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Introduction


You are reading book 3 in my Amazon top 10 selling "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas.

This story is very much a 'full cuckold' – this time 1st person perspective (from the husbands point of view). Our husband ignores the much older neighbour's time with his wife – and he watches her transformation from bored housewife to total nasty slut. He finds himself grow to like listening, watching, and finally acting clean-up.

So if you prefer Stag & Vixen and less hard-core take-over of a wife, then my "Hotwife Tales" series is probably more for you.

Corrections - A Request

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

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

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

Oh and if you'd like to read my wife's own erotica – you can find her on Amazon too (she's recently finished her first full erotica book: "Charlotte's Price" – https://amzn.eu/d/hzYdUEM). She'll also appreciate feedback – her email is on our website and in her books!

Thank you, Chris.


Preface
Trigger Warning


This novel is a work of explicit adult erotica and is intended for mature readers only. It contains themes that some may find distressing, including:

	Graphic descriptions of sexual acts.
	Themes of cuckoldry, degradation, and humiliation.
	A significant age-gap relationship.
	Strong, coarse language and explicit dirty talk.
	Infidelity and psychological manipulation.




The Beige Routine
A Permanent Arrangement


Thank fuck that day is over. With a dramatic sigh, I close the door behind me to the madness that is London. The sound of the security door locking is all it takes to let the stress of the Tube drain out of me. Flat 2B, Regency Court, Kentish Town. Might not be a palace, but it’s home. My cocoon.

The hallway smells of Tracy's vanilla spray, Comfort from the clothes horse, and tomatoes bubbling in the kitchen. My shoulders drop a full inch. With the door shut behind me, I start my ritual. Jacket on the third peg. Shoes side-by-side, perfectly parallel to the skirting board. I pull my gloves off, finger by finger, and tuck them into a pocket. Order.

Her voice from the lounge. "Is that you, love?"

Of course, it's me. Who else would it be? But it's our little script, the first line of the evening's performance.

"Yeah, it's me," I call back.

I step into the lounge. Tracy's curled on the sofa, with an empty coffee mug on the table. The Chase is on the telly. She's in her comfy grey leggings and one of my old uni jumpers, the neck all stretched out. Her smile still gives my chest a familiar, pleasant squeeze, even after four years.

"Alright?" she says, tipping her head for a kiss.

I peck her cheek. I can still taste a bit of her morning makeup on her skin. "Not bad. The Northern Line was a shambles as usual."

"Again? Ugh."

Her Kindle is face-down on the armrest. What's she reading? Some romance rubbish, probably. A world where the blokes are… well, not me. I should ask her. I open my mouth, but the words that come out are, "Something smells good." Safe.

"Pasta bake." She unfolds herself from the sofa. "Give me ten, you can get changed."

In our kitchen-diner, her work things are stacked neatly to one side—laptop, notebook, pen pot, all the edges perfectly aligned. My kind of tidy.

I change into my at-home uniform: grey tracky bottoms and a faded Warhammer T-shirt. When I come back, two steaming plates are on the table next to two glasses of water and the ketchup. It's wrong with pasta, I know, but I don't care.

"So how was work?" she asks, twirling pasta.

I shrug. "Same old. Dave won't shut up about his car finance."

"He should get a cheaper car."

"My words exactly." I take a bite. It's good. Cheesy, tomatoey, with salty bits of bacon. She gets it just right. "Gavin's banging on about quarterly stats again. Fare evasion at Wood Green. Thrilling."

She gives a little laugh. The polite one.

We eat. The clink of forks, a comment here and there about the quiz show. It’s comfortable. Like a worn-in sofa that knows your shape.

Christ, I haven't even asked about her day. "How about you?" I say, a bit too late. "Busy day?"

"Not really. Two of my interviews were cancelled. The economy, I s'pose." She sips her water. "Oh, Bob from next door popped by. From 2A. Looking for a parcel."

"Bob?"

"The older bloke. Retired train driver."

"Oh, him." A vague image surfaces. Stocky fella, thick arms, voice like gravel. We've muttered 'alright' in the hallway once or twice. "Did he find it?"

"Nah. Must've gone to the wrong flat. He was fine about it." She smiles, and I can see her changing the subject. "How are the little blue men?"

A warmth spreads through my chest. She's taking the piss, but it's our joke. "The Ultramarines? Nearly done with the edge highlights on the third squad's pauldrons. Just need to apply the wash." I can hear myself starting to ramble, the jargon spilling out. "Trying a new technique for battle damage, looks more real..."

She nods and smiles. She doesn't have a clue what I'm on about, but she's listening. That's enough.

The conversation meanders. The boiler needing a service. Her mum's birthday is next month. I ask if the milk will last till morning. The usual stuff. Safe.

After dinner, I help clear. She's at the sink, running the hot tap over the baking dish. The cheese is welded on. I hover in the doorway. Ask her to watch a film. Just ask. It's what a normal husband would do. But the spare room… my little blue men are calling to me. The pull is a physical thing, a need for quiet. For control.

"Right, think I'll make a start on that ink wash," I say.

I see it. A flicker of something in her eyes. Not disappointment. More like… resignation. The script playing out as expected.

"Okay, love," she says, her voice still warm. "Don't get lost in there all night."

"Won't," I lie.

The spare room door closes, and the smell of paint and plastic glue is a comfort blanket. This is my domain. Shelves of paints, drawers of tools, the desk protected by plastic sheets. I flick on the painting lamp and sit on my stool. Squad Taurus waits for me, their armour gleaming.

I squeeze a drop of Nuln Oil onto my palette. The world shrinks to this tiny, perfect battlefield. Here, there are rules. Here, I'm not just Mitch from TfL. Not the husband with the… problem. Here, I'm in charge. These tiny warriors do exactly what I tell them to. Each stroke is deliberate, controlled. Perfect.

A soft knock. "Mitch? Half ten. Coming to bed?"

I blink. Two hours? Gone. "Yeah, sorry. Got caught up. Be right there."

I clean my brushes, wipe the palette, and put the lids back on the pots. Everything in its place. Order restored.

In the bedroom, she's already under the duvet with her Kindle. Two lamps cast two lonely pools of light. Our separate islands.

I brush my teeth and slide in beside her. The usual quiet. It's been… what, a week? Since last time. That familiar weight settles on my chest. Right. Husband stuff.

I put my water down. "You tired?" My standard, pathetic opener.

She looks at me over the Kindle. "Not really." She puts it down. The signal.

I lean across the gulf between us and kiss her. Toothpaste and caramel lip balm. Her body is soft, known. I know the mole on her shoulder, the dip of her waist. I kiss a trail down her stomach, pushing up her nightshirt. Down here, between her thighs. Right. This I can do. This I'm good at.

Her legs part for me, and I get to work with my tongue, finding the rhythm that makes her breath hitch, her fingers twist in my hair. I focus on her, just her, pushing my static to the back of my mind. Her thighs tremble, and her contented sigh. Pride swells in my chest. I did that.

But then it's over. The good part is over. Now for the rest. My stomach clenches as I move up her body. Time for the main event. The one I always fail.

I push inside. One short, soft thrust and I'm buried to the hilt. All three inches. Completely, pathetically, home.

I watch her face for the tell. There it is. Her eyes squeeze just a fraction too tight. The little moan she makes is half a second too early. Faking. She's faking it for me. A performance just for her useless husband, and the kindness of it twists in my gut like a knife. The shame of it, the heat of it, just makes it all happen faster.

It's no use. I'm finished in less than a minute. I collapse onto her, the same pathetic word catching in my throat. "Sorry."

I roll off. The gap between us returns. She breathes. I breathe.

"That was nice," she says into the dark. A well-intentioned lie.

After a moment, her hand finds mine. "Got some good news today," she says, her voice suddenly bright.

I turn my head. "Oh yeah?"

"Yep. Head office. They're making this week’s trial work-from-home permanent." She squeezes my hand. "No more commuting for me."

My anxieties vanish, replaced by a surge of something else. For her. "That's brilliant, love! Really brilliant. We'll save a fortune on your travelcard." I lean over, kiss her warm, slightly damp forehead. I am happy for her. Genuinely. That slog to Farringdon is hell.

But as I lie back on my pillow, smiling, a cold dread begins to creep in. Permanent. She'll be here. All day. The quiet flat I come home to, that little buffer of silence before I have to be a husband… gone.

"They're talking about getting rid of the office space completely," she says. "Save on the rent."

"Smart," I manage, my mind racing, re-calculating everything.

"I'll need a proper desk setup, though. Can't live on the kitchen table forever. We could maybe rearrange things."

"Yeah, course," I say on autopilot. "Whatever you need."

The room is quiet again. Her breathing evens out, heading for sleep. I stare at the ceiling, at the slow-turning fan blades.

It'll be fine. Just a small change. It's not like… she'll be under my feet. She'll have work to do. I'll be at the office. Evenings won't change. Weekends… the same. Nothing's really changing.

Is it?


The Dripping Tap
The Poor Old Man


The air in the kitchen is still thick with the smell of chilli. I use my fork to chase the last grains of rice around the bowl, the final spike of heat hitting my tongue. Beside my plate, my Ultramarine Sergeant stands guard over the salt shaker. His armour gleams under the spotlights. He just needs the final highlights on that power sword.

"Had a proper chat with our neighbour from next door today. Bob."

Tracy’s voice cuts through the quiet. There’s a lilt to it. A lightness I haven’t heard in a while. Something in the way she says his name—Bob—prickles the back of my neck.

I make a grunt that means nothing and pick up the miniature. The plastic is cool and smooth in my hand. Familiar. Bob. The old boy with the stoop. Haven’t seen him in weeks. I rub my thumb over the tiny, perfect grooves of the sword.

"Poor man," she says, her voice going all soft. Plates clatter as she snatches them from the table. "I caught him in the hallway, and he just looked so… lost."

I nod, my eyes fixed on the power sword. That perfect, thin line of silver it needs along the edge.

"He told me his wife passed away a few years back. Cancer. Said the silence in the flat is the worst part." Pity drips from every word. "He has these kind, sad blue eyes, Mitch."

A hot knot tightens in my stomach. The guilt of four years here, and I’ve hardly spoken to him. We should’ve made a greater effort to get to know him. I set the miniature down carefully, forcing my eyes away from it and onto her. To be present. "God, that's rough. Feel a bit bad, really."

"Well, I invited him in for a cuppa." A little, self-satisfied smile plays on her lips. She stacks the plates by the sink, her back to me. "We were chatting for ages. He's actually fascinating. Used to be a train driver. Worked the big expresses up to Edinburgh out of King's Cross. A bit like you, really, with the railways."

My fingers find their way back to the miniature. Not quite. He drove a hundred tons of steel at a hundred miles an hour. I stare at TFL fraud statistics on a screen all day.

"Oh, right. Yeah? Interesting," I manage. My voice sounds thin, distant. My eyes are tracing the intricate gold scrollwork on the Sergeant's shoulder pad. Each line has to be perfect.

"I was thinking," she continues, her voice almost drowned out by the gush of water from the tap. "We should have him over for a proper drink one evening. Friday, maybe? Just to give him some company. It must be so dreadfully quiet for him."

I’m turning the Ultramarine over in my fingers. Planning the Nuln Oil wash. The words are just background noise.

"Mmm, yeah. Sounds fine, love. Good idea."

A finger prods my forehead. Hard. "Earth to Space Marine Brown. Are you listening to me?" Tracy is leaning over me, one eyebrow raised, a smile fighting at the corner of her mouth. Her ‘you’re off with the space fairies again’ look.

I blink, the kitchen swimming back into focus. "Sorry, love. Yes. Drinks with Bob. Got it."

"Drinks with Bob," she repeats, rolling her eyes. "Friday evening. I was thinking we could do some nibbles. Make an effort."

"Course," I say, watching her move back to the sink. She's in her old university hoodie, cuffs frayed. Hair in that messy ponytail. Soft. Comfortable. Mine. "I can pick up some beer on the way home."

"He doesn't drink beer. Says it gives him heartburn now. He likes a whisky."

How does she know what he drinks?

"He also noticed the kitchen tap is still dripping," she adds, her tone suddenly practical. "He popped his head in when he was leaving. Said he used to do all his own plumbing back in the day. Called himself 'an old-fashioned handyman'. He's good with his hands, he said. Offered to take a look at it for us."

My focus sharpens. The dripping tap. I've been putting it off for weeks. The dread of wrenches and washers, and water under the sink. Well, that's a result. Saves me a job. Saves paying eighty quid for a plumber.

"Oh," I say, and this time I mean it. "Right. Well, that's decent of him. Yeah, definitely. If he's offering, we should take him up on it."

She smiles, a proper, pleased one. "Great. I'll let him know."

She turns back to the dishes. The tap goes drip… drip… drip. A steady beat. Counting down to something.

"You know," I say, remembering our talk last night, "we need to get your desk sorted. Her permanent work-from-home. "Maybe we should check IKEA this weekend? A small desk in the corner of the lounge might work."

She glances over her shoulder. "Actually, Bob had a good idea about that too. He says the spare room is big enough for both of us. Reckons I could set up near the window, and you'd still have your painting area."

A spike of something—cold, sharp—jabs me right in the chest. The spare room. My room. My sanctuary. The one place where it's just me and the quiet and the smell of paint. Her in there, on work calls all day… her presence… always.

“It’s my hobby room.” The words hang in the air. Weak.

She turns fully, suds creeping up her elbows. "I know that, Mitch. But it's a spare room that we're both paying for. I just need a corner. Bob was only trying to help."

Her face is reasonable. Calm. And she's right, of course. It's big enough. It makes more sense than cluttering up the lounge. Old Bob has it all worked out, doesn't he?

I don't have anything else to say. I pick up my Sergeant and stand. The thought of the old man fades, replaced by the immediate, solvable problem of a power sword's edge. "Right. Think I'll go make a start."

I head for the spare room, leaving her in the kitchen.

The door clicks shut behind me, sealing out the kitchen, the dripping tap, all of it. Silence. My time. My space.

For now.

I sit at my desk, pull the lamp closer, and squeeze a tiny bead of silver onto my palette. The world shrinks to the point of my brush. In here, there is only what I decide.

Through the wall, I imagine I can hear the tap. Drip. Drip. Drip.

And I can almost imagine the faint murmur of a television from 2A. Bob, settling in for the night. The old-fashioned handyman. Alone in his flat, planning his next good deed.

