

Text Message Cuckold
Wife Taken by a Younger Bigger Man
Chris P. Rider


[image: ]
Chris P Rider Publishing



Copyright © 2025 by Chris P. Rider

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.K. copyright law. For permission requests, contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Book Cover by Chris P. Rider


Contents


Introduction 
Corrections - A Request


1. Discovery 
1. Tesco Run
Forgotten Phone, Found Truth
Scout's Honour
Twice the Man
Anniversary Special
Scrolling Through the Wreckage
The Third Wank


2. The Affair Deepens 
2. Basement Level
Performance Review
Spinning Lies
That's What Cucks Do
What Real Sex Looks Like


3. Epilogue 
3. The Acceptance


About the author - Chris P. Rider 
Chris P. Rider


Also by Chris Rider



Introduction


You are reading book 8 in my "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas. 20,000 words of pure cuckold adult filth, and has its own perverse version of "happy ever after" where hubby finally knows happiness is a slutty owned wife.

If you prefer less dark stag & vixen hotwife stories, you should also check out my "Hotwife Tales" series!

Corrections - A Request

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

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

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

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

Thank you, Chris.


one
Discovery
Tesco Run


Monday's client call was going to be a bastard. Martin stared at the spreadsheet that wouldn't balance, rubbed his eyes, blinked. Still wrong. His back ached from the sofa, from slouching in the same dent for the past hour, joggers sagging low on his hips, belly soft against the waistband of his t-shirt. The Netflix thing, some true crime doc, had rolled into another episode. He wasn't watching, it was just background noise, voices droning whilst he clicked through emails, flagged the urgent ones, ignored the rest.

Should probably eat. Curry, maybe. Rachel won't mind, she’s good like that.

That was the thing. Easy, comfortable, no fuss. Fifteen years of marriage and they still rubbed along fine. Martin stretched, spine cracking, and heard footsteps from the bedroom. He glanced up.

Rachel stood in the doorway. Navy skirt, the smart one that ended just below her knees, cream blouse tucked in, heels clicking as she stepped onto the floorboards. Hair done. Makeup on.

Tesco on a Friday night? Bit much, isn't it?

But that was Rachel. Always put-together, even for the bloody supermarket. Martin looked back at his screen.

She crossed the living room, leant down, kissed his cheek. Her lips pressed warm, and Martin caught the scent of her floral perfume. He couldn't remember if he'd bought it for her, probably not, he was shit at presents.

When did she put that on?

The thought surfaced and sank. He clicked another cell, watched the formula churn.

"Just popping to Tesco, babe."

Martin half-nodded, eyes on the spreadsheet. Tesco. Right.

"Might grab a coffee after. Sarah from work. Back in a couple of hours."

Sarah. Which one's Sarah? Marketing? HR? Rachel's always meeting someone. Coffee, drinks, whatever. Good for her.

"Yeah, cool."

He clicked a cell. Formula recalculated. Still wrong. Fuck's sake.

"Need me to do anything whilst you're out?"

"No, I'm good, thanks."

She sounded happy, he’d not forgotten anything then. Martin rubbed his eyes, squinted at the screen.

She stopped at the door. The movement registered in Martin's periphery, a pause, stillness where there should've been motion. He glanced up.

Rachel was looking back at him. One hand on the doorframe, navy skirt pulled tight across her hips, blouse crisp and neat, everything just so. Her hazel eyes locked on his. Held his gaze.

What's that look? What am I missing?

But she smiled, something unreadable flickering across her face, and then she was through the door. It clicked shut. Her heels clacked down the stairwell, fading, gone.

Martin stared at the door. Blinked.

She's being weird. Maybe time of the month?

He turned back to the laptop. The spreadsheet waited, still broken, still demanding his attention. Work. Monday. The client call. He clicked, scrolled, tried to focus.

The flat went quiet. Traffic hummed outside, the Northern Line rumbled somewhere beneath the floorboards, the TV muttered its crime-doc bollocks. Martin's fingers found the keyboard again. Click, type, scroll. The numbers swam back into focus.

Curry later. Or that Thai place, maybe. Rachel loves the green curry. Extra spicy. She'll want extra spicy.

He squinted at the spreadsheet. Monday loomed. The client would be a nightmare. But for now, just this. Fix the formula, balance the sheet, get it done.

The flat ticked and settled around him. Empty, quiet, familiar. Martin worked, oblivious.
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Forgotten Phone, Found Truth

Martin pushed himself off the sofa. His knees creaked, proper old-man joints these days, and his back gave a dull protest. Christ, forty-five and falling apart already. Too long hunched over that bloody laptop. He needed a beer, something cold to kill the Sunday night dread creeping through his gut, that Monday morning weight that always hit around now.

The kitchen was narrow, the strip light overhead harsh and fluorescent. Should've replaced that with something softer years ago. Martin yanked the fridge open, grabbed a Stella from the bottom shelf, twisted the cap. The metal edges bit into his palm. He drank, cold and bitter sliding down his throat. Better.

He turned back toward the sofa, toward that bloody spreadsheet and the rest of his evening, bottle in hand, when something caught his eye.

Rachel's phone, sat on the counter next to the kettle, plugged into the charger. Screen dark. Martin stopped. She never forgot her phone. Rachel was glued to the bloody thing, constantly texting, checking emails, scrolling WhatsApp with her work mates. The thing was practically grafted to her palm.

Must've been in a rush.

He picked it up. The glass was warm from the charger, smooth against his palm. He'd text her, let her know she'd... Hang on. She didn't have her phone. Couldn't text her to tell her she'd forgotten her phone. Stupid twat!

Sarah, though. She said she was meeting Sarah for coffee. I could text Sarah, let her know Rachel's not ignoring her.

Yeah. Made sense. Martin pressed the power button. The screen lit up, bright in the dim kitchen.

No passcode. Huh. Just a swipe to unlock.

When did she take that off?

Didn't matter. He swiped. The lock screen vanished.

Notification. WhatsApp. Right there at the top.

Cal 🔥

"Can't wait to taste your pussy again. You better be dripping for me."

The words sat there. Black text on white. Martin stared, read them again. Taste your pussy. Again. His stomach went cold, hollow, like the floor had dropped away. The phone was slipping, his fingers suddenly numb, and he grabbed it tighter, knuckles white around the case.

No. Can't be. Wrong chat. Wrong... no.

He read it again. The words didn't change.

Cal. Callum, that cocky little prick from work? The temp. The fucking temp!

Martin's other hand still gripped the Stella, condensation slick against his palm, dripping between his fingers. He didn't move. Couldn't. His heart hammered against his ribs, blood pounding in his ears so loud it drowned the fridge hum, the street noise, everything except those words on the screen.

Callum. That twenty-three-year-old Essex twat with his gym arms and his man-bun. Rachel wouldn't. She wouldn't. No. Can't be right. Must be a joke, some lad winding Cal up, wrong number, something.

His thumb moved not really thinking, a sickening autopilot. Swiped properly into the phone, tapped WhatsApp. The app opened. The chat with "Cal 🔥" sat right there at the top, unread message badge glowing red.

Open it. Don't open it. Fuck.

He tapped it.

The screen filled with messages, dozens of them, scrolling back weeks. No hundreds! Jesus wept. Text and photos and... Martin's eyes caught on words, fragments, jumping out at random. cock, fuck, so wet, your tongue, made me cum, at work, lunchtime, his office...

But the last ones. The most recent. Sent just ten minutes ago.

Ten minutes.

Martin's eyes locked on the timestamp. 19:47. Rachel's message. Sent from here, from this flat, from their kitchen maybe, right before she'd walked past him, kissed his cheek, smiled, said she was popping to Tesco.

She wrote this while I was sat right fucking there.

Rachel: "On my way to you now, Cal. I'm so fucking wet already. I told Martin I'm going to Tesco. He has no idea I'm coming to let you fuck me like the dirty slut I am. Make me scream tonight. Make me forget I'm even married."

Martin read it. His eyes moved over the words, his brain trying to make them mean something else, anything else.

I told Martin I'm going to Tesco.

She'd written his name. Used him as the punchline, the fucking punchline!

Let you fuck me like the dirty slut I am.

Rachel, his wife of fifteen years, calling herself a slut. For Callum. For that twenty-three-year-old cocky Essex lad with his gym body... Christ. Martin's hands were shaking now, proper tremors running through his fingers.

She'd lied straight to his face, smiled at him, kissed his cheek, and walked out.

Photo attached. Martin's finger hovered over it. His hand was shaking, thumb trembling over the thumbnail. He tapped.

The image filled the screen.

Their bedroom. Martin knew it instantly, the navy duvet cover, the cream wall behind. Shot from above, looking down. Rachel's body, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her favourite black lace thong pulled to one side. Two fingers buried in her pussy, glistening wet, her thighs spread wide. That neat strip of light brown hair she'd started trimming again a few months back.

And her left hand, visible in the frame, fingers spreading her open. Wedding ring catching the light, that gold band on her fourth finger bright against her skin, unmistakable.

Her face wasn't in the shot. Didn't need to be. Martin knew that body, those thighs, that pussy he hadn't made properly wet in... fuck, years maybe. And here she was, soaked, dripping, two fingers deep, for that cocky twat.

She took this here, in our bedroom, sent it to him, and then walked downstairs and kissed me.

Martin's chest was crushed, ribs too tight, couldn't pull in enough air. Sharp little gasps that caught in his throat, useless. His face burned, then went cold, then burned again. Sweat slid down his temple, prickling at his hairline.

Callum. She's fucking Callum.

It didn't make sense. Couldn't be real. Rachel wouldn't, she wasn't like that, she was sensible and professional and loyal, she was his wife, she...

Except she'd just sent a photo of her fingers in her cunt to another man and walked out the door to let him fuck her. While Martin sat on the sofa doing a fucking spreadsheet.

Martin looked down. At the phone in his hand, screen still glowing with that photo. At himself. At the bulge in his joggers.

He was hard.

Not half-mast. Not just stirring. Properly fucking hard. His cock pressed against the fabric, straining, obvious, and no, no, what the fuck, what's wrong with me, why am I...

She's cheating on me. Lying to my face. She's on her way to let another man fuck her right now. And I'm stood here in the kitchen with a hard-on.

He should smash the phone against the wall, pack a bag, walk out, call a solicitor, end this.

But he didn't. His thumb moved instead. Scrolled up. He needed to see; how long? How many times... how many lies?

The messages filled the screen, rolling backwards in time, days and weeks of them, and Martin scrolled, heart hammering. Traitor cock hard against his joggers, the beer forgotten in his other hand. Unable to stop, didn't want to stop, had to know, had to see it all.
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Scout's Honour

Martin scrolls, thumb jerking across the screen, dragging backwards through the messages. Each swipe pulls him deeper. By the time he gets to the start, he realises; three months. The chat history stretches back three months, right to early July. Right to when Callum fucking started!

8th July. 9:47am.

Rachel: Hey Callum, just checking in. How's your first week going?

Callum: Yeah good thanks, Rachel. Everyone's been sound. Cheers for sorting my desk setup.

Rachel: No problem! Let me know if you need anything else.

Callum: Will do. Appreciate it.

The words sit there on the screen, harmless. Professional. Just Rachel doing her job, checking in on the new lad. Nothing wrong with that. Nothing dodgy. HR stuff. Normal.

See? Nothing. Just work chat. It's probably nothing.

Except his hands are still shaking.

Nothing for a few days. Then 12th July.

Callum: Quick question, do you know where the good coffee is round here? The stuff in the kitchen tastes like dirt.

Rachel: Ha! Yeah, the office coffee is grim. There's a Pret two minutes away, or the little Italian place on Caledonian Road does proper espresso.

Callum: Decent. Cheers Rachel, you're a lifesaver.

Still nothing. Bog standard office chat. His chest loosens, just a fraction. Maybe that last photo was a one-off. Maybe it was banter that got out of hand, some joke between them he's not getting. Maybe?

Keep reading. Just to be sure. Just to prove it's nothing.

More messages. Timesheets. Client meeting dress codes (Rachel tells him "Smart-casual," no tie needed). Normal stuff. Boring stuff.

Then, in the 2nd week, 19th July, the tone seems to change.

Callum: You look really nice today, by the way. That dress is 🔥.

Martin stops. Reads it again. He remembers that day. Rachel had bought a new dress online, something fitted, showed off her arse and tits properly for once. Martin had noticed for once and told her she looked good. She'd smiled, kissed his cheek, seemed pleased.

Had she worn it for Callum? Had she dressed for him?

His stomach twists.

Rachel: Callum! That's not appropriate for work.

Good. She'd shut him down. Martin breathes out, the tightness in his chest easing. She's told him no. She's put him in his place.

Callum: Sorry, didn't mean to be weird. Just being honest. Martin's a lucky bloke.

Rachel: Ha, thank you. That's sweet.

Sweet. Not "stop." Not "this conversation is over." Not "I'm married and this is completely inappropriate." Just sweet.

And she never mentioned it, never told Martin some cocky temp had perved on her dress. Never said a fucking word. His jaw locks. Heat crawls up his neck, prickling and sick, spreading to his face.

She liked it. She wanted him to notice. She wore that dress and she wanted Callum to tell her she looked fit.

He scrolls faster, thumb jabbing at the screen, swiping through the days like he's trying to tear through them.

More messages. Callum asking if she fancies lunch (she says no, meeting, but cheers for asking). Callum sending some meme about HR (Rachel replies with crying-laughing emoji). Little things. Nothing things, all innocent on the surface.

But it's there. The rhythm: Callum pushing, always pushing, a little bit more each time. Charming and persistent, testing her.

And Rachel's not stopping him. She's replying. Laughing. Engaging.

