haze. Jason turned his head slightly, saw her watching him. Not the glass. Him. Her hand still worked the dildo, thrusting it in and out, but her gaze was fixed on Jason's face. Reading him.

"She never looked at you like that," Sienna said.

Jason's throat tightened. He couldn't speak. Just shook his head.

"She's wetter for him. Wetter than she ever was for you."

"Fuck… yes…"

Sienna smiled. Her free hand moved to her clit, circling slowly. "Say it again."

Jason's voice came hoarse, cracked. "She's wetter for him. She needs him. She never… she never needed my pathetic cock."

The words tasted like ash and arousal. His cock pulsed in his hand; he was so fucking close. Too close.

"And your husband's fucking a tighter cunt than yours."

Sienna's hand on the dildo stuttered. Faltered. She turned to Jason, eyes wide, and for a second, he thought he'd gone too far. Then she laughed. Breathless. Surprised.

"Cheeky bastard."

Jason's lips pulled into a grin. Dark. Bitter. "You love it. Watching him stretch her. Knowing he'll cum inside her. Not you."

Sienna's breath hitched. She thrust the dildo harder, faster, wet sounds were loud in the small room. "Fuck you."

"No. Fuck you." Jason's hand moved frantically on his cock, his whole body shaking. "We're both pathetic. Sitting here. Watching. And we fucking love it."

Alistair's hips moved faster as if he heard. The bed frame creaked. The headboard tapped the wall, marking a steady rhythm, and Emma's moans grew louder. More desperate. Her legs wrapped round Alistair's waist, heels digging into his arse, pulling him deeper.

"Who do you belong to?"

Alistair's voice was rough. Commanding. His hands gripped Emma’s hips, held her in place as he fucked her harder. The slap of skin on skin echoed through the intercom.

"You."

Emma's answer was a gasp. Barely audible.

"Say it louder."

"I belong to you!"

The scream tore out of her. Raw. Broken. True.

Jason's hand blurred on his cock. His whole body was tense, ready to snap. The wet sounds of Alistair fucking Emma filled the room through the intercom. Slick rhythmic sound of two perfectly matched lovers fucking each other hard. Emma's high-pitched cries. Alistair's grunts. The slap of skin on skin.

She's begging him. Screaming for him.

"Listen to her." Jason's voice was hoarse, barely recognisable. "She's begging him. She never begged me."

Sienna thrust the dildo harder, her rhythm erratic now. "Because you were never enough."

Jason grinned. Sharp. Cruel. The words came easy now, vicious. "And you're sitting here with a fake cock because Alistair's too busy breeding my wife."

Sienna moaned. Almost lost her composure. Her rhythm faltered, became frantic, desperate. "Yes… fuck, yes… he needs better."

"He's getting better. Watch."

Their view through the glass showed Emma's body going rigid with yet another orgasm. Her back arched off the bed, spine bowing, mouth open in a silent scream. Then the sound came. Guttural. Wordless. Visceral. Her body shook. Convulsed, her legs gripping Alistair, not letting him go.

Alistair didn't slow. Just kept up his power fuck. Relentless. His hips pistoned, the bed frame slamming the wall now, loud and rhythmic. Bang. Bang. Bang.

Two. She's cum twice, and he hasn't even finished. I'd have been done ten minutes ago. Fuck, I'd have cum just from getting inside her. He's going to ruin her, stretch her cunt so she can’t feel me. And I'm going to cum watching it.

Sienna's rhythm on the dildo became frantic. Her hand worked it’s own magic on her clit, fingers moving fast, desperate. She too let go, body tensing, and came hard. A quiet sob escaped her. She pulled the shining wet dildo out, set it aside, and leaned back in the chair. Panting. Her thighs glistened, wet, and Jason could smell her. Sweat and cunt and the rubber of the fake cock.

Alistair pulled out. Emma whimpered at the loss. Desperate. A needy married slut. A sound Jason had never heard her make before. He grabbed her hips, flipped her onto her hands and knees. Arse in the air and pushed her face roughly into the pillow.

He lined up. Slammed back in. No warning. No preamble.

Emma screamed into the pillow.

"Fucking take it."

Alistair's voice was a growl. His hands gripped Emma's hips hard enough to leave bruises for days. Jason could see it even from here. The fingerprints digging deep, red marks on her pale skin. He fucked her brutally, every thrust deep and punishing. Emma's arse rippled with each impact, jiggling, and her face twisted in pleasure. Tears were streaming down her cheeks.

From Jason's position, he could see everything. Perfect side profile view through the glass. Alistair's cock sliding in and out, thick and glistening wet, Emma's pussy stretched around it, her lips pulling back with him each time he withdrew. Swollen. Pink. Her arse jiggling. Her face contorted, mouth open, wet cheeks.

She's crying. From how good it feels. I've never made her cry. Never made her scream like that. Never made her cum like this. And I'm so close, fuck, I'm so close-

The headboard slammed the wall. Bang. Bang. Bang. Emma's moans were constant now. No words. Just sound. Pure, unfiltered pleasure.

Emma's arms gave out. She collapsed into the mattress, only her arse still raised, "Fuck fuck fuck, cumming again, you big bastard, I'm-"

Her body convulsed. Shook. Alistair still didn't stop. Kept fucking her through it as sweat poured down him, fucking relentless, and Jason could see her pussy clenching around his cock. Squeezing. Milking.

"That's three." Alistair's voice was triumphant. Smug. "I'm not done."

Jason couldn't hold back anymore. His hand worked his cock, frantic, desperate. His hips bucked. His whole body tensed. Everything went white.

Thick ropes splattered his stomach, his hand, his thigh. His cock pulsed, pulsed again, as he grunted like a fucking pig. He gasped, collapsed back in the chair, panting. Shaking.

Sienna was watching him. Amused. "Well done, you lasted longer than I bet Emma."

She tossed him the tissues. Jason caught them, hands trembling. "Clean up. You're going again."

Jason wiped himself off. His cock was still half-hard, oversensitive, every touch almost painful. But he kept stroking. Couldn't stop. Compulsive.

Sienna smiled. "Good boy. Just like me. We can't stop, can we?"

Jason's voice came hoarse. Wrecked. "I need to see him finish."

"You will."

Alistair's pace became erratic through the glass. His rhythm broke, thrusts shorter now, harder. He pulled Emma upright, her back against his chest. One hand wrapped stayed wrapped around her throat. Not squeezing. Just holding. Possessive. The other hand on her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple so hard she squealed, but didn’t try and stop him. He fucked her hard. Short, sharp thrusts.

"I'm cumming. Inside you. Fucking take it-"

"Yes! Fill me! Please, please, fill me!"

Alistair slammed deep one last time. Held. His cock pulsed. Jason could see it throbbing inside her, could see the exact moment Alistair's cum flooded Emma's pussy.

Alistair groaned. Long. Satisfied.

He's cumming. Inside her. No condom. Just raw. Filling her.

Sienna's fingers moved lazily between her legs. She watched Jason, not the glass. "He just bred her. You know that, right?"

Jason's hand moved on his cock. Slow. Torturous. "She's on the pill-"

Sienna cut him off. "For now. But if she weren't?" Her fingers circled her clit, slow, deliberate. "That would be a baby. His baby. Growing inside her. And you'd raise it."

Jason's breath caught. His hand moved faster, cock already hard again, aching. "Fuck…"

"Say it, Jason. Fuck, say it. Tell me what you want."

"I want him to breed her. I want to watch. I want-"

"Cum. Now."

Jason came again. Everything clenched, balls emptying, and his cock spurted weakly across his stomach. Less this time, but still too much. He shook, feeling oversensitive. Wrecked.

Sienna shuddered beside him. Three fingers inside herself, the other hand on her clit, and she came quietly. Breath hitching. Body tensing. Then still.

They collapsed in silence. Ragged breathing. The intercom still carried Emma and Alistair's murmured intimacy. Soft words, Jason couldn't make out. Didn't want to.

Through the glass, Emma curled into Alistair's arms. He stroked her hair. Kissed her forehead gently.

The tenderness was worse than the fucking.

Because it means something. Because they're not just fucking. They're… fuck. They're lovers. And she's happy about it.

Sienna stood. Her legs were shaky. She picked up her dress, slid it on. Didn't bother with underwear. Looked at Jason. Approving.

"You did well tonight."

His throat was tight. He just nodded.

"Same time next week?"

Another nod.

Sienna moved to the door. Paused with her hand on the handle. "You surprised me, Jason. The things you said. About me. My cunt. My husband."

Jason's voice was small. Defensive. "I'm sorry-"

"Don't be." Sienna smiled. Slow. Satisfied. "It was… arousing. You're not just a cuckold. You're my cuckold now. We understand each other."

She left.

Jason sat alone in the dim room. The intercom still on, crackling softly. He heard Emma laugh, a soft sound after the rawness of the fucking. Then heard the unmistakable sound of them starting to kiss again.

They're going again. And I'm still here. Still watching. Getting hard again.

Jason stood. His legs were weak, shaky. He pulled on his jeans, didn't bother cleaning up properly. Cum sticky on his skin, drying. He took one last look through the glass. Alistair's hand sliding between Emma's legs again. Her soft moan.

Jason left the observation room, closing the door quietly behind him.
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The Audi's headlights carved tunnels through fog, thick and wet, clinging to the hedgerows like it had nowhere else to go. Jason drove on autopilot. Hands loose on the wheel. Mind still back in that dim observation room, watching them, watching Emma's face as Alistair fucked her. The road was empty. The engine's hum and the slick sound of tyres on wet tarmac. That was it.

Emma was still at the estate. Still in Alistair's bed. Probably being fucked again, round two. Alistair didn't tire the way Jason did.

Jason's cock twitched. Even now. Even after cumming twice in that chair, tissue-wad still in his pocket, his boxers stiff with dried spunk. Even after everything. It didn't care. It wanted more.

This was normal now. He drove home alone while another man fucked his wife. And he was already thinking about next time.

His phone buzzed in the cupholder. The screen lighting up the cabin. Sienna's name.

Jason's stomach dropped. Cock pulsed. He waited until he hit a red light, couldn't wait, glanced down mid-corner and nearly clipped the kerb.

Sienna: You were magnificent tonight, darling. I’m thinking about your words. "A tighter cunt than yours." You filthy boy. Same time next Friday? X




Jason didn't reply. Just stared at the message until the light turned green, until some wanker in a BMW honked behind him, until he had to drive or get shunted.

The house was dark when he pulled into the driveway. Electric gates slid shut behind him, sealing him in. Jason sat in the car, engine ticking as it cooled, staring at the front door. He didn't move. Couldn't, really. Just sat there, hands on the wheel, cock still hard in his jeans, looking at the house he'd bought with lottery money to prove he belonged somewhere.

He didn't belong here. He belonged in that observation room.

Jason finally got out. Legs stiff, back aching from sitting hunched in that leather chair for over an hour. He locked the car. Walked to the door. Keys in hand. Couldn't remember deciding to move. Just found himself there, pushing the door open, stepping inside.

Jason walked through to the kitchen. The light was on. He'd set the timer himself this morning, back when Emma was still in their bed, still his. The marble gleamed. Everything was spotless, smelling faintly of lemon cleaner and nothing else. No cooking smells. No life. The cleaner had come yesterday. Emma had supervised, talking to Sienna on speakerphone the whole time, laughing about yoga and riding lessons and Alistair's "hands-on teaching style." Jason had heard her from the bedroom, jerking off to the sound of her voice saying Alistair's name.

He poured a whisky. Drank it standing by the window, glass cold in his palm, staring out toward the Greaves estate. Couldn't see it from here. Just darkness and the faint glow of distant wealth somewhere beyond the trees. That's where she was. In that glow. In that world. In Alistair's bed, coming on Alistair's cock, crying happy tears like Sienna's text had said.

She'd come home tomorrow. Smelling like him. Marked by him. Cum still inside her if she didn't shower, dried on her thighs, matted in her hair. And Jason would kiss her. Taste him on her mouth. Smell him on her skin. And he'd get hard. Because that was his place.

He poured another whisky. Drank it faster. The burn felt good. Real.

His phone buzzed again. Jason's stomach clenched. Cock pulsed before he even looked.

Sienna: Round three just started. Emma asked Alistair to be rougher. He's biting her neck, really slapping her arse, leaving marks. She's crying. Happy tears, darling. I thought you'd want to know x




She'd asked for it. Begged for it, probably. Never asked him to be rough. Never wanted that from him. Never cried happy tears when Jason fucked her. Only Alistair.

He climbed the stairs. Each step an effort. Their bedroom. Emma's perfume still hung in the air, floral and faint, mixing with the stale smell of his own sweat. Her pillow smelled like her shampoo. Coconut. Jason lay down fully clothed, jeans stiff with cum, too knackered to shower, too wired to sleep. His cock was still half-hard. Still wanting.

Good boy.


sixteen
Lunch Darling
Good Girl


The restaurant smelled like money. Leather, expensive wine, and Lilies, bunches of which lined the entrance. Sienna was already there, seated by the window with October sun lighting her platinum bob from behind. Bloody gorgeous, as always. Emma smoothed her dress (new, Reiss, it still made her stomach do a little flip when she thought about the price) and crossed the room. Her heels clicked on marble, loud enough that everyone could probably hear. No, stop it. She could afford this now. She belonged here.

Sienna stood, kissed both Emma's cheeks. Warm. Elegant. The way posh women did.

"You're radiant, darling."

Emma's chest tightened. There it was again. That feeling. Sienna's approval was like sunlight; it made her want to glow brighter. "Thanks. You too. Obviously." She gestured at Sienna's cream silk blouse, tailored trousers. "How do you always look like you've stepped out of Vogue?"

Sienna laughed, warm and musical. "Good genes and a very patient stylist. Sit, sit."

A waiter appeared. Silent, greying temples, the kind of older man who'd perfected invisibility. He poured sparkling water into crystal glasses without being asked. Emma studied the menu. No prices. This sort of place didn't expect the sort of person who needed to know something as vulgar as prices. If her old mates could see her now, Mrs Fancy Drawers.

"Order whatever you like," Sienna said, sipping her water. "My treat."

Emma's old instinct flared. The Kentish Town girl who checked her bank balance before buying milk. But no, she could afford it now. The lottery had seen to that. She ordered sea bass. Sienna chose risotto.

When the waiter disappeared, Sienna leaned forward, elbows on the table. Conspiratorial. "So, how's your week been? Yoga last Wednesday was lovely, wasn't it?"