I dip my brush. Everything else fades.


The Man in My Chair
Marking Territory


The scent slams into me before I even touch the door.

Foreign. Wrong. An invasion.

It cuts through the usual vanilla air freshener, the faint chemical smell of cleaning products. This is something else. Something that doesn't belong in my flat.

I hang my jacket on the third peg, and the smell thickens. Sharp. Sweet... Roll-up tobacco! The kind old men smoke.

I hear laughter through the living room door. Tracy's laugh. Not her usual polite chuckle for my work stories. This is deep. Real. A full-throated laugh I haven't heard in months. And under it, the low rumble of a man's voice.

I nudge the door open. My world slips sideways.

He’s in my armchair. My armchair. There he is, sunk into it like he was born there. Our neighbour. Bob. Cradling one of our mugs in his thick, weathered hands. A yellow tobacco stain on the fingertips.

Tracy is perched on the edge of the sofa, angled towards him. Her cheeks are glowing, a high, rosy flush I haven't seen in ages. Her eyes are bright, locked on him.

"...told him, 'mate, I don't care if you're the bloody Queen, you're not bringing that bloody dog on my train!'" Bob's voice is pure South London gravel.

Tracy tilts her head back and roars. A proper, gut-deep laugh. The kind she used to give me.

Then she sees me. "Mitch! You're home!" She sounds startled. "Bob just popped round to look at the tap. We got talking."

Bob's pale blue eyes fix on me. He doesn't get up. Just lifts the mug in a lazy salute.

"Ah! The man of the house!" His voice booms, filling the room, pushing into every corner. "Tracy was just telling me all about you two meeting at UCL. A couple of bright young things!"

I'm frozen in the doorway. This stranger, in my chair, talking about my life, breathing his foul smoke into my air.

"Brothers in arms, son!" he ploughs on. "A railway man like me! You're keeping the fare-dodgers honest, and I was just trying to keep the 8:15 to Edinburgh on time!" He bellows with laughter at his own joke. It feels too big for the room.

I force a smile. It feels like cracking plaster. "Right. Yeah. TfL."

"Come sit, love," Tracy says, patting the sofa beside her.

I cross the room to my sofa, but it feels like I'm asking for permission to sit down. An awkward guest. As I sit, my eyes catch two empty mugs on the coffee table. They've been at this for a while, then.

"I was just telling Tracy here about this bachelor party at King's Cross," Bob leans in, his big hands carving up the air. "Bunch of lads, pissed as newts, one of 'em dressed as a bloody chicken!"

I look at his eyes. They seem friendly enough, crinkled at the edges. But there's something else in there. Something watching. Calculating.

"Twenty-six years I drove those trains," he says. "Now I've got nothing but time. Retirement, eh? Bloody boring."

His eyes drift to Tracy, and they just... stay there. A beat too long. A hot wire tightens in my chest.

"Tracy's been an absolute angel, letting me bore her." His voice goes all soft and put-on. "Reminds me of my dear wife when she was young." A sly grin spreads across his face. "What a goer she was! Bet your Tracy was the same at uni, eh, Mitch? Pretty little thing like her? Must've jumped on her if you had any sense!"

She doesn't flinch. Doesn't tell him to pack it in. That flush on her cheeks... It's not embarrassment. She's eating it up. Tracy giggles. Actually giggles like a schoolgirl. "Bob! Stop it!"

Why is she letting him talk like that?

"So, Mitch," Bob says, turning to me. "Tracy tells me you're a bit of a detective, eh? Watching the cameras and all that?"

"Not a detective," I say, the need to correct him, to impress him, coming out of nowhere. "More data analysis. We look for patterns..."

"But you look at the cameras?" he cuts in. "Watching people when they don't know they're being watched?"

The way he asks it makes me pause. "Sometimes."

"Fascinating." He leans forward again, his eyes boring into me. "Just sitting there, watching them... and they've got no idea you've got your eye on 'em?"

"Well, we had this case at Wood Green..." I hear myself starting, my voice animated. I tell him the whole story, the system the kids had. He nods along, gripping the arms of my chair. Leaving his scent, his sweat, his DNA in the fabric.

"Proper important work, that," he says when I finish. "We're both cogs in the machine, eh, son?"

A ridiculous flush of pride warms my face. I nod.

Tracy beams. "See? I told you he'd find your work interesting." She looks so happy. So pleased that I'm getting on with her new friend.

Bob pivots back to her. "And you're working from home now, eh? Lucky girl. No more crowded tubes."

"It's brilliant," she agrees. "Though I miss the social side sometimes."

"Well," Bob's voice drops, a friendly invitation in it. "You've got me next door. Always available." He winks. "Happy to help a pretty lady."

Tracy laughs, a little breathy, and tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. A coy, feminine gesture I haven't seen in years.

And then I hear my voice. "That's good to know. I'd feel better knowing someone's around while I'm at work. There've been some dodgy people hanging around Regency Court recently," My recent hidden concern forming the words tumbling out before I can stop them.

Tracy's head whips around. "Have there? You never said."

"Didn't want to worry you."

Bob's face sets in a mask of concern. "Well, that settles it. I'll keep an eye out. You just knock if you need anything, love."

Good. I’d been wondering about getting one of those Ring camera things for the door, but maybe Bob solves my worries, and saves me a hundred quid. Bonus.

"You have to come for drinks on Friday," Tracy says, her eyes bright with excitement.

Bob's face melts into a picture of humble gratitude. "You're too kind. A lonely old man like me... it means a lot."

It can’t be easy for him – cut off from a job he did for years, no wife to keep him busy.

"I should just... check that my undercoat is dry," I mumble, needing to get back to my routine.
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Right, those figures are all ready for me to start work on, the undercoat is dry and well done. The room still stinks of the spray can fumes, even though I cracked the window this morning. I like to work in batches, working the paint layers across the squad. Better check on Tracy, make sure Bob’s not boring her to death. In the hallway, I stop. I can't help it. I listen. Tracy's voice, then Bob's. A punchline.

"...so the vicar says, 'That's not holy water, that's my gin!'"

A huge, unrestrained laugh from Tracy. I step back into the doorway.

They're on the sofa now. Together. Bob has moved from the chair. He's so close to her that their thighs are almost touching. Her hand is resting on his forearm.

His eyes meet mine over her head. And for a split second, I see it. A flash of pure, predatory triumph. Then it's gone, buried under the harmless twinkle of an old man.

I didn't see that. I'm being ridiculous. He's just old. Probably deaf.

Bob makes a show of checking his watch. "Blimey, is that the time?" He gets to his feet, playing up the stiffness of his age. "I'm sure you two have better things to do than listen to me." He winks at me. "Couldn't keep my hands off the missus at your age."

The silence from Tracy and me is deafening. The air feels thick with the awkwardness.

As he heads for the door, Tracy sees him out, their voices dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. Excluding me.

I sink into my armchair. The leather is warm from his body. I grip the armrests where his hands were, and the smell of his tobacco assaults me. It's in the fabric. In the air. He's marked this place.

Tracy comes back in, buzzing with an energy I haven't seen in months. "Isn't he lovely?"

"Yeah. Nice enough," I manage.

My gaze falls on the mug he used, a faint yellow smear on the rim. The ghost of his mouth.

"He's going to look at the tap tomorrow," she says, collecting the mugs. "While you're at work."

I scrub my hand over the armrest, trying to erase the invisible stain he's left behind. But the scent of Amber Leaf clings to everything, a promise that something has been let in.


The Tap & The Dance
Payment in Kind


The Northern Line was a bastard again today. Three fraud cases dumped on my desk for Monday. My eyes feel scraped raw from hours of squinting at fare-dodgers on CCTV, fuzzy pixels of people who think the rules don't apply to them.

I push open the door to the flat, and the first thing that hits me is the silence.

No. Not silence. The absence of a sound.

The drip. The maddening, persistent drip from the kitchen tap... It's gone.

Laughter drifts from the kitchen. Tracy's bright and easy. Then a deeper, rumbling response. A man's laugh.

Bob's laugh. He’s still here then.

I move towards the sound, my feet leaden. I round the corner into the kitchen and freeze.

They're at the table. My kitchen table. Mugs of tea between them. Tracy is glowing, caught in the aftermath of a joke. And Bob… he has a smudge of grease on his cheek and a look on his face that says he belongs here. In my kitchen. With my wife.

The air is thick with the sharp, vinegary smell of a proper chip shop.

"Mitch!" Tracy's face lights up, an animation I haven't seen in months, maybe years. "You're just in time. Bob fixed the tap! He wouldn't let me pay him, insisted on getting us fish and chips to celebrate." She points to the oven, her gesture almost childlike.

He fixed it. The job I kept putting off. He just came in and did it. A hot, confusing knot tightens in my gut. I should be grateful. So why do I want to tell him to get out?

My voice comes out weak, thin. "Bob, you really shouldn't have. We should be treating you."

He waves a big, weathered hand, a picture of working-man humility. "Nonsense, son. A pleasure. An old man's got to earn his keep. Call it payment for the good company."

His eyes slide over to Tracy when he says, "Good company." They linger. Just a fraction of a second too long. Then they're back on me, twinkling and harmless.

Harmless.

"Well... thanks. That's really kind." I'm just standing here in the doorway. A ghost in my own home. Should I get plates? Sit down? What's the protocol for when another man is in your kitchen, feeding your wife?

"I'll get it dished up," Tracy says, jumping up. "Sit down, Mitch."

An order I gladly obey, sinking into the chair opposite him. His gaze is on me, assessing. I can see the web of broken veins around his nose, the deep lines carved from his mouth. His clothes are just a faded jumper and worn jeans. Nothing threatening.

So why is the back of my neck prickling with heat?

He nods to the sink. "Just needed a new washer and a bit of muscle. Those council-fitted jobs are always cheap as chips."

An excuse stumbles out of my mouth. "I appreciate it. Been meaning to get to it, just... work."

Tracy sets three plates down. Steaming fish and chips, the grease soaking through the paper onto the china. Bob leans forward, planting his elbows firmly on the table, a move Tracy would give me a look for. He gets away with it.

It's proper chip shop fare. The taste of salt and vinegar is sharp on my tongue. When was the last time we ate something we didn't cook ourselves?

The conversation flows around me. Bob tells a story about his train breaking down in a snowstorm. He's a natural storyteller. Tracy hangs on every word, her laughter ringing out, deep and genuine. A laugh I haven't heard in a long time. I feel a strange warmth spread through me.

Maybe I've been paranoid. He’s just a lonely old bloke.

After dinner, he pushes his chair back. "Right then." He heads for the living room like he owns the place. Tracy follows. What else am I supposed to do? I grab beers from the fridge and trail after them.

He settles onto the sofa, not my armchair this time. Tracy tucks her legs under her, right next to him. I sink into my chair. My chair. The tobacco smell is faint. Okay. This is okay.

"Lovely home," Bob rumbles, his eyes sweeping the room. "Reminds me of the flat Marion and I first had." A shadow crosses his face. He suddenly looks every one of his fifty-nine years.

"Marion, your wife?" Tracy's voice is soft.

"Twenty-seven years." His gaze goes distant. "Lost her seven years ago. Cancer."

"I'm so sorry." Tracy reaches out, her hand resting on his forearm for a moment. An image of her hand on my arm flashes in my mind. It feels... different.

He seems to shake it off. "She was a firecracker, my Marion. We used to go dancing. Rivoli Ballroom. Proper ballroom dancing, not this modern stuff." He takes a swig of beer, then his eyes fix on Tracy. "I bet you're a good dancer, petal."

Tracy laughs, a nervous flutter. "Oh no, two left feet, Bob."

"Nonsense." His voice is insistent, but still gentle. His eyes sparkle with a mischief that suddenly doesn't feel so harmless. "Come on. One little turn around the room. For an old man."

He sets his beer down. He stands. He extends a hand to her.

Tracy's eyes find mine over his shoulder. The playful smile is gone. This is real. Help me, her look screams. Say something. Get me out of this.

But the tap is fixed. The dinner was free. His wife is dead. What kind of monster would I be?

"Go on, Trace," I hear myself say, forcing a smile that feels like cracking plaster. "Humour him."

My own voice, condemning her. I pull out my phone, my fingers feeling thick and clumsy. Frank Sinatra. "Fly Me to the Moon." I press play. The smooth brass fills the sudden, tense silence.

With a theatrical sigh, she takes his hand. "Don't blame me when I tread on your toes."

"Don't you worry about that, love." His chuckle is a low rumble in his chest.

He guides her into the middle of the room. He's surprisingly graceful. He takes her hand, places his other on her mid-back. A respectable distance between them.

It starts simply enough. A gentle box step. Tracy is clumsy, cautious, giggling when she stumbles. It’s sweet. Father and daughter.

This is fine. Harmless.

But I'm an observer. I notice details for a living. And I notice the shift.

His hand. His hand on her back begins to slide. Not a grab. Something slower. Smoother. A deliberate, proprietary crawl down the fabric of her top, over the curve of her spine, until his palm comes to rest flat against the swell of her arse.

That’s too low. Isn't it?

My spine goes rigid. A hot, prickling shock shoots up my neck. My knuckles are white on the arm of my chair.

Before the thought can even fully form, he pulls her closer. The respectable space vanishes. Her breasts are pressed against his chest. Her hips are flush with his. The charming twinkle in his eyes is gone, replaced by a raw, hungry focus aimed directly at Tracy.

Her smile is a frozen, brittle thing. Her eyes dart to me. A flash of pure panic.

And then I see it. His hips. A tiny movement. A slow, calculated, obscene grind against her.

I watch her face transform. The last of the amusement drains away, replaced by a complex horror show of shock, embarrassment, and something else... something I've never seen on her face before. A deep, mottled red flush creeps up her neck, staining her cheeks.

She stumbles. "Told you I'm terrible," she laughs, but it's a strangled, breathless sound.

He's hard. Oh god. He's got a hard-on. He's grinding his cock against my wife. Right here. In front of me.

The thought isn't a thought, it's a physical blow. My blood roars in my ears. Fury. Pure, white-hot. Get up. Get up and smash his face in. Do something, you useless prick!

But then... oh god, no. A thick, heavy pulse between my legs. A shameful, undeniable throb that has nothing to do with anger. My cock, twitching, hardening in my trousers. My own body, betraying me. Disgusting. Hot. I cannot get up now, Tracy would see.

My thumb slips on the phone's screen. The light is too bright. I stab at it, my hand shaking violently. Sinatra cuts off mid-croon.