27th July. 10:43pm. Bit late?

Callum: What you up to?

Martin would've been spark out by then. He's always knackered by ten, usually face-down on the sofa, Netflix playing to no one. Rachel would've been upstairs in their bed, reading one of those thrillers she buys and never finishes.

Rachel: Just in bed, reading.

Callum: Yeah? What you wearing?

His stomach drops. His cock jumps in his joggers, thickening, pushing against the fabric. No. Not now. Not over this. But it's there, insistent, swelling, and Christ, he fucking hates himself.

Rachel: Callum, seriously?

Good. Tell him to fuck off. Tell him you're married. Tell him this stops right now.

Callum: Come on. Just curious.

Ten seconds. Martin compares the timestamps, can see it in his head: Rachel in their bed, phone glowing in the dark, her thumb hovering. Deciding.

Rachel: ... Pyjamas.

Callum: Show me.

Another pause. Longer. Two minutes. His heart's slamming against his ribs, his mouth dry.

Then she’d sent a photo. He taps it.

Rachel. In their bed, in that grey vest and shorts she wears most nights, the M&S pyjamas she's had for three years, soft cotton, nothing sexy about them. Except she's not wearing a bra. Her nipples are hard, pressing against the thin fabric, two small dark points standing out clear as day.

Just her body from the neck down. But Martin knows. Knows the curve of her shoulders, the three freckles on her right collarbone, the modest swell of her tits.

She sent this. From our bed. While I was asleep downstairs on the sofa like a fucking idiot.

His cock thickens further, pressing uncomfortably against his joggers. There's a damp patch forming at the tip. Pre-cum leaking through. His face burns.

Callum: Fuck. You're gorgeous.

Rachel: I shouldn't have sent that.

Callum: But you did. Because you wanted me to see.

Callum: Does Martin appreciate you?

His breath stops. Just stops. His name. Right there on the screen. Callum talking about him, to Rachel, in the same conversation where she's just sent him a photo of her tits.

Rachel: I don't want to talk about Martin.

The words punch through him. She doesn't want to talk about him. Doesn't want to think about him. Wants to pretend he doesn't exist so she can flirt with this twenty-three-year-old lad who probably lives in a flat-share and eats protein shakes for breakfast.

Martin's chest feels tight. His cock's fully hard now, aching, and that's the worst part. The absolute worst fucking part.

Callum: That's a no then.

Rachel: ...

Callum: When did he last make you feel sexy?

Three minutes. Till her reply, and Martin can picture it: Rachel staring at the question, knowing the answer, not wanting to type it.

Rachel: I really should go to sleep.

Callum: You didn't answer the question.

Rachel: Goodnight, Callum.

Callum: Night, gorgeous. Sweet dreams.

The messages stop for that night.

She didn't answer. She couldn't. Because the answer is never. I never make her feel sexy. Haven't in years.

Martin lowers the phone. His hands shake, the screen wobbling in his grip. His cock is rock solid, aching, pressing hard against his joggers. He looks down at himself, at the obvious tent in the fabric, at the wet patch spreading at the tip.

Disgust rolls through him, thick and choking.

She's cheating. She's been lying for months. And I'm sat here hard as fucking nails.

He should stop. Should put the phone down, call her, scream at her until his voice breaks. Go find her and demand she comes home right now and explains every single lie.

But he doesn't.

His thumb scrolls.

Pathetic, that's what I am, and Callum's fucking right. I don't appreciate her. Haven't fucked her properly in months, haven't made her cum in Christ knows how long. Haven't made her feel wanted. And now some twenty-three-year-old temp's doing it for me.

Two days later. 29th July. Daytime. Work hours.

Callum: That photo's been in my head all day.

Rachel: Callum, we can't do this.

Callum: Can't do what? I'm just saying you looked fit. That's not a crime.

Rachel: You know what I mean.

Callum: Do I? Because from where I'm standing, you sent me that picture. You wanted me to see you. And now you're telling me we can't "do this," but you haven't said what "this" is.

Rachel: I'm married.

Callum: I know. And?

Rachel: And that means this stops.

Callum: Does Martin know you're texting me?

Rachel: No.

Callum: Does he know you sent me that photo?

Rachel: Of course not.

Callum: Then it's just between us. No one gets hurt.

Rachel: It's still wrong.

Callum: But you liked it. Didn't you? Liked me seeing you. Liked the attention.

A pause. Martin can see it: Rachel at her desk in the HR office, phone hidden under the table, chewing her lip, torn between guilt and wanting more.

Rachel: Yes.

One word. Honest and damning.

Callum: Then let's not pretend. You're bored. Martin doesn't see you. I do.

Rachel: This is a bad idea.

Callum: Probably. But that's what makes it fun.

Callum: Coffee tomorrow? Pret, 1pm. Just coffee. Nothing dodgy.

Rachel: Just coffee?

Callum: Scout's honour.

Rachel: You were never a scout.

Callum: True. But I'll behave. Promise.

Rachel: ... Fine. 1pm.

Callum: Can't wait.

Martin's chest tightens. They arranged to meet. while he was probably three floors above her, on some boring call with a client in Manchester, Rachel was sitting in Pret with Callum. Smiling at him. Laughing at his jokes. Letting him flirt.

And that night she'd come home with him, asked about his day while they made dinner. Acted like everything was normal.

His cock throbs. He presses his palm against it, hating the response, hating himself. He scrolls faster, swiping hard. The messages multiply. Daily now. Every fucking day more.

Callum texting her each morning: Morning gorgeous.

Rachel replying: Morning yourself.

Lots of banter about work. About colleagues. About Martin! How's hubby? Fine. Working late again. His loss, my gain.

Over and over. While Martin worked. While Martin slept. While Martin worked three floors above, oblivious.

5th August. The messages turn sexual.

Callum: I've been thinking about you.

Rachel: Have you now?

Callum: Yeah. About that photo. About what you'd look like without the pyjamas.

Rachel: Callum...

Callum: Tell me you haven't thought about it too.

Rachel: I…

Callum: I want to see you, Rachel. Properly.

Rachel: We see each other every day at work.

Callum: You know what I mean.

Rachel: I can't.

Callum: Can't or won't?

Rachel: Both.

Callum: Shame. Because I think you'd like it. Think you need it.

Rachel: Need what?

Callum: Someone who actually wants you. Who'd fuck you like you deserve.

Martin's cock jerks in his joggers. His hand drops, presses against the bulge, adjusting himself. The fabric's damp at the tip, a wet patch spreading. Pre-cum soaking through.

She does deserve better. He's right. I haven't fucked her properly in months. Haven't made her cum in... Christ, years?

His hand stays on his cock. Presses harder.

Rachel: You're very confident.

Callum: I know what I'm good at.

Rachel: Do you now?

Callum: Yeah. And I'd be very good at making you forget about Martin.

There it is. Spelled out. Callum wants to fuck her. Wants to take her, use her, make her forget she's married. Forget Martin exists.

And Rachel hasn't said no.

Martin's cock throbs, fully hard now, aching. His hand slides into his waistband.
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Twice the Man

Martin’s thumb kept moving, a doomscroll of self-harm swiping up, couldn't stop even if he wanted to. Days of messages blurred together. Weeks now.

Fucking idiot. You're such a fucking idiot.

Flirty messages everywhere. Compliments. Late-night texts that made his stomach twist. Rachel laughing at Callum's jokes (You're terrible! 😂), Callum calling her gorgeous, sexy, fit. Pet names creeping in. Babe. Beautiful. Rach.

Rach. I call her that. Called her that first. And now he's using it like he owns her.

The messages multiplied, every single day. Sometimes ten, twenty messages. During work hours, lunch breaks, evenings when Martin was sat right next to her, their thighs touching, watching some shite on telly. She'd been texting Callum the whole time. Smiling at her phone. That little half-smile she got. Martin had assumed it was her mum. Or Sarah from work. Someone harmless.

Christ. How did I not know? How did I not fucking see it?

He scrolled faster, not really reading now, just skimming, looking for something, anything that would make this make sense, make it less real, make it not true.

A thumbnail image stopped him dead.

8th August. A Tuesday. Almost exactly one month after Callum joined NexGen.

The preview was small, compressed, but even reduced to a tiny square on the screen it was obscene. Flesh tones. Something thick and dark. Martin's hand hesitated over it. His thumb hovered. Don't click it. You know what it is. Don't. He clicked it anyway.

Callum's cock.

Martin's breath stopped. Just stopped. His stomach dropped so hard he thought he'd be sick. Heat flooded his face, his ears, his whole fucking head felt like it was burning.

Fuck. Oh fuck. Oh Jesus Christ.

It was fucking impressive. Thick as fuck, veiny, the kind of cock you saw in porn and told yourself was fake, had to be fake, silicone and camera tricks. But this was real. This was Callum. This was the temp who sat three desks away from Martin, who nodded at him in the corridor, who called him "boss" sometimes, cheeky grin, Essex accent. And his cock was probably eight or nine inches. Fuck, maybe ten, it was hard to be sure. Martin stared. He couldn't not stare.

Foreskin pulled back slightly, exposing the fat pink head. Heavy balls hanging low beneath it. Callum's hand wrapped around the shaft, fingers thick and rough-looking, and it barely covered half of it. Barely.

The photo was taken from above. His abs visible in the frame, that perfect V-line leading down to the monster between his legs. A young body. Twenty-three-year-old muscle and confidence. Everything Martin wasn't.

Fuck. Fuck. Look at the size of it. Look at him. And look at me. Soft belly. Thinning hair. Forty-five and falling apart.

His own cock, sticky from precum, twitched in his joggers. He couldn't look away and couldn't stop his body responding.

The veins stood out along the shaft like rivers, like motorways, thick and dark and pulsing with blood. The head was huge. Flared. Dark pink and angry looking, like it was ready to ruin someone.

Like it was ready to ruin Rachel.

That's what she's been looking at. That's what she wants. That's what she's been thinking about when I'm on top of her, inside her with my pathetic little prick. She's been lying there imagining this. Imagining him.

Rachel’s response sent four minutes after Callum's photo.

Rachel: Oh my god, Callum. You're huge.

Martin's cock throbbed. Hard now. Fully hard. Four or so inches of thin, pale betrayal pressing against his joggers.

Callum: Bigger than Martin?

No hesitation. Straight for the throat. Callum knew. Knew Martin was small. Knew Rachel was unsatisfied. Knew he could offer something Martin couldn't. Knew he'd already won.

Rachel: So much bigger. God, this is wrong.

So much bigger. She said it. Typed it out. Sent it to him. Confirmed it.

Martin's face burned. His hand, still sticky with his own cum, wrapped around his cock through the fabric of his joggers. He started stroking. Slow. Gentle. His body responding even as his mind screamed at him to stop.

Callum: How much bigger? Tell me.

He wants details. Wants her to say it. Wants her to humiliate me.

Rachel: Probably twice as big. Martin's... he's small. I've never told him, but he is. And you're... fuck, Cal, you're perfect.

The words punched through Martin like a fist to the gut. He read them again. And again. Each time they hit harder.

Small. I'm small. She's always known. Fifteen years and she's never said. Never hinted. Just let me think I was fine, adequate, enough. And all along she knew I wasn't. All along she's been lying there thinking I'm pathetic.

He looked down at himself. His cock was fully hard now, sticking up from his joggers. Four inches of thin, pale inadequacy. Pre-cum leaked from the tip, soaking into the grey fabric. It looked pitiful. Especially compared to the image still glowing on the screen above it.

Twice as big. Callum's twice the man I am. Literally. Mathematically. Twice.

And that pathetic cock now hot and slick in his fist.

What the fuck is wrong with me? My wife just told another man I'm pathetic and I'm wanking over it. I'm hard. I'm leaking. What the fuck is wrong with me?

He kept reading. Couldn't stop. Had to see how bad it got.

Callum: Does he make you cum?

Rachel: No. Never. Not from sex anyway.

Never. Fifteen years. Never once.

Martin had always suspected. Deep down, in the part of himself he didn't like to examine, the part he shoved down and ignored. He'd known she wasn't getting there with him. But she'd moaned. Gasped. Told him it felt good. He'd believed her. Wanted to believe her.

She faked it. Every single time. Lied to my face while I was inside her. Let me think I was doing something for her when all I was doing was getting myself off.

Callum: Fuck. What about oral?

Rachel: He used to. Years ago. He doesn't bother anymore.

Guilt stabbed through the arousal. Sharp. Painful. She was right. He hadn't gone down on her in years. Maybe five. Maybe more. He used to, early on, when they were dating, first married. But it had felt like a chore after a while. Took too long. His jaw ached. And she never asked. Never complained.

Because she didn't want to hurt my feelings. Didn't want to tell me I was shit in bed. So she just suffered in silence. Fifteen years of bad sex. Fifteen years of faking it.

Callum: So you just fake it?

Rachel: Every time. He finishes in two minutes, rolls over, falls asleep. I lie there wet and frustrated.

Two minutes. Christ. Is that all? Sometimes it's less. Sometimes I'm done in under a minute. Thirty seconds if I'm really worked up.

His hand moved faster on his cock. The humiliation was overwhelming, crashing over him in waves. And so was the arousal. His balls were already tightening again, fresh cum building, his body betraying him completely.

Callum: Jesus. Poor you. You need a real man.

Rachel: I know. I need you.

She needs him. Not me. Him. A twenty-three-year-old temp. A lad who's been at the company three months. That's who my wife needs. Not her husband. Not me.

Another image loaded. Martin's thumb had scrolled without thinking, automatic, compulsive. Another photo from Callum.