Emma gushed. She couldn't help it. The house was perfect. The yoga was transformative, so was the horse riding. Alistair had said she was a natural rider. Sienna listened, smiling, occasionally touching Emma's hand across the table. Cool fingers, expensive rings. The rings always felt expensive. Heavy. Emma wondered if she'd ever get used to that.

The first course arrived. Burrata for Emma, oysters for Sienna. Then wine. Chablis – a fancy estate version of the ‘best of’ she used to treat them to from Tesco's. Emma took a sip, felt the sharp chill slide down her throat. Lovely.

Sienna speared an oyster, held Emma's gaze. "And how are you enjoying all the sex, darling?"

Emma choked. Wine went down wrong, burned her throat. She glanced around. No one nearby. The other tables were far enough away. Just the two of them in this little bubble of marble and sunlight.

"I..." Emma laughed, heat creeping up her neck. "Sienna."

"What? We're both adults." Sienna's smile widened. Amused. "I'm curious. Alistair's very good. And rather ... big."

Emma leaned in, lowered her voice. "It's incredible. Best I've ever had."

"Multiple orgasms?"

"Yes." Emma's breath hitched. God, just saying it out loud made her nipples tighten. "I didn't know my body could do that."

She still couldn’t get used to talking like this with his wife. But Sienna was always nodding, encouraging, leaning in like they were sharing secrets at a sleepover. It felt good to say it out loud. Jason asked, bless him, but he was always so coy about it, while Sienna… Well, she was sophisticated, yet also very blunt. She’d been a great help in opening her eyes, and teaching her about what Jason wanted, really wanted, not just what he said.

"Good." Sienna sipped her wine. "You deserve that. And sex with Jason?"

Emma's fork stopped halfway to her mouth. She set it down. Carefully.

"We... haven't. Not really. Not since Alistair."

Sienna's expression didn't change. No shock, no judgment. Just that calm curiosity she always had, like Emma was an interesting puzzle. "How does that feel?"

Emma hesitated. Poked at her burrata. "I don't know. Wrong? But also... not. It would feel like going backwards."

Jason didn't seem to mind, did he? He'd been so supportive. So understanding. Sienna had explained that he’d prefer it this way, that he got off on it. When Sienna first talked about it, the thought made Emma's stomach twist – it almost broke her heart to enforce the rules. But then Jason seemed to encourage it. He did want it – it made him hard!

"That's natural," Sienna said. Her voice was soft, like she was explaining something obvious. "You've found someone who satisfies you. Jason's a beta, there's no shame in that. Betas make wonderful husbands. Loyal. Safe. Grateful."

Beta.

Emma's fork stopped again. Jason, a beta. The word sounded... American? Like something from a podcast Sienna would listen to. But it fit, didn't it? Jason was loyal. Safe. Grateful. And Alistair, well. Alistair was whatever the opposite was. Alpha. God, it sounded stupid when she thought it like that, like some weird hierarchy thing.

But it fit.

The main courses arrived. Emma's sea bass was perfectly cooked, buttery. The waiter refilled their wine and vanished again. Emma cut into the fish, watched the sunlight shift across the tablecloth. The restaurant was warm. Quiet. She could hear the clink of cutlery from somewhere across the room, the low murmur of other conversations. Her new world was so civilised.

Sienna set down her fork. "Are you still on the pill?"

Emma blinked at the odd question. "Yes. Why?"

Sienna's smile was warm, confiding. Like they were discussing cookery, not contraception. "I stopped years ago. Hormones wrecked my skin, held back my libido – I hadn’t realised orgasms could be even better until I stopped. You've mentioned being tired?"

Emma had. Constantly, lately. And her skin had been dry since March. Nothing like the glowing complexion Sienna always had. "You think it's the pill?". And even stronger orgasms… Was that even possible?

"Worth asking your GP." Sienna's hand covered Emma's. Brief touch, cool fingers, those heavy rings pressing against Emma's knuckles. "You deserve to feel good, darling."

Emma's chest tightened again. Sienna always made everything sound so simple. So caring. Like she genuinely wanted Emma to be happy. Sienna was her best friend. Her only real friend in Surrey, if Emma was honest.

"But if I stopped..." Emma frowned, thinking it through. "What then? Condoms? Alistair hates condoms, as you know."

He had told her that he wanted to feel her properly, skin to skin, nothing between them. Emma's thighs clenched under the table. She shifted in her seat. Christ. Just the memory of his voice, low and certain, made her wet. She was getting wet in a Mayfair restaurant, thinking about Alistair's cock. Sienna was watching her. Could she tell?

Emma picked up her wine glass. Took a long sip. Tried to look normal.

Sienna laughed softly. "You just need to track your cycle. Natural family planning. I do."

Natural family planning. That sounded... responsible. Adult. Not reckless. "How does that work?"

"Apps. Basal temperature. Ovulation kits. You'd know your fertile window. Just avoid sex then, or more likely, have him pull out. Or use condoms if you must." Sienna's tone was clinical, like discussing meal prep. "But it's very reliable if you're disciplined."

Emma nodded. Intrigued. "And Alistair would be okay with that?"

Sienna's laugh was genuine this time. "Darling, Alistair will do whatever makes you happy. He adores you."

He did. Didn't he? The way he looked at her. Touched her. She felt worshipped with Alistair. With Jason, she felt... loved. But not desired. Not like that. Not the way Alistair looked at her, like he wanted to devour her.

Dessert was offered. They both said no. Espresso, though. Yes.

Emma stirred hers, no sugar, watching the crema swirl. Dark. Bitter. "If I went off the pill... and Jason and I ever..."

Sienna interrupted gently. "If you allow him to make love to you… IF, then he must use condoms. He’ll want that."

Relief washed through Emma. That made sense. Fair, even. Alistair got her raw because he was... well, Alistair. Jason would understand. Probably. He always did these days.

"It's important to keep some things separate," Sienna continued. She sipped her espresso, eyes on Emma over the rim of the cup. "Alistair's your lover. Jason's your husband. Totally different roles."

Different roles. Emma repeated the phrase in her head, testing it. It sounded so simple when Sienna said it. So civilised. Different men, different needs. Both important.

"You deserve to feel good, darling. Healthy. Alive. If the pill's holding you back, stop it."

Sienna's hand covered Emma's again. Emma felt a flicker of something. Shame? Excitement? Hard to tell the difference anymore.

Emma smiled, her mind already set. "I'll book a GP appointment."

Sienna's smile widened. Approving. Proud. "Good girl."

Good girl. The phrase sent warmth flooding through Emma's chest. Down lower, too, if she was honest. Sienna was proud of her. Alistair would be pleased. Everything was falling into place.

Sienna signalled the waiter, produced a black card from her Hermès wallet. The bill appeared, folded discreetly, disappeared again. Paid. Done. They stood, gathered coats. Emma's was new too. Wool, camel-coloured, softer than anything she'd owned before the lottery.

"Next week," Sienna said, linking arms with Emma as they walked toward the door. "Maybe a spa day. Alistair mentioned theatre tickets for November."

Emma was thrilled; her life was unrecognisable. Six months ago, she was a nursery assistant in Kentish Town, living in a cramped flat, worrying about bills. Now she was lunching in Mayfair, fucking a lord, planning spa days. And her husband didn't mind.

No, he wanted it!

At the door, Sienna kissed Emma's cheek. "Text me when you've seen the GP."

"I will."

Emma walked to her car. The Audi still felt too flashy, too big, too expensive. She drove home through London traffic, thoughts circling like the roundabouts

Stop the pill. Track her cycle. Feel better. It all made sense.

Sienna was always right.
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That evening, Emma sat cross-legged on the sofa, laptop balanced on her knees. Jason was upstairs somewhere, his office probably, doing whatever he did up there. She'd Googled natural family planning the moment she got home. Scrolling through articles about basal thermometers, ovulation apps, cervical mucus (God, the internet was graphic). It all seemed straightforward enough. Track your cycle. Know your fertile days. Easy.

Her phone buzzed.

Sienna: How was the drive back? x




Emma: Fine. Already looking into cycle tracking. Found an app.




Sienna: Good girl. Alistair will be pleased. x




Alistair will be pleased.

Emma's thighs clenched. She shifted on the sofa, set the laptop aside, and stared at her phone. Alistair would be pleased. Because she'd be off hormones?

She opened the app she'd downloaded. Flo. Pink interface, cheerful, designed for women who wanted to track periods and ovulation and all of that. Emma started entering data, including symptoms: tired, spotty, low libido (with Jason, anyway).

The app calculated, thought for a moment, then displayed her fertile window.

Five days.

Emma stared at the screen. October 23rd to 28th. Her fertile window. Five days when her body was primed, ready, ripe. What if she didn't avoid sex those days? Could she even stop herself when with Alistair? What if she let Alistair fuck her raw, right in the middle of ovulation, when she was most fertile, and she just asked him to pull out?

Her breath caught. The thought made her cunt pulse. Reckless. Stupid. Completely fucking stupid.

But.

Alistair made her want to be reckless. Made her feel like the kind of woman who did reckless things. Not Kentish Town Emma, who checked her bank balance before buying a Tesco meal deal. Someone else. Someone braver. Sluttier?

The word didn't sting the way it should have.

Jason's footsteps creaked overhead. Emma locked her phone, heart pounding. Picked up the laptop again. Pretended to be reading something. Innocent. Just researching health stuff. Nothing decided.

But the app sat there on her home screen now, counting down to her next fertile window.
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The Last Barrier

Jason scraped the wooden spoon along the bottom of the pot, Bolognese bubbling thick and red. Garlic. Tomatoes, and wine he'd added from an eight-quid Tesco bottle, not the estate shit the Greaves drank. The way his mum used to make it before the M25, before the drunk driver, before everything went to shit and left him alone with Emma. Just Emma. Comfort food. Proper food.

Except nothing was safe anymore.

Emma hummed at the table, folding cloth napkins like she was setting up for the fucking Queen. That tune again. The one she'd hummed in the car after the pool party, after Alistair had taken her in the cabana, after she'd come home with his cum still drying on her thighs and her cunt fucked raw. She hummed it every night now. Every single night.

Jason's cock stirred in his jeans. Already thickening, and she hadn't even looked at him. She wouldn't look at him. Not like that. Hadn't in weeks.

"Wine?" Emma lifted the Malbec, already pouring herself a generous glass. Didn't wait for an answer.

"Yeah. Cheers."

Jason plated the Bolognese, his hands steady even though his pulse hammered everywhere. Wrists. Throat. Cock. He carried both plates to the table and sat across from her. Emma smiled, tucked a strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear, and raised her glass.

"To us."

Jason clinked his glass against hers. The sound felt wrong. Hollow. Like the toast itself was a lie.

"How was London?" he asked, twirling pasta round his fork.

"Gorgeous." Emma sipped, eyes going distant. Replaying her afternoon, probably. Cecconi's. White tablecloths. Sienna's voice in her ear, planting seeds, grooming her. "Traffic was fucked coming back, though. M25 was a nightmare."

The M25. Always the fucking M25.

"Sienna mentioned the pill today."

The words came out easily. Casual. Like she'd mentioned the weather or whether they needed milk. But Jason's chest locked up, his fork hovering, Bolognese cooling. The pill. Birth control. The only thing standing between Emma's womb and Alistair's bare cock.

He set the fork down. Slowly. Carefully. His hands didn't shake even though every part of him wanted to flip the table, wanted to scream, wanted to grab her by the shoulders and beg her not to do this.

"What about it?"

Emma shrugged, stabbing at her pasta. "She reckons it might be affecting my mood. And my skin. You know how bad my skin's been."

Jason knew. Emma had been obsessing over invisible spots for weeks, buying serums Sienna recommended, expensive shit that came in tiny bottles and cost a fortune. But the pill? This wasn't about skin. This was never about skin.

"She thinks it's the pill doing that?"

"Maybe." Emma chewed, thoughtful. "Sienna stopped taking hers, like, years ago. Said the hormones killed her libido, wrecked her skin, made her feel like complete shit. And now?" She smiled. Wide and genuine, the kind of smile Jason used to make her give. "You've seen her. Looks amazing, and she feels amazing."

Jason's throat went tight. He reached for his wine, sipped, and forced himself to swallow even though it tasted sour now. Wrong. "Right."

"She tracks her cycle naturally now. Just an app on her phone. Simple."

Simple. Fuck, nothing about this was simple.

Emma kept going, leaning forward now, animated in the way she got when Sienna had convinced her of something. And Sienna always convinced her. Always. "I looked it up after lunch, Jay. Loads of women say the same thing. The pill's basically poison for some people. And I've been so knackered for months, you know? Like, all the time. I thought it was just... life. The move. Everything. But maybe it's the bloody hormones."

Jason nodded. Sipped more wine. His cock was fully hard now, pressing against his zip, leaking pre-cum into his boxers while his wife talked about stopping birth control. While she talked about letting another man fuck her raw with no protection.

"And your libido?" The question slipped out before he could stop it. Desperate. Pathetic.

Emma paused, fork halfway to her mouth. She set it down gently, meeting his eyes for the first time since she'd sat down.

"With us, you mean."

"Yeah."

Her expression softened. Pitying. The look you'd give a dog you were about to have put down. "It was never... I thought it was me, you know? That I was just, like, broken or something. But maybe it was the pill all along."

Not the pill. Me. I was the problem. I've always been the problem.

Jason's jaw clenched so hard his teeth ached. He forced it to relax, forced himself to nod like this made sense, like her words weren't carving him open and scooping out his insides. "So you're thinking of stopping?"

"I'm making a GP appointment." Emma smiled, bright and decided. The decision was already made before she'd even told him. "Just to see what she says. But yeah. I think I will."

If Emma stopped the pill, Alistair would fuck her raw. Every time. No condom. No barrier. Just his cock in her cunt, skin to skin, nothing between them, his cum flooding her pussy, filling her womb, staying inside her while Jason got what? Latex. If he got anything at all. If they ever fucked again.

They hadn't fucked in three weeks. Twenty-two days. Jason had counted.

"I'll track my cycle properly," Emma continued, oblivious to the spiral behind his eyes, the way his cock throbbed against his jeans, the way his hands wanted to shake but didn't. "Sienna said using the app is dead easy once you get the hang of it. You just log your temperature and stuff."

Sienna. Of course. Sienna planted this. Sienna watered it. And Emma bought it because Emma always bought what Sienna sold.

Jason pushed his dinner around his plate. His appetite had fucked off somewhere, left him with a knot in his stomach and a hard cock and a wife who was planning to let another man breed her.

"Oh, and Alistair mentioned theatre next week." Emma brightened, moving on like she hadn't just dropped a bomb in the middle of dinner. "Some West End thing. Can't remember what. He's got a box, though. Thought we could all go."