"Right! That's enough of that!" My voice is a high-pitched squeak. "Don't want you putting your back out, Bob." The excuse is pathetic. I can hear the panic cracking through every word.

He releases her instantly. His face is a perfect mask of innocence. "You're right, son. Not as young as I used to be." He groans, rubbing his back for show. But as he turns for his beer, his eyes catch mine. And I see it. A flicker of a smirk.

Tracy stumbles back towards the sofa, her movements stiff, robotic. She won't look at me. Her fingers pluck at the hem of her jumper.

Bob straightens up, beer in hand. And as he turns, I get a clear, unobstructed view. The front of his worn jeans. Straining against the faded denim is a thick, heavy, undeniable ridge. A substantial bulge. The physical, irrefutable evidence of what he just did to my wife. Of what I just let him do.

My mouth is dust.

The cosy atmosphere has curdled into something thick and humming with voltage. Tracy sinks onto the far end of the sofa, her hands twisted in her lap.

"You know," Bob says, his voice perfectly normal, as if nothing happened. He takes a sip of beer, the bulge in his trousers still prominent. He's not even trying to hide it. He wants me to see it. "I was thinking about your work situation, Tracy. All cooped up at the kitchen table." He glances at me. "I mentioned the spare room... Mitch here wasn't keen, was he?"

Tracy just gives a tiny, mechanical nod, her eyes fixed on the floor.

"Well, I've had a think. Get one of those fold-up Ikea jobs. A proper workspace for you during the day, and it's gone in the evening. Back to being a hobby room." He winks at me. All mates together. "What do you reckon, son? Piece of piss to put up."

I just stare at him. At the bulge. My brain is short-circuiting.

"That's... that's a great idea, would be a real help," Tracy says for me. Her voice is a tight, high wire. "Wouldn't it, Mitch?"

A dumb nod is all I can manage. The primal part of my brain can't get past that obscene shape in his jeans. The shape my wife just felt pressed into her softness.

"Settled then." Bob drains his beer and stands. He adjusts his jeans, a casual movement that deliberately draws my eyes back to his crotch. "Better let you two enjoy your evening."

He strolls to the door. Tracy rises like a puppet on a string to see him out. I hear their voices in the hall. A low laugh from him. Her reply, too quiet to hear. The soft, final click of the front door closing.

She comes back into the room. Her face is flushed. Her eyes are everywhere but on me.

"Nice of him to fix the tap," she says to the coffee table.

I nod. I don't trust my voice. My cock is still painfully half-hard in my trousers. The shame is a physical sickness in my throat.

She starts clearing the plates, her movements jerky and loud. "Think I'll have an early night. Bit of a headache."

She flees to the kitchen. The sound of the tap running—a smooth, powerful flow now—and the clatter of dishes is a frantic noise designed to fill the space where a scream should be.

I'm frozen in my chair. The scene plays on a loop in my head. His hand sliding down. The press of his body. The look of panic on her face. And that bulge. That thick, mocking bulge that makes my own pathetic three inches shrivel with shame even as it throbs with sick excitement.

The tap is fixed, yes. But something else, something vital, has just been smashed to pieces. I can feel the shards in the silence. I can feel it in her frantic retreat. And I can smell it. The lingering scent of his tobacco. It's not just on the chair anymore. It's on everything.


Tall Tales and Whispers
An Unauthorised Image


The train clatters north. A familiar rhythm that usually soothes. Today, it just hammers home the thoughts rattling in my head like loose screws.

My hand is clamped to the pole where I stand. The whole carriage shudders, and the vibration snakes right up my arm. The air sweats with the usual early evening crush—damp coats, mingled perfumes, the sour breath of the city. Through the dark window opposite, my reflection stares back. Pale. Indistinct. A ghost on a commuter train.

GUILTY VERDICT - WOOD GREEN FRAUD CASE.

The words still glow in my mind, a satisfying, solid result. I tracked the slippery bastard for weeks. Followed the data trail, pinpointed the exact moments he tapped in, and matched the timestamps to the CCTV. Frame by frame. I built the cage; the system slammed the door. In my world, there are rules. A man does wrong, and I catch him. Simple and clean. A world I control.

"The next station is King's Cross St Pancras." The automated voice, flat and dead. The crowd shifts, a tide of bodies pressing closer.

The train lurches. My mind lurches with it. Straight from the clean lines of the data trail to the flat. My stomach clenches. Ever since Bob started visiting, the air at home feels different. Charged. Like the silence before a storm.

I try to force it down. He fixed the tap. Not a single drip. He bought us fish and chips. He seems nice enough. A lonely old man. I cling to that thought. Normal. Everything is normal.

Euston. A fresh wave pushes on. I’m shoved further back, my space shrinking.

So why does the thought of him in MY chair make my gut twist?

The memory ambushes me. Bob sank deep into the leather of my armchair, as if he belongs there. He talks to her. "Love." "Petal." Those names in his gravelly South London drawl. For my wife. As if he has the right. My knuckles are white on the pole. And his eyes. It’s the way he looks at her. Not friendly. It’s a gaze that lingers too long. On her mouth. Her chest. Assessing. Hungry.

He's just from a different generation. That's all. The way they talk. Isn't it? Just how they were.

The lie doesn’t hold. The train continues through the pitch-black tunnel, and the rattling shakes something loose in my brain.

An image hits me. Vivid. Unwanted.

Sinatra crooning from my phone. Tracy, laughing, letting Bob lead her into a clumsy waltz in our living room. Harmless. Just for a moment. Then the shift. Bob's hand, sliding from the small of her back down to the curve of her arse. Her smile faltering. Her eyes darting to me, wide with alarm. And Bob’s body, pressing into hers. A slow, deliberate grind. My wife, pinned against him in the middle of our front room.

A hot, sickening jolt shoots straight to my groin. Immediate. A thick, heavy pulse against the zip of my trousers. The memory of her startled face, and then the final image after I cut the music: the thick, undeniable bulge straining the front of his trousers.

It isn’t just anger. It isn’t just jealousy. It’s tangled with something else. Something dark and electric. A flicker of raw, undeniable excitement.

No. Christ. The thought is so filthy, my face burns hot. A fucking creep. That's what I am. What the fuck is wrong with me?

I shove the image away, but it leaves a stain.

Right. Box it up. That's the trick. Bob is harmless. A lonely old fantasist who got a bit carried away. It was an accident. Tracy is just being kind. And the feeling in my gut? Stress. The throb in my trousers? Nothing. Just a wire crossed in my brain. Forget it.

The train’s brakes shriek out of Mornington Crescent, the sound scraping right down my spine. I force a breath. In, out. I glance around, paranoid. Can they see it on my face? But they're all just staring at their phones, lost.

"Camden Town." The voice again. Almost home. The thought of my own front door no longer feels like a relief. It feels like stepping onto a stage, and I don't know my lines.

By the time we slow for Kentish Town, that brief, clean flash of professional triumph has dissolved completely, leaving only the acid tang of anxiety burning under my skin.
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What the Lady Wants

My hand trembles, rattling the keys against the door. I can hear her through the wood. Tracy’s laugh. A high, genuine peal of delight I haven’t heard in months. And under it, a deeper sound. Bob’s rumbling chuckle.

The key finally slides home. I push the door open. The laughter from the living room is clearer now, no longer muffled. Looser. More relaxed.

I hang my coat on its hook—my hook—and set my bag down in its place. The rituals. My home.

I push the living room door open. And stop dead.

The main overhead light is off. The room is bathed in the soft, amber glow of the two table lamps. It’s a stage. And on it, on the sofa, are Tracy and Bob. A half-empty bottle of whisky sits on the coffee table between two crystal glasses. One stained with red lipstick.

It’s Tracy who steals the air from my lungs. She’s wearing a dark blue dress, the one from her cousin’s wedding. It leaves her shoulders bare, the delicate curve of her collarbone stark in the lamplight. Her hair is pinned up, revealing the vulnerable nape of her neck. And her lips—Christ, her lips—are a bold, confident red I’ve never seen on her. A stranger. A beautiful, desirable stranger.

Bob’s in a proper button-down shirt, sleeves rolled up his thick, hairy forearms. He looks comfortable. Established. Like he’s been here a hundred times.

And then there's me. Standing in the doorway in my crumpled TfL suit, a coffee stain on my shirt.

Tracy’s face lights up when she sees me. "Mitch! You're home! We were just saying you’d be back any minute." Her tone is bright and genuinely warm.

Bob raises his whisky glass in a slow, easy salute, his watery blue eyes crinkling. "The man of the hour! Don't worry, son. Your good lady's been keeping me entertained with tales of the office." His South London accent feels thicker tonight. More authentic.

"Sorry, I’m late," I mumble. "Incident at London Bridge."

He waves it away with a large, tobacco-stained hand. "The network never sleeps, eh? Sit down, have a drink. You look like you need it."

Tracy pours herself off the sofa with a liquid grace I don’t recognise. She moves like a woman who knows she's being watched. "I'll get you a beer, love," she says, giving me a quick, happy smile as she passes.

I hesitate, then sink into the armchair. At least this feels familiar. The cushion on the sofa next to Bob is still warm, still holds the shape of where she was sitting. Close to him. A little too close, if I’m honest.

Tracy returns with my beer—just the bottle—and settles back on the sofa. Not touching him, but close enough. Her eyes are bright. She looks at Bob, then glances at me, including me in the conversation.

"You've missed the best bit, Mitch. Bob was telling me more about his Marion," she says, her voice soft, coaxing. "He was saying what a handful she was."

Bob smiles, a genuine, wistful expression this time. "That she was love. A proper firecracker." The memory of the dance flashes in my mind. His hand sliding low on Tracy’s back, her startled expression. He'd been talking about Marion then, too. Using her as a key to unlock this door.

He leans forward, elbows on his knees, drawing us both in. "She had this friend, Sandra. The two of them… thick as thieves." He fixes his gaze on Tracy. "You got a friend like that, love? A proper partner in crime?"

Tracy’s smile is genuine, knowing. "Mandy," she says, without a flicker of hesitation. "Definitely my partner in crime."

My stomach twists. Mandy. The wild one.

Bob nods slowly, as if she’s confirmed something vital. "Right then." He takes a sip of whisky. "This one night in Spain," he begins, his voice dropping, becoming intimate. The room feels smaller. "I came back to the hotel room a bit late… and there they were."

He pauses and lets the image hang in the air. "Marion and Sandra. Half a bottle of sangria down, giggling like schoolgirls. Waiting for me."

The silence stretches. Tracy leans forward, her bare shoulders catching the light. A faint flush creeps up her neck.

He delivers the punchline, looking straight ahead. "Marion looks at me, bold as brass, and says, 'Right, Bob. I've decided you're far too much for one woman to handle, so I've brought in reinforcements.'"

Two women. Waiting for him. The words hang in the air, thick and obscene. The image flashes in my mind, unwanted. Hot. A traitorous pulse answers deep in my groin. Not now. Not here.

Bob snaps out of it, a mask of feigned horror on his face. "Oh, listen to me. Good Lord." He shakes his head. "So sorry. Forgive an old man's memories. The whisky talking." He gestures to the glass, but there's a gleam in his eye.

It's utter bollocks. A fantasy. A sad old man making up stories.

I glance at Tracy. She shoots me a quick, wide-eyed look, a silent "Can you believe this old rogue?" before turning back to him.

She leans forward. Her red-lipped mouth is slightly parted. Her eyes are wide with unashamed fascination. "No, please," she whispers, her voice low and eager. "Don't stop. What happened next?"

She’s just playing along. Pity for a lonely old man. That’s all. The thought loops in my head, a desperate mantra. But it’s a lie. A cold, clear part of me knows it’s a lie.

Her face. His story. The two images slam together in my head. A hot, heavy pulse answers, a painful, insistent throb. I have to shift in the chair, the fabric of my trousers suddenly too tight, too rough. Shame burns its way up my neck.

I see him notice her reaction. A small, triumphant smile, there and gone. He leans back into the sofa cushions. A king on his throne.

"Well," he says, savouring the word. "Let's just say my Marion was always one for sharing. A... generous spirit." He takes another sip, his eyes locked on Tracy. "What the lady wants, the lady gets." His voice has a low, charming rumble to it. "And Sandra was just as bad. The two of them together... unstoppable."

Tracy's breathing has changed. Faster, shallower. The rise and fall of her chest under the blue dress is a rhythm I know from our bedroom. But it’s not for me.

"So what did you… I mean, what happened?" Her voice is breathy. It turns my stomach and hardens my cock at the same time.

My beer bottle is empty. My excuse. "Right," my voice cracks through the quiet, rough and loud. "Top-up."

Tracy looks over, about to speak, but I’m already on my feet. I push myself out of the chair, clumsy and desperate for a moment of cold air.

Bob just gives a slight nod, not breaking his flow. "…and then Marion said, 'Why don't you show Sandra what you showed me in Malaga?'"

I walk towards the kitchen, his low voice and her soft gasps following me.

"...never seen anything like it. The way Sandra's eyes went wide when Marion showed her how to…"

In the doorway, I glance back. The lamplight casts them in a golden glow. The storyteller and his captive audience.

I turn my back, retreating from his made-up stories.

In the kitchen, the fridge door opens with a soft hiss. The cold air is a relief on my burning face. I stand there, letting the chill seep in, trying to cool the confused heat of shame and arousal.

Through the open door, his voice, a near-whisper. "...never had a night like it. The two of them taking turns to..."

A gasp from Tracy. "God, really? Both of them?"

A low chuckle. "I was a younger man then, love. Had the stamina for it."

I close the fridge door harder than I mean to. I lean against the counter, my unopened beer sweating in my hand.

I should go back. Interrupt. Say something. Do something.

I just stand here. A coward. Leaning on my kitchen counter. The images keep replaying. Her face. Leaning in. Her parted lips. His smug look. Just a story. It's just a story. So why is my heart hammering against my ribs? Why is my cock thick and aching against my zip?

And why do I want to go back in there and hear the rest?
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Weighing the Words

I don’t know how long I stand there, my back pressed to the cold kitchen counter. The unopened bottle of beer in my hand is slick with sweat. My sweat. The murmur of their voices from the living room ebbs and flows. Her soft gasps. His low, rumbling chuckle.

Then, the tone shifts. Bob’s voice, louder, more normal. The storyteller breaking his own spell.