This time his cock was next to a bottle of beer for scale. Stella Artois. The green label clear in the frame. Callum's hand wrapped around his shaft, showing off the thickness. The cock was longer than the bottle. Thicker too. The bottle looked small next to it.

How is that even possible? How does a cock get that big? And mine... Christ, mine's the size of the fucking bottle cap.

Callum: I'd fuck you for an hour. Make you cum so many times you'd beg me to stop.

Rachel: Yes. God, yes. I want that.

Martin's breath came in short gasps. His hand was a blur now, stroking fast, rough, too rough, but he couldn't slow down. The image of Callum pounding Rachel with that thing filled his head. That huge cock splitting her open, stretching her, ruining her. Her legs wrapped around him, her nails in his back, her mouth open, screaming. Moaning his name. Callum's name.

She's never moaned my name. Not like that. Not real. Never once in fifteen years has she screamed for me.

He scrolled again. Frantic now. Needing more. Needing to see how deep the betrayal went, how far they'd taken it.

And then he saw it.

A photo he didn't recognise at first. Took him a second. Then his stomach turned.

His cock. His. Flaccid, pale, soft, lying against his thigh like something dead. She'd taken it while he slept. Must've been. Stood over him in the dark, phone in hand, snapped a picture of her husband's pathetic little prick. And next to it, for scale, for comparison, for proof, the TV remote from the living room. The Samsung remote. Black plastic. Ordinary. Unremarkable.

The remote was longer. Martin's cock, limp and pathetic, didn't even reach the top button.

Oh fuck. Oh Christ. She took a photo. She took a photo of my cock next to a fucking remote and sent it to him. To Callum. To show him how small I am. To prove it.

Rachel: This is what I've been dealing with for fifteen years. Pathetic, right?

The word sat on the screen. Ugly. Undeniable. True. Pathetic.

Callum: Fucking hell. No wonder you're gagging for it. Don't worry, babe. I'll give you what you need.

Martin came. His cock pulsed in his fist, cum spurting over his hand, his joggers, the sofa cushion beneath him. Thick white ropes of it, more than the first time, more than he thought he had left. His body emptying itself as the humiliation crashed through him like a wave, like a tsunami, drowning him. He gasped, his head falling back against the sofa, his eyes squeezed shut, his mouth open.

Pathetic. I'm pathetic. She's right. Callum's right. I'm small and useless and she's been faking it for fifteen years and I never even knew.

His orgasm went on and on. His cock jerking, pulsing, dripping. His balls clenching so hard it almost hurt. His whole body shaking, trembling, falling apart. The phone was still in his other hand, gripped tight, knuckles white. The image of his own inadequacy still glowing on the screen.

When it finally stopped, he sat there. Panting. Sticky. Covered in his own cum. His joggers were soaked through, clinging to his thighs. His hand was dripping. His t-shirt had splashes across the front, wet and cooling.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

Shame rolled through him. Thick. Choking. Worse than before. He'd just wanked to his wife calling him pathetic. To another man mocking his cock. To photographic evidence of his own failure as a husband, as a man, as anything.

He should be furious. Should be throwing the phone across the room, smashing it against the wall. But he wasn't furious – no, he was hard again already.

His cock, still leaking, still sticky with cum, was thickening in his hand. Four inches of traitorous flesh that wouldn't listen to his brain, that didn't care about dignity or pride or self-respect. That responded to his humiliation like it was the best thing that had ever happened.

I'm fucked. I'm completely fucked. Something's broken in me. Something's wrong.

He wiped his hand on his t-shirt, leaving a wet smear across the fabric. The smell of cum filled the living room. Salty. Raw. The smell of his own pathetic inadequacy.

He looked down at himself. Soft belly pressing against his t-shirt. Pale chest. Thinning hair. His cock in his hand, small even when hard, nothing compared to the monster Callum wielded.

She's right. I am pathetic. I've always been pathetic. And now she knows it. And Callum knows it. And I know it.

But he didn't stop. He had to know more. Had to read every message, see every photo, watch his marriage collapse in real-time, frame by frame, word by filthy word.

His thumb moved.

Anniversary Special

He kept dragging down the screen, pulled by something he didn't want to name. Something starving. The flat was dead quiet except for his breathing (harsh, too fast) and the hum of traffic on Prince of Wales Road outside.

Six weeks back now. Thursday, 14th August. The day before their fifteenth anniversary, when Martin had been meaning to book that Italian place Rachel liked, kept putting it off, felt like a shit husband for forgetting again.

Rachel hadn't forgotten. She'd made her own plans.

Callum: I can't just keep texting you. I need to fuck you

Rachel: I know. I want that too. But how?

She wants it now. Not saying no, just asking how. Logistics. Like they're planning a fucking meeting.

Callum: Lunch break. Tomorrow. Disabled toilet, third floor

Rachel: At work?! Cal that's fucking insane

Callum: You scared?

Rachel: Yes

Callum: You'll do it tho

Rachel: ... Yes.

Fourteen seconds between those last two messages. Martin stared at the timestamps, his stomach twisting. Fourteen seconds. That's how long it took her to decide. To cross the line. To say yes to getting fucked in a toilet at work by a lad half her age while her husband sat upstairs eating a fucking sandwich.

Martin's hand tightened round the phone. His other hand... fuck. Already moving, already sliding to his cock again before he could stop it. His palm wrapped round his cock, tacky with drying cum from ten minutes ago, and squeezed. Still half-hard. Thickening now. Getting proper hard.

He scrolled to the next day. Friday, 15th August. Their anniversary.

Nothing in the morning. Then at 12:47pm:

Callum: Third floor. Now

Rachel: On my way

The screen swam. Martin's throat closed up, chest squeezing like someone had their fist wrapped round his lungs.

I was in the office that day. Spoke to a client on the phone about sprint deliverables, nodding like I gave a shit. And she was downstairs. Walking to him. To a disabled toilet. To get fucked.

The next message came at 1:23pm.

Rachel: I still can't believe we did that

Callum: I can. You were practically dripping before I even touched you

Rachel: I was. I've never been that turned on in my life. God Cal you're incredible

Callum: Tell me what you liked

Martin's cock pulsed in his fist. His hand started moving, slow strokes, palm slick with pre-cum and the crusty remnants of his earlier orgasm. He shouldn't want this. Shouldn't need to read it. But Christ, he did. He fucking did.

Rachel: Everything. The way you kissed me. The way you grabbed my arse. The way you bent me over that sink and just... took me

Callum: You watched yourself in the mirror. I saw you. You loved it

Rachel: I did. I watched your cock going in and out of me. I watched my face. I looked like such a slut

Callum: You are a slut. My slut

Rachel: Yes

Took her. Like she was his, like she'd wanted to be his all along.

Martin's hand sped up, fist tight round his shaft, pumping. His breathing went ragged, desperate little gasps he couldn't control. He could see it, clear as fucking day. Rachel bent over that sink, skirt bunched round her waist, knickers yanked to the side. Callum behind her, that huge cock splitting her open, stretching her cunt round him, nine thick inches filling her in a way Martin never had, never could. And Rachel watching it in the mirror. Face flushed, mouth open, eyes glazed, watching that massive cock slide in and out of her, watching herself get properly fucked for the first time in fifteen years.

She's never looked at me like that. Never wanted me like that. Never will.

The messages kept coming. Callum describing it, blow by blow, making her relive it. Making Martin relive it.

Callum: I barely got the door locked before you were on me. Kissed me like you were starving for it. Lifted your skirt, pulled your knickers aside. Fuck Rachel you were soaked. Slid two fingers in and you moaned so loud I had to put my hand over your mouth

Rachel: I couldn't help it. You felt so good

Callum: Then I bent you over. You grabbed the sink. I pushed in. Christ you were tight. Tighter than I thought you'd be

Rachel: Because Martin's so small. You stretched me properly for the first time. It hurt at first but then... God Cal then it felt fucking amazing

She keeps saying it. Keeps telling him. Small. Pathetic little husband cock. And Callum's huge. Thick as a beer can, long as a fucking ruler. Twice the man. Twice the cock. She said that, didn't she?

Callum: You came in about three minutes. Felt your pussy clamping down on me. You were shaking babe

Rachel: I've never cum that fast.

Callum: And I came inside you. Filled you right up. You went back to your desk with my cum leaking into your knickers didn't you

Rachel: I did. Sat through a 2pm meeting with Priya and Jane. HR budget review. The whole time I could feel it dripping out of me, soaking into the lace. I was so turned on I nearly slid my hand into my knickers under the table and finished myself off

A groan tore out of Martin's throat, raw and broken. His fist was strangling his cock now, pumping hard and fast, slick with pre-cum and the dried remains of his first orgasm. The shame should've killed this. Should've made him soft, made him sick. Instead his cock throbbed harder, leaked more, balls already tightening again even though he'd just cum.

An image next. His thumb had already tapped it, no thought, just need.

Black lace knickers. The ones Rachel wore on special occasions, the ones Martin had bought her three Christmases back, expensive, La Perla, he'd saved up. They were laid out on what looked like her desk, the gusset facing the camera. A thick white stain soaked through the lace, sticky and obscene and impossible to miss.

She sat there in a meeting, acting all professional. Nodding about budgets and headcount. And the whole time she had another man's spunk dripping into her knickers. The knickers I bought her probably. While I was upstairs in my office, clueless, pathetic, answering fucking emails.

Rachel: Your cum. Still inside me. Leaking out all afternoon. Martin has no idea 😈

She was right there.

Martin's breath stuttered. His vision blurred.

I went home that night. Kissed her hello. Asked how work was. She said fine. We ordered Chinese. Egg fried rice and sweet and sour chicken. Watched some shit on Netflix. She was quiet, I thought she was tired. I didn't know. Didn't fucking know she'd spent the afternoon with Callum's cum in her knickers, his cock in her cunt, his hands on her body.

Martin's cock pulsed in his fist. His balls drew up tight, aching. He was close again, already, even though he'd cum barely ten minutes ago. His body didn't care. His shame didn't matter. The betrayal didn't stop it. The arousal was unstoppable, a freight train barrelling through him, and all he could do was stroke faster and read more and let it fucking destroy him.
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Scrolling Through the Wreckage

Martin can't stop, August blurring into September, and he knows he should stop but he doesn't, can't, won't. The messages stack up, endless, relentless, a catalogue of every time Rachel spread her legs for Callum while Martin sat oblivious three floors above, or two rooms away, or in the next fucking postcode.

Twice a week minimum. Sometimes three times, four. Lunch breaks while Martin sat in client meetings. After work when she texted to say she'd be late. Weekends. Yoga. Friends. Drinks. All lies.

She'd scheduled it. Pencilled Callum into her fucking diary the way Martin booked conference rooms. Tuesday 6pm: get railed in Callum's car. Thursday lunch: disabled toilet, bent over the sink. Saturday afternoon: his flat, Archway, tell Martin it's Pilates.

The phone's hot in his hand. His other hand's still in his joggers, cock half-hard again already, sticky with the remnants of his first orgasm. He should wash. Should get up, bin the phone, shower, scrub himself clean. Should.

Callum: My car. 6pm. Tell him you're working late.

Rachel: He won't question it. Never does.

The date stamps. September. Martin's vision blurs. That Tuesday. That fucking Tuesday. He'd ordered Domino's, watched Arsenal lose to Villa, hadn't even looked up when she walked in late, flushed and out of breath after she’d ‘ran from the tube’.

She'd kissed the top of his head. He'd offered her a slice. She'd said she wasn't hungry.

Already eaten, probably. Swallowed Callum's cum in the NexGen car park and didn't fancy pepperoni.

The next morning's messages load. Martin's stomach clenches.

Rachel: So sore today. Can barely walk.

Callum: Good. Want you feeling my cock with every step.

Rachel: I am. Every time I sit down. Christ, Cal, you destroyed me in that back seat.

Callum: You were begging me to go harder. Don't act like you weren't.

Rachel: I was. I know. I begged you to ruin me. And you did.

Destroyed. The word sits heavy in Martin's skull. She sat across from me at breakfast that morning. Winced when she pulled her chair in. I asked if she was alright. She smiled, said she'd overdone it at yoga. I made her toast. Buttered it. Fucking buttered her toast while Callum's cum dried on her thighs.

His cock twitches. He hates it. Hates himself.

Callum: Your arse looked incredible bent over my back seat. Skirt round your waist, knickers on the floor. You were dripping before I even got my cock out.

Rachel: You make me so wet. I've never been like this before. Never wanted it this badly.

Callum: What'd you tell Martin when you got home?

Rachel: That the audit ran over. He didn't even look up from the telly.

Martin flinches, the movement jerking his whole body. He remembers. He'd been watching post-match analysis, half-cut on lager, hadn't registered the careful way she moved, the flush still high on her cheeks, the faint musk clinging to her.

Oblivious and pathetic. Blind to fucking everything.

Callum: Did you fuck him that night?

Four-hour gap in the timestamps. Martin's throat tightens. Then Rachel's reply, sent just after midnight.

Rachel: Yes.

The word punches him. He remembers that too. Rachel slipping into bed late, pressing against his back, her hand snaking round to his cock. He'd been half-asleep, surprised, pleased. They hadn't had sex in weeks.

She'd been soaked. Martin had slid in with no resistance, groaned like a fucking idiot at how wet she was, how ready. Thought it was for me. Thought she wanted me. Thought we were reconnecting after weeks of nothing.

After, she'd kissed his shoulder. Told him she loved him. Waited for him to start snoring. Then picked up her phone.

Callum: Why?

Rachel: Felt guilty, I suppose. Wanted to see if I could still feel anything.

Callum: And?

Rachel: Pathetic, Cal. I barely felt him inside me. He came in about ninety seconds, groaned like he'd done something incredible, fell asleep. Had to fake it. Again. Like always.