Everything came back to Alistair.

Jason stood. Too fast. His chair scraped loud against the floor, the sound harsh in the quiet kitchen. "I'll sort the dishes."

Emma blinked up at him, surprised. "You okay, love?"

"Fine. Just tired."

He turned before she could press, before she could see his face, before she could notice the bulge in his jeans. He loaded plates into the dishwasher with mechanical precision, his hands finally shaking now that his back was to her. The kitchen felt too small. Walls closing in. Emma's humming filled every corner, that same fucking tune, the one that meant Alistair, the one that meant she'd been fucked and loved it.

"I'm knackered," Emma called from the table. "Coming up?"

"In a bit. Got some emails to finish."

Lie. He had no emails. He had nothing but this. This kitchen. This humiliation. This hard cock.

Emma shrugged. He heard it in her voice. She drained her wine, stood, and kissed his cheek on her way past. Her lips were warm. Soft. They didn't linger. "Night, then."

Jason listened to her footsteps on the stairs. The bedroom door closing. The shower running. Then silence.

He gripped the edge of the counter, knuckles white, staring at his reflection in the black window above the sink. Pathetic. That's what stared back. A bloke from Kentish Town who'd won the lottery and bought a manor and a wife and still ended up here: watching his reflection in a dark window while his wife planned to stop the pill.
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Research and Development

Jason waited for the trembling to stop. For his cock to soften enough that he could walk upstairs without it being obvious he'd just spunked all over the kitchen, thinking about his wife getting bred by another man.

Took three minutes. His cock didn't get the memo, stayed half-hard, insistent.

The house had gone quiet. Emma's shower, ten minutes ago. He'd counted. Listened to the water stop, the bathroom door open, her footsteps padding down the hall. No hairdryer. Unusual.

Jason climbed the stairs. Each step careful, deliberate. The bedroom door was ajar. Light off. He stopped. Listened. Emma's breathing, slow and deep. Asleep. Probably. She did that sometimes, faked it, scrolled her phone under the duvet while he stood outside like a fucking creep. Was she texting Alistair right now? Sienna? Planning her next visit, what she'd wear, whether she'd let Alistair fuck her arse this time?

Jason's hand touched the door frame. He could go in. Slip into bed beside her. Smell her hair. Maybe she'd turn to him, sleepy, soft. Maybe she wouldn't. Safer not to risk it. His cock throbbed. He walked past.

Down the hall. Into his office.

The door clicked shut. Lock turned. Habit now. The room swallowed him, dark except for the streetlight bleeding through the blinds, orange and cold. Jason sat. Woke the laptop. The screen flared blue, hurting his eyes. He opened a private browser. Stared at the blinking cursor.

His hands hovered over the keys.

Don't.

But they moved anyway. Typing before his brain caught up.

cuckold breeding

The results flooded the screen. Thousands. Forums, stories, videos, Reddit threads with hundreds of upvotes. He wasn't alone. Men like him are everywhere. Men whose wives fucked other men raw. Men who raised other men's children. Men who got hard thinking about it. Men who were proper fucked in the head, just like Jason.

He clicked the first link. A forum. Dark theme, white text, usernames that told their own stories: BetaInBoston, WatchingInSeattle, CagedInCalifornia. Caged. Jesus. Jason didn't want to know.

Top thread. Forty-seven replies.

Title: My wife went off birth control for her bull. I've never been harder.

Username: SubmissiveInSeattle

Posted: 3 months ago

Jason read.

My wife (34F) told me last week she's stopping the pill. Her bull (41M) wants to fuck her raw. I (36M) agreed. I don't know why. I should've said no. But when she asked, I just... nodded.

Fuck. Jason's cock jumped. Just like that. Bull. That word. Alistair was Emma's bull. Sienna had said it once, laughing, her hand on Jason's thigh, squeezing. "He's her bull now, Jason. You know that don't you?" Jason had nodded. He always went along for a quiet life. Jason’s hand moved. Palm cupping his cock through denim. The poster was him. Different city, different bull, same pathetic fucking nod. Yeah. Alright. Whatever you want, love.

Now I can't stop thinking about it. He's going to cum inside her. No condom. No pill. She could get pregnant. She probably will. And I'm so fucking hard I can't think straight.

Jason shifted in the chair. Unzipped his jeans. Just enough. Pressure relief. Not touching. Not yet. His cock strained against his boxers, the fabric damp with pre-cum. He scrolled.

Reply 1 (CagedInCalifornia):

Normal? Mate, you're a cuckold. This is what we do. My wife's been off BC for three years. Her bull's knocked her up twice. I've raised both kids. Best decision we ever made.

Twice. Two kids. Another man's children. And this bloke, CagedInCalifornia, he was proud. Raising another man's babies, watching his wife's belly swell, knowing everyone at the christening could do the maths, and he loved it. Best decision.

Jason's cock throbbed. He pressed his palm harder.

Reply 2 (BetaInBoston):

You're not insane. You're wired for this. The breeding kink is peak cuckolding. Embrace it.

Embrace it. Sienna's words. Different phrasing, same message. She'd said it weeks ago, her lips close to his ear, her hand wrapped around his cock. "You're wired for this, Jason. Most men aren't. But you are. Embrace it."

He had. He was. Right now, cock hard, reading strangers' confessions, getting off on their humiliation because it was his humiliation too.

Reply 3 (WatchingInSeattle):

My wife's pregnant right now. Bull's baby. Due in January. I watch him fuck her every week. Her belly's huge and he still bends her over. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen.

Jason's hand slipped inside his boxers. Skin on skin. His cock hot, slick with pre-cum, pulsing. He stroked. Slow. The image filled his head. Emma. Pregnant. Belly round and tight. Alistair behind her, hands on her hips, fucking her, and Emma moaning, loving it, her body changed, claimed, proof of what Alistair had done to her.

He opened a new tab. Searched again.

wife pregnant by bull

More results. Stories this time. Erotic fiction. Explicit. Titles that punched him in the gut:

Watching my wife's belly grow with another man's baby.

I raised my wife's bull's child.

Bred by her lover while I watched.

Jason clicked the first one.

The story loaded. First person. Husband's POV. The setup was familiar. Wife, lover, ovulation, breeding. The husband jerking off in the corner while his future collapsed into arousal. Jason read three paragraphs. Had to stop. Had to unzip fully, shove his jeans and boxers down, pull his cock out because the pressure was unbearable, the need clawing at him.

He stroked. Properly now. Fist tight. Eyes on the screen.

The story described the wife's belly swelling. The lover's hand on it, possessive, proud. The husband's shame and pride tangled together, inseparable. The birth. The christening. Everyone knowing. No one saying. The lover's name on the birth certificate.

Jason's breathing quickened. Ragged. His hand moved faster, the slick sound loud in the silent room, obscene, and he didn't care.

He closed his eyes. Let the fantasy swallow him.

Emma's on her back in Alistair's bed. The big four-poster with the dark wood frame and the Egyptian cotton sheets that cost more than Jason's first car. Naked. Legs spread wide, ankles near her ears, because Alistair can bend her like that, makes her flexible in ways Jason never managed. Her cunt's dripping. Swollen. Pink. Alistair's between her thighs, cock in hand, that massive fucking thing, thicker than Jason's wrist, veins standing out, the head flushed dark, and he's rubbing it through her folds, teasing, making her beg.

"Please. Alistair, please."

"Please what?"

"Fuck me. Breed me. I need it. I need your cum. Please."

And Alistair pushes in. Slow. Deep. No condom. Skin to skin. Emma's cunt swallows him, stretches, takes every inch, and she gasps, moans, that sound she makes when she's properly filled, the sound Jason hasn't heard her make for him in months, and Alistair's hands grip her hips, bruising, possessive, and he starts to fuck her. Hard. The bed creaks. Emma's tits bouncing. Her hands clawing at his back, nails raking, leaving marks.

"Gonna put a baby in you. You want that? Want me to breed you?"

"Yes. Fuck. Yes. Breed me. Make me yours."

"You're already mine."

"Then prove it. Fill me. Get me pregnant."

Jason's hand blurred. Stroking hard, fast, his cock leaking, the pre-cum slicking his palm, and in the fantasy, Sienna's there, sitting beside him in the leather armchair, legs crossed, glass of wine in hand, watching, smiling that knowing smile.

"He's breeding her, Jason. Can you see? His cock's so deep. Hitting her cervix. She's ovulating. She checked her app this morning. Peak fertility. He's going to fill her. Flood her. Make her pregnant. And you're going to raise it. Another man's baby. Alistair's baby. You'll change the nappies. Do the night feeds. Watch Alistair kiss her belly. And you'll love it. Won't you?"

"Yes." Jason's saying it out loud. Whispering to the empty room, the dark office, the glowing screen. "Yes. Fuck. Yes."

The fantasy shifts. Months later. Emma's belly is swollen. Seven months. Eight. Huge. Beautiful. Glowing. Alistair's hand on it, fingers splayed, feeling the baby kick. His baby. Kicking inside Jason's wife. Alistair kissing her stomach. Whispering to the baby.

Mine. You're mine. Just like your mum.

And Jason? Jason standing in the doorway of the estate's nursery, the one Sienna's had decorated, pale yellow walls and white furniture, watching, hard, because this is what he agreed to. What he wanted. What he couldn't stop wanting.

Jason opened his eyes. Fumbled for his phone. Face ID. The hidden folder. Brewing Research. Nothing to do with hops or malt or the fucking outbuilding he'd bought all that gear for.

Photos. Videos. Every file Sienna had sent. The evidence of his cuckolding, catalogued, saved, and obsessed over.

He found the image. Two weeks old. Emma and Alistair mid-fuck. Emma's face ecstasy, mouth open, eyes rolled back. Alistair's cock buried deep, her cunt stretched around him, wet, glistening. The angle showed everything. His thickness. Her body taking him. The way she looked at him, not at the camera, not at Jason, who'd never see this look directed at him again.

If Emma stopped the pill, this image would change. Alistair wouldn't pull out. He'd cum inside her. Flood her. Breed her. Make her his. And Jason would watch it happen, would jerk off to it, would raise the baby and hate himself and love it and cum to the thought of it every single day for the rest of his life.

Jason stroked faster. Staring at the photo. His vision blurring. The fantasy and the image merging. Emma's belly swollen. Alistair's baby. Jason's wife. Another man's child.

The arousal peaked. Sharp. Vicious. Unstoppable.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

But he didn't stop. Couldn't stop. His hand blurred, his cock pulsed, throbbing, the pressure building at the base of his spine, in his balls, and the image burned into his retinas, Emma, pregnant, glowing, Alistair's hand on her stomach, and Jason powerless, hard, cumming, cumming, fuck, cumming-

The orgasm punched through him. Brutal. His vision whited out. Cum spurted over his hand, his jeans, his T-shirt, and it kept coming, pulsing, his cock jerking in his fist, balls emptying, and he groaned, low and guttural, didn't care if Emma heard, didn't care about anything except the image burned into his retinas: Emma, belly swollen, Alistair's hand on it, and Jason hard, cumming, powerless.

He slumped. Panting. The laptop still glowing. The photo still on the phone screen. Emma's face mid-orgasm. Alistair's cock buried in her cunt. Jason's cum cooling on his knuckles, sticky, already starting to smell. That sharp, bleachy stink. His own shame made physical.

The room was silent. Just his breathing. Ragged. Slowing. The house creaked. No footsteps. Emma hadn't heard. Or didn't care.

Jason stared at his hand. Cum stringing between his fingers. He should feel disgusted. Should feel horrified. He'd just wanked himself raw to the thought of his wife pregnant with another man's baby. To forum posts from strangers living his future. To stories about cuckolds raising bulls' children.

What the fuck was wrong with him?

But his cock was already twitching. Softening, yeah, but interested. Ready for round two in twenty minutes, half an hour tops.

That's what was wrong with him.

Jason grabbed tissues from the desk drawer. Cleaned himself. Mechanical. Wiped his hand, his jeans, his shirt. The tissues went in the bin, buried under old sketches and receipts. Evidence hidden. He zipped up. Closed the laptop. Sat in the dark.

He should stop this. Tell Emma no. Refuse. Put his foot down. Be a fucking husband. Say, Actually, love, I've changed my mind. Keep taking the pill. I don't want Alistair's baby. I want ours. Be a man.

But he wouldn't.

Because the truth was sharper now than it had ever been. The truth was, he wanted it. Wanted to watch Alistair breed his wife. Wanted to raise another man's child. Wanted the humiliation, the degradation, the proof of his inadequacy growing in Emma's belly. Needed it.

Sienna had named it weeks ago. Cuckold. The word had felt like violence then, like a slap, like an accusation. Now it felt like identity. Like truth. Like the only word that explained why his cock stayed hard when it should've gone soft, why he came harder imagining his wife fucked by another man than he ever had fucking her himself.

Jason checked his phone. No messages. Emma asleep. The house silent.

Tomorrow, Emma would call the GP. Book an appointment. Then she'd stop the pill. Flush the packet. Bin it. Tell Alistair. Sienna would know first, probably. They'd plan it. Time it. Make sure Emma was ovulating when Alistair fucked her raw … and didn’t pull out.

And Jason? Jason would say nothing. He's actually help - book the appointment for her. Because cuckolds didn't get a say. Cuckolds watched. Accepted. Encouraged. Got hard. That's what they did. That's what he did.

Emma's breathing, soft and even. Definitely asleep now. Innocent. She had no idea what stopping the pill meant. Not really. She thought it was about pleasure, about Alistair feeling her properly, skin to skin, no barrier. She didn't know it was about ownership. Claiming. Breeding. Making her his in a way Jason never could.

But Sienna knew. Alistair knew.

And now, Jason knew too.


seventeen
Dinner and an Invite
The Exhibition Proposal


Perfect duck. Of course. Everything at Alistair's table was always fucking perfect- the wine probably was the only bottle in the world, the china so thin you could see candlelight through it, the mahogany polished to a mirror shine that made the whole room glow like some National Trust period drama. Even the music. Some French shite, all violins and elegance, drifting from hidden speakers that probably cost five grand each.

Jason cut another piece of meat. Chewed. Tasted nothing. His cock was half-hard already, and they hadn't even started yet.

Across the table, Emma giggled.

Jason looked up.

She was on Alistair's lap.

Not sitting beside him in her own chair. On his thigh. Side-saddle. Emerald wrap dress falling open, one pale breast completely bare. Her nipple was hard in the firelight. Alistair's hand owned her thigh. Left hand, fingers splayed wide, claiming pale skin Jason used to touch. Past tense. His right hand held a wine glass. Casual. Like having another man's half-naked wife perched on you during dinner was just how things were done. Like this was normal.