“Right then, love. Best be off. Early start tomorrow.”

I straighten, my back peeling away from the counter. The thought flashes, hot and sharp: a coward in his own home. I force my legs to carry me back towards the living room.

Bob is already on his feet, tugging his shirt down over his gut. Tracy rises from the sofa, a little unsteady. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes too bright. She looks… lit up. A current is running through her that I haven't seen in months, and I know I'm not the one who switched it on.

“Ah, there he is.” His tone is jovial. “Thought we’d lost you to the fridge, son.”

I manage a smile that feels like cracking plaster. “Just… getting another drink.”

The full, cold bottle in my hand is a dead giveaway. Neither of them notice. Or they don't care.

“Was just saying I’d better get back to my flat. Can’t be getting in the way of a young couple’s evening, can I?” He winks at Tracy. She smiles back, a genuine, slightly tipsy smile.

They drift towards the hall. I follow a pace behind, a shadow in their wake. Tracy’s walk is different. A slow, fluid sway to her hips that I don't recognise. Like her body has learned a new, lazy rhythm.

In the hallway, Bob plucks his coat from the hook, shrugging into it without a single wasted motion.

“Thanks for the drink, love,” he says to Tracy. “And the…” A deliberate pause. His eyes crinkle. “…conversation.”

“Anytime,” her voice comes out soft, almost a breath.

He turns to me, extending a large, weathered hand. “Always good to chat trains with a fellow professional, eh, Mitch?”

I don't remember talking about trains. His grip swallows my hand. It’s not just firm; it’s a statement. An act of ownership. My fingers feel like twigs in a vice.

“Yeah. Right.” The words are thin, not my own.

And then he’s gone. The door clicks shut. The space he occupied is now a vacuum, but his presence lingers. The air is still thick with the ghost of his Amber Leaf. He’s left his scent, marking my territory.

Tracy leans against the wall and lets out a little laugh, shaking her head as if trying to clear it. "God, can you believe him? He's quite a character, isn't he?"

She pushes off the wall and drifts past me. I follow her back to the living room, watching that sway. She starts gathering the glasses, her movements automatic. I just stand there. Useless. Not knowing what to do with my hands.

“He certainly has some stories, doesn’t he?” I try for casual. Light.

Tracy looks up, a real smile this time. “Something else. I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone quite like him.”

She retreats to the kitchen. I hear the tap run, the clink of glass on the draining board. When she returns, I’m still standing there like a statue.

“Going to bed?” she asks, already heading for the door.

I follow. I have to. To break this weird spell. This new reality where Tracy glows and I’m a ghost.

In our bedroom, the ritual begins. She sits at her dressing table mirror, staring at her reflection as she wipes away the crimson lipstick. I yank my tie loose, pulling with more force than necessary, and throw it onto the chair. Let it lie there. A mess.

The silence in here is a weight. It presses on my eardrums. I need to puncture it.

“God, he’s a teller of tall tales, isn’t he?” The words are too loud. Almost an accusation.

Her eyes flick to mine in the mirror, then back to her own face.

I push on. “I mean, ‘Too much to handle.’ Honestly. What a load of old cobblers.”

Her hand pauses, a cotton pad hovering over her cheek. Her voice is quiet, thoughtful. “Oh, I don’t know… I think he’s just showing off. It’s just old-fashioned bloke-talk, isn’t it? Trying to sound like a stud for the young woman.”

She says it with such simple logic, it floors me. She isn't defending him, she's dismissing him as a harmless, lecherous old fossil. Which is somehow worse. It means she doesn’t see the threat at all.

I sink onto the edge of the bed, dragging a hand through my hair. “Look, maybe I should just have a quiet word with him.”

She turns on her stool. Her face is open, curious. "About what?"

“Just mention he needs to tone it down a bit. It’s not fair on you.”

She considers this, then gives a little shrug. “If you want. But honestly, Mitch, he’s harmless. Just an old man with a dirty mind and a lot of stories.”

The words hang in the air. Harmless. She knows. She knows I won’t do a thing. Her gaze drops for a second, and in that flicker, I see it: not disappointment, just… an observation.

She slides out of the blue dress and lets it drop silently to the ground, stepping over it to pick up a plain cotton nightie from under her pillow. The vibrant woman from the living room vanishes, replaced by my wife. My Tracy.

I retreat under the duvet, yanking it up to my chin like a barricade. She slides in beside me but lies flat on her back, hands resting on her stomach. She doesn't turn to me.

I wait. For a kiss. A touch. For normal. Nothing.

The sliver of streetlight through the curtains slices across her face. Her breathing is deep and even, but her eyes are wide open, staring at the ceiling. They aren't seeing the plaster. They're focused inward. Her brow is slightly furrowed, her lips parted just enough that I see the tip of her tongue press against her teeth.

I know that look. It’s her problem-solving face. The face she pulls when she’s untangling a knot in a spreadsheet.

But this isn't work. This is Bob’s obscene fantasy. Being too much for one woman.

And she’s not dismissing it. She's turning it over. Examining it. Weighing it.

A sick, cold dread pools deep in my gut. That must be it. She's just thinking.

I reach across the gap. My hand lands on her shoulder. “You alright, love?”

She turns her head on the pillow, her expression soft, a little surprised. “Fine,” she says, her voice sleepy. “Just tired. That whisky went straight to my head.”

I move my hand down her arm, a clumsy invitation.

She catches my meaning. A small, amused smile touches her lips. “Mitch. It’s a Tuesday.” She says it gently, as if reminding a child of a simple rule. "It's not Friday."

She gives my hand a little pat, then turns onto her side. Away from me.

I withdraw my hand. I roll over, turning my back to her. A signal. Day over. The casualness of her refusal is a hundred times worse than a flinch. It's not a rejection of me, it's a rejection of the idea. Of spontaneity. Of passion.

In the dark, the small space between us in our bed is suddenly a fucking canyon. Her breathing soon deepens into sleep, leaving me utterly alone. Her face in the living room, flushed and alive. The sound of her voice, breathless. Her body, responding not to his touch, but to his words. Replaying. Over and over. And I am left to weigh them alone.


The Confidante
The Filthy Suggestion


Agrey Saturday light seeps through the window. Perfect for painting. No harsh shadows, just a flat, even illumination. I’ve been hunched over the table for hours, lost in a new squad of Space Marines. The familiar chemical tang of plastic glue and Citadel paint fills my nostrils. The smell of control.

I dip my brush into a pot of Retributor Gold, ready for the insignia on my sergeant’s shoulder pad. My hand is steady. Here, nothing goes wrong unless I allow it. Perfect brush strokes. Perfect order.

Unlike the rest of my fucking life.

Two weeks. Two weeks since I last saw Bob sat in my living room, spinning his stories. Two weeks of pretending everything is normal while a voice in my head screams. I haven’t seen him, not in the flesh.

He's been here, though. Every bloody day. For "lunch with Tracy."

She messages me about it. So casual. Bob popped by with some pastries. Or when I get home. Oh, Bob showed me how to fix that wobbly hinge. Always innocent. Always helpful. Each mention is a cold fist clenching in my stomach.

The sergeant's shoulder pad is coming along. Another highlight. Focus on the miniature. Not on the sixty-year-old man spending hours alone with my wife. Not on the faint flush on Tracy's cheeks when she says his name.

Through the thin wall, a laugh from the kitchen. Tracy’s laugh. That bright, bubbling sound. She's on the phone. Must be Mandy. Their Saturday catch-up. I try to tune it out, my world shrinking to the tiny tip of this brush.

"I know, right? It's amazing not having to commute anymore."

More laughter. I can picture her, feet up on a kitchen chair, twirling a strand of hair.

"Shut up! I do not spend all day in my pyjamas!"

A small smile pulls at my lips. Mandy, always taking the piss. I return to my painting. The gold insignia is almost perfect. Just one more highlight—

"No, he's just a sweet old man... God, Mandy, you're filthy! It's not like that..."

My hand convulses. A thick smear of gold paint obliterates the blue armour. Ruined.

A frantic, rabbit-thump starts in my chest.

Filthy? What did Mandy say? What is "not like that"?

The brush clatters from my numb fingers. I strain to hear, but her voice has dropped to a murmur. She knows she was being loud.

It’s nothing. A joke. He’s a lonely old man. A grandfather.

But the word filthy echoes. It sticks. What could Tracy have possibly told her for Mandy to suggest something filthy?

I stare at the ruined marine. The gold smear glares back, an accusation.

My mind flashes back to Bob's words. ...too much to handle for just one woman. Tracy's flushed face. Her parted lips.

No. Ridiculous. He's ancient. She’s twenty-five. My wife. My beautiful, young wife. He's just a sad old man. He’s no competition, as Tracy said, harmless.

The thought is a momentary shield of cold comfort, but it shatters almost instantly, replaced by something much, much worse. What if he’s not? What if he’s… vigorous? Big? What if those stories were true?

A hot, unfamiliar sensation coils deep in my gut. Not anxiety. Something else. Something I don’t want to name. My throat is suddenly sandpaper.

I need to know.

Before I can think, I’m at the door, pressing my ear to the cool wood. A pathetic creep in my own home. I can't stop.

"...just a bit old-fashioned, probably doesn't realise it's wrong to pat my bum."

The floor falls away beneath me. He touched her. Put his hands on her. There should be rage, a white-hot flash of it. But there's nothing. Only that low, coiling heat in my belly. Growing stronger.

I press my ear harder against the door, the wood grain imprinting on my skin.

"Of course I wouldn't, he's old, besides I'm married!"

I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding. The tension in my shoulders eases, just for a second. She shut it down. She remembers me. Fine. Everything is fine.

Then:

"OK, OK—I'll admit there's something about him. Put it this way, if he were thirty years younger, I'm sure you'd be interested, Mandy." A pause. "Especially in the bulge I've spotted..."

The world tilts. She's looked. She's noticed. Noticed the size of it. Enough to mention it. To her friend.

That heat roars back, a furnace blast. My mouth is bone dry. And my cock—God help me—is stirring. A thick, heavy pulse against my jeans.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

Socks. That's it. He stuffs his trousers with socks before he comes round. The dirty old bastard. A fake package to impress my wife. It has to be.

But the image is branded onto my brain: Tracy, my Tracy, her eyes drifting down to his crotch. Seeing something. Then there was the dance, how shocked she was. Maybe it was from what she felt, not what he did? Enough to make her say there's something about him.

I press harder against the door. I need more.

"He's got these big, rough hands, Mandy. You should see them. So good with things."

My cock is fully hard now. A painful, traitorous thickness straining against the denim. This isn't right. This shouldn't be happening.

"No! God, you're so bad. But..." Her voice drops, a conspiratorial whisper I can barely catch. "I do wonder sometimes. He's so... dominant? Is that the word? Like he just takes up space. Mitch is always so... I don't know. Quiet."

A knife twists in my gut, sharp and cruel. But the ache in my groin only gets harder.

"He fixed our shower last week. You should have seen his forearms when he rolled up his sleeves. All veiny and thick. For an old guy, he's in good shape."

My breathing is ragged, puffing against the wood. My free hand drifts down, hovering over myself.

"No, I can't tell Mitch that. He's already weird about Bob. If I told him about the... the comment Bob made..."

What comment? What the fuck did he say to her?

"He said..." Her voice is barely audible. I hold my breath. "He said my arse was wasted on a man who doesn't appreciate it properly."

My hand, a traitor, is on my cock now, squeezing through the rough denim. My stomach churns with self-loathing, but my fingers only tighten their grip.

"I know! I should have slapped him. But... God, Mandy, the way he said it. Like a fact. Like he knows exactly what he'd do with it."

I’m going to come in my trousers. Like a fucking kid.

"OK, I have to go. I should check on Mitch. He's been in his room for hours with those little plastic men... Yeah, you too. Talk tomorrow."

Ice floods my veins. She's coming.

I stagger back from the door, nearly sending my painting table crashing over. My hard-on is a flagpole, impossible to hide. I grab the pot of murky painting water, holding it over my crotch as the doorknob turns.

Tracy stands there, face flushed, hair in a messy ponytail. She's beautiful. And for the first time, I see her through his eyes. Young. Ripe. A prize.

"You alright in here?" Her smile is warm. "Need anything?"

I shake my head, my throat clamped shut. The water pot trembles.

"No, I'm... fine." The word comes out as a rasp. I clear my throat. "Just finishing this... squad."

Her gaze lands on my painting table. On the ruined miniature, the gold smear like a fresh wound.

"Looks like you had a little accident."

"I... yeah. Hand slipped." The questions are a boiling sludge in my throat. What about his hands? What about the bulge? What else has he done? But the words won't form.

"Well, I'm making tea. Want some?"

I just nod.

"Great." She turns, then stops. "Oh, by the way, I invited Bob over for dinner next Friday. Hope that's OK? He's been so helpful."

So helpful. With his big, rough hands. His veiny forearms. The bulge she clocked.

"Sure." The word is a dry croak. "That's... fine."

She beams. "Thanks, love. You're the best."

The door clicks shut. I set down the water pot, my hands shaking. My erection rages on, the shameful evidence.

I collapse into my chair, staring at my perfect little soldiers, frozen in their clean, simple war. A world away from the twisted mess inside me.

What kind of man gets hard hearing another man wants his wife? That he’s touched her? That he’s promised to fuck her better than I can?

What the fuck am I becoming?

I don't know. But sitting here, my cock throbbing, my mind reeling with images of Tracy and that old man, one horrible truth solidifies in the pit of my stomach: a sick, traitorous part of me wants to find out.
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The Scent of Invasion

Scrape, fold, bin. Scrape, fold, bin. The fork rasps against a foil container, the remnants of tonight’s tikka masala. Keep the hands busy. Don’t think.

Behind me, the scrape of a chair. Tracy. Her thumb is a blur against the phone screen, the faint blue light painting her face. A soft huff of a laugh. Then another. That little private smile is on her lips again.

Is she texting Mandy? About him? About the things he said? About his… hands?

The air is heavy. Thick. There’s something else under the scent of curry and old washing up. Something sharp and sweet.

My head snaps towards the living room doorway.

Tobacco. Bob’s roll-ups.

The scent is strongest around the armchair where he sat today. A deliberate mark. A dog pissing on a lamppost.

My wife's arse is wasted on a man who doesn't appreciate it properly.

The words are a brand on my brain that I just cannot shake. Hearing her repeat them to Mandy... hearing that breathless quality in her voice... I got hard. Rock fucking hard. What kind of man does that?

