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Author's Note 

Whispers from the Hollow took shape during months of travel and creative exploration. I wanted to capture temptation and trust from a fresh angle, writing once again in third person — mostly through Mia’s and Ben’s eyes, though her husband’s presence is always felt in the background until he finally makes his own unforgettable appearance.

Set over the course of a single weekend, the story dives deep into the emotions that arise when desire and loyalty collide. It explores the quiet moments of temptation and the raw aftermath that follows, reminding me why I love writing stories that live in the space between intimacy and truth. I hope it touches you as deeply as it did me.


1.   Her Forbidden Thoughts

Mia was lying on her back in the master bedroom, staring at the ceiling, her thoughts racing.

She glanced at the baby monitor. Carl was fast asleep in his own room—just next to hers.

She sighed and looked back up.

Why did Simon do this to her? Why did he leave her with—

Ben.

He was in the guest bedroom, just across the corridor.

The thought of him stirred that deep, intimate...sexual feeling once again.

Unsettling.

Why was she thinking about Ben so much?

She wasn’t supposed to feel sexually stirred. Not like this.

Maybe it was the hormones. She’d stopped breastfeeding two months ago, and Simon had been distant lately—always busy with work.

And now this business trip. Just two days. But over the weekend?

It had come out of nowhere. It was frustrating.

And why did Simon invite Ben to stay with her?

Mia knew Simon meant well. He didn’t want to leave her alone with their nine-month-old. And Ben—kind, dependable Ben—probably seemed like the best choice.

But still...wasn’t it too much? Inviting another man into the house while you’re away. Even if that man is your best friend.

She’d always found Simon’s friendship with Ben a little strange. Not because they were close, but because of the age gap—Simon was twenty-seven, Ben just twenty-two. Their dynamic was more like an older brother and younger brother.

But what disturbed Mia most was Ben himself, that quiet masculinity about him. She couldn’t deny how her eyes sometimes traced the breadth of his shoulders, the strength of his arms, the way his T-shirts clung to his chest...and—she almost giggled at the thought—the swell in his shorts.

She wasn’t even sure she should allow herself to think it. But his bulge... Any woman would’ve noticed—and any woman would’ve wanted.

Her hand drifted down to her pussy before she could stop it. She rubbed gently, her heart racing.

He was so sexy, so—

She suddenly stilled, blinking.

What was she doing?

She pulled her hand back.

How could she? A married woman.

She’d never thought about another man like this before. Never slept with anyone but Simon. He was her first—and her only.

And now doing this? Just because she knew Ben was so much into her, so vulnerable to her. Always hovering, always watching. For three years now. No girlfriend—always saying he couldn’t find the right one.

Simon had even said he never had a girlfriend, never been with a woman.

Was that really true?

Mia couldn’t be sure. But there were signs: never showing up with a date, the awkward way he talked about women...

And the way he looked at her... He didn’t exactly hide it. He was into her.

Why else would he agree to spend an entire weekend with her?

It was nice, not being alone, having someone to help. But still.

She remembered how Ben had turned up at 9 pm sharp, barely an hour ago. Simon had just left, and she invited Ben in. They sat at the kitchen table—both slightly awkward, alone in the flat with only Carl asleep in his room.

“Mia, anything you need—shopping, cleaning, whatever. I’m here for you,” Ben said, his voice quiet. “Simon asked me to take good care of you—and I will.”

She blushed even now, caught off guard by how intimate his words sounded when she replayed them.

Simon asking Ben to take good care of her... How nice.

A tiny smile played on her lips.

Good care, right now—would she really mind it? Her hand started to slip down, slowly, deliberately—

She caught herself, stopping at her abdomen.

No, this was wrong.

She pulled her hand to her chest and rubbed her breasts through her nightie.

So very wrong.

Simon never meant anything by asking Ben to help. He just wanted her to have support with the housework. That was all.

She closed her eyes, trying to fall asleep. But her mind betrayed her, echoing Simon’s parting words just before he left.

He’d smiled at her at the door. “You know Ben can keep a secret.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You mean...?”

“He won’t talk about it.”

“What do you mean, Simon?”

He glanced at his watch. “Oh, shit, I’ve got to go. Taxi’s waiting. See you, love.” He gave her a quick peck and disappeared through the door.

Was that a hint? Did he really mean what it sounded like? Or was she just imagining it?

She couldn’t shake the thought.

Just last week, after Ben had left, having vented yet again about being single, Simon said, “It’s not that he’s single that bothers him. It’s that he’s never been with a woman—that’s what bugs him.”

She just looked at Simon, and he went on, “I wish we could help him.”

We could help him—like how? And—we? Or did he mean: you could help him?

She turned onto her side and gave a quiet, frustrated sigh.

No. That couldn’t be it. Surely not.


2.   A Friend’s Offer

Ben lay on his back on the bed, alone in the guest room.

His cock was hard, throbbing at the thought of Mia in the bedroom across the corridor.

He sighed, a flicker of envy creeping in.

Simon was lucky. Well paid. He could easily afford a three-bedroom flat. And he had a wife like Mia—kind, caring, beautiful. Sexy—so sexy. Slim but curvy in all the right places. Her figure carried a natural hourglass shape. Pert B-cup breasts, a firm bum that looked made to be held. Her long legs gave her a graceful elegance, every step fluid and feminine. Smooth pale skin, almost creamy. Dark brown hair framing a heart-shaped face, hazel eyes that always seemed to sparkle when she laughed.

If only Ben could ever have someone like that.

He reached down and grabbed his cock, groaning softly.

He sighed again. It wasn’t just that he wished he had someone like Mia.

He wanted Mia herself.

And maybe, just maybe—

Oh, come on. Could he really go through with what Simon had suggested?

Ben’s thoughts drifted back to last Saturday.

He and Simon had been sitting at the kitchen table, sipping coffee after installing Simon’s latest indulgence—a 65-inch TV in the living room. Mia had gone out with Carl to her mum’s to escape the noise.

Ben had been asking Simon for months to set him up with one of Mia’s friends. Simon had always promised, but nothing had ever come of it.

So Ben brought it up again. “Come on, Simon. Hook me up with one of Mia’s friends. I’m desperate. Don’t want to die a virgin.”

Simon gave Ben a look. “You know, Ben, if it’s just about losing your virginity...maybe you could try it with a married woman. Just once. Instead of chasing a girlfriend.”

“But it’s not just that I’ve never done it... I actually want a girlfriend.”

Simon leaned forward, dropping his voice. “I’m saying it might be easier to get a girlfriend if you had some experience.” He tipped his head towards Ben’s crotch, smiling slyly. “You need to sort out the sex department first. Lose that virginity and the rest will come.” He leaned back, nodding. “Confidence, mate. Knowing how to fuck a woman—that’s what gets you a girlfriend.”

Ben smiled, amused. “Interesting concept, Simon. Fuck a married woman to get yourself a girlfriend.”

“Why not? That’s how I did it.”

Ben blinked. “You did it with a married woman? Your first time?”

“Yep. My best mate—back in Everlake Hollow—set me up with his wife.”

“Really?”

“I’m just saying...friends help each other out over there. It’s kind of a thing.”

Ben chuckled. “I guess they’re lucky over there.”

Simon’s sly smile returned. “But why only there?”

“What do you mean?”

“Luck doesn’t have to stop there.”

Ben raised his eyebrows.

Simon shrugged. “I’m your best friend, ain’t I?”

Ben stared, unsure if Simon really meant what he thought.

Simon looked away, fidgeting with his mug as though his thoughts were far off. “If I don’t know...and I’m not around...”

He looked back at Ben.

Ben swallowed hard, holding his friend’s gaze. When he spoke, it was barely more than a whisper. “Are you...are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

Simon’s eyes flickered away, as if he’d lost interest.

The pause dragged, heavy and uncomfortable, before he got to his feet. “Let’s go pick up Mia and Carl.”

As Ben rose, Simon wrapped an arm around his shoulder—a bit friendly, a bit patronising—and said, “Actually, I was going to ask you for a favour.”

“Sure,” Ben replied, not minding the hand on his shoulder. That was typical Simon—always the older, more experienced one.

“I’ve got this business trip next weekend.”

“Over the weekend?”

“Yeah. I really can’t say no, can I?”

Ben grinned. “Of course you can’t. With the money they pay you.”

“Oh yeah.” Simon laughed, letting go of Ben’s shoulder. “I’d work every weekend at that rate. But Mia, on her own...she’ll need help.”

“Oh.”

“Yep. So, do you think you could spend the weekend here?”

“Here? As in...staying over?”

Simon nodded. “Yeah, in the flat. Just help Mia out, keep her company, make sure everything’s running smoothly.”

Ben hesitated for a moment—Simon’s earlier implication still hanging in the air—but then nodded. “Sure.”

Simon leaned in, lowering his voice. “She might be lonely.” He pulled back.

Ben remained silent, holding Simon’s gaze.

Simon raised a finger, sharp and firm. “But no repeats. Just this once.”

Ben shook his head. “Look, Simon, I’m not sure this is such a good—”

“You just ease her into it,” Simon cut in. And then, he reached down towards his crotch.

Ben’s eyes followed.

Simon was hard. Ben blinked, stunned.

Simon rubbed his cock slowly, then looked straight back at Ben.

Their eyes locked.

Silence fell—heavy, charged.

Ben was the first to break it. “So...you’re into this kind of thing?” he whispered, voice tight with nerves—though his cock, just like Simon’s, was hard.

Simon shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe. I guess there’s only one way to find out.”

With that, they left the flat.

Outside, Simon stopped, and Ben stopped with him.

Simon glanced up and down the street, as if checking it was quiet, then leaned closer. “Take good care of Mia, will you?” He pulled back, looking Ben in the eye.

Ben swallowed nervously—still unsure if this was a good idea, yet his cock, hard and twitching, seemed to think otherwise. He gave the slightest of nods.

Simon flashed a quick smile. “Good. I’ve seen how she looks at you. She likes you, and that helps, mate.” He patted Ben’s shoulder. “Come sharp at nine. Friday evening. I’ll be gone just before.”

“Okay,” Ben said, and they parted.

Ben snapped back to the present as cum surged at the base of his cock.