Callum: Poor little Martin. Bet his tiny cock felt lost in there after mine.

Rachel: It did. Honestly, after you, it's like there's nothing there. You've stretched me, ruined me. Don't think I'll ever feel satisfied with him again.

Callum: Good. Your pussy's mine now. He's just borrowing it.

Rachel: God, yes. It's yours. All yours.

Martin's hand moves without permission, jerking his leaking cock, his palm slick his own mess.

She let me fuck her. Came home full of his cum and let me add mine. Lied to my face. Faked her orgasm. Told me she loved me while planning her next fuck with him.

The betrayal should kill his erection. Should make him rage, weep, smash the phone against the wall.

Instead, his fist pumps faster.

Ninety seconds. She timed it. Probably lying there bored, counting down, clenching to make me think she was close. Waited for me to grunt and roll off so she could text him about how shit I was.

An image loads from another message, another day. He taps it before his brain catches up.

Rachel's cunt. Close-up, obscene. Swollen lips flushed dark pink, glistening wet. Cum leaking out in thick rivulets, dripping towards her arsehole, pooling on the duvet beneath her.

Their duvet. Our bed. Callum's spunk dripping onto sheets I fucking paid for.

Rachel: This is what you did to me. Lying in bed next to Martin right now. He's snoring. Can still feel your cum inside me.

Callum: Fucking hell. Save some for him to fuck into you deeper.

Rachel: Already did. He never even noticed.

Martin's breathing's ragged now, harsh and loud in the silent flat. His fist works his cock, rough and desperate, the wet slap of skin on skin almost drowned out by the blood roaring in his ears. The humiliation's choking him, crushing his chest, but his cock doesn't care. It's throbbing, leaking, harder than it's been in years.

Callum: Does he know how lucky he is?

Rachel: Lucky? Cal, he's clueless. No idea what a real fuck feels like. No idea his wife's obsessed with another man's cock.

Callum: My cock.

Rachel: Your cock. Your perfect, huge, incredible cock. I dream about it. Touch myself thinking about it. Doing it right now.

Martin groans, the sound punched out of him. His balls are tight, aching, drawn up hard against his body. He's close. Too close.

Rachel: I came three times with you tonight. THREE. Martin's never made me come once in fifteen years.

Callum: That's because he's got a little boy's dick and he fucks like a virgin.

Rachel: He does. Two pumps and he's done. Meanwhile you fucked me for half an hour. Made me scream. Made me beg. Never felt anything like it.

Callum: You're mine now, Rachel. Say it.

Rachel: I'm yours, always.

His hand blurs, pumping hard, rough, the wet slap of skin loud in the silent flat. His cock throbs, pulses, balls drawing tight and painful. The room tilts.

She's his now. Not mine. Never really was, maybe. His wife, his cunt, his to fuck whenever he wants.

He comes. Harder than the first time, harder than he's come in months, maybe years. His cock jerks, spurts, thick ropes of spunk splattering across his belly, his chest, his neck. One hits his chin. He gasps, shudders, eyes rolling back as his vision whites out.

Fuck. Oh fuck. Jesus Christ.

His hand keeps moving, milking himself through the aftershocks, cum dripping down his wrist, pooling in his navel. His whole body's shaking.

When his vision clears, the phone's still in his left hand. Still open on that photo. Rachel's cunt stretched, used, leaking another man's cum.

Martin lies there panting, covered in his own spunk. It's cooling on his skin, sticky and rank, the smell of it mixing with the stale sweat soaked into the sofa cushions. His cock's already softening, shrinking back, slick and spent. His chest heaves.

The shame doesn't crash over him. It seeps. Slow and poisonous, spreading through his guts like rot, settling in his bones. He's just wanked himself raw over proof of his wife's affair. Came twice. Harder than he's come with her in years.

She's right. I am pathetic. Clueless. A fucking joke.
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The Third Wank

Martin sat slumped on the sofa, sticky and spent, joggers soaked through with his own cum. The phone sat heavy in his lap. His cock lay soft against his thigh, tender still, aching with the memory of what he'd just done.

Twice. He'd wanked twice. To texts of his wife fucking another man.

His throat felt raw, scratchy. The flat pressed in too close, too hot. He could hear his own breathing, ragged and uneven, bouncing off the walls. Outside, the Northern Line rumbled beneath the building. A siren wailed somewhere towards Camden. Normal sounds. Normal Friday night in Kentish Town.

Except nothing was normal anymore.

Rachel's with him right now. Probably on her knees. Probably gagging on that huge cock whilst I sit here covered in my own spunk.

Martin groaned, scrubbed his hands over his face. His palms came away slick with sweat.

Why am I not furious?

Humiliation sat thick in his throat. His marriage, fifteen years of it, crumbling beneath him like rotten floorboards. But fury? Rage? No. Instead, there was this sick, twisted heat in his belly. This dark arousal that wouldn't fucking quit.

His cock gave a faint twitch, testing.

"No," Martin muttered aloud. "Fuck off. Not again."

But it didn't listen. It never had, really. All those years of finishing too quick, of never quite satisfying Rachel, of being too small, too soft, too fucking inadequate. His cock had always been a disappointment. And now, apparently, it was getting off on being told so.

He pushed himself up from the sofa. His legs shook. Weak. Pathetic. His joggers clung to his thighs, wet and uncomfortable. He tugged them down, kicked them off, and noticed his t-shirt had cum on it too, a dark patch near the hem, so that went too. Now standing here in just his socks and pants.

He shuffled to the bathroom, hit the light. The mirror showed him what he was. Soft belly sagging over his boxers, pale chest visible through the gap in his collar, thinning hair stuck to his scalp. Face flushed, eyes bloodshot, mouth hanging open like he'd been sprinting.

Pathetic. Look at you.

He looked exactly like what he was. Middle-aged. Cuckolded. The word sat ugly in his head, but it fit. Martin gripped the sink edge, porcelain cold under his palms. Leaned in. Stared.

Callum's probably balls-deep in her right now. Probably making her scream. Probably doing all the things I can't.

His cock thickened in his boxers.

"Jesus Christ," he whispered to no-one.

He turned on the tap. The water hit his face, cold, shocking. It helped, briefly. Knocked him out of the spiral. He grabbed the hand towel, wiped himself down, then stripped off his boxers, dumped them in the laundry basket.

The bathroom smelled like Rachel's shampoo. That expensive stuff she'd started buying a few months back. He'd noticed, vaguely, that she'd been making more effort lately. New underwear. Waxing again. Gym membership she actually used.

He'd thought she was doing it for herself. For confidence.

She was doing it for him. For Callum. Getting ready to be fucked properly.

Martin stared at his reflection. Naked now. Soft and pale and unremarkable. His cock hung between his thighs, small even when it wasn't. Barely much bigger when hard, thin, curved slightly left.

He thought about the photo. Callum's cock. Nine inches, thick as a beer bottle, veiny and heavy.

Twice as big. She said it.

"No," Martin said firmly. He turned away from the mirror, grabbed a clean towel, wrapped it round his waist.

He needed a drink. Something cold. Something to knock the thoughts out of his head.

The kitchen felt too bright, too normal. He yanked the fridge open, grabbed another Stella. Glass cold, burning his palm. He twisted the cap off, tipped it back. The beer was sharp and cold, cutting through the fog in his brain.

He leaned against the counter, stared at the spot where he'd found the phone an hour ago.

Martin took another long pull, nearly drained the bottle in one go. His head swam, light and dizzy. He wasn't sure if it was the beer or the shock or the fact that he'd just had two of the hardest orgasms of his life whilst reading proof of his own humiliation.

He set the bottle down on the counter. Stared at it. The label blurred.

I should stop. Pretend I never saw them… or confront her when she gets home. Be a man. Stand up for myself.

But even as he thought it, he knew he wouldn't.

Because there were more messages. Photos. Videos, probably. Details of every fuck, every lie, every time Rachel chose Callum over him.

And Martin needed to see it all.

The phone. Still on the sofa where he'd dropped it. Still unlocked. Still open on that photo of Rachel's pussy, stretched and leaking.

His cock was fully hard again now, tenting the towel.

One more scroll. Just to see how far it went.


two
The Affair Deepens
Basement Level


His thumb keeps scrolling. September bleeds into October. The dates blur past, but he knows them all, every one catalogued against his own dull routine. Tuesday 3rd October. He remembers. Client call with Sydney. Overran till gone six.

Messages load.

Callum, 5:47pm: Car park. Basement level. My car. Now.

NexGen's underground car park. He knows it. Parks there every day, third row near the lift. Dim yellow lights, concrete pillars, reeks of oil and damp. Callum's Golf sits near the back wall. Beat-up VW, dark blue. Martin's walked past it a hundred times.

Rachel, 5:49pm: What if someone sees?

Two minutes. She'd sat there for two whole minutes, weighing it up. Martin pictures her at her HR desk, phone in hand, lip between her teeth. Deciding whether to go get fucked in a car park.

Callum, 5:50pm: No one parks down there this late. And even if they do, they'll just see a car rocking. Don't be boring. Come on.

His cock twitches. Half-soft after the third orgasm but already thickening. No. Not again.

She wouldn't. Not in the car park where I park every day. She couldn't.

Rachel, 5:52pm: ... Okay. Give me five minutes.

Martin's breath catches in his throat. She did. She fucking did.

The Sydney call had dragged on till quarter past six. He'd logged off, grabbed his coat, walked to the lift. Basement level. Across the car park to his Volvo, third row. He'd walked right past Callum's Golf. Dark blue, parked near the far wall.

Hadn't noticed anything.

Hadn't heard a thing.

Because I was on the phone. Because I was thinking about the fucking slide deck for Monday and whether the client would approve the API specs.

His hand drops to his crotch. Finds his cock. Raw, oversensitive, but hardening regardless. He wraps his fingers round it, hisses at the contact. Too soon. Still sore.

But he can't stop.

Rachel: Oh my god, Cal. That was insane.

Callum: You loved it. Admit it.

Rachel: I did. I'm shaking. I can barely walk.

Callum: Tell me what you loved.

Rachel: I loved the risk. I loved that anyone could have walked past. I loved how you pulled my skirt up and bent me over the back seat. I loved feeling your cock split me open. I loved the way you held my head down and fucked me like I was yours.

Martin groans aloud. Can't help it. The room's stifling, airless, thick with the stink of cum and sweat. His hand moves, slow reluctant strokes, and his cock aches but he can't stop.

Split me open. Jesus fucking Christ, split me open.

Callum: You are mine. Say it.

Rachel: I'm yours.

Martin's vision blurs. He blinks, refocuses. Photo loading beneath the text. Slow connection, pixelating from the top.

He taps it. Waits.

The image fills the screen.

Rachel's arse. Pale skin, the curve of her lower back above her bunched-up work skirt. Navy fabric. Black lace thong pulled aside. Callum's cock, thick and veiny, halfway inside her. The photo taken from above, Callum's POV, leaning over her in the cramped back seat.

Rachel's left hand braced against the car door. Wedding ring catching the dim car park light. Gold band, fifteen years old. Martin had saved six months for that ring.

She's still wearing it. Wore it whilst he fucked her.

His cock throbs in his fist. He strokes faster, precum slicking his palm. She kept it on. Kept my ring on whilst Callum split her open.

Callum: I came inside you. You're going go home with my spunk dripping down your thighs.

Rachel: I know. God, I'm so wet it's already leaking into my knickers.

Callum: Martin still up there?

Rachel: No, his car’s gone. God he must have walked past while … 😂

The laughing emoji. Small. Yellow. Mocking.

Martin's cock jerks in his hand. She laughed. Thought it was funny.

Another photo loads. This time a closeup of Rachel's back lace knickers. Same pair from the first photo. Gusset soaked, creamy white streaks visible against the dark fabric. Shot from above, Rachel's thighs framing it.

Rachel: Home now. Evidence.

Evidence. She took a photo of her cum-soaked knickers and sent it to him.

She'd got home at eight. Kissed him on the cheek. Smiled. Said she was knackered. They'd eaten leftover pasta, watched some crime drama he can't even remember now.

She'd sat next to him. Right here. On this sofa. Her thigh pressed against his. Callum's cum leaking into her knickers.

His hand moves faster. Cock fully hard now, angry red at the tip, aching.

Later that night. The shower. Assumed she was winding down after a long day.

She was washing him off. Washing Callum's cum off her thighs.

Final message from that night. Sent at 11:34pm. Martin had been asleep over an hour by then.

Rachel: I can still feel you inside me. I'm sore and I love it. Same place next week?

Callum: Every week, babe. Your pussy's mine now.

Martin's breath comes in shallow gasps. Fist moving in tight urgent strokes. Precum leaking steadily, dripping onto his thigh.

Every week. She'd been meeting him every week in that car park – how many times had he walked past?

He scrolls further. Finds another message. Thursday 5th October, two days later.

Rachel: Still sore. Worth it though. Can't wait for Tuesday.

His cock throbs. He's close, right on the edge despite having cum twice already in the past hour. Pathetic. You're pathetic. He slumps against the sofa, chest heaving. Body slick with sweat from the effort. The smell of sex fills the room. His own. Layered twice over.

More. There's more.

Martin stares at the ceiling. Damp patch in the corner same as always. Traffic rumbling outside. Northern Line groaning beneath the building.

Rachel's still out there. Still with Callum. Still getting fucked.

And Martin's here. Alone. Covered in his own spunk, knowing that he'll add a third load soon.
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Performance Review

12th October.

He pauses. Two weeks back, that. What had he done that day? Client presentation in the morning, wasn't it? Lunch at his desk - tuna mayo, always fucking tuna mayo. Afternoon meetings. Standard. Boring.

