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Chapter 1: The Heat Before the Knock



James and Lena were sprawled on the couch, the television buzzing like a distant insect they couldn’t be bothered to swat away. The living room glowed faintly, a mix of flickering screen light and the dim amber of a single lamp. Lena had kicked off her heels hours ago, her bare feet now cradled in her husband’s hands. She was giggling, a high, wild sound that spilled out of her as James pressed his lips to her painted toes, kissing them with a reverence that made her squirm. Her slim hand, tanned and restless, had slipped inside his shorts, teasing the tip of his cock with featherlight strokes. He was leaking already, a wet spot blooming on the fabric, and they were both so wound up they could barely breathe straight.

Lena’s outfit didn’t help—black lace bra, black lace panties, both so sheer you could trace every curve and shadow beneath. She was a vision, all sharp edges and soft promises, and James couldn’t get enough. They were seconds from bolting to the bedroom, shedding what little they still wore, when the knock came. A sharp rap on the front door. They froze, mid-laugh, mid-touch, eyes locking. Then they grinned, a shared spark of mischief igniting between them.

“Oh my God,” Lena hissed, her voice a conspiratorial whisper. “Speak of the randy devil, it’s you-know-who again…”

“Yep, uh-huh, it’s gotta be,” James said, cutting her off with a knowing nod. “Bet he’s all revved up and ready to play with you tonight, baby—especially after those flirty texts and dirty calls you’ve been tossing his way. Still, maybe you should throw something on, huh?”

Lena’s eyebrows shot up, her grin faltering into something sharper. “Are you serious right now? You can see straight through this bra, these panties—it’s not like they’re hiding anything. I’m not putting more on. I’m hoping Ryan’s gonna take stuff off, not me piling it on!”

James sucked in a breath, staring at his wife—his gorgeous, brazen hot-wife. Another knock rattled the door, louder this time.

“Oh my God,” he muttered, “you sure that’s a good idea, babe?”

“Of course it’s a great idea—wait, wait, wait a sec—are you up for this, James? I thought you were on board!” Lena’s voice pitched into a whine, her impatience bubbling over.

“Well, I…” James started, but she steamrolled right over him.

“I’m done talking this to death with you, James. I’m sick of fantasizing about it endlessly—I want it real, I want it now, tonight, right here at home. I need this. I can’t take it anymore! I need a boyfriend—I need a boyfriend—I really need a boyfriend!”

James swallowed hard, his pulse hammering. He licked his lip, quick and nervous, letting go of her feet. They were still warm from his kisses, dangling there as he dropped his gaze. It slid between her thighs, where the lace clung wet and dark, outlining her pussy like a map he’d memorized. She parted her legs wider, daring him to look, and he did, mesmerized.

“Well?” Lena prompted, softer now, her eyes flicking to the door then back to him. “He’s waiting, James—say something, do something.”

He cleared his throat, dragging his eyes up to meet hers. She snapped her legs shut, the tease over.

“Are you in or not?” she demanded. “This isn’t a game anymore—it’s real. Can you handle it, baby?”

Another knock, sharper, insistent. Lena gasped, a little thrill running through her. She was desperate, aching for his answer, her body humming from the couch play and weeks of flirting with Ryan. She was ready to drag Ryan into the bedroom by the hand and let him fuck her senseless—exactly what all three of them wanted.

“C’mon, James, c’mon—can you handle it or not? You know I love you, you know you can trust me. It’s not a big deal, right? I’m not leaving you for him—it’s just fun! C’mon, c’mon, just say yes already and put me out of my misery!”

“Umm…” James mumbled, scratching his head as another knock echoed.

“C’mon, c’mon, baby, before he bails!” Lena urged, her eyes darting between him and the door. “It’s not that big a deal—it really isn’t. Just say yes. Just say yes, for fuck’s sake!”

He looked at her—his sexy, relentless little hot-wife. She’d been at him for weeks, wearing him down with every trick she had. She’d argued, cried, screamed, threatened to walk out, to take the kids. She’d thrown plates, stormed around, fucked him into submission night after night until he was putty in her hands, craving it as much as she did. But now, with Ryan at the door, doubt flickered.

“James? C’mon, babe, I need to get laid tonight,” she whined, her voice tight with frustration. “I don’t wanna fight about this again—I will if I have to, I’m not backing down—but why should I? Just grow up, give in, say yes, and let me have this.”

“Yes, yes, okay, okay—I can handle it, I can handle it,” he blurted, nodding hard, bracing himself. “Let’s do it! Let’s stop talking and just fucking do it!”

The next knock hit like a gunshot, loud and demanding. They both jumped, gasping.

“Oh thank God!” Lena cried. “Okay, okay, good man—get up, answer the damn door, let him in, let him in, for fuck’s sake!”

James hauled himself up, legs shaky, and crossed to the door. His hand hovered over the knob, then turned it, pulling the door back. Ryan stood there, tall and restless, eyes skipping past James entirely, scanning the room for Lena.

“Where’s Lena?” Ryan said, stepping inside without a glance at James, brushing him aside like he was furniture.