He gripped himself hard. He’d been stroking through his briefs, and now he was on the verge. How stupid. The last thing he needed was to make a mess. How would he even clean it up? He hadn’t brought a single spare pair of briefs.

He held tight for a few moments, breathing deep until the wave passed.

Relief washed over him. He’d just managed to avoid disaster—and shame.

Rolling onto his side, he forced himself to think of something else. Anything but Mia.

Yes—the shower. Simon wanted it fixed. The lack of pressure. Ben was good at these things. He’d fix it as long as Simon had left the tools like he’d promised.

What would he actually need? A wrench, some washers...

His thoughts wandered to another job Simon had mentioned—the blinds that wouldn’t close properly.

Before long, he drifted off.


3.   Breakfast with a View

With a baby in the flat, Ben had braced himself for a rough night. But at nine months old, Carl had started sleeping well. Not a single cry disturbed Ben’s rest, and he woke at seven—just as planned. Feeling fresh and ready to offer his services to Mia, he visited the loo, splashed water on his face, dressed quickly, and headed to the kitchen.

When he walked in, Mia was sitting at the table, Carl propped in his high chair beside her, and she was spoon-feeding him some sort of orange-coloured purée from a jar.

She was in a short pink satin robe, loosely belted at the waist.

Ben tried not to stare at the gap where the two panels had fallen apart, though it pulled at his eyes. As she leaned forward to scoop more purée, one side of her breast slipped into view, and this time his eyes couldn’t help but follow.

“Morning,” Ben said, his gaze still lingering.

“Morning,” Mia said lightly, glancing up at him with a polite smile.

And yet—there it was. A blush.

Ben might not have been experienced with women, but he knew that much. That blush? A clear sign. She’d thought about it. The same way he had.

He sat down opposite her.

Carl gurgled.

Ben smiled faintly at him. “Glad someone’s enjoying breakfast.”

Mia smiled, too. “Oh yes, he’s always starving in the mornings.” She looked back at Carl. “Aren’t you?”

Carl let out a happy squeal and kicked his legs.

Mia leaned forward to grab a napkin from the table, and her robe slipped open further, revealing more of her breast. Ben’s eyes darted to her cleavage, where he could see her areola and part of her nipple.

“So...what’s on today’s to-do list?” he asked, doing his best to sound casual, even as his cock stirred.

Mia wiped Carl’s chin where some purée had dribbled down. “Perhaps you could do the shopping?” she said, glancing at Ben.

“Perfect.”

“I’ve made the list. Here it is.”

She set the napkin and spoon aside, then reached into the pocket of her robe and pulled out a folded sheet of paper. Leaning across the table to hand it to him, the robe shifted again—this time sliding off one shoulder, leaving her breast bare, nipple and all. For a breathless moment, Ben thought she might notice, might tug it back into place. But she didn’t. She just held the paper out, waiting for him to take it.

He couldn’t peel his eyes off her breast—round and firm, the skin fair and flawless, the pink areola perfectly proportioned, crowned with a taut nipple. It was exactly the kind of breasts he liked. Exactly what he imagined his future wife might have one day.

He swallowed hard.

Mia gave a little flick of her wrist, urging him to take the list.

He couldn’t stay there a second longer. His cock was rock hard, twitching in his shorts, about to explode. He had two options: sit there ogling Mia’s breasts until he came, or stand up and risk showing his erection as he walked away. He chose the lesser evil.

He snatched the paper from her hand. “I’ll head out now.”

With that, he stood up—too quickly—and headed straight for the door.

And of course, Mia’s eyes flicked to his crotch as he passed. She didn’t scold him. She didn’t even look shocked. She giggled.

He froze mid-step. “Sorry, I just—”

“No, no, it’s okay,” she said, a playful lilt in her voice. “It happens to men.”

“Yeah. It’s a morning thing...”

“I know.”

“I—I better get going,” he stammered.

“Yes. We’ll take Carl out for a walk when you’re back.”

“Sure.”

Ben darted out, flustered.

He didn’t go shopping straight away. Instead, he drove to the nearby café—the one he and Simon often met at—and ordered a coffee. He sat alone at a small table by the large street-facing window and sipped, thinking, reflecting.

Everything he felt about Mia was wrong. She was his best friend’s wife. Whatever Simon had been hinting at... No. Ben shouldn’t be thinking like that. He needed to be a true friend and resist. He had to stop imagining her, stop wanting her. He had to stop.

He ordered a second coffee and carried it back to the table. But he didn’t touch it—just sat there, watching people walk past the window. The unusually warm London morning meant there was no shortage of bare legs, and that helped. He managed to shift his attention to other women—strangers. And that felt safer. Healthier.

He glanced at his watch. Half nine.

He took a sip of his coffee, then pushed the cup away and stood. Instead of heading to the car, he crossed the street to the bakery and queued for a croissant. He ate the croissant standing outside—not because he was hungry, but because he wanted to kill time. To stay away from Mia.

He knew she’d have to take Carl out on her own. Part of him felt guilty—but mostly, it felt like the right thing to do. He just needed space. Time to cool down. To pull himself together.

He got back in the car and drove to the supermarket.

There, he did his best not to think about Mia. The last thing he needed was to walk around with a hard-on. He took longer than necessary—checking every item twice, comparing prices he didn’t really care about, ticking things off the list one by one.

By the time he left the shop, it was a quarter to eleven. When he entered the flat—shopping bags in hand—it had just gone eleven.

The pushchair in the corridor told him Mia had already taken Carl out and come back.

He heard a noise from the kitchen and glanced through the half-open door.

Mia was there, at the table, feeding Carl.

Again? Ben blinked. How often do babies eat?

He shook his head. What would he know? He’d never had a baby. Never had a wife, either.

He sighed.

Maybe he never would.


4.   Fixing More Than the Shower

Ben stepped into the kitchen. “Sorry I’m late.”

“That’s fine.” Mia didn’t look up at him—just scooped a spoonful of purée towards Carl’s mouth.

“I needed time so I could...” He paused, unsure whether to say more.

“So you could?” Mia reached for a napkin and dabbed Carl’s chin.

Ben hesitated a moment longer, then said, “I needed time to clear my head.”

“I see.” Mia’s voice was calm and even—but a faint flush rose on her cheeks.

He cleared his throat. “About things.”

“About things,” she echoed, still not looking at him.

Her gaze stayed fixed on Carl’s face, inspecting the spot she’d just wiped.

The air felt...awkward.

It was like she was deliberately avoiding eye contact with Ben.

He watched her, thinking. Was it really wise to open up now? What if she hadn’t even noticed? What if Simon hadn’t been serious—or if Ben had misunderstood entirely?

Probably not so wise to say anything. Better to move on.

Mia set the napkin aside, her eyes still on Carl, gleaming with motherly warmth. “A bit more, sweetheart?”

Carl flashed a smile at his mum, lifting his hands the way babies do.

“Okay, a bit more.” Mia smiled back at her baby boy.

Ben leaned towards Carl and raised his eyebrows. “You’re the boss here, aren’t you?”

Carl turned to Ben and let out a happy gurgle, followed by a grin, two tiny teeth just peeking through.

Ben’s voice softened—gentle, almost fatherly. “Oh, you’re a sweet one.”

Mia smiled, reaching for the jar of purée.

“You like me, don’t you?” Ben continued, his lips curving into a wider smile.

He wasn’t faking it. He genuinely liked Carl. And in moments like this...he wished he had a baby of his own. One just like Carl.

One...with Mia.

He sighed, catching himself. He had to shake it off.

He shifted the bags in his hands. “Shall I unpack, Mia?”

Mia glanced at the bags, then nodded towards the corner. “Just leave them there. I’ll sort it later.”

“I can sort it.”

“You don’t know where anything goes.” She looked back at Carl and scooped another spoonful of purée towards his mouth.

Ben set the bags down in the corner as instructed. “Alright, I’ll go fix the shower, then.”

“Did Simon ask you to?” Mia looked up, finally meeting his gaze.

“Yeah. Said he left the tools in the cupboard. You okay with that?”

“Oh, absolutely. That’d be brilliant, thanks.”

“Won’t take long.”

Ben left the kitchen.

Mia kept feeding Carl until his little belly was full and he sagged in his chair, eyelids drooping. She carried him to his room and laid him in the cot. Within minutes, he was fast asleep.

She returned to the kitchen, washed up, and sat down with a coffee. Taking a sip, her mind drifted to the bathroom, where she could hear Ben moving around.

She smiled to herself. Hopefully he’d finally fix the shower pressure.

He really was a good help. When he’d been gone so long this morning, she’d half wondered if he wasn’t coming back. But he had. And now, here he was. Handy. Thoughtful. And so good looking. Those wide shoulders, those powerful legs, the sheer weight and presence of him. And then the bulge—God, that bulge, straining hard against his shorts. She’d seen it this morning, so blatant through the fabric, his cock jutting thick beneath it.

With a cock like that...what would it be like inside her? Would it be all pleasure—or would it hurt?

She felt a rush of heat between her legs.

She pictured Ben—shirtless, in his briefs only, walking towards her—hard, ready. And then her, lying on the bed, touching herself, just like last night.

Her stomach tightened; her pussy clenched. She felt the dampness on her thong—unmistakeable, undeniable.

She clutched the mug with one hand; the other—almost on its own—slipped to her thigh. She pictured Ben again—this time naked, his cock fully erect.

A gasp escaped her lips—

She pulled her hand back, startled by her own voice.

She clasped the mug with both hands.

How could she? What was she thinking? Drifting into filthy fantasies.

It unsettled her—how easily the images of Ben had flooded her head, how readily her body responded.

It must be the pressure, she reasoned. Her first weekend without Simon.

But still, the pull was so strong.

She frowned. This wasn’t right. She needed to draw a line. She should tell Ben to leave. As soon as he finished with the shower, she’d tell him it was time to go.

But what would she say? He’d ask why. He’d want to know what had changed, why she didn’t need his help anymore.

She bit her lip, thinking. Did she have to explain herself? Why? Why not just tell him she didn’t need him? Tell him to just go.

Yes. She’d tell him to go. That was it.

Having made the decision, she felt better.

