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  Chapter one
The Retirement Surprise


Alex Karan loosened his tie in the passenger seat. The silk whispered against the starched collar of his dress shirt like a farewell. The retirement party matched his expectations. Polite applause, too many toasts, and the faint metallic taste of cheap champagne lingered on his tongue. Thirty-two years at the firm. Thirty-two years of early mornings, late nights, and the quiet knowledge that his wife waited for him at the end of every one of them. 
He glanced at Donna. She drove with the confidence of a woman who'd never needed to ask for directions. Silver threaded through her auburn hair like moonlight on water, catching the glow of passing streetlights. At fifty-five, she remained elegant. Her emerald-green dress hugged the generous swell of her D-cup breasts before flaring over hips that turned heads. Yoga three times a week kept her legs toned and her posture regal. She looked like a woman who knew secrets.
"You were quiet tonight," Alex said.
"Was I?" Her lips curved in that small private smile she'd worn for weeks. "I was saving my voice. For later."
The way she said later sent something electric down his spine. They'd married three decades ago. Their sex life had settled into something affectionate and predictable. Sunday mornings with the curtains half-drawn, her on top, his hands on her hips as they moved together with the comfortable rhythm of old lovers. He loved her. God, he loved her. But he felt the weight of his sixty-two years in his knees, in the softening of his once-athletic frame, in the way his cock sometimes needed coaxing where once it rose at the mere sight of her slipping out of a robe.
The house appeared at the end of their quiet cul-de-sac, lights glowing in the windows. Their home. Paid for. Empty now that the kids had gone. Alex expected quiet evenings, some travel, the gentle decline into comfortable obsolescence. Donna had other plans.
She killed the engine but didn't get out. She reached into the glove compartment and produced a length of black silk.
"Before we go inside," she said, voice low and honeyed, "I need you to trust me."
Alex stared at the blindfold. "Donna..."
"Thirty years, Al. Have I ever steered you wrong?"
He searched her face. The playful dominance in her eyes was new, sharper than the gentle teasing he knew. His heart hammered against his ribs as he leaned forward. The silk settled over his eyes, cool and smooth. She tied it with careful fingers, then cupped his cheek.
"Good boy," she whispered.
The words landed deep in his gut. He couldn't remember the last time she'd called him that.
She helped him from the car. The night air felt cool against his flushed skin. Gravel crunched under their shoes as she led him up the walkway, one hand on his lower back, the other holding his arm. Every sense sharpened. The scent of her perfume, jasmine and something darker, wrapped around him. The click of her heels on the porch. The soft creak of the front door.
Inside, the house smelled different. A new presence filled the air, something masculine and clean like cedar and citrus. Alex's stomach tightened.
"Careful on the stairs," Donna murmured. She guided him up. Her body brushed his side with each step. The soft press of her breast against his arm seemed deliberate. By the time they reached the second floor, his cock stood half-hard in his trousers. He had no idea why.
The guest room door opened with a whisper. Cool air washed over him, carrying that same masculine scent, stronger now.
Donna's fingers worked at the blindfold. "Ready?"
Alex swallowed. "I don't know."
The silk fell away.
Tyler Vance lounged in the oversized armchair like he owned it. One leg draped over the armrest, the other stretched out, bare foot flexing against the carpet. He wore nothing but loose gray sweatpants that hid nothing of the thick outline resting against his thigh. His torso showed youthful perfection. Ridged abs, broad chest dusted with dark hair, tribal tattoos curling over one shoulder and down a biceps that looked like it could bench-press a small car. At six-four, he made the room feel smaller. Dark tousled hair fell across a chiseled jaw. His eyes, deep brown and knowing, locked onto Alex's with lazy confidence.
"Evening, Mr. Karan." His voice sounded deep, resonant, the kind that commanded attention without effort. "Hell of a night for a surprise."
Alex's brain short-circuited.
He took one stumbling step backward. Donna's hands steadied him from behind. Her breasts pressed against his back, her breath warm against his ear.
"Easy, darling."
"What the fuck is this?" The words came out hoarse.
Tyler didn't move. He smiled, slow and knowing, like a predator who had won the hunt. "I'm Tyler. I believe your wife's been planning this for a while."
Donna stepped around Alex. Her hand trailed possessively down his chest before she moved toward the younger man. She perched on the wide arm of Tyler's chair and crossed her legs. The slit in her dress revealed a long expanse of toned thigh. Tyler's gaze drifted over her, appreciative. Alex watched the younger man's eyes trace the curve of his wife's breasts. He felt two opposing things at once: a hot spike of jealousy that tasted like acid, and a rush of arousal that made his knees weak.
"Tyler is twenty-four," Donna said, as if introducing a new gardener. "He modeled for a while. Fitness campaigns, that sort of thing. But he's agreed to a much more... personal arrangement."
Alex's mouth opened. Closed. His eyes darted to the impossible bulge in those gray sweatpants. The thing looked half-hard already, thick as a wrist. Alex grew painfully aware of his own average equipment, the way his dad bod had settled over the years no matter how many half-hearted bench presses he managed at the gym.
"I don't understand," he managed.
Donna's green eyes softened, though the sultry edge never left them. She reached out and took Alex's hand, pulling him closer until he stood directly in front of them both. Tyler watched with calm assurance, a man who knew what he brought to the table.
"I've known for two years," she said quietly. "About the browser history. The late nights when you thought I was asleep. The cuckold blogs. The hotwife videos. The ones where the wife brings home a much younger, much bigger man." Her thumb stroked over his knuckles. "At first I was hurt. Then I was curious. Then I started touching myself while I read your search history, Al. And I realized something."
She leaned forward. Her voice dropped to that velvet register that had always undone him.
"You've given me everything for thirty years. Your loyalty. Your career. This beautiful home. Your body, even when it wasn't as easy as it once was. You've earned more than a gold watch and a pat on the back, darling. You've earned the chance to have every filthy fantasy you've been ashamed of."
Tyler shifted in the chair. The movement made the heavy outline in his sweatpants roll against the fabric. Alex couldn't stop looking.
"I'm not here to replace you," the young man said. His tone rang respectful, though the swagger underneath remained unmistakable. "Donna made that clear. I'm here to... supplement. To give her what an old man can't. And from what she tells me, to give you what you've been jerking off to in the dark for years."
Heat flooded Alex's face. "You went through my computer?"
"I did," Donna confirmed without shame. "And I'm not sorry. I saw the way you lingered on the videos where the husband watches. Where he's humiliated but hard, he can't think straight. Where the bull moves into the guest room and the wife starts dressing differently. Fucking differently." She reached up to stroke Tyler's bare shoulder. Her manicured nails traced one of the tribal lines. "So I found Tyler. Interviewed him. Thoroughly."
The implication hung in the air like smoke.
Tyler's hand settled on Donna's waist with easy possession. Not crude. Not aggressive. Simply there, as if it belonged. Alex watched those strong fingers flex against the emerald silk of his wife's dress. His cock twitched in his trousers.
"I'm staying in the guest room," Tyler said. "For as long as this works for everyone. No pressure. But I'm not going to pretend I don't want to fuck your wife, Mr. Karan. She's fucking stunning. And the way she's been looking at me for the last hour, while you were getting toasted by accountants?" He chuckled, low and dirty. "She's been clenching her thighs under the table thinking about what I'm packing."
"Tyler," Donna chided. But no real rebuke lay in it. She smiled, that dangerous, radiant smile that had once convinced Alex to elope in Vegas all those years ago.
Alex's heart thundered. His mouth dried. Every instinct screamed at him to throw the younger man out, to reclaim his house, his wife, his dignity. But his body responded with a surge of heat he couldn't deny. His cock strained against his zipper, harder than it had been in months. Tyler's hand on Donna's waist. The young bull's casual dominance in their guest room. Donna's nipples stiffened beneath her dress. It was all too much.
"I... I don't know what to say," Alex whispered.
Donna stood and moved to him, pressing her body against his. He felt her heat, smelled her arousal. She reached down and cupped the bulge in his trousers, squeezing gently.
"Say you'll give it a week," she murmured against his lips. "Say you'll let yourself feel everything you've been ashamed of. The jealousy. The shame. The want. Because I saw how hard you are right now, baby. I can feel it."
Her fingers traced the outline of his cock through his pants. Behind her, Tyler rose from the chair, unfolding all six-foot-four of ripped, tattooed perfection. He moved like a panther, stopping just behind Donna. Close enough that when she leaned back, her ass brushed against the front of his sweatpants.
Tyler didn't grind against her. Not yet. But the promise lingered in the way he looked at Alex over Donna's shoulder. Those dark eyes held challenge, amusement, and raw masculine confidence.
"Looking forward to getting to know you both," Tyler said, voice like distant thunder. "Properly."
Donna kissed Alex then, slow, deep, loving. But a new flavor flavored it. Something wild. When she pulled back, her eyes shone bright with excitement and a hint of nervousness.
"Tyler's going to unpack," she said softly. "And you and I are going to have a long, honest conversation downstairs with a bottle of that Scotch you've been saving. Then..." She glanced back at the young bull, who watched them both with hooded eyes. "Then we'll see what happens next."
Alex looked at his wife. At the younger man standing in their guest room like he already belonged there. At the way Donna's body hummed with new energy, years of suppressed hunger rising to the surface.
The jealousy burned.
The arousal burned hotter.
He swallowed hard. His voice came barely audible.
"One week," he said.
Donna's smile radiated. Tyler grinned, predatory.
Just like that, the comfortable rhythm of thirty years of marriage cracked open, letting in something raw, dangerous, and alive.
The slow burn had begun.