“I’m in here, Ryan, honey,” Lena called, waving from the couch, a glass of wine in her hand she’d grabbed in the chaos. She curled up, smiling, her big brown eyes stroking Ryan’s as she swept her dark hair back from her face. He licked his lips, staring at her like a starving man. She laughed softly—Ryan was so obvious, so single-minded, so obsessed. She glanced at James, who was scratching his head and grinning like an idiot. Ryan didn’t even register him. The three of them had danced this dance before.

“Hey, Lena,” Ryan said, striding toward her.

“Hi, Ryan,” she purred back, grinning as he dropped onto the couch beside her. “How’s it going?”

“Good, good,” he said, pressing himself against her.

She smiled, shifted away, but he followed, closing the gap. She looked at James—shrugged, chuckled—and relaxed into it. Ryan was ogling her cleavage now, and she arched her back just enough to give him the full view.

He started talking, fast and loud, about his car, his job, his day—ignoring James completely. James picked up his wine, sank into the chair across from them, and watched as Ryan slung an arm around Lena’s shoulder. She grinned, eyes bright, shifting closer. Ryan’s arm tightened, pulling her in, and she didn’t pull back. This was Ryan being Ryan—shameless, hungry, always pushing to take James’s place, especially with Lena. And neither of them minded. Not really.










Chapter 2: The Couch and the Craving


James sipped his wine, the glass cool against his palm, and yawned as Ryan’s voice filled the room. Ryan was a torrent—words tumbling out about his car’s new tires, some asshole at work, the gym he’d hit that morning. Lena propped herself against him, her lace-clad body pressed to his side, asking little questions here and there, tossing in soft “uh-huhs” and “oh, reallys.” James watched, sprawled in his chair, as Ryan’s arm slid further around Lena’s shoulder, his fingers brushing her bare skin like he owned it. She grinned, eyes flickering with something wild, and shot James a quick look—half tease, half check-in. He smiled back, lazy and warm, letting the scene unfold.

Ryan didn’t even glance at James. Didn’t care that he’d plopped right into James’s spot on the couch, nudging him out like a stray dog. That was just Ryan—bold, relentless, always angling to claim what wasn’t his. Lena didn’t mind, and James didn’t either, not really. He stretched his legs out, the wine buzzing in his veins, and watched Ryan pull Lena closer, their bodies slotting together like puzzle pieces. She didn’t flinch, didn’t pull away. She was used to it—Ryan’s handsy desperation, his shameless hunger. He’d been circling her for years, a lone wolf sniffing at the edges of their marriage.

Six years, James thought, swirling his wine. Six years since he’d put a ring on Lena’s finger, four since their daughter came along, giggling and perfect. Two months since the test turned pink again, another kid on the way—his kid. None of that mattered to Ryan. He wanted Lena, full stop. Wanted her to ditch James, move him into their house, their bed, raise their kids like some victorious conqueror. Ryan wanted it all—James’s wife, his life, his everything. And Lena? She fucking loved it. The way Ryan’s obsession lit her up, the way he’d fight for her if it came to that. James could see it in her eyes—she’d pictured it, Ryan standing over him, fists bloody, claiming her like a prize. It made her wet, made her tremble, and she didn’t even try to hide it.

“God, you look so hot, Lena,” Ryan muttered, his gaze glued to her tits, spilling soft and full against the lace bra.

“You like my boobs, huh?” she teased, arching her back a little more.

“Hell yeah—they’re fucking gorgeous.”

“They sure are. Look killer in this bra, don’t they?” She smirked, running a hand over her chest, slow and deliberate.

Ryan’s arm tightened around her, his thigh pressed to hers. She finished her wine in one smooth gulp, leaned forward to set the glass on the coffee table with a clink, then sank back with a purr. Her hand landed on Ryan’s chest, fingers tracing lazy circles through his shirt. He stared down at her, she gazed up at him, their faces inches apart. The air thickened, heavy with want. A beat of silence stretched out, then Ryan reached out, tentative, brushing her dark hair back from her face. She didn’t stop him. Neither did James. No one breathed a word.

Lena parted her legs, just a whisper of movement. Ryan’s eyes dropped, raking over the wet lace between her thighs, the outline of her pussy stark and inviting. She leered at him, daring him to look, and he did, soaking it in like a man dying of thirst. Then he dragged his gaze back up, locked on hers.

“You’ve got the most beautiful eyes, Lena,” he whispered, thumb grazing her cheek. “You’re so damn beautiful.”

“Thanks, Ryan,” she murmured, leaning into his touch. “I love yours too—those blue ones, so pretty.”

“And your lips,” he went on, entranced. “Fuck, I love your lips.”

“You wanna kiss ‘em, huh?” She laughed softly, parting them, running her tongue over them slow and lewd. “Right here in front of James?”

“Yeah, yeah—definitely in front of James,” Ryan hissed, eyes blazing. “Been dreaming about it forever. Wanna rub his nose in it.”

“I know you’ve been dreaming it. I know you wanna shove it in his face. And my body—do you love that too? Like it when I show you what’s between my legs? Do I get you going?”

“Fuck yes,” he breathed. “You’re
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