She took a deep breath, then paused to listen, mug in hand. The noise from the bathroom had stopped. Ben must’ve finished the repair. Good. All that clatter could easily have woken Carl. He was usually good, but when his sleep was disturbed, he could be a real pain.

She gulped down the last of her coffee and got up. Now was the time to tell Ben to leave.

She stepped into the corridor—and there he was, shirtless, sweaty, just coming out of the bathroom.

He walked up to her and stopped. “It’s fixed,” he whispered with a smile. “Managed not to wake the little man.” He nodded towards Carl’s door.

“Yes,” Mia whispered back.

She leaned her back against the wall, her stomach fluttering. There was something in the curve of Ben’s lips, the glow in his eyes—something teasing, yet soft. And yes, no point denying it—he really was handsome.

Her gaze drifted down his bare torso. She couldn’t help but admire his chest—taut, well-defined, glistening lightly with sweat. And then his abs. What abs these were.

And then—

Her breath caught when her eyes landed on the bulge in his shorts. She could make out the shape—his cock, half-hard, pressing against the fabric.

She pushed herself off the wall, heat surging through her—her face, her chest, her core. She could feel the familiar dampness gathering in her thong. The warmth between her legs. Slick. Soft. Throbbing. Needing.

“So it’s working now?” she said at last, still focused on the bulge, her attention hanging there a moment too long.

“Yeah. Hot water’s sorted,” Ben replied. His hand dropped to where her gaze was fixed, and, whether consciously or not, he brushed lightly over the fabric.

Mia blinked, realising she’d been staring. Her eyes darted up to meet his, her cheeks flushing. “That’s...good. You’re fixing the things Simon’s been neglecting.”

The moment the words left her mouth, her face flamed. Why did she say that? Things Simon neglected? Her mind flashed hot—God, what was that supposed to mean? Her pussy?

And from the knowing grin spreading across Ben’s face, Mia was sure he was thinking the same thing—her pussy.

Her heart pounded. Was she so obvious?

Enough. This had to stop. Right now.

She drew a slow breath, steadying herself. It was time to say it—time to send Ben away.

“So, Ben...” she began carefully. “I’m thinking. You’ve already helped a lot—”

“Oh,” Ben cut in, smiling, “I’ve got a few more things to do. Simon asked me to fix the blinds.”

He gestured vaguely towards the master bedroom.

And there it was—his strong arms tensing, chest broad and firm, the curve of his lips relaxed but assured. His whole stance...grounded, masculine. And those eyes. They lingered just a second too long.

The flutter returned in her stomach. Her legs felt unsteady. And between her thighs—that warm, insistent ache, the telltale slickness.

Her resolve faltered. Maybe this was what she wanted all along. To keep him here. Just a little longer.

She let out a small laugh. “The blinds, yes. Simon’s been meaning to sort them for months.”

Ben smiled. “Exactly.”

A small silence lingered before he tipped his head towards the bathroom. “Wanna try the shower now?”

Mia hesitated. “Erm... I’ve got to start lunch now. I’ll try it later.”

“Do you want me to help you? Unless you think I’m too much of a mess already and need a shower first.”

Mia giggled, her eyes flicking over his chest. “No, you’re fine.”

Ben took a step towards the kitchen, but Mia stopped him, placing her hands on his chest. “I’ll manage lunch,” she murmured, a warm smile spreading across her face.

He met her smile with one of his own. “Alright. What if I take the rubbish out?” He nodded towards the bin bag by the front door—the one she’d meant to throw away when taking Carl out but had forgotten.

“You’re spoiling me.” She barely managed to stifle another giggle.

Ben chuckled. “Why not? When Simon gets back, he’ll find a happy wife—taken good care of.”

Mia laughed, shaking her head, a blush warming her cheeks at the double meaning. “You’ve got an answer for everything, don’t you?” She gave him a playful swat on the bum and scurried into the kitchen.

Still smiling, she went to the cupboard with the ingredients, but as she reached to open the door, she paused, a quiet breath catching in her throat. Her smile faded away.

How on earth hadn’t she told him to leave? She knew she should’ve.

Yes, Ben was offering to help, but...there it was again, just the thought of him brought it back—that flutter low in her belly. That dampness in her pussy. That weakness in her legs. That pull she was desperately trying to ignore.

She didn’t want to admit it, but the truth sat heavy in her chest. She wanted him.

Maybe he really was just too charming.

Maybe...he was impossible to resist.

She took a deep breath, opened the cupboard, and started pulling out the ingredients for shakshuka—the dish she’d settled on for lunch.

It was a well-practised recipe, yet as she chopped peppers and onions, there was a nervousness in her movements. Her pulse was racing. Warmth kept rising up her neck.

Silently, she begged herself to stop thinking about him. To stop wanting him.

She’d just started sizzling the oil in the pan when Ben appeared in the kitchen doorway.

“I’ve done the rubbish,” he said.

Mia smiled. “You’ll make a good husband, you know.”

“I hope so. And I hope I’ll be a good father.”

“You will be.”

“But...” He paused, a shy smile spreading across his lips. “I guess I need to find a wife first.”

“Indeed, you do.”

“And, well...do the other thing.”

Mia laughed before she could stop herself. “Oh, that’s the easy part.”

He shrugged. “How would I know? I’ve never done it.” His smile returned, a little awkward, embarrassed.

She studied his face. So it was true, what Simon had told her.

She smiled, a touch abashed herself. “Simon sort of mentioned that.”

“Did he?” Ben raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah, when he said I should help you—” She froze mid-sentence, her cheeks flushing crimson. She scrambled to correct herself. “I mean, help you meet some of my friends. That’s what I meant. That’s what Simon meant.”

“Ah, yeah. That’d be brilliant.” A faint smile played at Ben’s lips.

Mia’s stomach tightened. Her slip had said more than she’d meant—and from his smile, he’d caught it.

Ben finally added, “I guess I’ll go get a shower now.”

With that, he turned and left the kitchen.

She faced the stove again, shaking her head at herself—half frustrated, half amused.

What was she like?


5.   Simmering Tension

She placed the lid on the pan to let the vegetables soften. After about a minute, she removed the lid and started stirring.

She heard Ben open and close the bathroom door.

She sighed, stirring the pan absently. A shower sounded good. She imagined the water pressure now—strong and steady after Ben’s fix. And then, without meaning to, she pictured Ben under the spray: naked, relaxed, letting the hot water cascade over his skin.

Her mind lingered. Broad shoulders, strong hips, a firm bum...and yes, she couldn’t help but picture his cock too.

It was big. She’d noticed the bulge in his shorts more than once to know.

Not that size was normally her thing. Simon was plenty satisfying. But somehow, with Ben, she found herself unusually curious. More curious than she’d ever been with Simon—or any other man, for that matter.

She sighed again, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

It was the hormones. They explained the strange fixation—the way her mind kept drifting to Ben’s body...and his cock.

She told herself that, but deep down, she wasn’t convinced. It wasn’t just hormones. It was her—rediscovering what it meant to want someone new. Someone fresh. Someone who wanted her. And she liked it. It scared her—but she liked it.

She kept working, stirring the sauce gently, watching the mixture thicken. The familiar rhythm of cooking helped settle her thoughts, and a few minutes later, the shakshuka was ready; she turned off the hob just as she heard the bathroom door open and close.

She placed the lid on, set the spoon aside and stood still, staring at the pan, her hands gripping the edge of the counter, her body tense, caught between curiosity and uncertainty. What should she do? How should she manage this?

She didn’t hear him at first—she just felt his presence—and turned to look.

He was leaning against the doorframe, his curly hair still damp from the shower.

“The shower’s done me good,” Ben said, his voice light.

Her eyes drifted down his body—his bare shoulders, his chest—droplets clinging to his skin, catching the light, and a few trickling lazily down his torso. He’d clearly towelled off quickly, not drying properly.

Her gaze dropped lower still, to his shorts...and there it was: a dark, wet patch right over his bulge. No briefs underneath—he must’ve left them in the bathroom. The damp fabric of his shorts clung, outlining the shape of his cock—big. Definitely bigger than Simon’s. She could see almost everything: the thick head, the curve of the shaft, heavy even at rest.

Her gaze snapped back up to Ben’s face.

She’d only glanced at his cock for a heartbeat—just a fleeting glance—but it was enough to stir the flutter in her stomach again.

When she’d seen the shape of his cock earlier in the corridor, she’d felt guilty. Ashamed. Scared.

But not this time.

And why should she? She was a woman, after all—with needs, with desires. She had every right to look, to enjoy...and to tease a little if she wanted.

She flashed Ben a bright smile. “Great! Lunch’s ready.”

“Smells amazing,” he said, walking over to the hob. She stepped aside to let him lift the lid from the pan.

He inhaled deeply, then set the lid back. “Mmm—delicious.” He looked at her. “What is it?”

“Shakshuka.” She flashed him another smile, pleased by his appreciation.

“Can’t wait to taste it. Your own recipe?”

“Yes. Simon likes it.”

“Simon’s lucky to have a wife who cooks like that.”

“You could say that.”

“I wish I had a wife like you,” Ben said, his lips curving into a smile.

Mia chirped, teasing, “Well, we’ll have to find you one, won’t we?”

“I’d appreciate it. And if she’s like you...” He paused.

She stood still, waiting—half-hoping—for more.

And he delivered. “Pretty, sexy, and smart.”

“Thank you, Ben!” She giggled, not bothering to hide her flirty pleasure.

Then her smile faded, her brow creasing. What was she doing? This wasn’t Simon. She wasn’t supposed to flirt with Ben like that.

She nodded towards the pan, her voice suddenly brisk. “Help yourself. I’ll take a shower.”

Frustrated with herself, she scurried out of the kitchen, then straight into the bathroom.

She slipped out of her robe and thong—an outfit she’d grown used to wearing at home ever since giving birth. At first, it had made things easier for breastfeeding and handling the baby. But now, even though Carl had long since weaned, she still wore it. It was easy. Comfortable. Familiar.

She stepped into the shower and turned on the hot water.

Yes—Ben had fixed it. No more dribbling, just a steady, satisfying flow.

She moved under the stream.