Emma lifted a forkful of duck to Alistair's mouth. He took the bite, lips closing around the silver tines, then caught her fingers with his tongue. Licked them clean. She giggled again. Breathy. Cheeks flushed pink.

Jason's cock thickened. Pushed against his zip.

Three weeks. Three fucking weeks of this since he'd stopped pretending to fight it.

Every Friday. Same routine. Dinner at the Greaves estate, Emma on Alistair's lap, glowing like she'd been fucked all afternoon. Which she had. Jason could smell it from here: sandalwood cologne, male sweat, the faint musk of sex that clung to her skin no matter how many showers she took.

Beside him, Sienna cut her roasted vegetables with surgical precision. Knife, fork, perfect movements. She glanced at him, one eyebrow raised. Amused.

Her hand rested on his thigh beneath the table. High. Near his groin but not touching. Just there. Always claiming him the way Alistair claimed Emma. A reminder.

Jason looked down at his plate. Ate. Chewed. Swallowed.

"More wine, darling?"

Alistair's voice. Smooth. Posh. Public school vowels. Addressing Emma like she was his.

"Please."

Emma held out her glass. Alistair poured, hand steady, Bordeaux dark as blood in the candlelight. When he set the bottle down, his fingers slid higher on her thigh.

Emma shifted on his lap. Spread her legs slightly.

The dress fell open. Both breasts are visible now. Nipples tight.

Jason's fork hovered mid-air as Alistair's hand disappeared between Emma's thighs.

She gasped. Soft. Little intake of breath. Then picked up her fork and continued feeding him as though nothing had changed. As though she didn't have another man's fingers inside her at the dinner table.

Sienna squeezed Jason's thigh. Once. A silent acknowledgement. Watch. This is for you, too.

Oh, he watched alright.

Alistair's wrist flexed. Emma's breath hitched. Caught. Her free hand gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white. Wedding ring glinting in the candlelight.

"So, Jason."

Alistair's voice was conversational. Polite. Like he wasn't currently fingering Jason's wife three feet away.

"How's the brewing coming along?"

Jason blinked. "What?"

"Your beer. The IPA, wasn't it? You mentioned fermentation last week."

"Oh. Right. Yeah, it's... It's good. Smells right. Should be ready to bottle next weekend."

"Excellent. I'm quite looking forward to trying it."

Emma moaned. Quiet. Almost a whimper.

Alistair didn't pause. Didn't even glance at her. "Sienna, did Leon ever respond about Monaco?"

Sienna set down her knife. "He did. December's confirmed. Though Isabelle's being difficult about the villa."

"She always is."

They kept talking. Stocks. Mutual friends. Some charity gala in December. Meanwhile, Alistair's fingers worked between Emma's legs, a steady rhythm, knuckles glistening wet when the candlelight caught them. Jason could hear it. Soft, slick sounds. Her cunt. Soaked. Alistair's fingers pumping in and out while he discussed property prices like this was fucking normal.

Emma's breathing went ragged. Fork clattered onto her plate. Both hands grabbed - one on Alistair's shoulder, nails digging in through his shirt, the other white-knuckling the table edge. Her thighs clamped shut around his wrist, trapping his hand between her legs.

She came. Right fucking there.

Not small. Not quiet. A shuddering, full-body orgasm that made her bite down hard on her bottom lip, back arching, tits lifting, nipples so tight they looked painful. A little gasp-moan escaped. High-pitched. Desperate. The sound she used to make for Jason. Now it was for Alistair's fingers.

Jason's cock surged. Pre-cum leaked, wet spot spreading in his boxers. His own hand tightened around his fork - if he didn't hold onto something, he'd reach down and adjust himself, and that would be too fucking obvious.

Alistair kissed her temple tenderly and withdrew his hand. Emma whimpered at the loss. He wiped his fingers on a linen napkin – slow and deliberate - then picked up his wine glass and took a sip. His fingers left wet streaks on the white linen. Emma's arousal. Her cum. Just sitting there on the table.

Sienna's hand slid higher on Jason's thigh, touched his erection. Fingertips brushed the underside, feather light. Then retreated.

Emma sagged against Alistair's chest, panting softly. He stroked her hair. Long, soothing strokes. Murmured something Jason couldn't hear. She nodded. Kissed his jaw. Nuzzled into his neck like a cat.

No one commented. This was normal now.
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Footsteps announced the staff returning. Jason didn't look up. Kept his eyes on his plate while they cleared around him, while Emma sat there tits-out and freshly-orgasmed like it was nothing. The older woman, grey hair in a tight bun, always served dessert, cleared Jason's plate without meeting his eyes. Professional. She'd seen Emma half-naked at this table three weeks running. Seen Alistair finger her during the main course. Probably seen and heard worse.

They know. Everyone in this house knows what I am. The humiliation shivered through him. Hot. Electric. Made his cock twitch.

Emma climbed off Alistair's lap, adjusted her dress - barely, still half-open, tits still mostly visible - and moved to the chair beside him. Her cheeks were flushed, lips swollen. She looked satisfied. Sated… for now. Beautiful.

Alistair poured more wine. Topped up everyone's glass. He was good at this. Fucking good at everything.

Sienna lifted hers. "To Friday nights."

They toasted. Crystal clinked.

Dessert arrived. Chocolate fondant, artfully plated, a perfect quenelle of vanilla ice cream already melting into the warm chocolate. Restaurant-quality. Of course.

Emma took a bite and moaned. "Oh my god. That's amazing."

Everything was sensual now. Even food. Every sound she made went straight to Jason's cock. Alistair watched her. A faint smile played at his lips. Possessive. Satisfied. Then he set down his fork.

"I've been thinking."

The tone shifted. Weighted. Everyone's attention sharpened.

Emma looked at him, curious. Sienna leaned back, sipped her wine. She knew what was coming. Of course she did.

"Thinking about what?" Emma asked.

Alistair reached over, brushed a strand of hair from her face. Tucked it behind her ear. An intimate gesture, a boyfriend gesture. "About you. How exquisite you are."

She blushed. Proper blush, creeping down her neck. "Thank you."

"And how much I've enjoyed our arrangement." He glanced at Jason. Brief acknowledgement, then back to Emma. "We all have."

Jason's guts clenched. Where is this going? Still though, his cock throbbed. Fear and arousal tangled so tight he couldn't tell which was which anymore.

"I'd like to take the next step." Alistair's voice dropped. Serious. "Show you off. Properly."

Emma's pupils dilated. Breath caught. "Show me off?"

"To others who'd appreciate you."

Silence.

Jason's pulse hammered. A loud sound filled his skull. Other people? Watching Emma. Watching Alistair fuck her? His cock throbbed so hard it hurt. This is going too far. He should take Emma home, end this here. Should-

He did nothing.

Emma looked between Alistair and Sienna. Processing. "What do you mean, others?"

Sienna set her glass down. "There's a club. In Soho. Very exclusive. Le Cercle Noir."

"A club?" Emma's voice was careful. Measured.

"Private members only," Sienna said. "Exhibition. Voyeurism. Couples who... share. In various configurations."

Jason's cock pulsed. Leaked. The wet spot in his boxers spreading now.

Emma's breath quickened. "You want to take me there?"

Alistair leaned closer. His hand slid to her knee. "I want to show you there. Let others see how beautiful you are. How responsive." His thumb stroked circles on her skin. "How perfectly you come when I'm inside you."

Strangers, watching her. Watching Alistair fuck her.

Jason's erection strained against his trousers. Painful. He shifted slightly. Sienna's hand tightened on his thigh. Warning. Don't move. Don't interrupt.

Emma bit her lip. "Would they... touch me?"

"Only if you allow it," Alistair said. Voice gentle and reassuring. "And only with me there. You'd be completely safe."

Sienna turned to Jason. Matter-of-fact. Like discussing dinner reservations. "You'll watch from the voyeur gallery. I'll be with you, of course."

Jason opened his mouth. Unsure whether to protest or agree. But Sienna continued, steamrolling gently.

"It's quite comfortable. Cocktails. Dimmed lighting. Very civilised and very, very exclusive."

Alistair - to Emma, ignoring Jason entirely - "You'd be in a private room. Just us at first. Then, if you're comfortable, we can let others join us."

Emma's nipples were hard. Not from cold, the room was warm, fire crackling in the hearth. Her chest flushed pink, that blotchy arousal rash creeping down between her breasts. Thighs squeezing together, rubbing. She was wet, horny. She had to be. Jason's cock knew it before his brain caught up.

"It's not some tawdry swingers' den," Sienna added. Maternal. Reassuring. "It's sophisticated. Consent is paramount. You'd have complete control over what happens."

Emma exhaled slowly. Looked at Alistair. "And you want this?"

"I want to show the world what I have," Alistair said simply.

What I have. Not what we have. Not what Jason and I share.

Emma turned to Jason. Finally. First time she'd met his eyes properly since sitting down. Her pupils were huge. Cheeks pink. Lips parted. She was breathing fast. Excited. Gagging for it. And asking his permission like he had any fucking say.

"Jason?"

The table waited. Alistair sipped his wine. Unbothered. He already knew the answer.

Sienna's hand returned to Jason's thigh. Steadying. Grounding.

"Is this... okay?" Emma's voice was soft. Almost apologetic.

Jason looked at her. Beautiful. Glowing. Skin flushed from Alistair's fingers, lips swollen from biting down when she came. Already halfway out the door to this new experience. Already imagining it. Strangers' eyes on her. Alistair showing her off like a prize.

He could say no. Right now. Could refuse. She'd listen. Probably. Maybe. She'd be disappointed. But she'd listen.

But he didn't want to. He wanted to watch. Wanted to see them want her, wanted to sit in that dark gallery with Sienna's hand on his thigh and his cock hard and his wife being worshipped by another man. Wanted to prove he could handle it. Wanted Sienna to whisper good boy in his ear after.

"Yes."

Hoarse. Quiet. Barely his own voice.

Emma's face lit up. Broke into a smile. Relieved. Grateful. She reached across the table, squeezed his hand. Her palm was warm. Soft. "Thank you."

Sienna squeezed his thigh in sync. Approval. Good boy.

Alistair raised his glass. "Next Saturday, then. I'll make the arrangements."

Sienna - to Emma, maternal and possessive - "Wear something stunning, darling. I'll help you choose."

Emma nodded. Giddy now. Looked at Alistair like he'd just offered her the world. Like this was the best gift anyone had ever given her.

Jason finished his wine in one swallow, and his throat burned. Hands were shaking. He set the glass down carefully. Didn't trust himself not to drop it.
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The evening ended the way it always did.

Sienna and Jason stood. Gathered his coat, and Emma walked him to the door, wrap dress still loose, barely covering her - still half-naked. She kissed Jason goodbye; chaste, wifely, the kind of kiss you'd give a brother. Dry lips. Closed mouth.

"Drive safe," she said.

Then she turned and walked back inside. Back to Alistair. Back to his bed. Hips swaying. Arse visible through the silk. She didn't look back.

Jason drove in silence. Hands gripped the steering wheel. Knuckles white. The Surrey lanes were dark. Empty. His headlights carved through the blackness.

Next Saturday. Le Cercle Noir. Strangers watching Emma. Watching Alistair fuck her. Watching her come. Watching her be worshipped.

He should feel sick, but he felt alive.
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The Viewing Gallery

The Bentley slid through Soho, past pubs and kebab shops bleeding neon onto wet pavements. Jason's reflection stared back from the window; pale, hollow-eyed, he looked like a bloke going to a funeral, not a sex club.

The car stopped on Greek Street. Jason nearly missed the door, black paint, single red bulb buzzing overhead like a warning. Or an invitation. Bronze plaque so small you'd walk right past: LCN. He would've, but Alistair knew.

No queue. No bouncers. If you knew, you knew.

Emma sat beside Alistair in the back, thigh pressed to his, fingers laced through his like they'd been married for decades. The slip dress Sienna had picked out clung to every curve: black silk, no bra, nipples visible through the fabric every time the streetlights caught her. Stockings. Heels that made her arse look edible. Hair swept up in a low bun, red lipstick, smoky eyes. She looked like a model. Like she belonged in some Chanel advert, not a Soho sex club.

But here they were.

Jason sat opposite with Sienna, who'd dressed like she was about to fire someone. Black trousers, silk blouse, heels sharp enough to draw blood. Hair swept up. The only softness was her perfume.

Her hand rested on his thigh now. Not sexual, just her constant leash, a way of keeping him from bolting. She knew. She always fucking knew.

"Ready?" Alistair's voice cut through the hum of the engine.

Emma nodded. Bit her lip. Nervous and glowing at the same time.

The driver opened the door. Alistair stepped out first, extended his hand to Emma. She took it - graceful, easy - and the streetlight caught the shine of her stockings as she emerged. Jason followed, legs unsteady, Sienna's hand guiding him out like he was five years old.

The pavement was quiet. A couple walked past - tourists, maybe, quite oblivious - and the red bulb buzzed faintly overhead. Alistair pressed the intercom. A pause. Then a voice, male, disembodied: "Name?"

"Greaves. Party of four."

A buzz. The lock clicked. Alistair pushed the door open.

Inside was a narrow staircase, descending. Dim red lights lined the walls like runway lights, everything cast in crimson. The stairs were steep, old wood creaking under Jason's weight, each step groaning like it might give. His legs felt weak. Useless. His cock was hard, though. Rock hard. Leaking into his boxers.

This is happening. Actually fucking happening. Emma's dressed like she's going to the opera, but she's about to be fucked in front of strangers. And I'm going to watch. My cock's already hard, and we haven't even got properly inside.

The walls were lined with framed prints: Klimt's tangled lovers, Japanese shunga (posh wank drawings), Tom of Finland's exaggerated muscle-bound biker blokes with cocks like table legs. Classy smut. Expensive pornography dressed up as art.

Sound drifted up from below. More fucking jazz! Muffled laughter and a distant woman's moan, like hearing sex through thin hotel walls. Jason's stomach knotted while his cock throbbed.

Emma glanced back once. Her eyes met Jason's; wide, uncertain, excited. Asking permission? Seeking reassurance? Jason couldn't tell. She bit her lip, then turned forward again, leaning into Alistair's shoulder.

Jason wanted to call her back. Wanted to grab her hand and pull her out of here, order an Uber home, pretend tonight never happened. But his legs kept moving. One foot in front of the other. Following Alistair. Following Emma. Following his cock.

The stairs opened into a small foyer. Marble floor, antique mirror, coat check staffed by a woman in a black dress who smiled like this was the bloody Ritz. A man in a tuxedo stepped forward; 40s, trim, perfect posture, looked like he'd been born in that suit, and greeted them with the warmth of a five-star concierge.