Nothing dodgy. Nothing off.

Time stamp: 12:53pm.

Callum: HR meeting room. Lunch break. I'm going to fuck you on that desk.

Can't breathe. Chest locks up. The HR meeting room. Rachel's domain - soundproofed for confidential bollocks, glass walls looking out over the eighth floor open-plan, blue carpet and those motivational posters. Collaboration Drives Success in big sans-serif letters. The desk where she does disciplinaries, performance reviews, grievances. Where she sat opposite Martin last month, professional smile, recommended him for a small pay rise.

That desk. Callum wanted to fuck her on that desk.

Rachel: Cal, that's insane. What if someone hears?

At least she hesitated. Martin clings to that. One message. Thirty seconds of doubt. Some tiny shred of his wife still working, still aware this was fucking madness, still gave half a shit about getting caught.

Callum: They won't. Everyone's at lunch. And even if they do, you’re the head of HR…

Rachel: ... I'll be there in two minutes.

She’d said yes.

Jesus Christ. Jesus fucking Christ.

Hand shaking. Can't hold the phone steady. He scrolls anyway, faster, needs to see what happened, needs to know even though knowing is ripping him apart.

1:27pm. Martin counts back. Thirty-four minutes. Thirty-four fucking minutes they were at it.

Rachel: That was the hottest thing I've ever done.

Stomach drops. Acid floods his mouth - he swallows, throat working, swallows again. Tastes bile. Gags.

Callum: You were so fucking loud. Pretty sure someone on the seventh floor heard you screaming.

Screaming. Rachel screamed. In the office. At lunchtime. While Martin sat three rooms over - three fucking rooms - eating his tuna sandwich, checking client emails, completely oblivious to the fact his wife was getting fucked raw on her own desk.

Rachel: Oh god. Do you think they knew it was me?

Callum: No idea. Don't care. You were incredible.

Rachel: I bent over my own desk. The desk where I interview people, where I do disciplinaries. And you fucked me on it. I'm never going to be able to sit there again without thinking about your cock inside me.

Vision blurs. Martin blinks, blinks again. That desk. He'd sat opposite Rachel at that desk last month. Annual review. She'd smiled at him, told him the company valued his contribution, recommended a pay rise. Professional. Calm. His wife.

The whole time she must've been remembering this. Callum behind her. That huge cock splitting her open. Her own screams echoing off the soundproofing.

Callum: Good. That's the point.

The point. Callum wanted her corrupted. Wanted every professional space tainted, every meeting room desk a reminder. Wanted Rachel thinking about his cock constantly, unable to separate work from sex, marriage from affair.

And it was working.

Image blooms on screen. Thumbnail expanding. Martin taps it. Can't stop himself.

The photo fills the screen.

Oh fuck. Oh Christ. Oh no.

Rachel. Bent over the HR meeting room desk. Blue carpet beneath her, glass wall behind, that Collaboration Drives Success poster on the far wall, mocking him in fucking sans-serif. Her skirt bunched round her waist. Black knickers stretched round one ankle. Arse lifted, back arched, spine curved.

And Callum, well his cock buried in her cunt - thick, obscene, stretching her wide. Hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into pale flesh hard enough to leave marks.

Rachel's face turned to the side. Eyes closed. Mouth open in a silent moan, or maybe a scream like Callum had said. Hair mussed. Cheeks flushed pink.

Martin's cock hardens. Impossible. He's raw, oversensitive, should be physically incapable after coming twenty minutes ago. But there it is anyway. Thickening. Responding. Betraying him.

You're sick. This is sick. Your wife's cheating and you're getting hard.

Callum: You looked so good bent over. Tits pressed against the desk, arse in the air. Perfect.

Rachel: I came so hard. I was trying to stay quiet and I just couldn't.

Callum: I know. Love making you lose control.

Control. Rachel had always been controlled - measured, professional, steady. HR Rachel who mediated conflicts and wrote policy documents and never raised her voice. The responsible one. The sensible one.

Callum had stripped that away. Reduced her to base need, animal want. Made her scream in a glass-walled office during lunch hour where anyone could've walked past.

Rachel: I have a 2pm meeting in that room. With Priya and Jane. Budget review.

Martin remembers. He'd walked past at quarter past two, glanced through the glass. Rachel gesturing at her laptop screen. Priya nodding. Jane taking notes. All very professional.

All of them sitting in a room that had reeked of sex forty-five minutes earlier.

Callum: Does it smell like sex?

Rachel: Yes. I've had to open the window. Praying they don't notice.

The window. Martin can picture it. Narrow, health-and-safety approved, opens maybe six inches. Rachel standing there, flushed and frantic, airing out the evidence before her colleagues arrived. The smell of her cunt, Callum's cum, sweat and fucking - all mixing with the Glade plug-in she keeps on her desk.

Did they notice? Did Priya wrinkle her nose when she walked in? Did Jane exchange a look with Rachel, knowing, understanding?

Callum: Priya's fit. Reckon she'd join us sometime?

Martin's hand freezes on his cock. Priya. Twenty-eight. Smart, efficient. Works closely with Rachel. Always polite to Martin - asks about his weekend, remembers his coffee order, smiles at him in the kitchen.

Callum wanted to fuck her too.

Rachel: 😱 Cal! No! God, no.

At least she'd said no. Small fucking mercy.

Callum: 😂 Just winding you up. You're enough for me. For now.

For now. Implying there'd come a time when Rachel wasn't enough. When Callum would want more. Variety. Priya. Someone else. Someone younger, someone tighter, someone new.

And Rachel would what? Accept it? Let him? Watch? Join them?

Martin's mind spirals. Callum fucking Priya while Rachel watched. Rachel helping, even. Holding Priya down, spreading her legs. Kissing Callum while he pounded into her colleague. Telling Priya how good his cock felt, how much bigger he was than most blokes, how he'd ruin her for anyone else.

Stop. That's not. That won't happen.

But he can't stop. The image burns itself into his brain. Priya bent over the same desk. Rachel's hands on her tits. Callum grinning, dominant, taking them both.

His cock throbs. Leaks.

Rachel: Priya gave me a weird look during the meeting. I think she knows.

Time stamp: 3:47pm. Hour and a half after the fuck. Rachel paranoid, guilty, excited.

Callum: Good. Let her know you're getting properly fucked.

Rachel: This is so risky. We need to be more careful.

Callum: Where's the fun in that?

Where's the fun. Callum didn't care about risk. Didn't care about Rachel's career, her marriage, her reputation, her life imploding if this got out. He cared about his own pleasure. The thrill. The transgression. The knowledge he was fucking a senior manager's wife three floors down from said manager's office.

And Rachel let him. Enabled him. Loved him for it.

Martin's fist moves faster. He shouldn't - he's too sore, cock aching, oversensitive. But he can't stop. The humiliation compounds, layer upon layer.

His colleagues might've heard. Priya might know, might suspect. Might've walked past the HR meeting room at ten past one and heard Rachel screaming, heard the rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh, put two and two together.

Does she pity him? Does she smirk when she sees Martin now, knowing his wife's getting railed by a twenty-three-year-old temp with a cock twice Martin's size?

Everyone knows. They all fucking know.

Except they don't. Not really. But they could. They might. The fear tangles with the shame tangles with the arousal, inseparable now, all twisted together into one hot pulsing mass in his gut.

Martin groans. Precum leaking steadily, slicking his palm. He scrolls with his free hand, needing more, unable to stop even as his cock aches and his chest tightens and every rational part of his brain screams at him to put the phone down, walk away, claw back some shred of dignity.

But there's no dignity left. Not for him, not anymore.
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Spinning Lies

Martin scrolls. His thumb slides over the glass without him telling it to, slick with sweat. The dates blur. 13th, 14th 15th. Every one a fresh kick in the teeth, another boundary crossed, another bit of his marriage she's given away.

Then: Saturday, 21st October.

His guts twist. No. Not that night.

He remembers. Rachel in her gym gear, hair tied back, trainers laced tight. She'd kissed him goodbye, told him she was off to spinning with Sarah. Some boutique place in Highbury, forty-five quid a session, but she deserved a treat, didn't she? Martin had nodded, settled onto the sofa with a four-pack of Stella and Match of the Day queued up.

He'd crashed by half ten. Woke when Rachel came home around eleven, face flushed, hair damp. From spinning, he'd thought. From sweat and exertion. She'd kissed his forehead, told him to come to bed soon, disappeared upstairs. Martin had stayed on the sofa, too knackered to move, Gary Lineker droning in the background.

Spinning class. Bollocks.

Time stamp: 4:17pm, earlier that same Saturday.

Callum: Tonight I want your arse.

Martin's breath catches. His hand, still wrapped round his sore cock, tightens.

No. No, not that.

Rachel: Cal, I've never done that.

Callum: Bollocks. You've been married fifteen years.

Rachel: Martin asked once, early on. I said no. Told him it sounded painful and degrading.

The words blur. He blinks, reads them again. Martin asked once. Again. I said no. Told him it sounded painful and degrading. His eyes won't focus. The letters keep moving.

He'd asked. Once. Just once. Six months into the marriage, maybe. Tentative, shy, awkward as fuck. They'd been tipsy, post-dinner wine buzz, fooling around in bed. Martin had worked up the nerve to suggest it. Nothing demanding, nothing rough. Just a quiet, hopeful "Have you ever thought about...?"

Rachel had pulled back. Not cruelly, not dramatically. Just firmly. She'd said it wasn't her thing. Painful. Degrading. That she wasn't "that kind of woman."

Martin had apologised, dropped it, never mentioned it again.

And he'd believed her. Believed it was a hard limit, a line she'd drawn for herself, not for him.

He'd respected it. For fifteen fucking years.

Callum: But you'll let me.

Rachel: I don't know... it's different with you.

Different. The word sits in his chest, heavy and sharp.

Different how? Different because Callum's cock is huge? Because he's twenty-three and fit and cocky? Because Martin's just the husband, the boring fucker who pays the mortgage?

Callum: Different how?

Rachel: Because I want to give you everything. Because you deserve all of me.

Martin's hand moves before he can stop it. Not stroking, not yet. Just holding his cock, gripping it as it thickens in his palm despite the rawness, despite the shame, despite everything.

You deserve all of me.

Fifteen years. Fifteen fucking years of marriage, of fidelity (on his part anyway), of paying the bills and doing the washing-up and asking about her day and loving her, quietly, boringly, steadily.

None of that earned him Rachel's arse.

But three months of big-dick dominance from a twenty-three-year-old temp? That earned everything.

Callum: Good girl. Come over at 8. Bring lube.

Rachel: Okay.

One word. No hesitation, no negotiation. Just compliance.

Time stamp on Rachel's message: 4:32pm. Martin scrolls up, checks the date again. Saturday 21st October. He'd been home all afternoon. Watched the early football, made a sandwich, pottered about. Rachel had been upstairs for a bit, come down around five, told him she was heading out at seven-thirty.

She'd been upstairs typing that. Okay. Agreeing to let Callum fuck her arse. Agreeing to give him the one thing she'd denied Martin for over a decade.

Then she'd come downstairs, smiled, asked if he wanted tea.

Degrading. That's what she'd called it when Martin asked. Painful and degrading.

But Callum deserved it. Callum got it. Because Callum was better.

Martin's fist tightens. His cock pulses, thick and angry in his palm. He's stroking now, slow and deliberate, the friction almost unbearable on his raw skin. His balls ache. His chest aches. Everything aches.

His thumb moves. Next message. Time stamp: 10:34pm, that same night. Rachel was home by then. Upstairs, in the bath. Martin had been half-asleep on the sofa, vaguely aware of the ceiling creaking, water running, the shower hissing.

Rachel: I can't sit down. I can barely walk. Oh my god, Cal.

He remembers. She'd walked in through the front door, dropped her gym bag in the hall, come into the living room. Smiled. Asked how the football was.

Then she'd sat down next to him. Winced. Just slightly. Barely noticeable.

But Martin had noticed.

You alright? he'd asked.

Yeah, spinning was brutal. My legs are killing me.

She'd winced because her arse was sore. Because Callum's nine-inch cock had just fucked it raw.

Callum: How was it?

Rachel: It hurt at first. Really hurt. You're so big and I was so tight. But you were patient. You went slow. And then... God, then it felt incredible. I came. I didn't know I could cum from that.

Martin reads it twice. Three times. His brain can't hold it all.

You were patient. As if Martin wouldn't have been. As if Martin, given the chance, would've just rammed in, hurt her, ignored her pain.

He wouldn't have. He'd have been careful. Gentle.

Probably too gentle. Probably pathetic.

But he never got the chance.

I came. Rachel came with Callum's cock in her arse. Came in a way she didn't even know was possible. Discovered a new part of her own pleasure and handed it to Callum like a gift.

Martin's hand moves again. Faster. His cock slick with precum, the friction raw and sharp and perfect.

Callum: Because I know how to fuck you properly. Martin never had your arse, did he?

Rachel: No. Never. I told him it was off-limits. But I wanted to give it to you. You own me now, Cal. Every part of me.

Every part of me. Martin's throat closes. He blinks, forces himself to keep reading, to see it all, to know exactly how thoroughly he's been cucked.

An image loads. Slow at first, pixelated, then sharp and undeniable.

Rachel's arsehole. Close-up. Red, swollen, glistening. A thin trickle of white leaking out, trailing down towards her pussy.

Callum's cum, inside her. Marking her.

Caption: Claimed.

Martin groans, a low guttural sound he doesn't recognise. His fist flies over his cock, the wet slap of skin on skin obscene in the quiet flat. His balls draw up tight, his thighs tense, his breath comes in short ragged gasps.