He really was good at things. Gentle, charming...and surprisingly capable.

The water poured over her shoulders, soothing her. She closed her eyes.

Ben was younger than Simon. Less mature, but...handy. Fixing the shower like that. He knew what he was doing with his hands.

His hands. Big, warm hands.

Her own hand drifted down between her thighs, fingers brushing over her shaved pussy.

His strong hands.

She could almost feel them gliding over her, tracing her curves, caressing her skin.

She rubbed herself gently, a gasp slipping from her lips before she even realised.

She froze, blinking her eyes open. What was she doing? Masturbating over Ben?

A wave of frustration swept through her. She grabbed the shampoo and lathered her body vigorously, scrubbing as if to drive the thoughts away. Then her hair—she always left it for last.

Ten minutes later, she stepped out of the bathroom, the damp waves of her freshly washed hair clinging to her shoulders. One hand clutched her robe’s front panels, the belt loosely tied at her stomach; the other hand held her thong. She was about to head to her bedroom to change into something fresh—only to freeze.

Ben.

He was standing in the corridor, waiting.

“Shall we eat?” he asked.

Mia’s brows shot up. “Oh, you haven’t eaten yet?”

“No. Thought we could eat together. I’ve dished up. Come—while it’s still hot.” He nodded towards the kitchen.

“Erm...” Mia pulled the robe tighter around her waist. “I was going to dry my hair and change.”

“Oh—okay.” He smiled. “You get changed, I’ll wait.”

He turned towards the kitchen, but Mia stopped him. “No. Let’s have lunch now.”

He looked at her. “You sure?”

“Yes.” She nodded, then placed her thong on the side cupboard. “Let’s eat.”

Still gripping the robe’s front panels together, she briskly led the way into the kitchen. Ben followed.

She couldn’t tell exactly why she’d changed her mind—and perhaps she didn’t want to—but knew she wanted it that way.

They sat across from each other and dug into the shakshuka.

It was odd. Ben, still shirtless, only in his shorts. Mia, in nothing but a robe. It was July—uncomfortably hot—and they didn’t have air conditioning. Getting one was on Simon’s to-do list. So being lightly dressed made sense. But still, with this other man sitting across from her? She felt naked. Too naked under the robe. And yet...she liked it. She couldn’t explain it—feeling exposed but liking it.

They kept eating in silence.

She’d done well; it was perhaps the best shakshuka she’d ever made.

Finally, Ben broke the silence. “It’s delicious, Mia,” he said.

She looked up and met his eyes, smiling. “Thanks.”

She looked back at her plate. She was eating but could feel his gaze—not constant but returning—to where her robe had fallen slightly open, just enough to reveal the curves of her breasts.

Her hand moved instinctively to pull the panels closed. But just as her fingers grazed the fabric, she hesitated. Slowly, she let her hand fall back. She didn’t close her robe.

Why? She wasn’t sure.

Perhaps because it was awkward trying to eat and clutch fabric at the same time. Or maybe...maybe it wasn’t just about practicality.

She looked up at Ben and caught him staring—right into her cleavage.

He looked away at once, back to his plate.

A small, fleeting smile crossed her lips—mischievous. There was something thrilling about it, being looked at like that. She liked putting him on edge. She liked being desired.

She turned serious again, resuming eating as if nothing had happened. But she didn’t close her robe. She let it slip a little further open with every motion of her arms, until the fabric no longer met in the middle. A glimpse of bare skin appeared through the gap—then more. She could see her breasts now, soft and exposed in the warm air. And if she could see them like that, she knew Ben could see them even better from across the table. And she liked it.

She heard the quiet scrape of his fork, then the soft clink as he set it down. He’d finished eating.

She smiled to herself. He’d been quick—clearly liked her dish.

She kept her eyes on her plate, but she knew his gaze lingered. And she knew exactly where: on the bare skin of her breasts, on the soft rise and fall of her chest with every breath.

“You’ll have to give me the recipe,” he mumbled.

“Sure thing.” She took another bite.

“And Mia, also...” He paused.

She looked up at him—just in time to catch his gaze darting from her cleavage to her face. A faint flutter of a smile touched her lips, gone as quickly as it came.

He blushed lightly. “Get me hooked up with one of your friends—like you said?”

She laughed. “Hooked—no. But maybe I could introduce you to one. She’s still single. She’s serious, though—marriage material.”

“That’s what I’m looking for. A serious relationship.”

“Good.” She looked back at her plate.

“Though...”

“Though what?” She looked up at him again.

He glanced away, then back. “Simon reckons I should lose my virginity first—that it’d help my confidence. Said it makes it easier to get into a proper relationship. Confidence is everything, he says.”

Mia smiled in quiet amusement. “Of course he said that. He’s all about confidence.”

“Yeah, he mentioned when he was in Everlake Hollow—” Ben stopped himself abruptly, his eyes flicking down.

“When he was in Everlake Hollow?” Mia prompted, her earlier amusement fading into a frown.

Ben looked back at her. “Nothing. He just said that when he was there, they...helped inexperienced guys.”

Mia raised her eyebrows. “They? Who’s they?”

He swallowed.

“He slept around there, didn’t he?” Her tone turned sharp now, cutting through the warm air between them.

“No, not at all.” He shook his head quickly.

Mia stared at him.

He swallowed hard.

She kept her gaze fixed on him, unblinking.

His throat worked again before he finally yielded. “Just...once.”

Mia gave a small shake of her head, her eyes dropping to her plate. “Whenever I ask him about his time in Everlake Hollow, he’s so cagey. Sometimes I think he had a full-on relationship there.”

“No, he didn’t.”

“Yeah, as if.”

“Alright. It was...a friend of his. Not Simon.”

“Not Simon,” Mia echoed, forking a bite, nodding faintly—the kind of nod that said she didn’t buy it.

She heard Ben draw a deep breath, then he said, “Okay. It wasn’t Simon. It was a friend of his who lost his virginity by...well, sleeping with someone’s wife. With her husband’s permission.”

Mia looked up and stared at Ben. “A friend of Simon’s slept with someone’s wife to lose his virginity?”

Ben’s eyes darted, then flicked back to hers.

“Ben,” she said, her voice hardening, “if there’s one thing I can’t stand, it’s being lied to.”

He sighed, shoulders slumping. “Okay...it was Simon. But it wasn’t like a relationship—it was a one-off.”

“I knew it. Who was she?”

“A wife. With her husband’s knowledge. That’s just what they do in Everlake Hollow.”

Mia let out a deep sigh.

Ben gave her a pleading look. “But please, Mia—don’t tell Simon I told you. He’ll kill me.”

“Of course I won’t,” she said.

She resumed eating, eyes on her plate, but looked up after a moment. “I suspected it, you know. He swore I was his first. I always knew he was lying. That confidence of his... Never mind.”

She took another bite, paused a moment, then looked back up. “It’s okay, Ben. Don’t stress about it. End of the day, it’s not your fault what he did. Not even his, really. That was my choice—I waited till marriage.”

She scooped another forkful, chewing slowly.

“So...do you regret not trying someone else?” Ben asked, his voice tentative.

Mia gave a small shrug, eyes still on her plate. “Not regret exactly. But...it feels a bit unfair if he’s been with other women and I’ve only ever been with him.”

She looked up at Ben, offering a soft smile. “Sometimes I feel that way.”

She dropped her gaze, ate another bite, then added, “Other times...it doesn’t bother me.”

“Maybe you could catch up,” Ben said.

She looked up sharply, meeting his eyes.

“I mean, some women do. You know...catch up after marriage.” He smiled.

She smiled back. “Ben, are you trying to spoil me? Seeding ideas in my head?” Looking back at her plate, she forked up another bite, then glanced up again. “Isn’t it usually the men needing to catch up?”

Ben shrugged lightly. “Yeah. But it’s not for the sake of it—they just need the confidence sometimes.”

Mia resumed eating, and they fell into silence again.

After a few moments, Ben broke it. “You know...” He paused.

Mia looked up, eyebrow raised in invitation.

He drew a breath, then said, “Maybe you could help me.”

She locked eyes with him, her expression unreadable.

He continued, “The way that wife helped Simon.”

Mia stayed silent, studying him closely.

He blushed but didn’t look away.

Then, after a beat, she let out a laugh, light but laced with tension. “You cheeky thing! I like your sense of humour.”

She looked back at her plate and resumed eating.

Her face remained calm, but her mind raced.

Did he just ask me to let him fuck me? She could hardly believe how explicit her thoughts had become. Yet the idea lingered. Let him fuck me...while Simon’s away. Help him. Help myself. Finally feel another man’s cock.

The flutter in her stomach wouldn’t let up. And lower down, a slow, throbbing heat. She was wet—too wet. She was sure if she looked down at her robe, where it was tucked under her bum, there’d be a visible damp patch right under her pussy.

She focused hard on her food, not daring to meet Ben’s eyes again.

She knew he was looking at her breasts—and she’d liked it. But now she didn’t. She grabbed one of the panels of her robe and pulled it over her chest, covering her breasts.

She didn’t want to play this game any longer.

Or...did she?

What a mess you’ve got yourself into, Mia. What a mess, she thought, nearly saying it aloud.

Holding the panel in place with one hand, she forked a bite of shakshuka with the other and placed it in her mouth, her gaze fixed on the plate.

What’s the big deal...if he sees them again?

She swallowed.

And why is it wrong that I like it?

She let go of the panel—the robe slipped open again.

She took another forkful of shakshuka.


6.   Blinds Drawn

The next couple of minutes passed in silence—Mia eating, her gaze on the plate, Ben watching her from across the table, his eyes fixed on her breasts.

Once she was finished, she set her fork down, closed the front panels of her robe, and stood, offering him a soft smile. “I’m going to lie down for a bit.”

He got to his feet. “I’ll do the dishes.”

Her gaze dipped to the bulge in his shorts, the fabric straining where her little show had left him aching.

“I’ll do a half-load,” he mumbled, hand dropping to shield his cock. “It’s just the pan and the plates.”

She looked up at his face and saw it—his struggle. He was shy but eager. Wanting. And it was her he wanted.

She hadn’t felt like this in so long. Not since she’d married, really. Desired. Adored. Wanted.