My gaze drifts to Tracy. The soft curve of her neck. The way her jumper clings to her breasts. When was the last time I took a proper look at her?

A plate slips from my trembling fingers, clattering against the dishwasher rack. She doesn't even look up.

I have to say something. Be a man.

"I don't think Bob should be spending so much time here when I'm at work."

The words leave my mouth thin and reedy—a pathetic little squeak.

Tracy's head jerks up, her face a mask of disbelief. "Oh my God, are you serious? I like the company, and he’s just a lonely old man!"

My spine locks, a desperate attempt at authority. "It's not... appropriate. That story he told. About Spain. About his wife."

Her wine glass slams down on the table, red liquid sloshing over the rim. "What, so I can't be nice to our neighbour? Is that it?"

"No, that's not—"

"Because it sounds like you're telling me who I can talk to." Her voice climbs, her cheeks flushing with indignation. "When did you last even notice I exist? You come home, you eat your tea, and then you lock yourself away with your little plastic men!"

The words land, and the air goes out of my lungs. She's right. I open my mouth, but there’s nothing to say. I retreat. I hide. My voice shrinks.

"I just think he's being a bit... personal."

She stands, and the small kitchen suddenly feels like a cage. She looms over me. "And what about MY needs, Mitch? I'm stuck in this flat all day, staring at the same four walls. The highlight of my week is someone speaking to me like I'm an actual person, not just a piece of furniture!"

My shoulders hunch. My eyes find a crack in a floor tile and cling to it like a life raft.

"He's a pervert, Tracy. The things he says about women, the things I overheard—"

"And if he is?" she slices back, her voice razor-sharp. "At least he's lived! At least he has stories to tell! What stories do you have, Mitch? The time you caught someone jumping the barrier at King's Cross?"

I recoil. The words hit me like a physical blow. What stories do I have?

She's not finished. "When was the last time you did something? Anything? Took me out? Surprised me?"

My mind is a frantic, empty vault. "I... we could... next weekend..."

A bitter laugh cuts through my fumbling. "Always 'next weekend'. I'm tired of waiting for someday, Mitch."

Words spill out of me, a clumsy, pathetic cascade. "No, I mean it. I'll book something. Brighton, maybe? We could—"

"You know what? Don't bother." Each word is a stone dropped into a deep well.

The silence in the kitchen is a physical presence. The hum of the fridge is deafening. Tracy snatches her wine glass and stalks from the room. The bedroom door crashes shut, the sound vibrating through the floor, shaking the foundations of my life.

Alone. I am completely alone. My body sags with a defeat so total it feels like my bones have dissolved. Why the fuck did I say anything? Why couldn’t I say it like a man?

My legs move, one in front of the other, carrying me out of the kitchen. Towards the living room. Towards his chair.

My fingers trace the armrest. The fabric is still indented from his weight. And the smell… His smell is everywhere, mocking me. I imagine him here. His big, rough hands. The hands that patted her arse. The hands she described to Mandy.

Would he have stood there, pathetic and mute, while she screamed at him? Or would he have grabbed her? Shut her up? Shown her who was boss?

A thick, heavy pulse starts between my legs. The same traitorous throb. What is wrong with me? I should be putting my fist through a wall. Instead, I'm getting hard.

I shove away from the chair, stomach churning with disgust and something else… something hot and dark. I have to get his smell out of my home.

Fumbling under the sink, my fingers close around a can of air freshener. Pine. I rush back to the armchair and spray, and spray, and spray. A fine mist settles on the fabric. But the pine doesn't conquer the tobacco. It just… mingles with it. A sick, chemical sweetness layered over his filth. It’s worse. So much worse.

I sink into the chair. My pathetic attempt to reclaim my territory has failed. I close my eyes. It's easier to give in.

I see him sitting here. Tracy bringing him tea. Bending over. His eyes feasting on her arse.

Wasted on a man who doesn't appreciate it properly.
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The Flood and the Fucking Nightmare

I creep down the hallway, my socks whispering on the laminate. The microwave clock blinks 1:08 AM. Six empty bottles of Stella stand on the kitchen counter, a little glass army I’d recruited to fight the argument still ringing in my ears. They lost. Badly.

The living room still reeks of Bob’s visit—that foul mix of his Amber Leaf and Tracy’s pine air freshener. Three hours I sat in that chair, just stewing. Finally, I drag myself up to face the bedroom. To face her.

The bedroom door is cracked open, leaking a thin slice of darkness. I push it with my fingertips, wincing as the hinge lets out a soft groan. The room is washed in the sick orange of the street lamp outside. Tracy lies on her side, her back to the door. The steady rise and fall of her shoulders tells me she's asleep.

Still angry, then. Her back is a wall. A spine turned against me.

I undress in the dark, my clothes falling in a heap. My boxers are damp, sticking to my skin with the sour smell of sweat and fear. I pull on clean pyjama bottoms, the drawstring biting into my waist.

The mattress groans as I ease myself onto it, my breath held tight in my chest. She doesn't stir. I daren't touch her. Instead, I stare at the ceiling, watching the sweep of car headlights pass over the cracks like searchlights hunting for me.

When was the last time you even noticed me?

Her words circle my head. She’s right. When did I last see her? See the woman I married, not just a part of the furniture in this life I’ve built?

At least he’s lived!

I stare at the ceiling until the cracks start to swim. Exhaustion finally drags me under.
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The walls of the flat are pulsing, bathed in a deep, wet crimson. The hallway ahead of me stretches, impossibly long. Is it stretching? Somehow, I’m at the bedroom door in three steps.

Strange sounds leak from inside. A wet slapping. A woman’s low moan. And a deep, rumbling voice.

My hand pushes the door. It swings open onto a void.

Our bedroom has become a warehouse. The bed floats in the centre, trapped in a single, harsh spotlight from above. Bob is propped against our headboard, his nakedness a shock of power. His skin has a greasy sheen, his chest and arms thick with muscle that a man his age has no right to possess. A cigarette dangles from his lips, smoke curling around his head like a rotten halo.

And Tracy… oh, God.

She’s straddling him, facing away from me, her body warped. Her waist is impossibly thin, her arse and hips flaring out. Her breasts are huge, obscene, swaying with a heavy momentum as she grinds down on him, her hips bucking in a jerky, unnatural rhythm, a puppet on invisible strings.

Bob’s enormous hands clutch her, his fingers sinking into her tits, leaving white prints that bloom red. It looks brutal, but her head lolls back, a sound of pure pleasure tearing from her throat.

“More,” she groans, her voice booming in the vast space. “Harder!”

I try to shout, but my throat is locked solid.

Tracy arches her back, and I see it. Sprawled across the base of her spine in a swirling, ornate script is a tattoo.

BOB’S SLUT

The letters shimmer, raw and wet, pulsing like a fresh wound. When the fuck did she have that done?

His eyes find mine. How long has he been watching me watching them? His gaze locks on, a physical thing, pinning me in place. It's pure triumph. Ownership.

His cigarette never drops its ash.

“She’s mine now,” Bob rumbles, the sound vibrating through my bones. “Sit. Watch.”

A chair appears behind me. My knees give way, and I collapse into it.

“Show him,” Bob orders her.

She lifts herself off him, twisting to face me. And I see it. Bob’s cock. It’s a monster, a grotesque length of flesh as long as my forearm and thick as a can of soup, dark purple veins crawling over its surface.

“This is what a real cock looks like, Mitch,” Tracy sneers, a cruel smirk twisting her face into something ugly and unfamiliar. “Not that pathetic little worm you try to please me with.”

A cold sickness floods my stomach. But between my legs, a hot, thick, shameful hardness builds. My erection strains my pyjamas, the thin cotton suddenly transparent, showing everything.

“Look at you,” Tracy laughs, a sound like shattering glass. “Getting hard watching a real man fuck your wife.”

Bob grunts, gripping Tracy’s hips with brutal force, and his impossible member just erupts. It’s a violent, pressurised blast, a fire hose of thick, white cum that sprays across Tracy’s back, her shoulders, her hair.

And it doesn’t stop.

“Yes! Mark me! Claim me!” she squeals, writhing as the stuff coats her, covers her.

It pools on the bed, spilling over the sides, a white tide flooding the dark floor. It rises to my ankles. My shins. My knees. I try to move, to run, but I’m paralysed.

Drenched and dripping, Tracy wades through it. She cups her hands, scooping up the thick fluid, and holds it out to my face.

“Taste him,” she whispers, her eyes black pits. “Taste what a real man provides.”

My mouth opens. My tongue slides out. The warm, salty flood touches my lips—
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I bolt upright, a strangled gasp tearing from my throat.

The bedroom is dark. Normal. The orange streetlight filters through the thin curtains. Tracy is still turned away, her breathing deep and even, undisturbed.

My heart hammers my ribs. Sweat plasters my t-shirt to my chest.

And I’m hard. Rock solid. A painful, shameful erection. A dark, wet patch of pre-cum has soaked through my pyjamas, sticking to the sheet beneath me.

“Just a dream,” I whisper, my voice a raw tremor in the quiet. “Just a fucking dream.”

I look at Tracy. Her face, peaceful in sleep, the face I love. Her hair spills across the pillow.

Still mine, the thought is a desperate prayer. Mine. But the word feels hollow in my head. Brittle. Like it could shatter.

My hand trembles as I reach out, just to touch a strand of her hair. It’s silky. Real. She sighs, shifting, but doesn’t wake.

I lie back, staring at the familiar ceiling. The images won’t fade. Bob’s eyes. Tracy’s sneer. That tattoo. The rising, suffocating flood.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

The question loops, a stuck record. One part of my brain screams Wrong, wrong, this is all wrong. But another part… a quiet, hot, dark part… just replays the images. Tracy's face. Bob's hands. And it whispers… more.

I shift, but the erection is a flagpole of shame, refusing to lower. The wet patch against my thigh turns cold and clammy.

Careful not to wake her, I slide out of bed. In the bathroom, I refuse to meet my own eyes in the mirror as I peel off the soiled pyjamas and clean myself with a flannel. The cold water does nothing to the hard, hot pressure in my groin. If anything, the shock makes it throb harder.

Back in bed, I lie rigid on my back, terrified to close my eyes. Terrified of what my brain will show me next.

And even more terrified of how much I’ll enjoy it.

The clock’s red numbers tick over. 1:47. 1:48. Each minute an eternity. Tracy sighs again, her body shifting slightly closer. The scent of her shampoo, so familiar. I should reach for her. I should wake her up and fuck her, drive the dream away, stake my claim.

But I don’t move. I lie frozen in the dark, mind split in two; a husband wanting to protect his wife, and a spectator, wanting to watch her burn.


The Surveillance Operation
The White Mug


My face squints back at me from the phone screen, a stranger with my features. Who is that? The gaunt look in the eyes. I tap out the email, my thumb slick with sweat.

Dental emergency. Sorry, I had to leave early. Will make up hours tomorrow.

The message to my boss flies off. Sent. I shove the phone in my pocket before the doubt can creep in. My heart hammers against my ribs.

The Northern Line judders into my home station. I shoulder through the afternoon crowd, all tourists and school kids, and plant myself on the left of the escalator. It hauls me upward, not just to the street, but towards something that feels like a reckoning.

This is it. I’m doing it. No more sitting and wondering. No more of his smell on my furniture. I’m going to see. I have to see.

Sunlight blinds me as I hit the street. Kentish Town buzzes with normal life. People doing normal things while my world is about to implode. I suck in a breath of sharp, cold air. 2:47 p.m. She won’t expect me for hours. He’s usually there by three.

My eyes snag on a flower stall. Buckets of carnations and roses wrapped in garish plastic. A thought, cold and sharp, slides into place.

Cover story.

I drift towards the stall. The old woman behind it gives me a gap-toothed smile. "Summat for the missus, love? Got these nice ones, three for a fiver."

I nod, watching my own hands pick a bunch of pink carnations. This is what normal husbands do. Bring flowers. If I’m wrong, I’m just being thoughtful. If I’m right…

I tap my card, and the machine beeps. Now I’m clutching the cheap bouquet like a shield. I’ve never felt tactical in my life. It’s a strange feeling. A hot wire of something that isn't fear. I almost like it.

Regency Court looms ahead, its red brick suddenly looking like a fortress wall. One foot in front of the other. Careful. Don't make a sound. I glance at my watch. 3:02 p.m. If he’s punctual… he’s inside.

The main door usually slams. Today, I ease it shut. The lobby smells of polish and damp. The worn burgundy carpet swallows the sound of my footsteps as I creep to the stairs. The lift would whine, announce me.

Each step on the staircase threatens to betray me. I ease my feet down, avoiding the spots I know will creak. Second floor. The landing. Flat 2A—Bob's. 2B—ours. Both doors are shut. Silence.

I stop. Hold my breath. Listening. For what? A moan? Laughter? The bed frame knocking against the wall? My mind floods the silence with a sick, frantic soundtrack.

My heart is a fist in my throat. I reach our door. The key slides into the lock with a soft, metallic scrape that sounds like a gunshot in my ears. I turn it. Millimetre by agonising millimetre. The door opens a crack. I freeze.

Nothing. Just the low hum of the fridge.

I push the door wider, slipping into the hallway. The flat smells… normal. Of home. Laundry powder, old toast, Tracy’s shampoo. No tobacco. No sex.

The cellophane on the flowers crinkles, a deafening sound. I move past the shoe rack and peer into the living room.

And there she is.

At the kitchen table, surrounded by papers, her laptop humming. Hair in a messy bun, pen behind her ear. Old grey jumper and leggings. She looks up. Her eyes go wide.

"Mitch? What are you doing home? Is everything alright?"

I scan her face for a sign. A flush in her cheeks, a flicker in her eyes. There's nothing. Just… Tracy. Looking at me the way she always does. My wife.

The tension rushes out of me in a hot wave, leaving me weak-kneed. A flush of shame prickles my neck. I’m standing in my hallway, clutching a bunch of cheap flowers, an absolute fucking idiot.

"I… just missed you," I manage. The flowers feel heavy, stupid. "And… sorry again. For the other night."

Her expression softens into a small smile. "Oh, Mitch. You didn't have to."

She crosses the room, takes the flowers from my hand. Plants a quick, dry kiss on my cheek. It smells of coffee and her lip balm. Normal. She turns to the kitchen, rummaging for a vase.