"Lord Greaves. Welcome back."

Welcome back. Of course. Alistair's done this before. How many women? How many husbands?

"Good to see you, Thomas." Alistair handed over their coats. Emma's wrap slipped from her shoulders, leaving her in just the slip dress. The silk clung to her tits, nipples hard and visible, not hiding anything. She didn't flinch. Stood tall and confident, so changed from his Emma.

Jason handed over his coat. Felt naked despite the navy suit Sienna had made him wear. Fitted, expensive, too fucking nice for a Kentish Town lad who'd won the lottery by accident. He looked presentable. Sienna's word. Look presentable, darling. You're attending, not participating.

Thomas handed Alistair a small card. "Room Seven. Gallery access on the mezzanine. Enjoy your evening."

"Thank you." Alistair pocketed the card, turned to the others. "Shall we?"

Jason's legs moved, even though he didn't tell them to.

He was guided through velvet curtains into the main lounge, a circular room larger than Jason expected. Red velvet banquettes lined the walls, low tables between them, candles flickering. A small stage held a jazz trio: piano, upright bass, drummer with brushes. The music was slow, sultry, the kind you'd hear in some black-and-white film about affairs and murder. The air smelled of expensive perfume and candle wax.

Maybe twenty people? Couples, mostly. Some in evening wear, some already half-undressed. A woman in just a corset and stockings sipped champagne at the bar, laughing at something her companion said. Her tits spilt over the corset, nipples barely covered. She didn't seem to care. A man in a leather mask sat alone in a corner booth, eyes tracking movement like a hawk. Another couple near the stage - a woman sitting on the man's lap, his hand up her skirt, her head tipped back, mouth open.

No one stared when the four of them entered. But everyone noticed. Heads turned. Subtle. Appraising. Emma especially. Her beauty was magnetic, impossible to ignore, the kind of woman who stopped conversations just by walking into a room.

Jason felt invisible. A ghost in a navy suit trailing behind. No one looked at him. Why would they? He wasn't the show.

Alistair greeted a couple near the bar, a silver-haired man in a dinner jacket, with a woman in a red dress cut so low Jason could see the curve of her tits. "Charles, Arabella. Good to see you."

"Alistair." Charles shook his hand, then glanced at Emma. His eyes swept over her - slow, appreciative, hungry. He smiled. "And who's this?"

"My companion. Emma."

Not Jason's wife. Not our friend. My companion.

Alistair's hand rested on Emma's lower back; possessive, easy, as Emma smiled at Charles, shook his hand, and didn't correct Alistair. Didn't say, "Actually, I'm married, my husband here is Jason." Why would she? She was here to be Alistair's companion. Alistair's slut.

Jason's fists clenched. His cock leaked. Both things were true.

Arabella kissed Emma's cheek; she lingered, rouge lips brushing skin. Her eyes swept Emma's body, pausing on her tits. "Lovely to meet you," she purred. Her voice was silk and smoke. "That dress is stunning."

"Thank you." Emma's voice was steady, obviously pleased.

They exchanged pleasantries; something about a charity gala, someone's holiday in Tuscany - voices blurring into background noise. Jason barely heard. He was too focused on Emma's hand resting on Alistair's arm, her body leaning into his, the way she laughed at something Charles said.

Then Alistair guided Emma away. Jason followed. Sienna's hand never left his back; steady, grounding, or maybe just making sure he didn't run.

They took a banquette near the rear, curved leather seating that forced them close. Alistair and Emma on one side, Sienna and Jason opposite. A waitress appeared - topless, masked, moved like a dancer, and set down four glasses of champagne without being asked. Her tits were perfect – large and perky, nipples pierced. Jason looked. Couldn't help it. Then felt like a pervert.

"Compliments of the house," the waitress said, and vanished.

Emma lifted her glass, sipped, eyes wide as she took in the room. Jason watched her take it all in. The half-naked woman at the bar, the couple grinding near the stage, the man in the mask staring from the shadows. She was absorbing it. Getting wet, probably. Jason's cock pulsed at the thought.

Her gaze locked onto the couple across the lounge, where the woman straddled her companion’s lap, grinding slowly, rolling her hips like she was fucking him through their clothes. The man's hands gripped her arse, fingers digging in, pulling her down harder. The woman's head tipped back, mouth open. Moaning, probably. Jason couldn't hear, but he could see. I wonder if she's someone's husband.

Emma watched. Didn't look away. Her breathing quickened, Jason saw it, the rise and fall of her tits under the silk, nipples hard, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

She wanted that. Wanted to be that woman, grinding on Alistair's lap, strangers watching, not giving a fuck. And Jason wanted to watch her do it. Wanted to sit here and see her ride Alistair while people applauded. His cock throbbed. Pre-cum soaked through his boxers. Shame and arousal, same fucking thing now.

"It's not what I expected," Emma said quietly to Alistair.

"What did you expect?"

"I don't know. Seedier?"

Sienna laughed, low, amused, sharp. "Darling, this is Soho, not Shoreditch. We have standards."

Alistair smiled, lifted Emma's hand to his lips, and kissed her knuckles. His eyes never left hers. "You'll fit right in."

Emma's cheeks flushed. She bit her lip, nodded.

Sienna leaned closer to Jason, her thigh pressing against his. She spoke low, calm, explaining the geography of this place like she was giving a museum tour.

"Private rooms on the ground floor. Numbered one through twelve. Voyeur galleries on the mezzanine above - one-way glass, soundproofed. You'll see but won't be seen."

Jason's mouth was dry, and his tongue felt swollen. He sipped champagne. Needed something.

"Rules are simple," Sienna continued. Her fingers traced small circles on his thigh. "Consent is absolute. Safe words are respected. No phones, no cameras. No solicitation without invitation. People come here to be seen or to watch. And fuck. Sometimes all three." She smiled. "It's theatre, darling."

Theatre. Right. Except the actors are fucking and the audience is wanking. And my wife's about to be the star.

Emma was still watching the couple. The woman had started unbuttoning the man's shirt now, her hips rolling, slow, rhythmic. The man's head tipped back, eyes closed, hands sliding up her thighs.

"Do they know people are watching?" Emma asked.

"Of course," Alistair said. "That's rather the point."

Emma was turned on. Jason could tell. He'd been married to her for seven years. He knew the signs. His balls ached – he’d not let himself wank today, needed to save himself for the main event. If they didn’t move soon, he was going to cum in his trousers before they even made it to the private room.

They finished their drinks. Jason drained his in three gulps, needing the Dutch courage. Alistair stood, extended his hand. "Shall we?"

Emma took it. Rose - smoothed her dress, the silk clinging to her arse, the slit falling open to reveal stocking tops. She glanced at Jason one last time. Was she seeking reassurance, or just making sure I'm here to see?

Jason nodded. What else could he do? His wife was about to be fucked by another man in public, and he'd agreed to it. Every step, every time he didn't say no.

Alistair led them down a corridor covered in more red velvet, with numbered brass plaques next to solid-looking doors. Some closed. Some ajar. Jason heard sounds as they passed: moans, rhythmic creaking, a woman's laugh, a man's groan, the wet slap of skin on skin. Then… Jesus, that sounds like someone's being throttled.

Door Four was open. Just slightly. Jason couldn't help it; he glanced inside as they passed.

A woman bent over a chair, dress hiked to her waist, arse bare, stocking tops visible. Man behind her, trousers around his ankles, cock buried in her arse, fucking slow and deep. Another man sat in the corner, his trousers open, cock in hand, stroking himself, watching. The woman's eyes flicked to the doorway. Met Jason's.

She smiled. Jason looked away, face burning.

She wanted me to see. This whole place is designed to make you look. To make you want. To make you admit what you are. A voyeur. A cuckold. A husband who gets off watching his wife get fucked in the arse by better men.

Room Seven. Alistair unlocked it with the key card Thomas had given him. Pushed the door open.

Inside, it was larger than Jason expected. King bed covered in white sheets, black velvet headboard. Huge mirrors on two walls, so there was no escape. A small sofa. A bar cart stocked with whisky, gin, and vodka. Another small table with small towels, a bowl of water. Lighting controlled by a dimmer switch on the wall. A dark ceiling of one-way glass.

Someone up there could be watching right now. It’ll be me up there soon.

Alistair guided Emma. "This is us." He gestured to the sofa. "Sit. Relax. We'll take our time."

Emma nodded, set down her clutch. Looked around, taking it in, processing. Nervous, fascinated. She sat, crossed her legs. The slit in her dress fell open - stocking tops, pale thigh, the shadow between her legs.

Sienna touched Jason's elbow. Her fingers were cool. "Come. Let's give them privacy to settle in."

Jason followed her out. Back into the corridor. Up a narrow staircase he hadn't noticed before - steep, dark, red bulbs casting everything in crimson. His legs felt weak. His cock throbbed with every step.

The mezzanine was a long, dim space overlooking the private rooms. Numbered alcoves lined the wall, each with two chairs facing a pane of glass in the floor. Jason could see through, knew they couldn't see him.

Voyeur galleries. That's what Sienna had called them. Fucking galleries. Like this was the Tate Modern, and he was here to appreciate art.

Alcove Seven.

Sienna gestured, and Jason sat. The chair was leather, deep and comfortable, like a cinema seat. Below, through the glass, room Seven, where Alistair was now pouring Emma a drink from the bar cart. They were talking, but Jason couldn't hear. Their mouths moved, but no sound.

Sienna sat beside him. Crossed her legs. Sipped the champagne she'd brought up. "Comfortable?"

"Yes." The lie barely made it past his lips.

She smiled. Reached over, rested her hand on his thigh. Higher than before. Possessively teasing his cock. "Liar. You're terrified. And so hard you can barely think."

Jason said nothing. She was right. His cock pressed against his zip so hard he could feel his pulse in it.

She's down there. With him. And I'm up here. With Sienna. I chose this.

Jason glanced up and down the mezzanine. Other alcoves occupied. Alcove Three: older man, alone, leaning forward, watching intently. Alcove Five: a couple - the woman sitting on the man's lap, his hand up her skirt, both watching the room below. Alcove Nine: two women holding hands, whispering, smiling. Jason wasn't alone in his voyeurism. Somehow, that made it worse. Or better. He couldn't tell anymore.

Below, Alistair dimmed the lights, and the room went amber, soft, flattering. He approached Emma, took her glass, and set it down on the bar cart. His hands moved to her shoulders.

Sienna flipped a small switch on the armrest beside Jason's chair.

Sound crackled through, crystal clear, like they were down in the room with them. Emma's breathing, fast and shallow. Alistair's voice, low, commanding.

"Are you ready?"

Emma laughed - nervous, breathy. "I… yeah. I think so."

"Good girl."

Jason's hands gripped the armrests. His knuckles went white. His cock throbbed so hard he thought he might cum right there, before Alistair even touched her.

Sienna leaned back, eyes on the glass. Smiled. "Here we go."

Below, Alistair's hands slid the straps of Emma's dress down her shoulders.

The silk began to fall… Jason forgot how to breathe.
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Bred for an Audience

The dress fell like a black silk waterfall down Emma's body and crumpled at her feet. She was left displayed in her black stockings, suspender belt, and heels. Sienna had told her to leave off wearing knickers – and what Sienna suggested, Emma did.

Alistair stepped back. Looking at her. Taking his time. His voice came through the intercom, clear as if he were right beside Jason. "Turn around. Slowly."

Emma obeyed.

Her body rotated under the amber lights. Full breasts swaying, nipples hard. Her soft, yoga-toned stomach led to the curve of her hips. The trimmed, neat patch of soft blond hair between her thighs. She'd stopped waxing, as Alistair preferred a little hair. Jason had noticed weeks ago but hadn't said anything. What would be the point?

Full rotation. Emma faced Alistair again, hands at her sides. Waiting. No shame in her posture. Just want.

Jason's breath stuck in his throat. He'd seen her naked a thousand times. More. But this was different. The lighting made her glow. The mirrors on the walls reflected her arse, her tits, the wet pink between her legs. She wasn't just naked. She was performing to an audience.

Sienna's breath tickled his ear. "Beautiful, isn't she?"

“Yes.”

Sienna's hand slid higher on his thigh, testing his erection. Her fingers traced circles through the fabric. "You're allowed to touch yourself. If you need to."

Jason shook his head. Not yet. If he touched himself now, he'd cum in thirty seconds. Less. And he wanted to last. Needed to watch every moment.

She's perfect. And everyone's going to see her. Not just me. Not just Alistair. Strangers. Men who'll jerk off thinking about her tonight. Men who'll remember her tits, her moans, the way she begs, how her cunt stretches to take Alistair’s cock.

Below, Alistair slowly circled Emma. His fingers trailed across her skin, starting at her shoulders, down to her collarbone. As his fingers traced her spine to the curve of her arse, Emma shivered. Her breathing quickened, soft gasps that came through the intercom and went straight to Jason's cock.

Alistair stopped directly in front of her and lowered himself to his knees.

Jason leant forward. Couldn't help himself; he just needed to get closer.

Alistair peppered Emma's stomach with soft kisses. Then her hip bones, left, then right. As he teased the inside of her thighs with his lips, Emma's hands found his hair, fingers threading through the dark strands flecked with silver. Her breath hitched.

"Lie down." Alistair's voice wasn't loud. It didn't need to be.

Emma climbed into the bed, never breaking eye contact with him. She lay back against the white sheets, legs bent, feet flat on the mattress. The position opened her; both Alistair and Jason could see everything. The wet pink of her pussy lips, already glistening wet. More than wet, she was fucking soaked.

Alistair knelt between her thighs, pushing them wider. He knew about the glass above, knew Jason was watching. Knew others might be too. That was the fucking point.

Then he lowered his face between her legs. The first lick was long, a slow swipe of his flattened tongue against Emma's pussy, then lingering at her clit. Emma's back arched off the bed. Her hands grasped the sheets.

Alistair didn't rush, knew what he was doing, and took his fucking time. Long strokes with his flat tongue, then circling Emma's clit with just the tip, flicking it, reacting to her moans, her movements. Then sucking, making her gasp and curse. Emma's moans had started quietly, breathy, but at this point, they were louder, bolder. Her thighs trembled - she tried to close them, overstimulated, too much, but Alistair held them open, strong hands firm on the soft flesh.

Jason's mouth went dry. He'd licked her pussy, of course he had, back when he'd thought he could satisfy her. But he'd rushed it, got impatient. Needed to move on to fucking because his cock couldn't wait – wouldn’t wait much longer. Alistair's tongue worked like he had all night; an artist drawing pleasure patterns on her cunt. And Emma was rolling her hips, gasping, moaning Alistair's name, thanking him.