Something clicked inside her—a realisation. She didn’t just like this game. She loved what it gave her—the thrill of adventure.

So why not keep playing? A little more? Not too much, not too far...but a little more.

A tiny, mischievous smile curved her lips. “Don’t worry about the dishes. Do the blinds for me instead.”

Ben blinked. “Oh—you mean now?”

“Yep. They never close properly on one side, and the afternoon sun blasts into my eyes.”

“It might be just a loose cord.”

“There’s one way to know.”

She ran her tongue slowly over her lips. Her eyes stayed on his face, but she still noticed his hand squeeze his cock through his shorts. Her smile deepened.

She loved teasing him. Loved it so much that she reached into the gap between the front panels of her robe and slowly ran her hand over her breasts, her fingers grazing her erect nipples. She knew exactly what that did to him.

His body tensed, his breath hitched. He looked away, muttering, “The dishes, they—”

“They can wait,” she cut in, drawing his gaze straight back.

He hesitated for another heartbeat—then let go of his cock. “Yeah...they can wait.”

She led the way, and Ben followed her down the corridor—both of them tiptoeing as they passed Carl’s bedroom.

They reached her bedroom, and she gently pressed down the door handle.

She could almost feel Ben’s breath on the back of her neck—hot, fast. She smiled to herself. He must be barely holding it. Might blow in his shorts, just imagining...

Maybe I should stop teasing him. It’s too cruel. Or is it?

A giggle nearly escaped as she opened the door.

They stepped into the bedroom, and she quietly closed the door behind them.

“You see the gap?” she whispered, nodding towards the window across the room.

The blinds were already shut, but the gap was obvious—the sunlight beaming straight through.

She stepped over to the bed and kicked off her slippers. “When I lie down, it’s right in my eyes.”

Ben turned to look at her, just as she lay down on her side on the bed, facing the window. Her robe fell open at the chest, flashing both her breasts.

She caught his eyes fixed on her tits, yet made no move to close her robe. She liked the way he looked at her. His eyes were fixed right there, devouring the soft mounds of flesh she was so brazenly showing—and she felt the flush his gaze sent racing over her skin.

Ben’s hand slid down to the bulge in his shorts, gripping his hard cock.

“I like them,” he blurted, then stumbled over his words, flushing deeply. “The blinds, I mean.”

The blinds, of course. Not my boobs. Mia smiled inwardly, watching his flush, his twitching jaw, his hand squeezing his cock.

He cleared his throat. “I mean...vertical blinds—they suit this window best.”

Right, that’s enough now. She tugged her robe closed, covering her chest. “Exactly. Can you fix it without replacing them?”

Ben’s eyes stayed on her for a beat, as if still processing her words. Then he snapped out of it, his hand dropping from his cock. “Right. Let’s see.”

He turned and crossed the room to the window.

He fiddled with the blinds for a moment, then turned to face her. “If you don’t want me to replace them, I could swap the strings around—move the gap to the other side. Would that be better?” He gestured towards the far end of the window. “If it was over there?”

Mia glanced at the spot he was pointing to but only for a moment before her gaze shifted back to him—first to his face, strained with arousal, then down over his chest and abs, and finally to his crotch.

And there it was again. His cock pushing out the tent in his shorts. Big. Hard. And not just that—she saw it twitch. Eager. Eager for her.

She ran her tongue over her lips, pretending to think over his suggestion. But her mind was far from the blinds—it was on him. On his body, his strength, the way his chest rose and fell as he breathed. And on that thick outline pressing between his legs.

Her skin prickled, goosebumps rising on her neck, down her spine, across her arms.

And then—before she even fully realised—she heard herself say, “Not sure.” Her hand lifted, tapping the mattress. “Want to check yourself?”

Ben didn’t move.

Why was she asking him to check himself? She didn’t need his help to figure it out. And that small, subtle tap on the bed... What was that for?

His eyes locked with hers.

Was she...?

Her posture was tight, restrained...but her eyes gave her away, glazed with heat, lips curved in the faintest, teasing smile.

Did he need any clearer signal?

His cock pulsed. Hard. Wanting. Craving.

He’d be mad to stop now.

Without another thought, he crossed the room, dropped his slippers before the bed, and then—lay down in front of her, his back turned to her.

Damn it. He should’ve faced her.

But how would he look at the blinds from her angle?

Did he have to? Checking the blinds?

Who cared about the blinds?

He should’ve just faced her.

Too late now.

She whispered, her hand gently resting on his shoulder, “What do you think?”

His cock throbbed once, twice, three times.

“About?” he mumbled, his cock throbbing yet again.

About? Really? He kicked himself inside.

“Yeah, it’d work,” he finally said, eyes on the window—but his focus wasn’t there. He could feel her breath on the back of his neck, sense her warmth, her soft thighs...the heat of her...pussy...just inches away.

His cock throbbed once more, achingly full.

“Without replacing anything?” Mia’s voice was soft, low, and so very sexy.

His cock pulsed again.

“Yeah,” he said thickly. “Shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Oh, you’re such a sweetheart.” She gently rubbed his shoulder before her hand slipped away.

He pushed up onto one elbow as if to get up but then paused.

He hesitated. Should I?

He took a breath. Now or never.

He rolled onto his other side, turning to face her.

Their eyes met—and everything stilled. Neither of them moved. Neither spoke. They just stared, faces close, breathing shallow, a heartbeat of silence stretching between them.

Mia’s voice broke the quiet—soft, shaky. “What? What is it, Ben?”

He swallowed, nerves raw. “Back in the kitchen...when I asked for your help—I wasn’t joking.”

Mia’s heart thudded, a flutter rising deep in her stomach—heat spreading lower...and lower. She felt it, slick, insistent.

She wanted him. God, she wanted him—yet she knew she shouldn’t.

Ben’s throat worked again, his eyes flicking down to her lips. “If you could—”

She pressed a finger across his mouth, silencing him.

Their eyes locked, unmoving, caught in a breathless beat.

Then, her finger slid away.

Slowly, deliberately, she rolled over onto her other side, her back to Ben.

Looking over her shoulder, her voice low and breathy, she whispered, “From behind...slowly.”

Ben’s hand shot down to his cock, gripping it hard. He was so turned on he thought he might come right there. But he caught himself.

Quickly, he hooked his thumbs into his waistband, lifted his hips slightly, and shoved his shorts down to his knees in one sharp motion.

His cock sprang free—hard, thick, already throbbing.

Mia’s eyes dropped, and she saw it.

God, it was big. Long, thick—the biggest she’d ever seen.

She’d only ever been with Simon, but she’d watched enough porn to know—this cock looked like something straight out of a film. Except it was real. Right here, right now, pulsing with need.

Perfect, she almost whispered the word. Long and thick—exactly the kind of cock made for taking me from behind.

She turned her face back to the wall, arching her back slightly.

Ben moved closer and, reaching around her side, slid his hand between the parted panels of her robe to cup her breast from behind.

She trembled, a hot shiver rippling through her body.

She felt his soft squeeze. Ahh! How much she needed his touch!

He kneaded her softness a little more, fingers skilled but reverent, then slid his hand lower, found the belt of her robe, and tugged it loose. His hand glided over her side, peeling the robe back to bare her bum, the silk slipping down between them.

She instinctively arched deeper, pushing her hips back, bending her knees just slightly—presenting herself to him—her soft, glistening pussy exposed.

He grabbed her hip and shifted down, positioning his cock at her entrance. He pressed forward, teasing, the swollen head brushing against her slick pussy lips.

She gasped, her breath shaky. “Ben...just—pull out before you come. I’m not... I’m not on anything.”

“Of course,” he breathed, gripping her hip with a steady hand.

And then he pushed forward—slow, careful.

She gasped again, feeling his cock part her pussy lips, stretching her as he eased in, thick and unrelenting.

Her pussy was soaking wet, and still, the sheer size of him made her shudder—a deep, delicious stretch that stole her breath.

He paused, fingers tightening on her hip, then thrust deeper—a long, slow push that made her hand fly to her mouth to stifle a moan. Her eyes squeezed shut, her chest heaving.

She didn’t want to moan, didn’t want to give in too much...but God, the pleasure was already surging through her, her thighs trembling with anticipation. She let go of her mouth, grasped the bedsheets, and waited—aching—for more.

And it came.

He pulled back, then thrust again—deeper this time—his balls slapping softly against her arse, his pelvis pressing flush to her.

Her breath hitched, her fingers clutching the bedsheets. She was full—so full. Her pussy clung tightly around his shaft, every inch of her stretched, the tip of his cock nudging close to her cervix.

She loved that feeling. She loved being filled like this.

She felt his hand slide from her hip, gripping one arse cheek and pulling it gently apart. He began to move—slow at first, then finding his rhythm—his cock sliding inside her, steady, gentle, stretching her out, every glide sending a pulse of pleasure through her.

She bit her lip, her moans soft and shaky. It had been so long—so long since she’d felt like this. Simon had always been good to her, but this...this was different. Raw. Urgent. Forbidden.

And God, didn’t she love it?

Each slow thrust sent him deeper, his cock gliding smoothly in and out of her slick, welcoming pussy. She relaxed just enough for her walls to yield, hugging him tightly, gripping every inch of his shaft. The slickness, the wet heat, was intoxicating; she could hear it—the soft, obscene slushing of her pussy, the quiet slap of his thighs against the backs of hers as he kept up that steady rhythm.

Back and forth. Back and forth.

It was too much. She couldn’t hold back. Her hand clamped over her mouth again, muffling her moans, but they escaped anyway—trembling, ragged.

“Oh...oh...oh God...” she panted, breath shaky against her palm.

Suddenly, her whole body shuddered.

The orgasm slammed into her, crashing in waves—and at the same time, he grunted, loudly, too loudly. She wanted to hush him, but the pleasure was too much—blurring her thoughts, sweeping her under.

He let out a throaty moan, deep, rough, almost a groan.

She knew. She sensed it. His thrusts—too hard, too fast. It was time. She had to tell him. Remind him.

Pull out. Don’t get me pregnant!

But no... She couldn’t.