"You didn't have to leave work early," she says, her back to me as she runs the tap. "Everything okay at the office?"

"Fine," I mumble. The lie feels thick in my mouth. "Just… needed a break."

My eyes roam the room, the old habit from work kicking in. Scanning for anomalies. The living room is untouched. No cushions out of place. The kitchen is tidy, a few dishes in the—

There.

In the sink. Next to Tracy’s pale blue mug. Another one. Thick, white ceramic. A chip on the rim. A builder’s mug.

Not ours.

The air in my lungs turns to ice. My voice comes out tight, strangled. "Had company?"

She doesn’t even turn around, still fussing with the flowers. "Oh, yeah. Bob popped by for a bit. He was telling me all about driving the Flying Scotsman for some special event." She finishes with the carnations and steps back. "Dropped a book off for me, actually."

She points to a worn paperback on the counter. Steaming Through Britain.

"Said I might enjoy it since I'm married to a 'railway man'." Her smile is genuine. Amused. No guilt. No shifting eyes. Just my wife, being normal.

And that’s worse. So much worse.

Because either nothing happened, and I’m a paranoid mess living in a fantasy…

Or she’s a much, much better liar than I ever imagined.

"That's… nice of him," I say. My mouth is desert-dry.

The flowers sit in the vase, bright pink and cheerful. Mocking me. My brilliant plan. What a joke.

"I'll just…" I gesture to the bedroom. "Change."

Tracy nods, already turning back to her laptop. "Pasta bake tonight. We can eat around six?"

"Sounds great," The sheer normality of it all suffocates me.

I retreat to the bedroom, closing the door. The click of the latch amplifies the blood pounding in my ears. I sink onto the bed, head in my hands.

What did I expect? To find them naked on the kitchen table? Part of me is massively relieved. But another part—a dark, sick, coiled thing in my gut—feels cheated.

I pull at my tie. The clock on the nightstand reads 3:17 p.m. Tracy’s side is neat. Her Kindle. Hand cream. A hair tie.

The top drawer. I pull it open. I don't know what I'm looking for. A note? Something. Anything. Just neat rows of her knickers and socks. Her small vibrator was tucked at the back. I've seen it before. It’s not new.

But as I stare at it, a new thought slides in, oily and foul. Is she using it more now? Thinking of his gnarled, tobacco-stained fingers instead of mine?

I slam the drawer shut. The sound is violent in the quiet room. I’m not her husband. I’m a creep. A Peeping Tom in my own home. A lunatic seeing shadows everywhere.
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Three Inches of Truth

The sports presenter on the telly is droning on about a football transfer. White noise. The words wash over me. I can’t focus. There’s just that white mug in the sink. Bob’s mug. An alien thing in our kitchen.

The pasta bake sits like a brick in my stomach. Tracy’s chatter over dinner was normal—too normal. Work moans, a story about a client. I nodded, smiled, played the part, while that mug just loomed in my mind’s eye.

“Going for a shower,” Tracy calls from the bedroom.

I grunt something back. The shower sputters to life, the rush of water in the walls a sudden, loud countdown. My gaze drifts to the arm of the sofa.

Her phone. Lying there. Forgotten.

My mouth goes dry.

Don’t do it. It’s wrong. You can’t.

But another voice cuts through. Sharper. Colder.

You have to know.

Fifteen minutes of hot water. Fifteen minutes to find whatever it is I’m looking for.

My legs feel like they belong to someone else as I stand. Three steps. The phone is a black mirror on the sofa arm, staring up at the ceiling. I’ve never touched it without her asking. Never had a reason to.

My hand closes around it. Still warm from her. The weight of it feels illicit, dangerous. I press the home button. The screen wakes up—a photo of us in Cornwall. Last summer. Both of us smiling.

The passcode. Her birthday. 1303. My finger hovers over the glass, leaving a sweaty smear. I tap it in.

The phone unlocks. A cheerful little trill that makes me flinch. I’m in.

My heart is a frantic drum against my ribs. I stab at the green messages icon. Recent conversations flash up—Mandy, then ‘Mum’, and then… there it is. ‘Bob’. Just his name, sitting there between her mother and her best mate. My stomach clenches, a cold, hard knot.

I tap it. The thread opens.

Tracy: Thanks for popping by earlier, was lovely to see you x

Bob: Anytime, petal. A pleasure to help out a damsel in distress ;)

Tracy: Haha, hardly a damsel! See you Friday?

Bob: Wouldn't miss it for the world, sweetheart.

I read the words again. And again. The screen seems to burn them into my brain. Petal. Sweetheart. That winking face. The casual little kiss on the end of her message.

It’s nothing. Old man flirting. That’s all.

But the wink… and that question. See you Friday? Not asking him, more like confirming. Like something’s already been arranged.

My skin feels too tight. A hot, prickly heat spreads across my chest. I scroll up, desperate, but there's nothing more incriminating. Just chitchat. Him stopping by. Train stories.

When did they even swap numbers? I don’t remember that. I don’t remember being asked.

I check the timestamp on the first message. Two weeks ago. Right when she started working from home more. Right when he started his ‘dropping by’.

It's not enough. This is nothing. Plausible. My thumb hovers, trembling. Then I see it. The little compass icon for Safari. The browser. I jab at it, then ‘History’.

My thumb flies, scrolling past BBC News, a recipe for risotto, the usual digital footprint of my wife’s day. And then I freeze.

Agent Provocateur.

I know the name. Lingerie that costs a week’s wages. The kind of stuff Tracy would laugh at. I tap the link, a knot of dread tightening in my gut. The page loads. A red silk chemise. Black lace. Cut-outs in places that leave nothing to the imagination. One hundred and ninety-five pounds. My mouth is hanging open. This isn’t her practical M&S cotton. This is… for a performance. For someone else.

My hand is shaking now. Back to the history. Another link. Lovehoney. A sick feeling rises from my stomach as I tap it.

Her page history is full of them. Not like her discreet little bullet. No. These are… bigger. Complicated. One page she's spent twenty minutes on: the We-Vibe Nova. A thick, curved thing. With a fucking app.

Remote control. The words just hang there. My mind… it whites out, replaced by a single, sickening image: Bob, in his grubby flat, phone in hand. Controlling her. While I’m at work, staring at screens.

The room tilts. I dig my fingers into the arm of the chair to steady myself. Back to the history. Scrolling, scrolling, my thumb a frantic blur, needing to see the final piece. The proof.

And then I find it. A Google search. The words hit me harder than a punch.

"Can a man with a 3-inch penis satisfy a woman?"

The air punches out of my lungs. The whole world judders and stalls on its axis. The question—so clinical, so brutal—is a knife twisting, right in the softest, most shameful part of me. She researched it. Actually typed my failure into a search bar. A hot flush creeps up my neck, scorching my ears. The screen blurs. My deepest, most pathetic secret laid bare in digital black and white.

And yet.

And yet, deep in my gut, a traitor stirs. A thick, heavy pulse between my legs. No. Not now. But it’s there. A shameful, undeniable hardness. My cock is swelling, straining, responding not to love or desire, but to the pure, filthy fact of my humiliation. The image forms without my permission: Tracy in that red silk thing, spread on our bed. Bob standing over her, his thick, working-man's cock in his hand. His gruff voice in my ear. "This is what you need, sweetheart. Not that pathetic little thing your husband’s got."

A bead of pre-cum soaks into my boxers. The image is so vivid, so hot. I’m rock hard. Harder than I've been in months, my useless cock saluting the fantasy of its replacement.

The water in the pipes shudders and dies. Silence.

Fuck.

My body moves before my brain can. Frantic, clumsy tapping. Clear history. Close tabs. Double-check. My hands are shaking so badly I almost drop the phone. I place it back on the sofa arm, trying to get it in the exact same spot, then lunge back to my armchair just as the bathroom door clicks open.

My erection is a painful, awkward tent in my jeans. I grab the remote, stabbing at buttons, anything to look normal. A property show. A happy couple buying a house. Their faces are a meaningless blur.

Tracy appears, wrapped in her fluffy white dressing gown, a towel turban on her head. Normal. So fucking normal it makes me want to scream.

"Your turn for the shower if you want it, love."

I just nod. Words are impossible. My throat is closed tight. All I can see is that search query. All I can feel is the traitor in my trousers and the sick, hot waves of arousal.

She pads to the sofa, casually picking up her phone. My heart stops. Did I miss something? A trace? But she just glances at the screen and puts it down.

"I'm knackered," she says, stifling a yawn. "Think I might have an early night."

In the red lingerie? With a huge new toy? Waiting for a notification?

"Okay," I manage to rasp. My voice sounds like a stranger's.

"You alright?" She’s looking at me properly now. Her eyes narrow slightly. "You seem… off."

A smile stretches my face. It feels like cracking plaster. "Just tired. Work."

She nods, accepting it. The lie hangs between us, thick and suffocating.

"I'll be in soon," My knuckles white on the arms of the chair. I can't stand yet. She can't see this. She can't see the physical proof of what her betrayal does to me.

She pads to the bedroom, leaving a trail of damp, soapy air. I sit here, a statue in my own home, my mind a churning mess of contradictions.

Fury. I should be feeling fury. Kicking a door down. But I’m not. I’m just sitting here. Hard as a fucking rock. God, what is wrong with me?

The kind with a pathetic three-inch cock. That’s what’s wrong.

I shift in the chair, pressing the heel of my hand against the rigid length in my jeans, the pressure a confusing mix of pain and pleasure.

Something has broken tonight. I’ve crossed a line. I’m not just a husband anymore. I'm a spy in my own marriage. A creep who gets hard reading his wife's search history.

The news comes on. A flood somewhere. People's lives ruined. I stare at the screen, but I don't see it.

My world. It isn't this flat, or London, or my job anymore.

It’s a white mug. A red silk chemise. And that one, brutal question.

And now, I know the answer.


Boundaries Broken
The Friday Night Arrangement


I’m stood in front of the bathroom mirror; hands braced on the sink. The stranger looking back has wide, panicked eyes.

Just breathe, Mitch. Act normal.

But what the fuck is normal now?

My wife has googled if my three-inch cock can satisfy her. And now we’re having dinner with the man who’s probably going to find out. Firsthand.

I don’t remember agreeing to this. This "Friday night dinner". Tracy just announced it yesterday. "Bob's coming round tomorrow." Not asking. Telling.

I should confront them. Call it out. But then what? A row with Tracy? Or worse, I make a complete tit of myself because it's all in my head.

No. Better to play along. Give him enough rope.

I splash my face with cold water and force myself towards the kitchen.

The smell hits me first. Sweet and sour sauce, sharp and vinegary from the takeaway cartons. But underneath it, always underneath it, is the sweet, cloying scent of Amber Leaf tobacco. His scent. Marking his territory in my flat.

Tracy’s wearing the blue dress, the one that dips low. She’s shuffled her chair closer to Bob’s side of our little table, her whole body angled towards him. Leaning in. Like he’s got his own gravity.

Bob looks up. His voice booms in the small space. "Here he is! Was beginning to think you'd fallen in."

Tracy laughs. Too loud. A bright, tinkling sound aimed right at him.

Bob raises one of my beer bottles. "To the chef!" He winks at Tracy.

"Don't look at me, Bob." Her voice is light, playful. "This is all Mitch. Our hunter-gatherer, braving the wilds of Uber Eats."

They both laugh. I force a smile that feels like cracking plaster. My gut clenches. I should have cooked. Another failure.

"Couldn't be arsed," I mumble, sliding into my seat. "Long week."

"I'll drink to that." It’s my beer he swigs from. I watch the muscles in his thick forearm flex. I see Tracy watching it too. An alertness in her eyes I haven't seen for years.

I have to change the subject. Steer the ship. "Remember that holiday in Spain, Trace? First summer together?"

She blinks, her attention snapping back to me like a stretched rubber band. "Yeah, of course."

"God, that was a disaster." My voice sounds brittle, falsely bright. "That beach in Malaga? I refused to wear sun cream, wanted a 'proper tan'..."

As I’m talking, I see Bob’s eyes haven't left Tracy. The friendly old man no more. This look is predatory. Calculating. Like a man studying a menu.

"...ended up looking like a lobster," my voice falters. "Spent the whole night covered in wet towels while Tracy went out dancing with those Spanish lads from the hotel."

The words hang in the air.

You fucking idiot. You just handed it to him on a plate. A story. You, weak and pathetic. Tracy, out dancing with other men while I’m stuck in the room, pathetic.

Heat floods my face; a prickling burn up my neck. I see a flash of triumph in Bob’s watery eyes before he buries it. He throws his head back, a loud, hearty laugh. His South London accent thickens. "Mate, we've all been there! Blackpool, '87. Railway lads' trip. Got bladdered, fell asleep on a deckchair. Woke up a fucking lobster!"

I manage a genuine smile, the tension easing a fraction. Maybe I’m wrong.

"Thanks for fixing that tap, by the way," I say, trying to sound normal. "Meant to sort it, but..."

He waves a thick, tobacco-stained hand. "Don't mention it, son. Good company is payment enough."

His eyes slide from my face, lock onto Tracy’s, and then drift slowly, deliberately, down to the shadow between her breasts.

Tracy beams. She actually glows, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear with a girlish dip of her head I haven’t seen since we were dating.

The cold knot in my stomach tightens. The beer bottle is slick in my hand. Condensation or sweat, I don't know.

We eat. The scrape and clink of forks is the only sound. Bob’s had a few of my beers now. His movements are looser.

He leans back, his chair creaking in protest. He rests his thick forearms on the table, claiming the space. The harmless old boy act is gone.

He turns to me. His eyes are different now, assessing. "You're a lucky man, Mitch. A proper lucky man." His voice is a low, rough growl. "She's a cracker, this one. A proper little cracker."

My body freezes. My brain screams. Say something. Put him in his place.

Nothing comes out. The beer bottle in my hand feels like it weighs a stone.

Bob senses it. The weakness. He winks, but not at me. At Tracy. "If I were thirty years younger, I'd give you a proper run for your money with this one."

He’s not a neighbour anymore. He’s a wolf at my table.

The burning shame crawls up my chest again. I look at Tracy. A desperate, silent plea. Say something. Shut him down. Please.

She blushes. A deep, pleased crimson. She’s flattered.

"Oh, Bob, stop it," she giggles, looking down at her plate. The words are an invitation. A green light.

His eyes glitter. He flicks his gaze to me. A challenge.

I say nothing. My throat is closed. My hands are trembling.