Another photo. Rachel's face. Flushed, smiling, exhausted. Eyes half-lidded, lips wet and shining. There's a smear of white on her chin.

She's just sucked Callum's cock. After he fucked her arse. Tasted herself on him, cleaned him off like a good girl.

Caption from Rachel: Thank you for claiming me properly.

Thank you. She's thanking him. Grateful, as if Callum's done her a favour, given her something she needed, something Martin was too small and too pathetic to provide.

Callum: You're mine. Completely.

Rachel: Completely. Martin can't have this. Only you.

He's close. Too close. The shame and the arousal are the same thing now, one feeding the other in an endless loop.

Only you. Callum gets Rachel's arse. Callum gets her screaming orgasms, her stretched cunt, her grateful submission. Callum gets the woman Martin married, except better, dirtier, hungrier.

Martin gets the lies and spinning classes and late showers. The faked smiles. The twice-weekly pity fucks where Rachel closes her eyes and thinks about Callum's cock.

His memory drags him back: You want a leg rub? Martin had offered, trying to be kind, trying to be a good husband. No, I'm fine. Just need a bath.

She'd gone upstairs. He'd heard the water running, heard her sigh as she lowered herself in. Wincing again, he realises now, because she was sore, because Callum's cock had wrecked her.

She'd washed him off. Scrubbed the smell of sex from her skin, the cum from her arse, the evidence from her hair. Made herself clean and presentable for Martin. Put on her pyjamas, climbed into bed beside him, kissed his cheek.

Night, love.

Night.

And Martin had believed it. All of it.

His thumb moves. One more message. Time stamp: Sunday 9:23am. Martin had been downstairs making breakfast. Bacon sandwiches, Rachel's favourite. She'd come down in her dressing gown, hair messy, still half-asleep.

She'd been texting Callum.

Rachel: Sore this morning. Worth it though. Martin asked why I was walking funny. Told him I overdid it at spinning. He bought it.

Martin's vision tunnels. His hand moves frantically, no rhythm, no control, just desperate animal need.

He bought it.

Of course he fucking bought it. Because Martin trusted her. Because Martin loved her. Because the idea that his wife would let a twenty-three-year-old lad fuck her arse whilst Martin slept downstairs was so far beyond his reality it didn't even register as possible.

Callum: He's so fucking gullible.

Rachel: I know. I almost feel bad. Almost.

Almost.

She doesn't feel bad. Not really. She feels smug, excited, thrilled by the deception, by the power, by the fact she's getting away with it.

His orgasm rips through him. No warning, just his balls drawing up tight and his cock jerking in his fist and then he's cumming, thick ropes of spunk shooting up his chest, his neck, hot streaks hitting his chin. He gasps, shudders, his cock pulsing in his hand, each spurt agonising and perfect.

It hurts. Christ, it hurts. His cock's raw, oversensitive, practically weeping. But he keeps stroking, milking every last drop, wringing himself dry until there's nothing left.

He collapses back against the sofa. Breathing hard. Covered in his own cum. Again.

Rachel gave Callum her arse. The one thing she told Martin was off-limits. The one boundary she'd set, the one line she wouldn't cross.

She crossed it. For Callum. Because he deserved it.

Martin closes his eyes. His chest heaves. His cock softens, spent and broken.
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That's What Cucks Do

Martin scrolls forward. His thumb swipes, doesn't even think about it anymore. October blurs past. The threesome planning. More photos of Rachel, her body covered in marks, in hickeys, in Callum's handprints. Used. Claimed. Not yours. Never was. The dates smear together. 26th October. 27th. 28th. Work messages tangled with filth, logistics with lust. Meeting you at 6. Wear the black set. Don't be late. Rachel's replies always the same: eager, obedient. Yes. I'll be there. I'm already wet.

Then Monday, 30th October.

This week. Four days ago.

His gut clenches, something cold and sick twisting under his ribs. These messages, they're from this week. I makes it feel even more real now.

The first message is from Callum. Monday afternoon, 14:22.

Callum: I think we should tell him.

Martin stops scrolling. His hand freezes mid-stroke, cock still hard in his fist, still leaking, still betraying him even now.

Tell him.

Tell who? Tell Martin?

Rachel: What? No. Cal, he'll lose his mind.

There's a gap before Rachel's reply. Three minutes. Martin pictures it, can see it clear as anything: Rachel at her desk in the HR suite, staring at her screen, heart hammering, panic flooding through her. Typing. Deleting. Typing again. What do I say? How do I say no without pissing him off?

Callum: So? You're mine now. He should know.

Martin stares at the words. The certainty in them. No question, no doubt, no fucking hesitation. Callum doesn't ask. Doesn't suggest. He states it. Rachel is his. Has been for three months. Property. Possession. And now the cocky bastard wants Martin to know it too, wants him cucked properly, officially.

Martin's cock throbs in his hand, twitches, pulses. No. Stop. This isn't arousing. This is your marriage ending. This is your life dissolving in real fucking time. But his hand moves anyway, slow and careful, dragging another impossible erection out of his raw, oversensitive prick.

Rachel: I can't just tell him I've been fucking you for three months. He'll divorce me.

Callum: Will he? Martin's soft as shite. I've seen him at work. He won't do anything.

Martin’s face burns across his cheeks, down his neck. Soft as shite. That's what Callum thinks of him. That's what Rachel's bull (twenty-three years old, temp contract, gym body, massive cock) thinks of Martin Webb. Senior Development Manager. Fifteen years at NexGen. Respected. Reliable. Invisible.

And the worst part, the part that makes Martin's stomach turn and his cock leak and his hand keep stroking?

Callum's fucking right.

Martin won't do anything. He's sitting here right now, arse bare on the sofa, cum drying on his chest in sticky streaks, cock hard again already, reading proof of his own cuckolding. What's he going to do? Confront Rachel? Scream at her? Divorce her? Drive to Callum's flat in Archway and kick his fucking head in?

No.

He's going to sit here. Keep reading. Keep wanking. Keep sinking.

Rachel: You don't know that.

Callum: I do. He's a pushover. He'll cry, maybe, then he'll accept it. Probably even get off on it.

Martin groans, a broken sound that scrapes out of his throat, half-laugh and half-sob. His hand tightens on his cock, stroking faster now, friction raw and desperate. Shame and arousal are the same thing anymore, tangled so tight in his chest he can't breathe properly.

Callum knows. Somehow this cocky Essex lad who's only been at the company three months knows Martin better than Martin's ever known himself.

Rachel: Get off on it? Cal, that's insane.

Callum: Is it? Some blokes are into it. Cuckold thing. I reckon Martin's one of them. Deep down.

Martin's breath catches in his throat, sharp and painful.

Cuckold.

There's the word. The one he's been dancing around for two hours, circling, avoiding, the one sitting heavy in the back of his skull like a stone. The label. The truth. Callum's just said it, named it out loud, dropped it casual as fuck like he's reading Martin's mind from twenty minutes away in Archway.

And he's right.

Martin's hard. Has been hard since he picked up the phone. Cum over and over, reading about Rachel's affair, about her worship of Callum's massive cock, about her contempt for Martin's pathetic penis, about her lies and betrayals and her filthy, eager submission to a better man. And now he's stroking again, chasing another orgasm his body can't possibly produce, because Callum's planning to reveal everything and Martin's cock is screaming yes, please, let him, let them both know you know, let them watch you accept it.

Rachel: I don't know...

Callum: Think about it. Wouldn't it be hot? Him knowing? Sitting at home whilst you're with me? Waiting for you to come back, full of my cum?

Martin whimpers, a small broken sound. His hand moves faster, slick now with the remnants of his last orgasm, friction obscene and desperate and not enough.

Full of my cum.

He can picture it, vivid and sharp: Rachel walking through the door later tonight, hair mussed, makeup smudged, smelling like sex and sweat and him. Her cunt full of Callum's cum, leaking into her knickers as she walks. Lips swollen from sucking that huge cock. And Martin kissing her. Tasting him on her mouth. Knowing. Accepting.

Rachel: ... It would be hot.

Callum: So let's do it.

Rachel: How?

The next message is from last night. Martin remembers it clearly now, the memory sharp and bitter: he'd been on the sofa watching some crime drama on Netflix, half-asleep, Rachel beside him with her phone. She'd kissed his cheek before bed. Told him she loved him. Then gone upstairs and texted her bull.

Callum: I've got an idea. Let's test him first.

Rachel: Test him how?

Callum: Leave your phone at home tomorrow night. Let him read our messages.

The phone suddenly feels heavy, it’s heat burning. His cock jerks in his hand, leaking thick and constant, his bollocks tight and aching even though there's nothing left.

Let him read our messages.

This whole thing was planned. The phone on the counter next to the kettle. The missing passcode. WhatsApp left open on Callum's chat. Rachel didn't forget her phone. She didn't get careless. She left it deliberately. Set the bait, walked out, left Martin alone to find it.

And he'd walked straight into the trap.

Rachel: Oh my god. Cal, no. That's cruel.

Callum: It's perfect. He'll see everything. How much you love my cock. How pathetic he is. How long you've been lying. And then we'll see what he does.

Rachel: What if he leaves me?

Callum: He won't. And if he does, you've got me. I'll look after you.

Callum's offering to replace Martin. Take his wife, his flat, his whole fucking life. And Rachel's considering it, typing back, engaging with the idea. Or maybe she's already decided. Maybe Martin's redundant now, surplus to requirements, kept around only because it's convenient. He pays half the mortgage. Cooks dinner. Doesn't ask questions.

Rachel: You're serious about this.

Callum: Deadly. I want him to know. I want him cucked properly. I want him sitting at home knowing his wife's getting fucked by a better man.

Not just younger. Not just fitter, or hung. Better. Superior. Worthy of Rachel in ways Martin never was, never could be, never will be.

Martin's hand moves frantically now, chasing release he doesn't even want anymore, just needing it, needing the brief obliteration orgasm brings, the few seconds where his brain shuts off and he doesn't have to think.

Rachel: That's so fucked up.

Callum: You love it.

Rachel: ... I do.

She loves it. Loves the cruelty, the taboo, the humiliation. The thought of Martin at home, broken and wanking, whilst she gets pounded by a real man. She's not conflicted. She's not torn. She's all in.

Today, lunchtime.

Rachel: I've been thinking about it. About leaving the phone.

Callum: And?

Rachel: It scares me. But it excites me too.

Callum: That's my girl.

Rachel: Okay. I'll do it.

Callum: Good girl. Here's the plan.

Callum: You leave the phone at home. Unlocked. WhatsApp open to our chat. Tell Martin you're going Tesco, then coffee with Sarah. Give him two hours minimum. He'll read everything. Probably wank over it too, dirty bastard.

Rachel's reply is a laughing emoji. 😂

She thinks it's funny. The idea of Martin sitting alone in their flat, reading proof of her affair, wanking himself raw over his own cuckolding. She's laughing at him.

Callum: Then later, we'll video call him, with me fucking you.

Rachel: Oh fuck. That's intense.

Callum: That's the point. We break him properly. Then you go home. See what he does.

Rachel: What if he's angry? What if he kicks off?

Callum: He won't. Trust me. He'll be broken. And horny. And he'll accept it.

Rachel: How can you be so sure?

Callum: Because that's what cucks do. They submit.

Martin groans, loud and broken and animalistic. His cock jerks, spasms, convulses. He cums. Fourth orgasm. There's barely anything left, just a weak dribble leaking over his knuckles, his body shuddering anyway, pleasure sharp and painful and not enough, never enough.

He collapses back against the sofa. Panting. Spent. Destroyed. The cushions are damp under his bare arse, sticky with sweat and cum. The phone's still in his hand, screen glowing in the darkening room.
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What Real Sex Looks Like

Callum Price would like to video chat.

Martin stares at the notification. His thumb hovers over the screen, frozen. His heart hammers against his ribs, each beat loud enough to hear in the silent flat. The Northern Line rumbles beneath, distant and irrelevant. Mrs Kowalski's telly murmurs through the floor. Normal sounds. Normal world.

But nothing's fucking normal anymore.

He wants me to watch. Right now. Live.

Martin's cock is still half-hard despite four orgasms, despite being raw and oversensitive and aching. It thickens in his joggers at the thought. At the knowledge of what's coming.

Don't answer. Throw the phone. Delete it. Have some fucking dignity.

But his thumb's already moving. Tapping. Accepting.

The screen flickers. Buffers. A spinning circle. Martin's breath stops. His whole body goes rigid, waiting, dreading, desperate.

Then the video loads.

Callum's face fills the frame.

Oh Christ. Oh fuck. Oh no.

Handsome. Sharp-jawed. Dark eyes bright with amusement. That cocky grin Martin's seen in the office, the one that used to seem harmless, laddish, just a young temp who didn't take work seriously. Now it's something else. Predatory. Victorious. The grin of a man who's already won and knows it.

Behind Callum, Martin can see the bedroom. Messy. Lad's flat. Clothes on the floor, protein shake bottles on the nightstand, a gym bag in the corner. Archway, probably. The flat-share Rachel mentioned in the texts. The place she's been going whilst telling Martin she's at yoga.

She's there. Right now. In that room.

Martin's hand tightens on the phone. His cock throbs.

"Alright, Martin." Callum's voice is casual, Essex accent thick, like he's greeting a mate down the pub. "Enjoying your Friday night?"

Martin's throat closes. Can't speak. Can't breathe. His mouth opens but nothing comes out, just a dry click of tongue against palate.

Callum laughs. Warm. Amused. Not cruel, which somehow makes it worse. "Yeah, thought so. Rachel said you'd be speechless." He leans closer to the camera, filling the screen. "Said you'd probably be sat there covered in your own spunk by now, having wanked yourself stupid reading our messages." His grin widens. "She know you well, or what?"