She was shaking too violently, pleasure ripping through her, wave after wave. She couldn’t break it. Couldn’t stop him. Couldn’t stop herself.

And Ben—lost in his own need—thrust harder, faster, his body moving on instinct alone. His cock throbbed inside her, her pussy clutching, milking him, driving him to the edge.

He couldn’t hold back. He thrust deep—balls deep—and froze.

He knew he should pull out, knew he had to...but God, he couldn’t. It felt too good. Her pussy was like nothing he’d ever felt—tight, slick, hot—gripping him like a velvet glove.

And then he came—hard.

Wave after wave, his cock throbbed relentlessly, emptying everything he had. Weeks, months of pent-up desire—years, even, ever since he’d met her. This moment had lived in his fantasies, and now it was real, and he couldn’t stop.

Mia was shaking beneath him, gasping into her hand, her whispered “Oh God...oh God...” spilling out again and again as her climax rippled through her.

Just as she thought it was fading, another wave hit—deeper, more powerful. She couldn’t breathe. Her eyes scrunched tighter, her body trembling uncontrollably.

This...this is insane, she thought, her hand pressed so hard over her mouth it almost hurt—but her body betrayed her, coming and coming, one shuddering wave after another. She’d never known anything like it—a long, rolling orgasm that seemed to go on forever.

After a long pause, his hips began to move again—slow, lazy strokes, drawing out the last ripples of pleasure. His cock wasn’t throbbing as wildly now, but it stayed thick and hard, sliding in and out of her, teasing, as if reluctant to stop.

Her orgasm began subsiding, and then he did something unexpected—something that pushed her over the edge again. He let go of her arse cheek, reached around her side, and cupped her breast from behind, fingers teasing her nipple before gently pinching it between his fingertips.

It was too much.

“Oh God, again?” slipped through her lips, as a third orgasm crested—smaller, softer this time, but still so delicious, like the final aftershocks of everything they’d shared.

Finally, as her climax faded, she opened her eyes and let her hand drop from her mouth, her breathing ragged and heavy, chest rising and falling as she lay there, heart pounding. The pleasure still tingled through her veins, soft and lingering.

He slowed to an almost complete stop. She could feel his cock starting to soften inside her, and at last, she reached back, her hand finding his hip.

She tapped him lightly, her voice a breathy whisper. “Now you can pull out, Ben.”

He pulled back, slowly withdrawing his cock.

She felt every inch of him sliding out, her pussy still clinging, wet and open around him. A soft sigh escaped her lips as his cock finally slipped out. She hugged the pillow beneath her cheek.

Ben rolled onto his back beside her.

For a few moments, they just lay there, both of them silent, hearts still pounding, breaths uneven. Then Mia tugged her robe over herself and rolled onto her back.

“Simon must never know,” she said, her voice low and serious.

“Of course,” Ben whispered.

Silence stretched between them again.

Then, very quietly, Mia said, “You came inside me.”

Ben let out a breath. “Sorry.”

“You’ll be sorry if you’ve got me pregnant.”

“Right.”

Both of them stared up at the ceiling, deep in thought.

After a long pause, Ben sat up, and Mia followed.

And then—the baby monitor crackled.

“Oh shit,” Mia muttered, her eyes darting to the monitor.

Carl was awake, crying.

In a rush, she pointed towards the bedside cabinet, her other hand instinctively pressing between her legs. “Pass me a thong, Ben. Top drawer.”

Ben scrambled up, pulling up his shorts, moving fast. He got off the bed and opened the drawer, looking inside.

“The black one,” she instructed.

He grabbed a black lacy thong and held it up. “This one?”

She nodded. “Yeah.”

He tossed it to her, and she caught it one-handed, still pressing her other hand tightly between her legs. She could already feel his cum starting to leak out, and the last thing she wanted was a mess on the sheets.

She got off the bed, her robe hanging loosely around her shoulders. Bending down, she caught a few stray drips of cum from her pussy with her hand before stepping into her thong and pulling it up snug.

Snatching some tissues from the bedside cabinet, she wiped her hand in a rush.

Carl’s cries crackled louder.

She crumpled the used tissues and tossed them towards Ben. “Just get rid of it.”

He caught them.

She stepped into her slippers, folded her robe around herself and rushed out of the room, tying the belt hastily.


7.   The Coffee’s Still Hot

Ben stood there for a moment, blinking, the crumpled tissues in his hand. What was he supposed to do with them now?

He looked around. No bin.

He glanced down at the tissues. They were wet—with his cum and Mia’s juices, but mostly his cum. He could smell it.

God! Don’t women know how much men hate the smell of their own cum? Especially right after?

“Fuck it,” he muttered and shoved the tissues behind the bedside cabinet.

Relief. The nasty, smelly evidence was out of sight.

He slipped into his slippers and smoothed out his shorts. He could feel some cum still leaking from his cock, soaking into the fabric. But what could he do? He’d just fucked—

It hit him. The clarity. The unease.

His heart pounded.

What the hell had he just done?

Had he really just fucked his best friend’s wife?

He rubbed the back of his neck, his gaze drifting to the bed. He stared at it blankly.

Fucking Mia. Probably not the smartest move.

But hadn’t Simon told him to? He’d hinted at it... No—he’d suggested it outright.

Ben bit his lip. Simon might’ve suggested it, but how would he face him now? Or Mia?

His gaze drifted towards the door. Maybe he should just go.

He paused, brow furrowed. Was it not cowardly to just run? To leave Mia alone to deal with it? Shouldn’t he own it? As a man?

Yes, if he were a man—a gentleman—he’d stay. Not only stay but support her. Show her all was good, all was normal. Start with...making her a coffee.

Yes. He should make her a coffee. A small token of appreciation for what she’d just given him.

He stepped out of the master bedroom and made a quick detour into the guest bedroom to pull on his T-shirt. Then he popped into the bathroom to take a piss, flushing lightly so as not to wake Carl, who’d stopped crying—Mia clearly doing a good job calming him down.

From there, he scurried into the kitchen. He turned on the coffee machine and slipped in a pod, already picturing Mia’s smile when she saw the mug waiting for her. When the coffee finished pouring, he swapped in a new pod and set another mug beneath the spout. Once that coffee was ready too, he took the milk from the fridge and topped up both mugs.

He returned the milk, then carried the mugs to the table. Two mugs. One for him. One for the woman he’d just fucked—the woman who’d been so kind to him that she’d given him her pussy.

He sat at the table and smiled to himself, a quiet rush of pride and satisfaction washing over him. He’d had her. He’d fucked her good and proper.

He took a sip from his mug just as he heard the soft click of Carl’s door opening and closing. A moment later, Mia appeared in the kitchen doorway and leaned against the frame, her robe wrapped loosely around her, hair slightly mussed.

She stared at him.

He felt it—the awkwardness.

Nonetheless, he smiled, lifting his mug. “I made you a coffee.”

Her voice was low, calm, and final. “Ben, you should go.”

He froze for a heartbeat, then set the mug down. “Got it.”

And then—they heard it: the front door opening.

Mia froze, eyes wide. Ben stiffened—just as startled.

The door clicked shut.

“Oh shit,” Mia whispered.

They heard the shuffle of shoes being kicked off in the corridor.

Mia’s heart pounded. Too soon...way too soon.

She glanced around, panicked. Could she slip away—into the bathroom, or the bedroom? No—too late. She scurried to a chair, sat down, and snatched up her coffee mug, trying to look casual—even though her hand trembled.

“Hello, love. Hi, Ben.” Simon’s cheerful voice rang out from behind her.

She shifted in her chair to face him.

Here he was, right in the kitchen, still in his suit.

She smiled—guilty, shaky. “Hi, Simon. How come you’re back so soon?”

“They cut the conference short—some protest or something outside and—” He stopped mid-sentence, his eyes narrowing slightly as they settled on her.

Her pulse hammered. Why was he looking at her like that?

His gaze stayed fixed on her, unwavering.

She set the mug down, her hand rising to her chest almost on its own, rubbing her collarbone. That’s when she realised—her robe had slipped open. He could see the curve of her bare breast.

And that meant...he could tell Ben had been looking. She’d been sloppy. Exposed.

Her stomach flipped. Oh God—he knew.

Too late to cover up now. She braced for the worst.

He stared at her—silent, unflinching, lips trembling and then—

He smiled. Calm. Knowing.

Why was he smiling? Was he mad?

“So,” he said casually, “you helped him?” He nodded towards Ben.

She swallowed hard, her throat dry. She didn’t reply.

He turned to Ben. “How was it?”

Ben felt like sinking into his chair. He wished he could just get up and run. But he couldn’t. He had to own it. For Mia.

“Good,” he said. Then firmer: “Very good.” He turned to Mia, a soft smile curving his lips. “Thank you, Mia.” Then back to Simon. “And...thank you.”

Simon didn’t respond. Just stared.

His stare was intimidating, no question. But Ben thought he’d done well enough—and it was time to leave.

He rose. “I guess I should get going now.”

Simon raised a hand. “No, no. Sit down, Ben. Relax. Thought I might join you for coffee.”

Ben dropped back into his chair.

Simon moved to the coffee machine, slipped in a pod, set an empty mug beneath the spout, and pressed the start button. He stood with his back to Mia and Ben, waiting. Only the low whir of the machine filled the silence. When his coffee was ready, he turned back with the mug in hand.

Mia blinked. He had a hard-on. And he wasn’t hiding it. Was he...aroused? Really?

He leaned against the counter, sipping his coffee, eyes fixed on her. “I’m glad things worked out.”

She bit her lip, her voice barely a whisper. “So...”

She stopped. How could she even ask him?

“So?” Simon prompted, grinning.

Why was he grinning like that? What was he—

Whatever.

She drew a breath, summoning the courage. “So you’re okay with this?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

Did he mean it? She still didn’t believe it, but his eyes weren’t angry; his movements were calm, his lips relaxed—not tight, the way they usually were when he was upset. Maybe he wasn’t that mad after all. Maybe he really was okay with it.

She was about to ask him why when he turned to Ben, raising a finger. “Just today, though. No repeats.”