Sienna's whisper was almost casual. "He's so good at that. Patient. Emma told me you never did it as well."

The words stung. Jason didn't answer, knew it was true.

"She deserves this," Sienna continued. Her hand still rested on his thigh, warm and claiming.

Emma's moans crescendoed. Her hips lifted off the bed, chasing Alistair's mouth. He didn't relent. Tongue relentless on her clit.

"Fuck… oh god… please Alistair-"

She came.

She shook, her thighs clamped around Alistair's head. Back bowed. Hands grasping the sheets. The sound she made, half scream, half sob, echoed through the intercom and went straight to Jason's cock. He shifted in his seat. Aching. Desperate.

Alistair kept licking, sucking her juices down. Didn't stop until Emma was pushing his head away, laughing breathlessly, wrecked. Then he sat back, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and grinned.

Beside Jason, Sienna's breathing had quickened. Her hand brushed over his erection. Light. Teasing. Through his trousers. "Not yet."

Jason groaned. Knew she was right, he was on the edge as it was, and they’d only just started down there.

Someone else moved close, and Jason's head snapped left.

A man. In his fifties maybe, greying hair and a suit that screamed money. The bloke clocked Emma below - naked, spread, Alistair's spit still glistening on her thighs - and just stopped. Stared. Then pulled up a chair like he'd been invited.

He let out a low whistle. "Fuck me. She's stunning."

Jason tensed. His hands gripped the armrests. The intrusion felt like a punch to the gut, even though he'd known this might happen. This was a sex club, and a voyeur gallery at that. Strangers were supposed to watch.

Sienna squeezed his thigh. Calming.

The man glanced at Jason. Sized him up, judging him. "Your wife?"

He couldn't lie. Not here. "Yes."

The man's grin widened. "And he's a lucky bastard down there."

That's why we're here. So strangers can watch her get fucked and know I'm just the husband. Just the cuckold.

More movement. More people drifted over. Drawn by the sounds, by his admission, and by Emma's body on wanton display. A second man, forties, muscular, tattooed forearms where his shirt cuffs were rolled up. A third man, younger, City-boy hair and a Rolex. Also a woman, late thirties, elegant in a black dress, watching with cool interest.

All of them settled into Alcove Seven. Standing. Leaning against the wall. Pulling up chairs. Eyes on the glass. On Emma.

They didn't introduce themselves. Just watched.

The second man spoke first. "Is he going to fuck her or just tease?"

The third man laughed. "Give him time. He's savouring it. And who bloody wouldn’t?"

The woman turned to Jason. Curious, not unkind. "First time here?"

Jason nodded. She smiled faintly. "You're doing well. Most husbands bolt, or puke."

Most husbands bolt. But I'm not most husbands. I'm a cuckold. And I'm staying.

Below, Alistair stood. Started unbuttoning his shirt. Slow and theatrical. He probably knew from movement that he had an audience now. Could probably sense the attention from above, the heat of multiple gazes, and played to it.

Emma watched from the bed, propped on her elbows, legs still spread, flushed and wet and waiting. Her eyes tracked every movement of Alistair's hands as he stripped.

Shirt off. Trousers unbuckled, unzipped, pushed down. Boxers next.

His cock sprang free. Thick. Hard. Shining in pre-cum. His eight inches, with the mushroom-shaped head swollen with lust. Jason had seen it before of course. Through the two-way mirror at the townhouse. In the videos Sienna had sent. But seeing it again, live, about to enter his wife in front of strangers, made Jason's stomach clench.

The voyeurs reacted.

"Fucking hell." The second man's voice was low. Impressed. "No wonder she's moaning."

The third man laughed, glanced at Jason. "Poor bastard, he's going to ruin her for you."

Jason's face burned. His cock throbbed harder. The humiliation and the arousal were the same thing now. Couldn't separate them.

They're comparing. Of course they are. Alistair's bigger. Thicker. And they can see it. Can see what Emma gets. What I can't give her.

Alistair climbed onto the bed to join her. Settled between Emma's thighs, his strong body covering hers. No condom, not anymore. Alistair lined himself up. Pushed in slowly, obviously feeling the resistance of her tight pussy.

Emma's gasp filled the alcove, loud and desperate through the intercom. Her hands flew to Alistair's shoulders, nails digging in.

"Fuck, you're tight." Alistair's voice was rough. Possessive.

"You're so deep-" Emma's words broke into a moan as he filled her.

Then he started to move, muscles in his back shifting, powerful thighs pushing forward. Slow at first. Long, deep thrusts that pushed Emma's body up the bed. The angle was perfect. Jason could see everything. Alistair's cock sliding in and out, slick with Emma's wetness, her pussy stretched around him. The wet sounds of fucking. Their perfect rhythm.

Jason's hands trembled. His cock throbbed in time with Alistair's thrusts. He could feel his pulse in it, in his throat, in his temples. Pre-cum soaked through his trousers now, a visible stain spreading.

The four voyeurs watched. Rapt. The second man's hand moved to his crotch, adjusting himself. The third man did the same. The woman's breathing was shallow, her chest rising and falling beneath her dress.

Sienna leaned close to Jason, her breath warm against his ear. "Look at them. They all want her."

Jason's voice was hoarse. "I know."

"Does that make you hard? Knowing strangers are about to jerk off to your wife?"

"Yes." He couldn't lie. Not to Sienna. Not to himself.

Sienna smiled. Her hand slid higher, finally brushing over his erection. Light. Teasing. "Good boy."

Below, Alistair pulled out. Emma whimpered at the loss.

"Turn over." Command. Not a request.

Emma obeyed instantly. Rolled onto her stomach, then lifted herself onto her hands and knees. Arse in the air, face down, back arched. The position put her on full display. Her pussy lips glistening wet and swollen. The curve of her spine. Submissive. Offered.

Alistair gripped her hips. Lined himself up. Then BAM – he slammed in rough and hard.

Emma's scream was muffled, face buried in the pillow, but her body language was unmistakable. She pushed back against him, meeting every thrust, her arse jiggling with the impact.

The fucking intensified. Harder. Faster. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the intercom, obscene and visceral.

The third man whistled low. "Look at that arse. Fucking perfect."

The woman's voice was quiet. Almost reverent. "He's going to make her cum again."

The second man glanced at Jason. "How many times has he fucked her?"

Jason's throat was dry. "I don't know. A lot."

A lot. Every weekend, Wednesdays too. Three, four times a night. Bareback, cumming inside her. And I've watched. Listened. Jerked off to it. And now I'm sharing that experience with perverted strangers.

Emma's muffled moans turned to screams. Her hands clawed at the sheets, twisting them, pulling them loose. Alistair gripped her hips harder, hard enough to bruise, and slammed deep. Holding.

Emma convulsed. Cumming. Her whole body was shaking. Thighs trembling. Back arching impossibly.

"Good girl." Alistair's voice was rough. Strained. "Fucking perfect."

He didn't stop. Fucked her through the orgasm until she collapsed forward, boneless, sobbing into the pillow.

In the alcove, the second man unzipped his trousers. Pulled his cock out. Started stroking. No shame, no hesitation. Just raw need. The third man followed suit.

Jason saw them in his peripheral vision. His stomach flipped. But his cock got impossibly harder. The sight of strangers jerking off to his wife, to Alistair fucking her, to the wet sounds and the moans and the submission, it all fed the fire burning in his gut.

Sienna noticed. Of course she did. "See? You're not alone."

Below, Alistair pulled Emma upright. Her back against his chest, his arm around her waist, holding her in place. One hand slid up to her throat. Gentle. Not quite choking. Just possessive. The other cupped her breast, thumb circling her nipple.

He fucked up into her. Hard and fast, animal rutting. Emma's head lolled back onto his shoulder, her mouth open, moaning with every thrust.

"I'm cumming." Alistair's voice was a growl. "Inside you. Mine."

"Yes-" Emma's voice broke. "Yours-"

Alistair slammed deep. Then held, just tiny micro thrusts as his cock pulsed into her. Jason could see it. Could see the thick base throbbing as he came, filling Emma with his cum.

The voyeurs reacted.

"Fuck yes." The second man was jerking faster now, his breathing ragged.

"No condom. Fucking legend." The third man's voice was envious.

The woman's eyes were wide. "She's going to be dripping."

Jason's restraint snapped.

His hand moved to his zipper. Sienna didn't stop him; she didn't even speak. Just watched, smiling, as Jason fumbled his trousers open and pulled his cock out.

He was already close. Had been close all night. The sight of Alistair cumming inside Emma, the strangers beside him jerking off, Sienna's approving gaze, it was too much.

Jason started stroking. Fast. Desperate. No technique, no rhythm, just his fist pumping his cock while strangers watched his wife get filled with another man’s spunk. His hand was slick with pre-cum, the wet sound of it obscene, and he didn't care. Couldn't care. Just needed to cum.

Sienna leaned close. Her lips brushed his ear. "That's it. Cum watching strangers watch your wife get bred."

Bred. The word detonated in Jason's mind.

He came. Hard. Violent. All over his hand, his trousers, the edge of the chair. Gasping. Shaking. His vision went white for a moment as the orgasm tore through him.

The second man glanced over. Grinned. "First time's always the hardest, mate."

Jason couldn't respond. Could barely breathe.

Below, Alistair pulled out. Slow. Cum dripped from Emma. Thick. White. Oozing from her gaping cunt. She collapsed onto the bed, spent, her body limp and marked. Fuck he stretches her open so wide, they were right, she’ll never feel me again.

The four voyeurs lingered a moment longer. Watching Emma lie still. Alistair stroking her hair. Whispering something Jason couldn't hear.

Then they drifted away. Back to other alcoves. Other rooms. Casual goodbyes. "Cheers, mate." "Lucky man." The woman just nodded, smiling faintly.

Sienna handed Jason a handkerchief. Crisp white linen, monogrammed. She'd come prepared. "Clean yourself up, darling."

Jason did. Mechanically. His hands still trembled.

"You did beautifully." Sienna's voice was warm. Approving. "I'm very proud."

Proud. She's proud. I just came in front of strangers while they watched my wife get fucked by another man. And she's proud.

Jason didn't know what to say. Didn't know what to feel. The shame was still there. Would always be there. But it was buried beneath something else now. Acceptance. Resignation. The knowledge that his wife was now getting the pleasure she needed – no, deserved - and he was able to be part of it, even if just as a watcher.

Below, Alistair and Emma lay together. Whispering. The intercom was still on, but their voices were too low to make out. Intimate. Private, despite the audience they'd just performed for.

Sienna stood. Smoothed her dress. "Come. Let's give them privacy. They'll meet us in the lounge."

Jason followed on shaky legs. His trousers were stained. His mind spinning.
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The booth was curved velvet, deep red, tucked in the back corner of the lounge where the candles barely reached. Dark enough that Jason's face might not give him away. He sat beside Sienna, felt the warmth of her thigh through the silk of her dress, the scent of her perfume sharp and floral. Alistair sat opposite, Emma beside him, and Alistair's hand never left the small of her back. Like he fucking owned her.

Which he did.

The champagne had just arrived; Four flutes, sweating condensation onto the polished wood. The waitress drifted away, topless, tits bare, gold filigree mask covering her eyes. She didn't look at Jason. Nobody here looked at him; he was obviously just furniture. The cuckold husband. Jason's cock stirred despite himself, still sensitive from twenty minutes ago, still sticky against his thigh where he'd cum over his trousers, but stirring anyway.

Alistair lifted his glass. "To Emma."

Sienna raised hers. Jason followed, hand trembling.

"She was magnificent tonight." Alistair's voice was warm, genuine. But he wasn't talking to Emma. He was talking about her. To Jason. To Sienna. Like Emma was the prize they'd all won together, the centrepiece of their evening, something to admire collectively rather than a woman sitting right there.

Emma glowed. She leant into Alistair's shoulder, her smile soft, sated, utterly content. "I can't believe I did that."

"You were stunning, darling." Sienna's approval was maternal, affectionate. "Every man in that alcove wanted you. Not just the men."

Jason's cock knew that was so true. Every viewer in that alcove wanted her, including the two who'd been wanking beside him, their eyes glued to Emma's cunt while Alistair pounded into her. Jason had heard their breathing, the wet slap of their fists on their cocks, the low grunt when one of them came. And he'd got off on it.

Alistair turned his gaze to Jason. "And to Jason. For being so understanding."

Sienna's smile sharpened. Predatory. "For being such a good cuckold."

Cuckold, said out loud in public, like it was his job title, his fucking identity. Something to toast to, to celebrate, to wear like a badge. His hands clenched around the champagne flute, knuckles white. But his cock thickened in his trousers, pressing against the zip, and that was the truth, wasn't it? He was proud. Sick, fucked up, twisted pride. The same kind that had made him cum in front of strangers while they watched his wife get bred by another man.

He raised his glass. Voice cracking. "Thanks."

He drank fast. The champagne fizzed on his tongue, cold and sharp and not nearly strong enough.

Emma was still glowing. Flushed from her tits all the way up to her cheeks, skin damp, dewy, like she'd just finished a run. Her hair was a mess, tangled at the roots where Alistair's fists had knotted in it. She'd tried smoothing it, but you could still see. Still see where he'd held her, controlled her, fucked her. Lipstick smeared at the corners of her mouth, the lower lip swollen, split a little where she'd bitten down. The black slip dress clung to her body, one strap sliding off her shoulder, stockings twisted around her thighs, seams crooked.

She looked fucked. Properly, thoroughly fucked.

Everyone in the lounge could see it. The couple at the bar kept glancing over, their eyes lingering, knowing. Emma didn't care, probably didn't even notice. She sat pressed against Alistair, thigh to thigh, her hand resting on his knee. Comfortable now. Jason watched her shift in her seat, a little wince crossing her face. Still sore. Still feeling him.

Still full of his cum.

"How do you feel?" Sienna asked Emma, leaning forward, candlelight catching in her platinum hair.

Emma laughed. Breathless. "Incredible." She shook her head, like she couldn't quite believe her own words. "I was nervous at first, but by the end…" She trailed off, searching for the right way to describe it. "I felt liberated. Like I could do anything."

Alistair kissed her temple. Slow. Possessive. Approving. "You were perfect."

The conversation drifted for a few minutes. Small talk. The champagne, the club's décor, how elegant it all was. Jason barely heard it. He was fixated on Emma. On how she kept shifting, crossing and uncrossing her legs. How her thighs pressed together. Could she feel Alistair's cum inside her, sticky and warm, sliding down as she moved? Was she trying to hold it inside her?