  
  Chapter two
The Bull Moves In


Alex stood in the hallway the next morning, coffee cooling in his hand. He watched Tyler claim the guest room like a lion settling into new territory. Sunlight streamed through the open blinds. It caught on the younger man’s bare shoulders as he unpacked. Those tribal tattoos flexed with every movement, dark ink curling over muscle that belonged on magazine covers, not their quiet suburban home. Tyler’s duffel bag lay open on the bed, spilling clothes that smelled of cedar and man. He didn’t rush. Every gesture announced his presence. 
Donna moved around him with intimate familiarity, as if she had rehearsed this moment a hundred times. She wore a simple white sundress that clung to her voluptuous figure. The thin fabric hid little. It showed the sway of her D-cup breasts, the outline of her nipples when she leaned forward. “This closet has more space than it looks,” she purred. She brushed against Tyler’s side to demonstrate. Her hand lingered on his arm, tracing the curve of his bicep before she pulled away. “The bathroom connects through here. Fresh towels every morning. I’ll make sure of it.”
Tyler flashed that cocky grin, the one that made Alex’s stomach tighten. “Appreciate it, Mrs. K. Though I sleep hot. Might not need much on at night.” His eyes flicked toward the doorway where Alex hovered, including him without addressing him. “That gonna be a problem?”
Alex’s heart raced. He wanted to say yes, to
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