Ben tensed—you couldn’t stay calm when Simon raised a finger like that—but then caught the faintest smile on his friend’s face. Relief washed over him. Simon wasn’t mad. He wasn’t playing them. No—he’d suggested it. Ben had done it. And now...Simon was fine. Everything was fine.

Ben gave a cautious smile. “Of course. It was just once—to help me know what it’s like.”

Simon set down his coffee. “Well, I’m glad you know now.” He turned to Mia, offering his hand. “Perhaps, love...you can help me, too?”

Mia hesitated, brows drawn—still unsure. “Are you doing this because you’re mad at me?”

He smiled. “No. Not at all.”

She stood slowly, eyes searching his face.

He tilted his head, hand still outstretched. “Love, you know me. If I were mad...would I be like this?”

She stared at him, trying to read his expression.

His smile was... Yes, it was genuine. That smile—too sincere to be faked.

No, he wasn’t mad. He was...aroused. Excited. However strange it felt—he was.

His eyes crinkled with warmth. “Right?”

She held his gaze for a long, shallow breath, and then—finally—her lips curled into a smile. Cautious at first...but growing bolder.

She took his hand.

He squeezed it, and together they headed towards the door, fingers interlocked.

But then he paused—and she stopped with him. He looked back at Ben. “Aren’t you joining us?”

She gasped, her hand tightening in his.

He turned to her, his voice low. “Just this once, love. Why not?”

“You can’t be serious,” she whispered.

“It’s my chance.”

“No, Simon. It’s just...”

He smiled, gentle but steady. “It’s just sex.”

“Yeah, but—”

“Love, I want it. You want it too.”

“Perhaps. But it feels...especially now...after what just happened, it—”

“Precisely because of what just happened,” he said. “Now’s the right time.”

“Simon, it’s—” She stopped mid-sentence. The way he was looking at her—his lips trembling slightly, his gaze full of longing—she felt it. He wasn’t joking, wasn’t testing. He wanted it. And somewhere deep down, so did she.

Heat stirred low in her belly.

She looked at Ben.

He was staring at her, eyes dark with hunger, something unspoken tightening his jaw.

She looked back at Simon.

He tilted his head, eyes glinting with quiet need. “Would you deny me this? And yourself?”

And in that moment, she knew: these two—they just wanted her. And she wanted them back. She had to let them...fuck her.

She gave a small nod. “Okay. Just this once.”

Hearing her, Ben leapt from his chair while Simon gave her hand a gentle pull, and the three of them left the kitchen. They moved quietly, tiptoeing down the corridor, careful not to wake Carl.

But just as they passed the bathroom, she remembered something and tugged Simon’s hand, stopping him in his tracks.

He turned. “What is it?”

She motioned towards the bathroom door. “Just need to pop in for a sec.”

He let go of her hand and gestured back—towards the toilet near the kitchen. “Use that one.”

It made sense what he was suggesting. The toilet was away from Carl’s room, where flushing wouldn’t wake Carl, but there was no bathroom there. It was just a toilet. And she needed a bathroom for what she had in mind.

She still turned towards the bathroom beside them. “I need this one.”

Simon caught her hand.

She stopped, turning to face him.

“Why this one, Mia?” he asked quietly, a hint of sharpness in his voice.

She held his gaze. Why was he like this? Why not just let her go to the bathroom?

“Please...really quickly.” She bent her knees in that bashful way—feminine, pleading. It had always worked on him.

But not this time. He narrowed his eyes. “You’re not going in for a pee, are you?”

“Just want to freshen up a bit. Before...you know.” She motioned downwards.

“Come on, it’s fine.” He tugged her gently towards the bedroom.

She resisted. “I need to, Simon.”

With her free hand, she slipped her fingers down between the parted panels of her robe, cupping her pussy over her thong. “We just did it, okay?” Her eyes flicked briefly to Ben behind her, then back to Simon. ”I want to wash up first. Before I do anything with you.”

“Don’t be silly,” Simon muttered, nudging her gently forward again.

“No, Simon—please. I want to wash. It’s just better that way.”

He held her gaze for a moment, then said, calm but firm, “Mia...can I have a look?”

She blinked. “What?”

He let go of her hand and reached down towards where she was still cupping herself.

She quickly stepped back, bumping into Ben.

Simon’s voice came sharp. “He came inside you, didn’t he?”

She swallowed hard, her eyes locking onto his.

Ben shifted behind her. “Sorry, Simon. I...I couldn’t pull out.”

Simon went quiet, processing. His gaze moved between Mia and Ben before finally settling on Ben.

Ben felt small. Guilty. Bracing for Simon to explode.

But Simon didn’t. He just swallowed, his eyes sharp—then said quietly, “You know she’s not on the pill.”

Ben muttered, barely audible, “I know. She told me.”

A heavy silence fell.

Ben drew a slow breath, his eyes on Simon. “I’m sorry. Really, mate. I...I was too weak. She just felt too good down there. I couldn’t help myself.”

Simon didn’t say a word. He just turned back to Mia, his gaze lingering—searching her face.

Mia flushed, guilt and shame overwhelming her.

His jaw worked. Then, still watching her, he said, “Can I have a look?”

“Why?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I just want to.”

“Oh God...” she breathed.

He reached down between her legs, slipped his hand through the front of her robe, and wrapped his fingers around her wrist, gently tugging her hand, nudging her to move it away from her pussy.

She resisted at first, her palm still pressed over her thong, her teeth worrying her lower lip...but then she slowly let go.

Simon eased her hand aside and bent forward. She felt his breath close to her thighs, saw his eyes drop to her thong. He cupped the soaked fabric between her legs.

She shivered—but didn’t pull away.

“Spread your legs for me, love,” he murmured, crouching slightly.

She lifted her eyes to the ceiling and parted her thighs. Her chest rose and fell in quicker breaths.

He hooked his fingers into the side of her thong.

“Really, Simon?” she whispered, still staring at the ceiling. “Let me just wash it.”

He pulled the thong aside.

Goosebumps rose on her skin. She felt the air brush where her thong no longer covered her, and she knew what he was seeing—cum glistening on the fabric, more still clinging to her entrance.

He let out a low groan. Then, he touched her pussy.

She trembled. “Simon, please...let me clean up.” She looked down at him. “You don’t have to...”

“But I want to,” he whispered, his fingers sliding over her soft folds, slick with her arousal and Ben’s cum. He looked up, his eyes dark, fixing on hers. “Mia...I want this.”

She let out a shaky breath. “Simon...”

“I don’t know what it is,” he muttered, his gaze dropping to where his fingers touched her, “but...fuck, I’m gonna cum just—”

Suddenly, he thrust two fingers inside her pussy, burying them deep.

She gasped, grabbing hold of his shoulders. Her thighs trembled; her body swayed forward, pressing into his touch. “Simon, please...”

She didn’t understand what was going on with her. She’d been embarrassed—ashamed even—she’d begged him not to do it. Yet her body answered, eager, aching. Shame burned through her, but her pussy clenched around his fingers, hungry for his touch, needing more of him.

Why? Why was she so aroused? What was wrong with her? She couldn’t tell.

“I want you like this,” Simon growled. And she knew—she wanted him too. Just like this.

He pulled his fingers out—slick with her juices and Ben’s cum—and let go of her thong.

He rose, wiping his fingers on his trousers, then grabbed her hand and pulled her firmly towards the bedroom.

Flushed and dazed, she let herself be led.

Ben hurried after them.

They slipped into the master bedroom, which, until earlier today, had been Simon and Mia’s alone.

But now...it belonged to all three of them.


8.   No Going Back

Mia had never seen Simon like this before—his body trembling, a faint tremor running through him, his lips twitching with unspoken need. The sight sent a flutter through her, a pulse of answering heat.

He placed a hand on the small of her back and guided her to the bed. There she slipped off her slippers and untied the belt of her robe, parting it open—her breasts and front fully exposed. Keeping the robe open, she lay down on the bed on her back.

She lifted her hips, knees bent, and pulled her thong down her legs, around her ankles, and off her feet. Ben was already there, standing by the bed, quick to offer his hand to help her, and she passed the thong to him. He took it, folded it lightly and set it aside on the bedside cabinet.

She raised her gaze to meet Simon’s and nodded.

He sprang into action—shrugged off his jacket, unbuckled his belt and peeled off his shirt, letting it fall to the floor. Then he unbuttoned his trousers and yanked them down along with his briefs in one smooth rush. His cock sprang free—rock hard, thick and swollen, the foreskin already pulled back, the head exposed, the shaft pulsing.

Mia had never seen his cock so full. It even looked bigger than usual. She knew it wasn’t as big as Ben’s, yet right now it almost looked it. How was that possible? Did cocks change size depending on arousal? Or was it just her imagination, fuelled by his frantic energy?

She didn’t have time to wonder. Almost stumbling in his eagerness, he kicked off his slippers and stepped out of his clothes, nudging them into a heap. He was ready, and so was she. Her pussy was throbbing, wet and open. She wanted her husband. She needed him back.

She reached for him. “Come.”

He didn’t keep her waiting. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself quickly between her thighs. She instinctively spread her legs wider to make room for him. He hovered over her, propped on his arms, their eyes locked in a heated gaze.

She felt his cock pushing, spreading her pussy lips, the head pressing in—no resistance, just heat and pressure.

He paused—just when she was stretched out, around the ridge. Only for a second to feel her. For her to feel him.

And then he thrust. One deep, powerful stroke.

He groaned, and she let out a sharp gasp, her back arching. He was all the way in.

She felt full, stretched deep around him. Not as big as Ben—nowhere near—but still thick and hot, throbbing inside her.

She wrapped her arms around him and whispered, “Kiss me.”

He dropped to his elbows, crushing his mouth to hers. Their tongues tangled in a desperate, hungry kiss—but it didn’t last long. He broke away after only seconds, pushed up on his hands and started thrusting—deep strokes at a rapid pace that had her gasping.

“Oh God...oh God...” she panted, her whispers turning into ragged moans.

He was relentless, pumping faster, harder.

It couldn’t have been more than a minute, maybe two—and her thighs trembled, her abs clenched, her pussy convulsed around his cock. She arched her neck, her head tipping back, eyes squeezed shut as her climax ripped through her.