Emma mentioned the voyeurs, her voice tinged with disbelief. "I couldn't see them properly, just shadows, but I knew they were there. Watching. It was…" She shivered, a full-body tremor. "It was so intense."

Jason's cock jerked, begging for attention. She'd enjoyed it, knowing men were watching her, wanking to her, wanting her. And it had turned her on.

Alistair swirled his champagne, slow and thoughtful. Then he leaned back, draping one arm along the booth behind Emma's shoulders. Casual. Relaxed. Like he was about to suggest dessert.

"I was thinking," The tone shift was subtle. But Jason caught it. His pulse spiked.

"There's a group room upstairs." Alistair's voice stayed easy, warm. "Three gentlemen asked if they might meet you, Emma."

Jason felt sick. And excited. Please, sir, can she have… more.

Emma's eyes went wide. "Other men?"

"Just watching." Alistair's tone was soothing, reassuring. "Touching, if you allow. You'd be in complete control. I'd be there. Sienna would be there. Jason would watch from the gallery, same as before."

Three men. Strangers. Touching my wife. And he's not asking me. He's telling her..

Emma's breathing quickened. Her chest rose and fell, nipples visible through the thin silk of her dress. Her thighs pressed together, squeezing. Jason saw it. The flush spread down her chest, and the way her lips parted, she was obviously very turned on. Probably already imagining it, already wanting it.

She turned to Jason and searched his face. "Is this okay?"

The question was a performance. Jason knew it. She'd already made up her mind. The answer was written in her blown pupils, in the way her hips rocked slightly against the velvet seat, in the hitch of her breath. She was asking because she wanted to hear him say yes. Because she wanted him complicit.

“If you want it."

Emma's face lit up. Radiant. "I do."

Sienna's hand found Jason's thigh under the table. Squeezed. Warm. Approving. Good boy.

Jason's shame spiked. So did his arousal. His cock pulsed, leaking, aching, and he wanted to crawl under the table and die, but also never leave this moment.

He took another gulp of champagne. Felt the alcohol buzzing in his skull, loosening his tongue. He'd already crossed every line tonight. What was one more?

"I watched them," he said. Quiet. "The voyeurs. In the alcove."

Emma's head swung towards him. Eyes locking on his. Curious.

Jason's heart slammed against his ribs. He could feel Sienna's approval radiating beside him, could feel the weight of Alistair's attention across the table. He pushed the words out before he could stop himself.

"There were four of them. Three men and a woman." His voice dropped lower. "They watched you the whole time. Two of the men were…" He swallowed. "They were wanking. Right there. Watching Alistair fuck you. Watching you cum."

Emma's breath hitched. Audible. Her pupils dilated, black swallowing blue.

"And I…" Jason's throat closed. He forced it out. "I got off on it. More than anything. Ever."

The booth went silent. Just the distant jazz, the murmur of other conversations, the low hum of sex and champagne and money. I'm telling my wife I came while watching strangers wank to her. And she's not disgusted. She's wet.

He could tell she was on fire now, turned on by the thought of more eyes on her, cocks wanking, cum spent. By Jason's confession. By all of it.

Alistair's smile was slow. Satisfied. Like he'd just won something. "You see, Emma? Your husband understands. He knows how beautiful you are. How special. Other men want you." His gaze flicked to Jason, warm, approving. "And that excites him."

Emma's gaze lingered on Jason. She got it now. Fully. What Jason was. What he needed.

She turned back to Alistair. "The group room." Her voice was steady. Decided. "When?"

"Now, if you like." Alistair stood, extending his hand. Confident. Assured. "Shall we?"

Emma took it without hesitation. Rose from the booth, smoothing her dress. The fabric clung to her arse, her hips, still rumpled, stockings still twisted. She looked debauched. Wrecked. Perfect.

Sienna touched Jason's elbow. "Come. You'll watch from the gallery again."

Jason followed. His legs were jelly-like, but his cock drove him on, overriding any thoughts. The lounge blurred around him. Other couples in various stages of undress, a woman bent over a table while her partner fucked her from behind, the jazz filtering through hidden speakers, the stink of sweat and cunt and expensive cologne mixing with champagne and candlewax.

Alistair led them all towards the rear staircase, the same route they'd taken to Room Seven. But this time they climbed higher, up to the third floor. The corridor here was darker, lit only by amber sconces, the air thicker, warmer. Doors marked with brass numbers.

Sienna guided Jason to a different stairwell. Narrower. Service access, probably. They climbed in silence, Jason's breath loud in his ears, his pulse hammering in his throat. Sienna's hand stayed on his elbow, guiding, grounding, the only thing keeping him from collapsing or bolting, or both.

They emerged into another voyeur gallery. Larger than the first. Six alcoves, five already occupied. Shadowed figures behind smoked glass, their attention fixed on the rooms below. Jason could hear them. The rustle of fabric. The wet sound of stroking. The low murmur of voices, dirty and hungry.

Sienna led him to the empty alcove. Gestured for him to sit.

Jason sat. The leather chair was still warm. Someone had been here recently. Watching. Wanking. The air smelled like cum.
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Four Loads

The room below was fucking massive.

Jason’s first thought, staring through the one-way glass. Bigger than the last one. Bigger than their bedroom at home. Bigger than anywhere Emma had been fucked before tonight. Amber light, low and warm, turned the black silk sheets almost bronze. Mirrors everywhere. Gilded frames, floor-to-ceiling, multiplying everything. One massive bed became three. Three Emmas about to get used. Jason's stomach dropped. His cock throbbed.

Strangers watching strangers fuck. That's what this place was. That's what Jason was.

Alistair stepped inside first, Emma beside him. Jason realised that three men waited inside, stepping out of the shadows. All stood when Alistair had entered. Respectful. Suited. Expensive watches caught the light. Rolex, Patek Philippe, something Jason couldn't name. Not young. Forties, fifties, maybe older. Polished. Obviously rich. The sort of men who owned second homes in the Cotswolds, who fucked their secretaries on mahogany desks, who paid for rooms like this and expected perfection.

"Gentlemen," Alistair said. Calm. Smooth. Like he was introducing a business partner, not Jason's wife. "This is Emma."

The three men moved in. Circled her. Wolves round a lamb, and Jason's cock jerked because Emma wasn't running. She stood there daring them, chin up, shoulders pushed back, her tits standing proud. Playing it confident, but Jason knew her, knew the tiny tell. Her breathing; too fast and shallow.

The silk over her tits rose and fell, rose and fell, and the men watched. No, they stared, devoured her with their eyes, and she let them, unflinching.

The first man took Emma's hand. He had silver hair, a sharp jaw. Jason guessed fifty-something but fit for his age. Lines around his eyes that said money and sun and skiing in the Alps. He lifted her hand to his lips. Kissed her knuckles. Old-fashioned. Gentlemanly. Jason's throat tightened.

"Richard," the man said. Posh accent. Eton, probably. "Pleasure."

Emma's voice came out soft. Breathy. "Lovely to meet you."

She means it. Fuck, she means it.

The second man stepped forward. Shorter. Broader. Forearms thick, tattooed beneath rolled shirtsleeves. Rougher energy. Not public-school, self-made man, maybe. Worked his way up, still had the edge. "David." No hand-kiss. Just a handshake. Firm. Lingering. His thumb brushed the inside of Emma's wrist, and Jason saw her pulse jump.

The third man grinned. Younger than the others. Mid-thirties. Cocky. Rolex on his wrist, too big, too flashy. "Oliver." He took Emma's hand, held it too long. "You're stunning."

Emma blushed. A genuine reaction, as the compliment landed, sank in, and Jason watched her relax into it. Just a fraction. But he saw. She liked this. Being admired. Being circled. Four men focused entirely on her body, and she was glowing.

Alistair's hand moved lower on Emma's back. Possessive. Guiding her to the centre of the room, between the bed and the mirrors. "Emma," he said, voice low, "these gentlemen would very much like to admire you. If you're comfortable."

Jason's hands gripped the armrests, listening to his wife’s breathing that filled the alcove. Ragged. Quick. Then Alistair's voice, low and smooth: "Beautiful, isn't she?"

The three men murmured agreement.

Richard: "Exquisite."

David: "Fuck me."

The one called Oliver just laughed.

"Terrifying," Jason whispered. He couldn't look away. "This is fucking terrifying."

Sienna's gaze stayed fixed on the glass. Her lips curved. "How does your cock feel?"

Jason didn't answer. Didn't need to. His erection pressed against his zip again, throbbing, leaking his shame. The humiliation of it, sitting beside Sienna, hard as a rock, watching three strangers circle his wife, made his stomach twist and his balls ache and his cock pulse all at once.

"Good," Sienna murmured. "You should be terrified. You should also be desperate to see more."

Jason was. And below, Richard moved closer to Emma.

His hands landed on Emma's shoulders. Big hands. Older man's hands, knuckles thick, skin tanned. Jason watched them slide down. Over her collarbone. Over the curve where her neck met her chest. Then lower. Richard's palms covered Emma's tits, squeezed through the silk, and Emma's mouth opened. A gasp. Sharp. Her eyes closed. She tipped her head back.

"That's it," Alistair said. Calm. Approving. Standing to the side, watching. "Show her you appreciate her."

Richard's thumbs found Emma's diamond-hard nipples. Jason could see them through the fabric, dark and stiff, and Richard circled them, pressed them, rolled them between his fingers. Emma's breathing hitched. Her chest rose. Pushed back into Richard's hands.

David moved behind her. Hands on her waist, sliding upward, joining Richard's. Four hands now. Two men groping Emma's tits, squeezing, kneading, thumbs working her nipples, and Emma moaned. Loud now, unrestrained. The sound filled the alcove, filled Jason's ears, filled his fucking skull.

Jason's cock pulsed. He squeezed his thighs together, trying to ease the ache. Didn't work. Nothing worked. Strangers, fucking touching her tits! And she's letting them. Leaning into it. Her mouth's open, she's moaning, and I'm sitting here leaking pre-cum like a fucking pervert.

"Look at her," Sienna whispered. Her hand slid higher on Jason's thigh. "She's loving this."

His vision narrowed to Emma's face, flushed, eyes closed, lips parted, and the hands on her body. Strangers' hands. Groping. Claiming. Owning.

Richard stepped to one side, allowing Oliver to approach, who dropped to his knees in front of Emma. Looked up at her. Waiting for her permission. Emma opened her eyes, met his gaze - and nodded.

Fuck.

Oliver's hand slid up Emma's thigh. Under her dress. Higher. Slow. Deliberate. Jason saw the moment his fingers found her knickerless. Saw Oliver's eyebrows lift. Saw the flicker of surprise, then hunger, cross his face.

"She's soaking," Oliver informed them. He sounded impressed. He was talking to the other men, not Emma, like she was an object. Like she was theirs to assess.

David laughed. "Of course she is."

Oliver pressed his fingers against her, working against her clit. Emma's hips jerked forward, chasing the pressure. Richard and David kept working her tits, pinching now, harder, pulling her nipples until Emma whimpered. A high, desperate sound.

Jason's cock throbbed. His hand moved instinctively towards his zip. Sienna's fingers wrapped around his wrist. Stopped him.

"Not yet."

"I can't-"

"You can."

Jason's hand fell back to the armrest. He gripped it. Below, Emma's moans grew louder. Oliver's fingers moved faster, pressing circles while Emma ground against his hand. Shameless. Desperate. Needing it. Richard twisted her nipple, and Emma cried out. Half-pain, half-pleasure. Her thighs shook.

Jason couldn't breathe. His cock was so hard it hurt. Three men. Touching my wife. Making her moan. And I'm watching. I'm sitting here watching, and my cock's about to explode, and I can't stop it, can't look away, can't do anything but sit here and take it.

Sienna's hand slid higher on his thigh. Cupped him through his trousers. Didn't stroke. Just held. Firm. Possessive. Owning him the way Alistair owned Emma.

"Look at her," Sienna whispered. "Three men worshipping your wife. And you're about to cum, aren't you?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't speak. Couldn't think.

Sienna's fingers found his zip and yanked it down. Jason should've stopped her. Should've said no, not here, not while Emma's getting fingered by a stranger downstairs. But he didn't. He lifted his hips. Helped her. Let her pull his cock out into the open air.

Fuck, so hard. Red and angry. Pre-cum smeared across the tip, and Sienna wrapped her hand around him, gripped him firmly, didn't stroke, just held him there like he was hers. Jason shook. His balls were so tight they ached. His thighs trembled. She held his cock, and he couldn't move, could only sit there and let her own him while his wife got touched by three men he'd never met.

"Cum for me," Sienna said. Soft. Commanding. Not a request. "Watching strangers touch her."

Jason thrust his pathetic cock into her hand. Jerkily and desperate.

All he can focus on was Emma. Emma's face, flushed, her mouth open, moaning while strangers groped her. And Jason exploded so hard watching it. Pleasure ripped through him, so sharp it felt like pain, and he gasped, sobbed, shook in the chair while his cock jerked and spilt and Sienna held him through it all.

Sienna released him. Wiped her hand on a handkerchief, calm as ever. Folded it. Tucked it away. "Good boy." Her voice was soft. Pleased. "But we're not done yet."

Jason's cock was still half-hard. Still leaking. He couldn't look away from the glass.

Below, Alistair stepped forward. Raised a hand. "Gentlemen. Let's see her properly."

The three men stepped back. Reluctant. Hands leaving Emma's body slowly, trailing over her skin. Emma swayed. Steadied herself. Looked at Alistair.

Alistair's hands found the zip of Emma's dress. The one Jason had watched her put on only hours ago. The one he'd told her looked beautiful. Alistair pulled it down. The rasp of metal teeth was loud through the intercom. The silk whispered to the floor.

Emma stood in snagged stockings. Suspenders. Heels.

She's completely bare. Standing in front of strangers. Completely fucking bare.

Richard exhaled slowly. "Fucking exquisite."

David just stared. "Christ."

Oliver's mouth was open. He wasn't hiding his hunger anymore. None of them were.

Alistair's hand rested on Emma's shoulder. Gentle. Guiding. "Lie down, darling."

Emma walked to the bed. Climbed onto the black silk. Lay back. Legs slightly parted. Arms at her sides. Vulnerable. Offering herself. Her tits rose and fell with her breathing, nipples hard and dark. Her pussy glistened. Wet. Pink. Swollen from earlier, from her desire now.

Jason's cock was hardening again. Impossible. But there it was, thickening, aching, desperate. Sienna's hand rested on his thigh. Watching him. Knowing.