Stand up for yourself, you pathetic little man!

Their eyes lock again. A long, slow moment passes between them, a whole conversation I'm not part of. I feel like a piece of furniture.

Then, under the table, I feel it. The hot, traitorous throb. My cock, getting hard. The room tilts. I’m getting hard from my humiliation.

Tracy sips her wine, her eyes meeting Bob's over the rim of the glass. There’s a new boldness there. A recklessness.

Bob smiles. Not a friendly grin. A predator's baring of teeth. He’s won.

My breathing is shallow, ragged. He just gutted me, and now he's talking about the weather.

Tracy is flushed, animated, hanging on his every word. Laughing with that deep, throaty sound she never uses with me anymore.

My erection is a painful, insistent pressure against my jeans.

Under the table, I see his foot brush her ankle. It could be an accident—the table’s small. But she doesn’t move. Her foot stays right there. Their ankles are touching. The point of contact burns in my vision like a flare.

She laughs at something he says, a sound deeper, more sensual than I’ve ever heard from her.

I have to know.

I drop my fork.

As I bend to get it, I see it clearly. His big shoe nestled between her two feet. Deliberate. Intimate.

I straighten up, my face on fire.

Bob is watching me. A slow, knowing smirk spreads across his face.

"Good save," he says. But his eyes are saying, I know you saw. And you're not going to do a fucking thing about it.

He finishes his beer, placing the empty bottle on the table with a solid thud. A stake in the ground.

"Another?" Tracy is on her feet before I can blink.

His eyes follow her, a hungry gaze that lingers on her arse as she bends for the fridge. He doesn't even try to hide it.

I’m pinned to my chair. Furious. Humiliated. And sick with a thrill I can't deny.

She brings him the fresh beer. He takes it, his fingers brushing hers. A long, deliberate touch.

"Cheers, love." His voice is a low rumble. "Always know how to treat a man right, don't you?"

A line has been crossed tonight. There’s no going back.

"Better let you young ones get on," he says, a final wink at Tracy. "Don't want your husband getting the wrong idea."

My chance. My last chance.

I clear my throat. The words come out, weak and useless. "No worries, mate. My house is your house, as they say in Spain."

What the FUCK are you saying?

Bob's eyes narrow, just for a second. "Good to know, son. Good to know."

As he stands, I can't miss the thick bulge in his trousers. Of course, Tracy sees it too. That Google search flashes in my brain. Christ. He looks more than twice my size, even soft.

I stay seated, hiding my shameful erection under the table as Tracy sees him out. I hear their low voices in the hall. A soft laugh from her.

She comes back, cheeks flushed, eyes bright. She starts clearing plates with a jerky energy.

"He's such good company, isn't he?" She won't look at me. "Nice to have someone with some stories around."

The insult hangs in the air. I should be screaming. Instead, another hot pulse shoots through my groin.

"Yeah," I manage. "Quite a character."

"We should do this every Friday," she says, her back to me. "Make it a regular thing."

A regular thing. Him. Here. Every week. My cock gives a hard, painful throb.

"Whatever you want," I hear myself say.

She turns then, studying my face, searching for the jealous husband I’m supposed to be.

When she finds nothing, a small smile plays on her lips.
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Through the Wall: Voyeur's Awakening

The bedroom door shuts behind us, trapping the tension inside like something alive. Neither of us speaks. Tracy undresses, her movements slow and deliberate, like she's putting on a show for someone. Not me. She slides her jumper over her head, exposing the smooth plane of her back. There's something different about her tonight—a subtle sway in her hips, a confidence I've never seen before.

A strange cocktail of humiliation and desperate need churns in my gut as I watch her. My cock throbs traitorously in my jeans, still hard from Bob's territorial display at dinner.

I need to reclaim her. Show her I'm still her husband. Be a man.

The voice in my head sounds nothing like mine—it's my father's gruff command. But the message is clear. I have to do something.

Tracy slips under the covers in just her knickers, plumping her pillow like it's any other night. Like a man didn't just openly stake his claim on her across our dining table. Like I didn't sit there getting hard while he did it. She reaches for her phone, scrolling through social media with casual disinterest, that blue light making her look like something from another world.

My chest tightens. A strange, unfamiliar boldness pulses through me. Before I can chicken out, I cross to her side of the bed.

I snatch the phone from her hand and place it on the nightstand. Who is this person taking over my body?

Tracy looks up, eyebrows raised. There's a flicker of—what? Amusement?—in her eyes that makes my stomach drop, but I push through.

No words. I just kiss her. Hard. Not my usual timid peck, but something hungry and desperate. My hands grip her shoulders, fingers digging into her skin.

She makes a small noise against my mouth but doesn't pull back. After a moment, she wraps her arms around my neck, allowing the kiss but not quite surrendering to it.

It emboldens me. I push her gently back onto the bed, hovering over her in what I desperately hope looks dominant. My heart hammers so violently I'm sure she can hear it.

I pin her wrists above her head, my internal voice coaching me like a desperate corner man. Show her. Show her you're the man. Be the fucking man.

"You like that, don't you?" The words come out stiff, like I'm reading cue cards. "You're... you're mine."

It sounds like a question, my voice cracking on "mine" like I'm thirteen again. Even I can hear the lack of conviction.

Tracy arches beneath me, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She moans, but it's fake—too theatrical, too deliberate. She's humouring me.

Her reaction only makes me more desperate to prove myself. My hands move over her body with unusual urgency, mapping the familiar curves like I'm staking territory. I yank at her knickers with clumsy determination, nearly ripping the fabric.

As I position myself between her legs, I'm painfully aware that I'm too excited. Too close already. My breath comes in ragged gasps.

Tracy shifts under me, her expression a mix of surprise at my sudden boldness and resignation to what she knows will be another quick, unsatisfying shag. I see it all, even as I try to ignore it.

I push inside her, squeezing my eyes shut. Football scores. Work spreadsheets. Anything to make this last.

But instead of those safe distractions, a vivid image flashes in my mind: Bob, leaning against the wardrobe door, watching with that cocky, knowing smirk. Arms folded across his chest, those thick forearms on display. Judging. Amused by my pathetic attempt at dominance.

The imagined presence is so powerful, so humiliating, that instead of helping me last longer, it pushes me over the edge. A hot, electric jolt rips through my groin.

"Fuck," I gasp, my body jerking as I collapse onto Tracy. The entire encounter has lasted less than two minutes. Again.

"Sorry," I mumble against her neck, the familiar shame washing over me, ten times worse now that I've tried to be dominant. Her disappointment feels like concrete on my chest.

Tracy pats my back absently. "It's okay, don't worry about it."

The words are meant to comfort, but they cut deeper than any insult. Her gentle pat feels worse than a slap would. She's not even angry anymore. Just... used to it.

I roll off her, staring at the ceiling, another failure logged. Christ. Talk about backfiring. I tried to be a man and lasted what—ninety seconds? Just proving everything that smug bastard Bob was smirking about across my dinner table.

We lie side by side, miles apart. The gap between our bodies feels like a perfect representation of us. I search for something to say, but what words could possibly matter now?

A muffled bass beat breaks the silence, thumping through our bedroom wall from Bob's flat. The wall actually vibrates with each beat.

Tracy's head turns toward the sound, her expression shifting from post-coital boredom to curious amusement.

"What on earth is that he's got on?" she whispers, a genuine giggle escaping her lips.

I listen, almost grateful for the distraction from my sexual failure. The music sounds like awful '80s synth-pop, the kind from those cheesy workout videos.

A burst of unexpected laughter spills out of me. "God, it sounds like something from a bad porno," I whisper back.

For a moment, we're connected again. We both stifle our giggles, suddenly united as eavesdropping conspirators.

"Boom-chicka-wow-wow," Tracy mimics the stereotypical porno soundtrack, her hand covering her mouth.

I find myself grinning despite everything. There's something weirdly comforting in lying here like naughty kids, taking the piss out of our neighbour's taste in music.

The music stops abruptly, and we both freeze like we've been caught.

The silence lasts only a moment before another sound takes over—dialogue. A man's gruff voice, followed by a woman's exaggerated moan.

"Oh my god," Tracy whispers, her eyes wide.

A second moan, higher and more theatrical than the first, confirms what we're both thinking. It actually IS a porno. The unmistakable soundtrack of adult entertainment seeps through the wall, surprisingly clear in our quiet bedroom.

We lie frozen, listening, neither speaking as the sounds grow clearer, cruder. The wet slap of flesh on flesh becomes audible, punctuated by gagging sounds that leave nothing to the imagination.

Then a man's voice cuts through our bedroom wall, rough and nasty. "Yeah, you fucking like that, don't you, you dirty little slag? Take my big cock." The crude words seem to vibrate through the very air we're breathing.

I feel Tracy tense beside me, but it's not discomfort or disgust—it's something else entirely. Her breathing changes, becoming quicker, shallower.

I turn my head slightly to see her in the dim light. Her lips are parted, her eyes fixed on the ceiling, clearly focusing on the sounds. Her chest rises and falls rapidly beneath the sheet.

With a jolt, I realise she's getting turned on—by the same sounds that are, to my horror and confusion, making me hard again too.

The soundtrack gets more graphic. The woman is choking now, interspersed with male grunts of approval.

"That's it, take it all down. Show me what that throat can do," the man growls.

Tracy's hand slides toward her bedside drawer. My heart hammers so loud I'm terrified she'll hear it and stop. I want her to stop. I don't want her to stop. What the fuck is wrong with me?

The drawer opens and closes with a sound that seems deafening, competing with the obscene soundtrack next door.

Then a low, buzzing hum fills our room—the unmistakable sound of her little bullet vibrator coming to life.

My throat closes up. In four years of marriage, I've never seen Tracy touch herself. She's always been too shy, preferring me to do everything. Yet here she is, reaching for her toy while another man's voice—a stranger's voice—fills our bedroom.

I lie perfectly still, afraid that any movement might break whatever spell has possessed her.

No words pass between us as her hand moves beneath the sheets, the humming vibrator disappearing between her legs.

The sounds next door intensify—a harder, slapping rhythm now, the porn actress screaming in apparent ecstasy.

"Oh god, you're so fucking big! I've never had one this big before!"

Tracy's hips start to move, grinding against her hand. My mouth goes bone dry. I've never—not once in four years—seen her like this. Her breathing gets shallow and irregular. Her free hand grips the sheet, knuckles white.

From the sounds, the porno has reached its climax—the man roaring as he cums, the sound animal and triumphant.

"Take it all, you fucking slut! Take every fucking drop!"

As if triggered by his command, Tracy moans—a high, desperate sound I've never heard from her before. Her body arches off the bed, shuddering violently through what is clearly a proper, real orgasm. Her eyes are clenched shut, mouth open in a silent scream.

It's the most intensely erotic thing I've ever witnessed. And it has absolutely nothing to do with me.

The telly next door cuts off abruptly, plunging both flats into startling silence. I picture Bob finishing too, his hand still sticky. Does he know we can hear?

Tracy yanks the vibrator away, switching it off and shoving it back in the drawer with guilty, rushed movements.

"Sorry, just need the loo," she mutters, slipping from the bed and fleeing the room, leaving me alone in the dark.

I lie there, stunned, my brain scrambling to process what just happened.

Looking down at myself, I discover I'm rock-hard again, my erection tenting the sheet obscenely.

The sight of my arousal forces a burning question: What did it? The porno? Watching Tracy get herself off? Or the thought of Bob next door, wanking and thinking of her?

As the silence stretches, the truth hits me with sickening clarity. It was all of it. The entire twisted scenario—my wife getting off to another man's pornography, while that man might be doing the same thing on the other side of our wall, thinking about her.

It's a perfect triangle of perversion, and I'm the weakest point.

The loo flushes. Then nothing. The bathroom door stays shut, that strip of light beneath it like an accusation. Maybe she's washing away the evidence. Maybe she just can't face me.

I curl onto my side, facing away from Tracy's empty spot, my hand moving almost unconsciously to grip my cock. The scene replays in my head, but now I'm adding details that make it even more twisted.

In my mind, Bob isn't just watching random porn. He's thinking specifically of Tracy as he strokes himself. And Tracy knows it. She's getting herself off to the knowledge that he's getting off to her.

And me? I'm becoming what I always feared—a voyeur to my wife's pleasure, finding my sick climax in her betrayal.

The bathroom door opens. I quickly let go of myself, pretending to be asleep as Tracy slips back into bed. She keeps her distance, clinging to the very edge of her side.

"Goodnight," she whispers, the word hanging awkwardly between us.

I mumble something back, faking half-sleep. But actual sleep is impossible. My mind keeps showing me images and sounds on a loop, each version more disturbing than the last.

I wait until her breathing becomes deep and even, then slide out of bed. I can't lie here like this, painfully hard, my mind racing with thoughts that shouldn't exist.

In the living room, I sink into the armchair—Bob's chair from earlier, where his scent still lingers. The wrongness of this choice isn't lost on me, but it feels right somehow.

In the quiet darkness, I take myself in hand again, the fantasy growing, taking on a life of its own. Now Bob isn't just thinking about Tracy; he's already had her. Been inside her, tasted her, marked her as his. And I've watched it all, helpless, turned on, complicit.

My hand moves faster, my breath coming in quick, muffled gasps. The shame makes me dizzy, but it only sharpens the pleasure. I'm getting off on my humiliation, my worthlessness.

When I finally cum, it's with an intensity that leaves me gasping, my body jerking in the darkness, the evidence splashing onto my stomach and chest.

My breathing slows. The cum cools on my skin. Two facts hit me at once: the sticky mess on my body, and the complete silence from Bob's flat.

Has he heard me? Is he laughing at my pathetic display?

I wipe myself with a tissue from the coffee table. The physical evidence is gone, but the mental stain remains.

I creep back to bed. Tracy hasn't moved. I slide under the covers, careful not to wake her, and stare at the ceiling, replaying tonight on an endless loop.

The dinner. Bob's comments. My pathetic attempt at dominance. Tracy's vibrator. My wank in his chair. Each memory more humiliating than the last, yet each charged with a perverse excitement I can't understand or deny.

My brain won't shut up. Is something happening with them? Something's happening. But that's not what's keeping me awake. What's keeping me awake is worse. Much worse. Do I want to stop it? Or do I want to... No. I can't even finish the thought. Can't even admit what I am.
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A Ghost in My Own Kitchen

I wake with a weight crushing my chest. Last night replays in sickening flashes—my pathetic attempt to be a man, my useless cock's embarrassing performance, and then... Tracy, my wife, getting herself off to our neighbour's porn while I lay there like a coward, pretending to sleep.