Martin's face scalds hot. Shame floods through him, mixing with arousal in a way that makes him want to vomit and cum simultaneously.

"Don't worry, mate," Callum continues, voice dropping to something almost conspiratorial. "No judgement here. Well..." He pauses, tilts his head. "Actually, loads of judgement. But that's the whole point, innit?"

The camera moves. Callum's angling it down, away from his face, and Martin's eyes track the movement helplessly. He knows what's coming. Knows and can't stop watching.

Please. Please don't.

The bed comes into view, then Rachel.

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus fucking Christ.

She's completely naked. Positioned on all fours in the centre of Callum's unmade bed, knees spread wide, back arched, arse high in the air. Her tits hang heavy beneath her, nipples dark and visibly hard even through the phone screen. Her hair's loose, falling over her shoulders, mussed like she's already been fucked. Her face is turned sideways, cheek squashed against the pillow, lips parted, eyes half-closed.

She looks wrecked. Debauched. Beautiful in a way Martin hasn't seen in years. Maybe ever.

This is my wife. My wife of fifteen years. And she's on another man's bed, naked, waiting to get fucked whilst I watch.

Martin's cock is fully hard once again, leaking.

"Say hello to your husband, Rach." Callum's voice, off-camera now, just sound.

Rachel's eyes flutter open. Unfocused at first, pleasure-drunk, lost. Then they sharpen. Find the camera. Find Martin through the screen, through the miles between Kentish Town and Archway, through fifteen years of marriage and three months of betrayal.

For a second, something crosses her face. Guilt. Shame. The ghost of the woman who left the house in a navy skirt and cream blouse three hours ago, the HR manager who's professional and measured and in control.

Then it's gone. Swallowed by hunger. By need. By the knowledge that she's finally getting what she wants.

"Hi, Martin." Her voice is small. Breathless. Wrecked already and Callum hasn't even touched her yet.

Don't. Please. I can't...

But he can. He is. His hand slides into his joggers, wraps around his raw oversensitive cock, and begins stroking despite the pain.

"Tell him where you are," Callum says. His voice is harder now. Commanding. Not a request. An order.

Rachel swallows. Her throat works. "I'm at Cal's."

"Where at Cal's?"

"In his bedroom." Her voice cracks slightly. "In his bed."

"And what are you doing?"

Rachel's eyes close. Her face flushes darker. "I'm... I'm waiting."

"Waiting for what?" Callum's enjoying this. Martin can hear the grin in his voice. "Be specific, babe. Your husband deserves details, don't he? After all those times you lied and said you were at Tesco."

Rachel's breath hitches. She opens her eyes, looks at the camera, looks at Martin.

"I'm waiting for Cal to fuck me," she whispers.

There it is. Out loud. Confirmed. My wife wants another man's cock.

Martin's hand speeds up despite himself. His cock throbs, leaks, the head slippery with pre-cum.

"Good girl." Callum's hand enters the frame. Large. Rough. Veined from the gym. It grips Rachel's hip, fingers digging into her soft flesh hard enough to leave marks. "Now tell him why we're showing him this. Why I'm about to rail his wife on camera whilst he sits in the dark wanking."

Rachel hesitates. Bites her bottom lip, the gesture so familiar it hurts.

"Tell him," Callum repeats. His voice drops lower. Dangerous. "Or I stop. Right now. Leave you here wet and desperate whilst I go have a pint."

"No." The word bursts out of Rachel, desperate. "Please. Don't."

"Then tell him."

Rachel's body trembles. Her fingers twist in the sheets. When she speaks, the words tumble out fast and broken.

"Because I'm yours. Because I've been lying to him for three months, sneaking off at lunchtime, telling him I'm in budget meetings when really I'm in the office toilets getting fucked by you. Because I need him to know. Need him to see what I've been doing. What I want. What I am now."

What she is now. Not my wife anymore. His. Callum's.

Martin's cock jerks in his fist. He tightens his grip, strokes faster, hating himself.

"And what are you?" Callum asks.

"Yours." Rachel's voice breaks. "I'm yours, Cal. My body's yours. I belong to you."

"Fuck, that's right." Callum's other hand appears, sliding up Rachel's spine with obvious familiarity. Possessive. Proprietary. He grips the back of her neck, pushes her face down into the pillow. "You hear that, Martin? She belongs to me now. Not you. Me."

The camera shifts. Callum's adjusting the angle, propping the phone against something. Now Martin can see everything. The whole bed. Rachel's naked body on all fours. And behind her...

Callum.

Shirtless. Gym body on full display. Broad shoulders, defined chest, washboard abs with that perfect V-line leading down. The geometric tattoos on his left arm are clear now, sharp black lines against tanned skin.

And his cock.

Jesus fucking Christ.

It's hard. Massive. Even more impressive than in the photos Martin wanked to earlier. The head's dark and slick with pre-cum. It juts out from his hips like a weapon.

Martin's own pathetic penis throbs in his hand. The comparison is devastating. Humiliating. Arousing.

Callum grips his cock with one hand, strokes it lazily twice. His other hand stays on Rachel's hip, holding her in place.

"Ready, babe?" he asks. Not checking. Just informing.

"Yes. God, yes.”

Callum grins at the camera. At Martin. His eyes are bright, cocky, utterly confident.

"Watch this, Martin," he says. "This is what your wife actually needs. What she's been gagging for every time you gave her your two minutes of disappointing missionary."

Then he positions himself behind Rachel. Lines up. The thick head of his cock presses against her pussy from behind, nudging between her lips, spreading her open with just the pressure.

She's wet. Glistening. Ready. Her cunt lips are swollen, dark pink, stretched around him before he's even pushed in.

She's never that wet for me. Never.

Callum pushes forward.

Slowly. Inch by impossible inch.

Rachel's mouth drops open. Her eyes go wide. A high keening sound escapes her throat, rising in pitch as Callum's cock disappears inside her.

He's so big. Stretching her. Filling her. She can barely take it.

Martin's hand freezes on his own cock, paralysed by the sight. Watching another man's massive cock slide into his wife's pussy, watching her cunt lips stretch obscenely around the shaft, watching her whole body tense and shake.

"Fuck," Rachel gasps. "Oh fuck, Cal. You're so... oh god..."

"Big?" Callum finishes for her. He's halfway in now, his thick shaft glistening with her wetness. "Yeah. I know. Way bigger than your husband's little prick, innit?"

"Yes." The word is sobbed. "So much bigger. Oh Christ."

"Say it properly." Callum stops moving. Holds himself half-buried inside her. "Tell Martin how I compare."

Rachel's face is twisted, desperate. She needs him to move, needs him deeper, and Callum's making her beg for it.

"You're twice his size," she gasps. "Twice as thick. Martin's... Martin's small, not enough. You fill me. Stretch me. I've never felt anything like this. Never. Oh god, please, Cal, more."

"Good girl."

Callum slams the rest of the way in, and Rachel screams.

Not a gasp. Not a moan. A scream. Loud, sharp, primal, the sound of a woman being split open by a cock twice the size of her husband's, stretched and filled and overwhelmed and loving every fucking second.

I've never made her scream. Never. Not once in fifteen years.

Martin's hand starts moving again. Stroking. Fast. His raw cock burns but he can't stop.

Callum doesn't pause. Doesn't check if she's okay, doesn't ask "Is this alright?" like Martin always does. Just pulls back slow, letting Martin see his cock slide out, glistening and impossible. Then slams back in.

Rachel screams again.

"That's it, babe. Let him hear you. Let Martin know what it sounds like when his wife actually gets fucked properly."

Callum sets a rhythm. Steady, deep, brutal. His hips snap forward with each thrust, driving his cock balls-deep into Rachel's cunt, his heavy sack slapping against her with each impact. The bed creaks. The headboard thumps against the wall. Rachel's tits sway beneath her, bouncing with the force of it.

The sounds fill Martin's flat through the phone speaker. Wet. Obscene. The slap of flesh on flesh. Rachel's gasps and moans. Callum's low grunts. The squelch of his cock pounding her soaked pussy.

This is real. This is happening right now. My wife's getting railed by a twenty-three-year-old stud whilst I sit here wanking.

"Tell him how it feels," Callum orders. His voice is rough now, breath coming faster. But he's not even close to finished. His stamina is inhuman. "Tell Martin what he's never managed to do."

Rachel's face is flushed, sweaty, wrecked. Her eyes are squeezed shut, mouth open wide, gasping for air between thrusts.

"It's... oh fuck... it's incredible. You fill me. Every inch. I can feel you in my stomach. So deep. So hard. You're ruining me, Cal. Oh god."

"Better than Martin?"

"Fuck yes."

"Does Martin fuck you like this?"

"No. Never. He's too small. Finishes too fast. Can't... oh Christ... can't make me feel like this."

"Does Martin make you scream?"

"No."

"Does Martin make you cum?"

Rachel sobs. Pure pleasure, not pain. "Never. Not from fucking. Not once. But you... oh god, Cal, I'm already close."

"Because I'm a real man," Callum interrupts. He leans forward, presses his chest against her back, his mouth near her ear. But he speaks loud enough for the mic to catch, loud enough for Martin to hear. "Because I know how to use my cock. Because I actually give a shit about making you cum instead of just getting my own nut off in ninety seconds."

Ninety seconds. She told him.

Martin's stroking faster. His cock's leaking steadily now, pre-cum dripping over his knuckles. His balls are tight, aching. But he's not sure he can cum again. He's dry. Empty. Spent from four orgasms already tonight.

Callum looks at the camera. Grins. Speaks directly to Martin whilst his cock drives in and out of Rachel's cunt.

"Cheers for lending me your wife, mate." His voice is casual. Conversational. Like he's thanking Martin for a favour. "Seriously. She's fucking brilliant. Tight as fuck even after three months of me stretching her. Loves taking it rough. Screams like a porn star when I hit it right. Swallows without being asked. Lets me fuck her arse. Sends me nudes from the office whilst you're working upstairs."

He's listing it. Every way she's better with him than she ever was with me.

"And the best part?" Callum continues, his grin widening. "She's mine now. Not yours. Mine. Her cunt's mine. Her mouth's mine. Her arse is definitely mine since you never got to touch it. Every hole belongs to me."

"Yes," Rachel gasps beneath him. "Yes, I'm yours. All yours."

"And you know what, Martin?" Callum's eyes are bright, mocking. "I reckon you're fine with it. I reckon you're sat there right now with your little cock in your hand, wanking to the sight of me fucking your wife. Because that's what sad little cucks like you do, innit? Get off on being replaced by better men."

Martin's face burns. Shame floods through him hot and acidic. His cock jerks, throbs, leaks.

He's right. I am wanking. I am getting off on this.

Callum straightens up, pulls Rachel upright with him. One arm wraps around her waist, holding her against his chest. The other hand slides up, cups her breast, squeezes. His cock stays buried inside her, the angle shifting, going even deeper.

"Now watch this," Callum says. "This is what real sex looks like."

His hand leaves her breast, slides down her stomach, finds her clit. He rubs. Hard. Fast. Expert. Knows exactly where and how because he's done this before. Dozens of times. Made her cum dozens of times whilst Martin was at work, at home, oblivious.

Rachel's whole body goes rigid.

"Oh god. Oh fuck. Cal, I'm... I'm..."

"Yeah, you are. Cum for me, Rach. Show your husband what he's been missing."

Rachel's orgasm hits like a freight train.

Her back arches, head thrown back against Callum's shoulder. Her mouth opens wide in a silent scream, then sound bursts out, loud and broken and utterly genuine. Her thighs tremble. Her pussy clenches around Callum's cock, the contractions visible even on the shaky video. Her hands fly up, one gripping Callum's arm around her waist, the other reaching back to clutch his neck, nails digging in.

"Yes yes yes fuck yes," she chants, the words barely human.

This is it. This is what I've never seen. Never given her.

Martin's hand moves frantically on his cock. Chasing release. Needing it. But his body won't cooperate. He's empty, drained, his cock raw and burning and nothing's coming out.

On screen, Callum keeps rubbing her clit. Keeps fucking her. Riding her through the orgasm, prolonging it, dragging it out until Rachel's sobbing with pleasure.

"That's one," he says. Smug. Confident. "Let's go for another."

"I can't." Rachel's voice is wrecked. "Too much. I need... oh fuck..."

"Yeah, you can." Callum's hand doesn't stop. His hips don't stop. "You're gonna cum again for me. Right now. Whilst your husband watches."

And impossibly, incredibly, Rachel does.

Her second orgasm builds fast, crashes over her even harder than the first. This time she does scream, high and desperate, her whole body convulsing in Callum's arms. Her cunt spasms around his cock, milking him, trying to pull him deeper. Her tits heave with each gasping breath. Tears stream down her face, pleasure overwhelming her completely.

"Look at her," Callum says, speaking to Martin, his voice rough with exertion now. "Look at your wife. This is what she looks like when she actually cums. Not that fake shit she gives you. This. Real pleasure. Real satisfaction."

Rachel's mouth is open, drool escaping the corner, eyes rolled back. She's gone. Lost. Completely at Callum's mercy.

"How many times have I made you cum tonight?" Callum asks her.

Rachel can barely speak. "Four. Five. I lost count."

"And how many times has Martin made you cum this year?"

"None." The word is a sob.

Martin's hand is moving desperately now, stroking his oversensitive cock, chasing an orgasm that won't come. To the proof of his inadequacy. To the sight of his wife's genuine ecstasy in another man's arms.

Nothing. His body betrays him. Can't produce another load. Can't even get close.

I'm wanking dry. Pumping nothing. Pathetic.