Alistair undressed. Took his time. The three men watched, envious, hungry, knowing what was coming. When Alistair stood naked, cock thick and hard, veins prominent along the shaft, Jason felt the familiar punch. Bigger. Thicker. Better. Always better.

Alistair gestured to Richard and David. "Hold her legs. I want her open."

The two men moved to the bed. Each took one of Emma's ankles and spread her legs wide. Held them there firm. Emma didn't resist. Just let them. Let two strangers hold her open while Alistair knelt between her thighs.

Emma's pussy was fully visible now. Jason could see everything. The slick folds. The swollen clit. The way her entrance clenched, glistening, ready, possibly a trickle of Alistair’s cum down her thigh. Alistair lined himself up. The head of his cock pressed against her.

Emma's moan echoed through the intercom. Loud and desperate.

Alistair fucked her. Slow at first, dragging out, making her feel every inch. Jason watched his cock disappear inside Emma. Watched her stretch around him. Watched her back arch. Then Alistair's rhythm changed. Harder. Faster. His hips slammed against Emma's, driving deep, relentless. The wet sounds filled the alcove. Slick. Obscene. The sound of Alistair's cock pounding Emma's pussy, and Emma's moans, and the slap of skin on skin.

Emma's tits bounced with each thrust. Her head thrashed against the sheets. Her mouth stayed open, moaning, gasping, begging without words.

Jason couldn't look away. His hand moved to his cock. Stroked slowly. He was already leaking again. Already desperate. Already lost.

Oliver stood near Emma's head. His cock was out. Hard and thick. Not as big as Alistair's, but still impressive. Still bigger than me.

He stroked himself slowly, watching Emma's face as she got fucked, and Jason hated him, wanted to be him, wanted to watch him cum on Emma's face all at once.

Emma's eyes opened. Focused on Oliver's cock. Her tongue darted out, and she licked her lips.

Then she closed the gap. Her tongue flicked out, licked the tip of Oliver's cock, and Jason gasped. Loud. Couldn't stop it.

Sienna's hand tightened on his thigh. "There it is."

A stranger. She's licking a stranger's cock. Not Alistair's. No, a man whose name she learned five minutes ago. And I'm hard again already. I'm sitting here stroking myself, watching my wife lick a stranger's cock, and I can't stop.

Oliver groaned. Deep. Guttural. He pushed forward, just slightly, and Emma opened her mouth. Took the head of his cock between her lips. Sucked him hard.

Jason's hand moved faster. His breathing was ragged now. His vision narrowed to Emma's mouth, stretched around Oliver's cock, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him deeper, took him further, and Alistair kept fucking her, kept slamming into her, and Emma was taking them both. Two cocks.

Alistair's rhythm intensified. His hips pistoned, brutal, relentless. Emma moaned around Oliver's cock. Muffled. Her body rocked with each thrust, tits bouncing, thighs shaking despite being held open.

Richard and David were jerking off now. Fists pumping, breathing ragged, eyes fixed on Emma's body. On her tits. Her pussy. Her mouth, the cock ripping her cunt open. Watching her get used like a club whore.

"I'm close," Alistair announced; still calm and controlled, even now. Even while fucking Jason's wife for the second time tonight. "Cum with me, gentlemen."

Emma's body tensed. She screamed around Oliver's cock. A high, broken sound. Her pussy clenched, spasming, and Jason knew that look. Knew that sound. She was cumming. Cumming on Alistair's cock while sucking a stranger's dick.

Alistair slammed deep. Held himself inside, totally buried inside her. His groan was low. Guttural. He's cumming inside her. Again. Filling her. Pumping his load deep into my wife's cunt, claiming her again, this time in front of these men.

Oliver pulled out of Emma's mouth. Jerked himself once. Twice. Came across her face. Thick ropes hitting her cheeks, her lips, her chin. White streaks across her flushed skin.

Richard and David followed. Cumming onto her tits, her stomach. Grunting. Groaning. Marking her. Four big loads. Four men's cum all over Jason's beautiful wife.

And she just lay there, covered. Panting. Wrecked. Beautiful.

Jason's hand blurred. He couldn't stop. Couldn't slow down. His cock throbbed, balls tight, orgasm building like a fucking freight train.

"Look at your wife," Sienna whispered. Her lips brushed Jason's ear. "Covered in cum. Four men's cum. And you're about to add yours in tribute, aren't you?"

Jason nodded. Couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe.

"Do it. Cum watching your wife be a slut."

He did. Couldn't stop it if he’d tried. Didn't want to stop it. His cock pulsed, and then he was cumming, spurting all over his hand and the floor, pissing punk everywhere, hot and thick and shameful. He sobbed. Actually sobbed. Gasping. Shaking. His cock still jerking while Emma lay there, covered in four men's loads, and Jason added his to the floor like the pathetic fuck he was.

Below, Alistair helped Emma sit up. Gentle. Tender. Wiped cum from her face with a towel. The white terrycloth turning wet and sticky. Emma leaned against him, boneless, exhausted, glowing despite it all.

The three strangers dressed, rather reluctantly, but all thanked Alistair. Not Emma. Didn't look at her. She was his to share. Richard buttoned his shirt, nodded. "That was extraordinary."

David grunted in agreement. Oliver just grinned.

They left. The door clicked shut.

Alistair held Emma. Whispered to her. Too quiet for the intercom. Emma nodded. Smiled. Fucking glowed. Satisfied. Used. Happy.

Upstairs, Sienna stood. Smoothed her dress. "Come."

Jason followed. His legs shook. His trousers were ruined, totally cum-stained. His mind was blank, static, white noise. He walked through the club like a ghost, past strangers and sex and money, velvet and leather and the smell of expensive cologne and cheaper perfume and sweat. Walked past open doors where people fucked, past closed doors where people screamed, past the bar where someone laughed.

He felt nothing.

Just the echo of Emma's moans. The weight of what he'd become. The sticky mess in his trousers and the knowledge that he'd do this again. Tomorrow. Next week. Forever.

Jason Hartley. Cuckold. Lottery winner. A man who wanked himself silly while watching strangers fuck his wife. And his cock was already starting to harden again.
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Good Boy

The Bentley purred in the driveway, its headlights cutting across the gravel before dimming. Jason stood beside Emma by the open passenger window, the cold October air biting through his shirt. Inside the car, Alistair leaned back against cream leather, Sienna beside him, both watching through the lowered window.

"Wonderful night," Alistair said. His voice carried the same easy authority it always did. "Emma, you were extraordinary."

Emma glowed. Hair mussed, lipstick gone, dress wrinkled and riding up her thighs. She looked thoroughly fucked. Because she was.

"Thank you. For everything."

Sienna leaned forward, kissed Emma's cheek. Lingered. Whispered something just for her. Emma nodded, smiled wider, and squeezed Sienna's hand.

Alistair's eyes flicked to Jason. A brief nod. Acknowledging. Not warm. Just... recognition. Of what, Jason wasn't sure. His existence? His compliance? His utter fucking irrelevance?

The window slid up. The Bentley glided away, disappearing through the gates as they swung shut.

Emma waved until the car vanished. Then she turned, walked toward the front door, Jason following in her wake.

The house was cold and dark. Emma flicked the kitchen lights on, and the spotlights buzzed to life, too bright, sterile, bouncing off marble countertops and gleaming appliances. The lottery house. The house that had never quite felt his.

Emma went straight to the sink. Filled two glasses with water. Drank hers in three long gulps, throat working. Her dress had ridden higher. He could see faint bruises on her hips. Fingerprints. Alistair's fingers. Maybe Richard's. Maybe David's where they'd held her legs open. The light caught the flush still colouring her chest, the faint sheen of sweat at her collarbone.

Jason's glass sat untouched on the counter.

"That was intense," Emma said. Quiet. Setting her glass down.

Jason nodded. His voice came out flat. "Yeah."

She looked at him. Really looked. Her eyes were softer now, the glassy arousal fading into something more grounded. Concerned, almost.

"Do you regret it? Everything we’ve become?"

Jason hesitated. The question hung between them, heavy and sharp. Did he? Should he? He'd watched his wife get fucked by another man in front of strangers. Watched her suck a stranger's cock. Watched four men cum on her. Came himself watching it. Twice.

He shook his head. "No." And he meant it.

Emma's face softened. Relief washed over her features. "I didn't think I could do that. Feel that." She paused, searching for words. "But it was... powerful."

"Being wanted like that?"

Emma nodded. Then stopped. Corrected herself. "Being his. Being shared."

Being his. Not mine.

Jason's cock thickened. Shameful. Inevitable. Emma's gaze dropped, saw the faint bulge forming in his trousers. She smiled. Not mocking. Just… knowing.

"You were amazing tonight," Emma said. She stepped closer, touched Jason's chest. Palm flat against his shirt.

Jason's breath caught. "I didn't do anything."

"You didn’t stop me. That's everything."

She kissed him. Soft. A chaste closed-mouth kiss. Then pulled back, her hand still resting over his heart.

"Come upstairs. I need a shower."

Upstairs, the ensuite was bright and clean, all white tile and chrome. Emma started the shower. Steam began to fill the room, fogging the mirrors. She turned back to Jason, began stripping slowly. Dress pooling at her feet - her bra was lost somewhere in the club now. Maybe one of the strangers had taken it.

Jason stood in the doorway. Watched. His hands clenched at his sides.

Her body was marked. Bruises blooming purple on her hips and thighs. A faint bite mark on her shoulder. Richard? David? Jason didn't know. Dried cum still matted in her hair near the roots. Oliver's. The stranger who'd fucked her mouth while Alistair fucked her cunt.

Emma stepped into the shower. Hot water cascaded over her, and she sighed. Turned back. "Help me?"

Jason hesitated. Then stripped. Boxers, shirt, socks. Stepped into the steam with her.

"Wash my hair?"

Jason reached for the shampoo. Squirted it into his palm. His hands shook as he worked it through her hair, fingertips finding the sticky patches, lathering them away. Coconut and vanilla. A familiar scent. Hers.

Emma leaned into him. Sighed again. "Thank you."

Jason was washing another man's cum out of her hair. Four men's cum. And he was hard. Again. Always hard for his own humiliation.

Post-shower, Emma wrapped herself in a towel, hair damp and darkening the white terrycloth. Jason stood naked, still half-hard, unable to calm down. They moved to the bedroom.

Emma sat Jason on the edge of the bed. Sat beside him.

"I won't fuck you," Emma said, brutal and matter-of-fact. "That's for Alistair. Or anyone he decided to share me with. But I can do this." Jason felt his chest tighten. Not with shame this time. With something quieter. Something that felt almost like peace.

This is it, he thought. This is what we are now.

Emma shifted on the bed, propping herself up on one elbow so she could look down at him. Her hand slid down his chest, tracing lazy circles over his stomach. Lower.

"You're still hard," she murmured, her voice low and warm. Not teasing. Just… observing.

"Yeah."

"Because of what I told you?" Her hand wrapped around him, making him gasp. "Because you know you'll never touch me properly again?"

"Yes." The word came out strangled. Her hand squeezed gently, and he bucked into her palm.

Emma smiled - soft, indulgent, almost maternal. "I want to give you something," she said. "A reward. For being so good tonight. For watching me. For letting me be his."

Jason's breath hitched. "Emma-"

"Shh." She kissed him, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against his. He could still taste it - faint, salty, unmistakable. Another man's cum. The thought made him dizzy.

"Touch yourself," she whispered.

Jason wrapped his hand around himself, stroking slowly. Emma leaned back against the headboard, legs spreading, hand sliding between her thighs. She was still soaked - cum and her arousal mixed, glistening on her inner thighs.

"You want to know what he's going to do to me next?" she asked, her voice breathy now. Her fingers circled her clit, slow and lazy. "What Sienna's planning?"

"Yes," Jason gasped, stroking faster.

Emma's eyes fluttered closed. "He's going to breed me, Jason."

Jason's hand stilled. His heart slammed against his ribs.

"Not yet," Emma continued, her voice a purr. "But soon. Sienna's already talked to me about it. About letting him fuck me raw during my fertile days. About him putting a baby in me."

"Emma-" Jason's voice cracked.

"And you'll be there," she whispered, her fingers moving faster now, slipping inside herself. "Watching. Maybe holding my hand. Maybe licking me clean after. You'll raise his child, Jason. You'll be the father. But everyone will know. Everyone will see. They'll see my belly swelling. They'll know Alistair did that."

Jason groaned, his hips jerking, precum spilling over his knuckles.

"You want that, don't you?" Emma's eyes opened, locked on his. Her pupils were blown wide, her lips parted. "Say it."

"I-" Jason's voice broke. "I want it."

"Say it properly."

"I want you to have his baby." The words tore out of him, raw and filthy and true. "I want Alistair to breed you. I want to watch. I want to raise his child. I want… fuck, Emma, I want everyone to know you're his."

Emma's fingers moved faster, her hips lifting off the bed. "Good boy," she gasped. "Such a good fucking boy. Cum for me, Jason. Cum thinking about it. About me pregnant with his baby. About you on your knees, licking his cum out of me before he fucks me again. About you watching me give birth to his son."

Jason came with a shout, his body convulsing, cum spurting over his fist, his stomach, the sheets. Pleasure and shame and something darker crashing through him in waves.

Emma followed a moment later, her back arching, a high, keening moan spilling from her lips. She clenched around her own fingers, hips jerking, and Jason watched, panting, as she rode out her orgasm.

Quiet. Just their breathing. The wet squelch of her fingers slipping free. The faint hum of the heating. Emma collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving, skin flushed pink. She looked over at Jason, her expression soft. Sated.

"Come here," she whispered.

Jason crawled up the bed, his limbs heavy, his mind blank. Emma pulled him down beside her, wrapped her arms around him, and tucked his head against her chest. Her heartbeat was slowing beneath his ear.

"I love you," she murmured, pressing a kiss to his hair. "You know that, right? This doesn't change that."

Jason closed his eyes. His hand was still sticky with cum. Her thighs were wet with her own excitement.

This is our marriage.

And the strangest part - the part that should have terrified him, should have broken him - was that he didn't want to change it.

"I love you too," he whispered.

Emma's hand stroked through his hair, slow and rhythmic, lulling him toward sleep.

Outside, the wind rattled the windows. The manor creaked and settled around them. Somewhere in the house, the ghost of Alistair's laughter seemed to linger.

There would always be Alistair. There would always be others; men Alistair chose, men who could give her what I couldn’t. But there would always be her. Always this. Her fingers in his hair. Her voice, calling him a good boy. Her love, bent and broken and remade into something new.

And that - somehow, impossibly - was enough.
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!


Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand‑new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck‑to‑the‑page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.

A Marriage Evolved

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale
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A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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