He groaned loudly, his cock swelling and pulsing as he came deep inside her. He kept thrusting even as he finished, riding out every last wave until her orgasm finally faded and her trembling subsided.

She opened her eyes, meeting his.

She smiled at him, breathless. “That was good, Simon...”

“Oh yeah,” he panted, grinning.

He pulled out. Her legs fell open, spent, as she caught her breath.

Her eyes flicked down to his cock—to her surprise, it was still hard.

“Stay with me,” she murmured, her gaze lifting back to his face, her lips curling in a soft smile.

He smiled back and gently pushed forward, his cock sliding smoothly back into her slick heat.

“Ahh...” she breathed, gaze turning up as she savoured the sensation.

He stayed inside her for a moment, then slowly eased out.

Warmth slipped away, leaving her empty. Too soon. Too short—just as she’d loved it.

She looked back at him.

He met her gaze and nodded towards the side of the bed. “He’s waiting, love.”

She turned her head to see Ben by the edge of the bed. He’d taken his T-shirt off and shoved his shorts down, his cock fully hard.

Her eyebrows shot up. “Really? So soon?”

He grinned, kicked his slippers aside, and stepped out of his shorts completely.

Simon got off the bed while Ben climbed onto it, positioning himself between her open thighs, bracing himself on his hands as he leaned over her.

“Can I kiss you?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No. Kissing’s for my husband only.”

“Oh... I see.”

“But you can fuck me.”

She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and pulled him in, her legs spreading wider.

Ben arched his back, and his cock found her entrance, pressing against her slick folds.

She gasped, bracing herself.

He held still for a beat, then thrust deep.

“Ohhh, yes,” she moaned, her hips lifting to meet him.

He filled her completely, stretching her deliciously wide. Bigger, thicker—so much more powerful. Simon’s performance had been perfect, but this...this was something else. That same deep, overwhelming fullness she’d felt just half an hour ago—back again, and just as incredible.

Ben pulled back slightly, then thrust again. His cock hit her cervix, and she let out a long, shuddering breath.

This was exactly what she craved.

He began thrusting—deep, powerful strokes that rocked her with every movement. He was rubbing her in all the right places, hitting her with precision and force.

Despite having just come, her body responded fast—deep, pulsing heat rising in her belly as he drove into her.

“Oh...oh...” she moaned with each thrust, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

He grunted softly, his breath thick with urgency and pleasure.

“Faster...deeper...” she gasped, her voice breathless, desperate. She knew it was pointless—he was already thrusting balls-deep, giving her everything he had—but the words spilt out anyway.

She might’ve thought he couldn’t give her more, but she was wrong. Somehow, he gave her more: he picked up the pace.

Thrusting harder, now he rocked her body like nothing she’d ever felt. He was slamming deep, hitting her cervix—almost painful—but she didn’t care. That sharp edge of sensation only heightened the raw, primal pleasure. The feeling of being stretched, stuffed full, with his cock prodding deep—it was intoxicating.

And then she came.

It wasn’t a regular orgasm. It was huge—like tidal waves crashing over her, one after another. It swept through her entire body, shaking her to the core.

Her head fell back, eyes rolling, every muscle trembling, her pussy convulsing wildly around his thick cock. She couldn’t stop shaking, couldn’t catch her breath, the pleasure flooding every nerve ending in relentless surges.

He kept thrusting, grunting louder and louder—until she felt it. The sudden swell, the pulse inside her. He was coming, his cock throbbing hard, unloading deep within her.

She was already lost in her own orgasm, but feeling him release inside her sent her senses soaring. Her pussy spasmed uncontrollably, milking him, squeezing tight, pulling him deeper. It was too much—heat flooding through her, coiling low in her belly, her head spinning, her muscles trembling in ripples she couldn’t control.

“Oh God...Ben...slow down...” she managed between ragged moans, her throat tight, the words breaking apart. “I can’t; it’s—” She couldn’t finish the sentence—her breath hitched as another wave hit. Her mind was gone—her gaze hazy, unfocused, every sense swallowed by the ecstasy.

She heard his voice, thick with release. “I love it, Mia...I love it...”

He pumped hard, his cock thumping deep, flooding her with cum and sending wave after wave of pleasure until she thought she’d faint.

She let out a throaty moan, deep, almost inhuman, and her nails bit into his shoulders.

She knew she was hurting him but didn’t care.

Neither did it seem that he cared; he kept groaning, relentlessly spilling inside her.

Just when she thought it couldn’t get any deeper, the pleasure swelled again—another surge crashing through her, harder, longer, more intense still.

“Oh God,” she gasped. “I think I’m going to faint...”

“No, you won’t, love.” Simon’s voice came suddenly, close by.

Warmth and safety washed over her.

Her Simon was here—dependable, loving Simon. He must have crouched beside the bed, still by her side even as her body was taken over by orgasm, even as another man was inside her.

She felt his hand brushing her cheek, gentle and steady.

She reached out blindly, gripping his hand tight as the waves of orgasm rippled through her, her other hand still clutching Ben’s shoulder.

It took another half-minute before the storm finally passed.

Ben’s thrusts slowed...and stopped.

Mia, still panting heavily, released his shoulder and relaxed her grip on Simon’s hand, slumping back against the pillows. She turned her head to look at Simon, her eyes glazed but glowing, Ben still deep inside her.

Simon gently pulled his hand free and caressed her cheek, her skin warm and damp with sweat. “How was it, love?” he asked, his voice tender, his smile soft.

“Good...” she whispered, a faint smile curving her lips.

“Yeah? It was that good, wasn’t it?”

“Mmm... I’ve never felt anything like that before...”

“Neither have I.”

“Me neither,” Ben murmured.

Mia ran a hand over her breasts, slick with sweat, her fingertips grazing her still-erect nipples.

Her face flinched slightly—the arousal fading, the pressure of Ben’s cock inside her now starting to ache. She turned to him and placed her hands on his chest, her palms pressing lightly. “Would you take it out now?” she whispered, her voice calm, sober. “It’s starting to feel sore.”

“Oh... Yeah, of course.” He pulled out—his cock softening but still swollen, slick with the mess they’d made together.

She gasped at the sudden emptiness, instinctively reaching down to cup her pussy. She wasn’t trying to hold it in—her robe was already soaked beneath her, and the sheets probably weren’t much better—but the sudden void felt strange, too open, too exposed. Her pussy throbbed, wet and stretched, a rush of cum already leaking out.

Ben rocked back onto his knees, glancing down at his cock. He pulled his foreskin forward, then looked up and gave her a gentle smile before climbing off the bed.

She sat up, nodding towards the bedside cabinet. “Ben—would you?”

He walked over to the cabinet—his cock swaying between his legs—opened the top drawer, and looked back at her. “Which one?”

“The red one,” she said.

He pulled out a lacy red thong. “This one?”

“Yes, that one.”

He tossed it to her, and she caught it.

Simon, still crouching by the bed, had been watching his wife and her new lover move in quiet sync—the easy way they understood each other, even in something as simple as passing her lingerie between them. A faint unease began to creep in. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but he didn’t like the feeling.

He rose and perched on the edge of the bed, then placed a hand on Mia’s thigh, rubbing it suggestively. “I like that one. It gets me in the mood.”

“You need time, love,” she said, her eyes on the thong as she untangled it.

“Of course,” he said quietly, and then his eyes met Ben’s.

The unease he’d felt earlier deepened.

There was something in Ben’s gaze...a look he couldn’t quite read.

Was it satisfaction? Smugness?

He couldn’t tell. But it unsettled him.

It looked like Ben sensed it too—the same unease; he swallowed hard, then said, “I suppose I should get going now...since you’re back home.”

Simon nodded slowly. “Yeah, mate...you should.”

He felt it more clearly now—humiliation. Ben’s presence made him feel small. Weak. Exposed. And jealous. Yes...jealousy was creeping in now.

Mia looked up from the thong, her fingers pausing mid-motion. She glanced between the two men, catching the shift in the air, but said nothing—just bit her lip and looked away.

A heavy silence settled over the room.

Ben stepped into his shorts, pulled on his T-shirt, and slipped his feet back into his slippers.

He turned to leave, but Simon called out, “Ben.”

Ben stopped, looking back.

Simon’s eyes locked on his. “Don’t tell anyone. You understand?”

Ben nodded earnestly. “Of course I won’t.” He looked at Mia, his voice quieter now. “You alright?”

She gave him a small smile. “I’m fine.”

He turned and left the bedroom.

Simon and Mia sat in silence, listening as Ben moved about—collecting his things from the guest bedroom, a quick stop in the bathroom. Then the front door opened...and closed.

Their eyes met.

And they both felt it—that unspoken shift between them. Something new had been written into their bodies—into their lives.

Mia had been fucked by another man.

She was a hotwife now.

And Simon—a cuckold.


9.   Epilogue–The Scan

Simon sat stiffly in the plastic chair, eyes locked on the screen as the probe moved smoothly over Mia’s slightly swollen belly.

“Everything looks good,” the sonographer said warmly. “Nice strong heartbeat. Baby’s measuring just fine for fourteen weeks.”

Mia smiled, squeezing Simon’s hand. “That’s a relief.”

He swallowed hard, his fingers twitching around hers. He’d meant to stay calm, but the question had been eating at him for weeks.

He cleared his throat. “Um...sorry, this might sound silly, but...is it possible to do a paternity test before the baby’s born?”

The sonographer paused, looking up from her monitor. “Is there a reason you’d need one?”

Her eyes flicked from Simon to Mia.

Mia’s breath hitched.

Simon rushed in. “No, no, we’re just curious. I mean...we’ve read about prenatal paternity tests online. Just wondered.”

The sonographer smiled politely. “It’s possible, but only if there’s a medical concern.” She turned back to the screen. “Everything here looks perfectly healthy, though.”

Simon gave a quick nod, his eyes returning to the flickering heartbeat on the screen. His stomach churned with nerves...and something else. A darker thrill, impossible to admit—not fear, not regret, but a tingling charge in his gut.

Mia’s hand tightened around his, and when he looked over, her lips curved in a soft, knowing smile.

She didn’t say a word. She didn’t have to. She knew Simon.

And she knew they’d love this baby—whoever it belonged to.
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