A laugh bubbles up in Martin's chest. Hysterical. Broken. He tries to suppress it, but it bursts out anyway, loud and manic in the silent flat. He's still stroking his cock, still watching the screen, still hard despite everything, and he's laughing like a lunatic.

This is me. This is what I am. A cuckold wanking dry whilst his wife screams on another man's cock.

On screen, Callum pulls Rachel upright, holds her against his chest whilst he fucks up into her from below. The angle changes. Goes deeper. Harder. His hand tightens on her throat, not choking, just holding, possessive.

"One more," he growls. "Give me one more, babe."

"I can't. Please. Too much."

"You can. You will. Cum for me."

His fingers find her clit again. Rub mercilessly. His cock pistons up into her, relentless. The wet slap of his balls against her arse fills the audio, obscene and rhythmic.

Rachel's third orgasm rips through her with a violence that looks almost painful. Her whole body locks up, every muscle seizing. She doesn't scream this time, just makes a low guttural sound, almost animal. Her cunt clamps down on Callum's cock, the contractions so intense Martin can see them even through the video. Her thighs shake uncontrollably. Her face contorts, pleasure and shock and something like gratitude.

Three times. He's made her cum three times in the past five minutes.

Callum groans, his first real sound of strain. "Fuck. That's it. Squeezing my cock so tight. Good girl. Such a good fucking girl."

He pulls out suddenly. Rachel whimpers at the loss, her cunt visibly empty, gaping slightly, glistening. Callum pushes her forward, face down arse up, positions himself behind her.

Strokes his cock. Once. Twice. Three times. The head's dark red, slick with Rachel's wetness.

Then he cums.

Thick ropes of it, spurting over Rachel's arse, her lower back, her thighs. So much of it. Heavy loads that just keep coming, painting her skin white. More cum than Martin produces in a week, maybe a month, maybe ever.

Jesus. He's marking her. Claiming her.

Rachel moans softly. Reaches back with one hand. Smears the cum into her skin like lotion, rubbing Callum's spunk into her flesh, her fingers sliding through it, spreading it across her arse cheeks, her lower back.

She's never let me cum on her. Never. Always made me finish inside or in a tissue. And here she is covering herself in his, claiming it, wearing it.

Martin's still stroking his dry cock, the motion automatic now, compulsive.

Callum wipes his cock on Rachel's arse cheek. Casual. Proprietary. Like she's his to use and discard. Then he picks up the phone. The camera jerks, focuses.

He looks directly at the lens. Directly at Martin through the screen. His face is flushed, sweaty, satisfied. The face of a man who's just fucked someone else's wife into incoherence.

"She's mine now," he says. Simple. Matter-of-fact. Undeniable. "You know it. She knows it. Her cunt knows it. Those three orgasms she just had, know it."

He pauses. Lets it sink in.

"And deep down, Martin..." His grin returns, cocky and cruel and utterly confident. "You're glad. Aren't you? Glad she's finally getting what she needs. Glad a real man's taking care of her. Glad you don't have to pretend anymore that you're enough."

Yes.

The word echoes in Martin's head, shameful and true.

Yes. I am glad.

Callum's grin widens. Like he heard Martin's thoughts. "Yeah. Thought so. That's what I told Rach. I said, 'Your husband's a cuck, babe. He'll accept this. Might even thank me for it.'"

The video cuts, and the screen goes black.

Martin sits in silence, hand still wrapped around his dry cock, chest heaving, covered in old cum from earlier orgasms. The flat's dark around him. The Northern Line rumbles beneath. Mrs Kowalski's telly murmurs. Normal sounds. Normal world.

But Martin's laughing.

Quiet at first. Then louder. Harsh, broken, manic. He's still stroking his cock, still hard despite four orgasms, despite being unable to cum again, despite everything. His body's betraying him completely. And he's laughing at it. At himself. At what he is.

A cuckold. Wanking dry whilst his wife gets fucked by a better man.

The phone buzzes. One final message from Callum.

Martin picks it up with shaking hands.

Callum: She'll be home in an hour. Don't clean yourself up. I want her to see what you did whilst she was gone.

His pride screams no. His shame screams no. Everything he thought he was screams no.

But his cock throbs yes.

Martin types one word. Looks at it. Knows what it means. What it makes him.

Martin: Okay.

He sends it. Stares at the screen, then looks down at himself; covered in dried cum, his cock hard and raw and leaking. Hand still moving, still stroking, chasing nothing. And he laughs again. Loud and broken and utterly destroyed.
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Epilogue
The Acceptance


Martin sits in the dark, cum drying crusty on his stomach and chest, phone dead in his hand. The flat creaks around him, settling. Mrs Kowalski's telly murmurs through the floor. A siren wails down Kentish Town Road.

Normal. Everything sounds normal.

Except nothing's fucking normal anymore. Martin's sat here covered in his own spunk, cock still half-hard against his thigh, waiting for his wife to come home from getting fucked by another man.

She'll be home in an hour.

Martin checks the time. Three hours gone. Two hours of Callum pounding her, making her scream, making her cum four times, maybe five, whilst Martin sat here reading every filthy detail and wanking himself into submission.

Don't clean yourself up.

The instruction sits in his head, Callum's voice somehow present even though it was just text. Confident. Commanding. The voice of a man who's already won.

He pushes himself up from the sofa. His legs are weak, unsteady. The smell fills his nostrils, sharp and sour. His own spunk.

Martin walks to the bathroom, flicks on the light. The brightness assaults him. He squints, blinks, looks at himself in the mirror above the sink.

Christ.

His face is blotchy, red from neck to hairline. Eyes bloodshot, pupils blown. Hair sticking up where he's dragged his hands through it. Lips dry, cracked from breathing hard for three hours straight.

I look like I've been fucked.

Except he hasn't. Rachel has. By a twenty-three-year-old stud with a nine-inch cock whilst Martin sat on the sofa wanking.

Pathetic.

Martin strips off his t-shirt, lets it drop. His pale chest is streaked with dried cum, white trails across soft flesh. His belly hangs over the waistband of his joggers. Fifteen years of Tesco meal deals and Friday curries. He used to be acceptable. Normal, at least.

Now he's just soft. Weak. Inadequate.

He hooks his thumbs into his joggers, shoves them down, kicks them aside. His cock hangs limp between his thighs, still red and raw from overuse. The foreskin's retracted slightly. The head's sensitive, aching. Five inches hard on a good day. Right now it's barely three.

Pathetic.

Martin turns on the tap. Washes his hands first. The water runs cold, then warm. He cups it, splashes his face, rubs his eyes. Looks at himself again.

This is what a cuckold looks like.

The word sits heavy in his mind. Cuckold. Callum used it in the messages. Rachel agreed to it. And Martin wanked to it. Five times.

What's wrong with me?

But he knows the answer. Nothing's wrong. Or everything is, depending. He's aroused by his own humiliation. By his inadequacy. By the knowledge that another man, younger and fitter and better, is fucking his wife senseless whilst Martin sits alone and accepts it.

Accepts it. Wants it, even.

Martin wets a flannel under the tap, wrings it, drags it across his chest. The cloth scrapes his oversensitive skin. He cleans his stomach, his thighs. Rinses the flannel. Wrings it. Repeats. The cum swirls down the plughole, disappears.

Don't clean yourself up.

Too late. He's already doing it. A tiny act of defiance… maybe that’s all he has left.

Martin dries himself with a towel, rough and quick. The fabric drags across his cock, and it jerks, half-interested despite everything.

Jesus. Still working. Still ready.

He walks to the bedroom. Opens the wardrobe. Pulls out fresh joggers, clean t-shirt. Dresses slowly, mechanically. The clothes feel strange against his skin, like he's wearing someone else's body.

Martin sits on the edge of the marital bed. Their bed. The John Lewis duvet Rachel changed yesterday, soft and clean, smelling like fabric softener. The bed where she took that photo earlier tonight, fingers inside herself, wedding ring visible, sending it to Callum whilst Martin watched telly downstairs.

This bed. Our bed.

For how much longer, though?

The question sits heavy in his chest. Will Callum claim this too? Will Rachel bring him here, fuck him on these sheets, make Martin sleep in the spare room permanently?

Part of Martin recoils. His bed. His marriage. His wife.

But another part, the part that's been growing all evening, the part that came five times to videos and photos and filthy degrading texts, that part hopes so.

She deserves better. She deserves a man who can make her scream, make her cum, make her lose count. And I deserve what? To watch? To listen through the walls?

Yes. The answer comes unbidden, shameful, true. He stands, walks back to the living room. Sits on the sofa where this all began two and a half hours ago. Rachel's phone is still on the coffee table, screen dark.

The clock on the mantelpiece ticks. 22:38.

Rachel will be home soon. Martin closes his eyes. Breathes. Tries to prepare himself.

What do I even say? 'Hi, love, hope you enjoyed getting railed by your twenty-three-year-old boyfriend whilst I wanked myself raw'?

No. That's anger talking. Bitterness. The last dying gasp of his wounded pride.

'Did you have fun?'

Better. Simpler. Calmer.

Because that's what matters, isn't it? That Rachel had fun. That she's happy. That she's finally getting what she needs, what Martin's failed to give her for fifteen years.

I'm glad. I'm glad she found him.

Martin opens his eyes. Stares at the ceiling, at the faint damp patch in the corner that's been there for years, the one the landlord keeps promising to fix.

His cock is fully hard now. Not raging, not desperate, just present. Ready. Responding to the knowledge that soon, very soon, his wife will walk through that door smelling like another man's cum, exhausted and satisfied in ways Martin's never managed.

And Martin will kiss her. Will taste Callum on her lips. Will accept it.

Accept it. Want it.

The key turns in the lock.

Martin's heart lurches, slams against his ribs. He sits up. Plants his feet on the floor. Hands on his knees.

The door opens, and heels click on the hallway floorboards. Familiar rhythm. Rachel's walk.

She appears in the doorway.

Hair mussed, falling loose from the neat style she left with. Makeup smudged, mascara slightly raccoon-eyed, lipstick mostly gone. Her cream blouse is wrinkled, one button undone at the collar. Her navy skirt sits askew on her hips. She's carrying her heels in one hand, padding barefoot.

She looks freshly fucked. Properly fucked. The way Martin's never managed in fifteen years.

And she smells like it too. Even from across the room, Martin catches it. Sweat, sex, cologne that isn't his. Callum. The stink of another man all over his wife.

Christ. She reeks of him.

Rachel stops just inside the living room. Looks at Martin.

She's biting her lip. Shoulders tense. Eyes wide, waiting for his reaction. Will he shout? Throw me out? Call me a slag?

'Hi, baby,' she says.

Her voice is small. Nervous. But there's something else underneath. Hope, maybe. Please don't be angry. Please accept this.

Martin stands. His legs feel steadier now. He walks to her, stops in front of her, close enough to smell her properly. Callum's cologne mixed with Rachel's perfume, sweat, the faint musk of sex. The smell of her getting fucked.

Fucked raw. Filled. Used.

He reaches up, cups her face gently in both hands. Looks into her hazel eyes.

'Did you have fun?' he asks.

Rachel's eyes widen, and her body sags. Mouth softens. Thank fuck. He's not angry.

Relief floods her face.

'Yes,' she breathes. 'So much fun.'

Martin leans in, kisses her forehead. Gentle. Tender. The gesture of a husband who loves his wife.

'Good,' he murmurs against her skin. 'I'm glad.'

Rachel pulls back slightly, searches his face. 'You read everything?'

'Everything.'

'And you're...' She hesitates. 'You're okay?'

Martin looks at her. At his wife of fifteen years. Beautiful, unfaithful, happy. Happier than she's been in years.

His cock twitches in his joggers, half-hard and ready.

'I'm better than okay,' And he means it.

Rachel steps closer, rises on her toes, kisses him on the mouth. Her lips are soft, slightly swollen from Callum's kisses. They taste like mint and something else. Something salty, familiar, not Martin's.

Callum. I'm tasting Callum's cum on her lips.

Martin kisses back. Doesn't pull away, just accepts it.

Rachel makes a soft sound in her throat, relieved and grateful. She pulls back, smiles at him properly for the first time tonight.

'I need a shower,' she says. 'Then bed.'

Martin nods.

She walks past him, towards the stairs, towards the bedroom. Her skirt swishes with each step. Martin watches her go. The bathroom door closes. The shower starts, water hissing through old pipes.

Martin walks to the bedroom. Stands in the doorway.

Their bedroom. The bed where she sent that photo tonight, fingers inside herself, wedding ring glinting. And soon Callum will fuck her here too. Martin knows it. Wants it.

He strips off his clean t-shirt and joggers, stands naked in the cool air. His cock is fully hard now, standing upright against his stomach. Pathetic compared to Callum's monster.

But it doesn't matter. Not anymore.

Martin climbs into bed, lies on his back, stares at the ceiling. His cock throbs, untouched. He doesn't stroke it. Doesn't need to. The arousal is enough. The knowledge is enough.

The shower shuts off. The bathroom door opens. Rachel's footsteps pad across the landing. She enters the bedroom wrapped in a towel, hair damp, smelling like coconut shampoo. She sees Martin in bed, naked, hard.

She smiles, drops the towel, and climbs in beside him.

Martin lies there in the dark, Rachel's warm body curled against his side, one hand resting on his chest. She's already half-asleep. Exhausted. Satisfied. Claimed.

His cock is red raw and painful too, so he doesn't touch it. Just lies there listening to her breathe.

Accepting what he is now.

What they both are.
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His personal website can be found at: https://authorchrisrider.co.uk

Feel free to contact me (be nice) at: contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk


Also by Chris Rider


Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!


Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand‑new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck‑to‑the‑page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.

A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.

Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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