The shower runs full blast. Steam creeps through the open bathroom door in lazy tendrils. Tracy's humming. Some happy little tune. How can she just... be normal after what happened?

I twist my wedding ring round and round. What now? Go to work? Sit there staring at CCTV footage of fare-dodgers while my brain loops the sounds of Tracy's gasps?

My stomach heaves. Cold sweat prickles across my forehead, down my back.

No. Can't face Steve. Can't face anyone.

The shower's at its loudest now, water hammering against tiles. Perfect cover. I grab my mobile, heart racing like I'm about to rob a bank.

"Steve? Yeah, it's Mitch." My voice comes out pathetic, weak. Not much acting required. "Terrible stomach bug... that dodgy curry from last night. Been up since 3, chucking my guts up."

Steve sounds genuinely worried. Makes my throat tighten with guilt.

"No, should be fine tomorrow. Just need to ride it out. Thanks, mate."

The shower shuts off abruptly. I kill the call, dive under the duvet. Eyes closed. Breathing steady. The bathroom door swings wide. A wave of humid air washes over me, carrying Tracy's shower gel scent.

"Mitch? You'll be late."

I crack my eyes open. Play groggy. "Morning."

"It's nearly eight."

"Yeah, I'm getting up." I sit up, rub my face.

She's there, wrapped in a towel. Wet hair slicked back. Skin flushed pink from the hot water. She looks... different. Glowing. Like something inside her has woken up.

"Thought I'd skive work a bit and go on a big shopping trip today," she says. The towel drops. I watch her reach for her underwear drawer like I'm watching someone else's wife. "Might meet Mandy for lunch."

She slips on plain cotton knickers. M&S basics. Not fancy. Not for showing off to...

"Sounds nice," I mumble.

Jeans. Jumper. Nothing special. Not dressed to impress anyone.

"What time will you be home?" My voice stays flat. Careful.

She shrugs. "Well before you get back. Depends how long Mandy can last before she needs a wine."

That laugh. It's Tracy's laugh, the one I've known for years. But there's something new in it. A lightness. A freedom.

"Right. Well, have fun."

"Don't work too late," she says, pecking my cheek. She smells of shampoo. Toothpaste. Tracy. No trace of tobacco or Old Spice or anything that might suggest...

The bedroom door clicks shut.

I lie there. Staring at nothing. A mad idea crawls into my head.

I have to know.

Sounds of Tracy in the kitchen, the toaster ticking down.

I throw off the covers. Pull on jeans, t-shirt, a jumper. Not work clothes. I'm meant to be dying in bed. Keys. Wallet. Jacket.

My heart slams against my ribs as I lock our door.

Empty corridor. Just the ancient lift grinding somewhere below. I take the stairs.

Outside. Grey Kentish Town morning. Drizzle in the air. I duck across the road into Mick's Café. Perfect view of our building's entrance. Frying bacon and stale coffee assault my nose. Decades of cigarettes seeped into the walls.

"Black coffee, please Mick." I drop into a window seat.

And wait.

Every time the door to Regency Court opens, my pulse spikes. Old woman with a terrier. Bloke in a suit. Two school kids. Never Tracy.

My watch says 10:17. She said she’s going shopping. She should've left by now.

Cold coffee sits untouched. Been here over an hour. The waitress gives me the eye as she wipes down tables. Thinks I'm a nutter.

10:30. Like lead in my gut. She's still in there.

Is she with him? Or maybe work called her and she couldn’t get away?

Time to move. I step outside. Sweat prickles under my arms despite the chill. I circle round the back, into the alley with the bins. The stink of rotting veg and piss greets me.

The fire escape criss-crosses up the brickwork like a black metal scar. Our kitchen door opens onto the first-floor landing.

Fucking mental, this. Completely mental.

I start climbing. Testing each step before putting my weight on it. Don't want the metal to sing out. Years of watching security footage have taught me how people move when they don't want to be noticed.

At the landing, I press my ear to the cold metal door. Nothing from the kitchen. But voices deeper inside. Living room. So I didn’t miss her, and she’s talking to someone. I can’t tell from here if it’s on the phone, or…

My hand shakes so badly I can barely get the key in. Slowly now. The lock turns with a wet click that sounds like a gunshot to my ears. I squeeze through the gap, pull the door shut behind me.

I'm a ghost in my flat. The kitchen smells of toast and coffee. Normal morning traces. My dirty mug is in the sink. Tracy's cereal bowl is next to it.

I edge toward the hallway. The voices sharpen. I was braced for the worst—the slap of flesh, the moans, the wet sounds.

But it's just talking. And laughing. Tracy's laugh.

I press against the wall just shy of the doorframe. Hidden. Straining to hear over the hum of the fridge.

Bob's voice has changed. Gone is the cheeky, harmless old geezer act. This is something else. Low. Intimate. Predatory.

"You're wasted on him, darling." That gravelly rumble scrapes down my spine. "A woman like you needs proper attention. Someone who sees what's really there."

My lungs stop working. This is it. The moment. Tracy will defend me now. Tell him to fuck off. Show some bloody loyalty after four years of marriage.

The silence stretches. Blood pounds in my ears.

Then Tracy's voice. Soft. Quiet. Filled with something that turns my insides to water.

"He's just... in his own world sometimes."

Not an accusation. A dismissal. An epitaph carved on our marriage in six quiet words. She's already gone. Already left me.

I stagger back into the kitchen. The floor seems to tilt. To fall away.

I clap my hands over my mouth. Bite down on my knuckle. Tears burn hot tracks down my cheeks.

This is worse than catching them fucking. This is a verdict. I've been judged. Found lacking. Discarded. And she didn't even raise her voice to do it.

"It's the bloody little men," Bob continues, his voice dropping lower, more intimate. "All those nights, him locked away with his toys while you sit out here alone. What sort of man does that to his wife?"

Tracy sighs. I can picture her shaking her head. "I don't know. I used to think it was sweet that he had a hobby he loved so much."

"Sweet?" Bob scoffs. "It's pathetic, love. A grown man playing with toys while he's got a gorgeous young wife sitting out here gagging for attention."

Something tears in my chest. A physical ripping. Can't breathe. Can't stand. I slump against the counter, my body convulsing with silent sobs.

But even as I break apart, a sick heat pools in my groin. A surge of blood that makes my cock strain hard against my jeans.

I look down in horror. I'm rock hard. The ultimate betrayal by my own body. The final proof of what I am.

I wipe my face on my sleeve. Need to get out. Now.

The door closes behind me with barely a sound. Just the tiniest click of the lock.

I stand on the metal landing. My body is trembling like I've got a fever. The tears have dried up, leaving me hollow. Empty.

But my cock still throbs against my fly. Hard. Shameful. Undeniable.


The Confrontation and the Key
The Failed Rebellion


The air in the spare room reeks of chemicals. Cheap MDF dust. Plastic wrapping. The sharp tang of what the packaging romantically calls "Swedish pine finish" but is actually just a noxious chemical seeping from the flat-pack desk.

I kneel on the laminate floor, sweat beading on my forehead. My knees protest against the hard surface. How long have I been here? An hour? Two? The IKEA instruction manual mocks me with its wordless simplicity. A cartoon man with a stupid smile is pointing at wooden dowels. Like it's all so fucking easy. I wish I hadn't promised to set up a space for Tracy in my hobby room, MY room. Fuck Bob and his clever ideas! I know he’d have had this up and sorted in minutes, with Tracy fawning over “how good he is with his hands.”

The tiny silver Allen key slips from my sweaty fingers, hitting the floor with a pathetic tink. I watch it skitter under the radiator, disappearing into the dust.

"Fuck's sake."

My mind isn't on the desk. It's on Tracy. Mandy. Lunch. Shopping. All the lies. I can see her right now, not in some café with her mate, but in Bob's flat. His massive hand on her knee. Her laugh—that soft, intimate giggle I heard through the kitchen door. The one that used to be mine.

I grab another Allen key from the pile of plastic-wrapped screws. She's probably there right now. Sitting on his sofa. No—on his lap. His weathered train driver's hands sliding up her thigh while she pretends to be shocked.

Is she wearing the blue dress? The one that shows off her tits?

My cock gives a traitorous throb, and I hate myself for it. What kind of pathetic excuse for a man gets hard thinking about his wife with another bloke?

I tighten my grip on a wooden dowel. I hammer it into a pre-drilled hole with more force than necessary, miss slightly, and catch my thumb with the rubber mallet.

"Fucking bollocks!" I hiss, dropping the hammer.

I stick my throbbing thumb in my mouth, tasting blood and sawdust. The half-assembled desk looks as broken as I feel. One leg is securely attached. Another wobbles dangerously. The desktop balances at a sad angle, like a ship going down.

This has to stop. It has to. He can't just come and go as he pleases. This is my house. My wife. I have to be a man. I have to draw the line.

"Tracy," I rehearse under my breath, "I forbid Bob from coming here when I'm not home."

The words sound ridiculous even to my ears. Who talks like that? My father, maybe. The same man who used to belt me for crying. The same man who called me a "little pansy" for reading instead of playing football.

I try again, softer. "I don't think it's appropriate for Bob to be here alone with you."

Even in the privacy of my head, it sounds weak. A complaint, not a demand.

The front door clicks open. Keys jangle, then drop into the bowl in the hallway with a familiar metallic clatter. Tracy is home.

I straighten up, wiping sweat from my brow. My heart hammers against my ribcage. This is it. The moment I reclaim my territory.

Footsteps approach the spare room. Tracy appears in the doorway, arms full of shopping bags. She's humming some pop song I don't recognise, radiating an energy that feels alien in the stuffy, tense room. Her face is flushed with the cold outside air.

Her gaze takes in the scene: me kneeling on the floor, thumb in my mouth, surrounded by packaging and tools. The crooked, half-built desk looking like a modern art installation titled "Masculine Failure."

"Still fighting with it, love?" Her tone is light, slightly patronising. Like she's talking to a child struggling with homework.

I grunt in response, trying to look busy with a screw, putting on a manly show. Failing.

She shifts the bags in her arms, her smile bright, eyes twinkling with a secret energy. "Maybe you should have asked Bob to help. He's good with his hands."

A white-hot flash of rage blinds me. The comment confirms every single one of my insecurities. Good with his hands. Unlike me, the useless husband who can't even put together a simple desk.

I say nothing, just glare at a loose screw on the floor. My thumb throbs in time with my heartbeat.

"I'm putting the kettle on," she announces, oblivious to the storm she's created. "Want a cuppa?"

I nod, not trusting myself to speak.

She disappears down the hallway, humming that fucking tune again. I remain kneeling, surrounded by the wreckage of my attempted DIY. The mess of packaging, the crooked desk, the blood on my thumb—it all feels like a monument to my inadequacy.
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I’ve abandoned the desk. No focus. Every time I tried to line up a screw, I’d see Bob's hands on Tracy's skin. Every time I picked up the instruction manual, I imagined her smile as she looks at him. That glow. That energy.

I now sit in the living room, perched on the edge of the sofa like I don't belong there. Tracy scrolls through her phone, curled comfortably in the armchair. My armchair. The one Bob always sits in when he visits.

The silence between us is thick, heavy with unspoken accusations. I've been rehearsing the speech in my head for the past hour, but now that the moment's here, I can't find the words.

"I... I don't think I want Bob coming round anymore." The sentence falls from my mouth like a dead weight. Not at all the commanding tone I've been practising.

I add a pathetic qualifier: "Not when I'm at work, anyway."

Tracy, who was scrolling on her phone, looks up. Her buoyant mood evaporates instantly. Her face becomes a cold mask I barely recognise.

"Excuse me? What did you just say? Haven’t we had this conversation already?"

Her voice is dangerously quiet. I've stepped on a landmine.

"It's just..." I falter, searching for the right words. "The way he talks to you... the stories..."

She stands up, placing her phone down with a deliberate click on the coffee table. Her eyes are hard and bright.

"Are you that paranoid, Mitch? Is your ego that fragile?"

She takes a step toward me, her voice rising. "That you can't trust me for five minutes alone with a sixty-year-old man? A lonely pensioner?"

I open my mouth to speak, but she cuts me off.

"Or is it that you just can't stand the idea of me having a bit of life? A bit of fun with someone who actually talks to me?"

My palms are slick with sweat. This is all wrong. I'm supposed to be the one setting boundaries, not defending myself.

"It's not that," I protest weakly. "He's just... not right."

"Not right?" she repeats incredulously. "What does that even mean? Not right for what?"

I fumble for an explanation. "The way he looks at you. The things he says."

Tracy's laugh is sharp, a sound with edges. "At least he looks at me! At least he talks to me!"

She gestures toward the spare room, hand slicing through the air. "When was the last time you did anything other than scuttle off to your little room to play with your toy soldiers?"

Each word is a precision strike at the heart of my insecurities. Toy soldiers. Not a hobby, not art, not something that requires skill. Just toys. Like I'm a child.

"He's more of a man at sixty than you'll ever be!"

The words hit me like a physical blow. I physically recoil; the air punched from my lungs. It's the most brutal thing she's ever said to me, and somehow, horribly, my cock stirs at the words.

The fight drains out of me completely, leaving an empty, aching void. My shoulders slump.

"I'm sorry," I mumble, voice barely a whisper. "Trace... you're right. I'm being stupid. Just... forget I said anything."

Tracy shakes her head, her expression one of cold fury and vindication. "No. I won't forget it. This isn't something I can just forget."

She steps closer, and I have to resist the urge to back away. "You've just shown me exactly what you think of me. That you think I'm some cheap little slag who'd drop her knickers for the first man who's nice to her."

The irony is crushing. That's exactly what I fear, what I suspect, what part of me wants to be true. And yet, hearing her say it out loud makes me feel like the world's biggest piece of shit.

She turns and strides towards the hallway, grabbing her coat from the peg and her keys from the bowl with quick, decisive movements.

She pauses at the living room door, turning back to look at my broken form. "I'm going out. I need some air. Don't wait up."

The front door slams shut. The sound is brutally loud, echoing through the now silent flat. The reverberation feels like a physical shockwave.

I sit there, utterly still. A ghost in my own home. The silence is deafening, heavier than any noise. I've failed spectacularly. Not just at confronting her about Bob, but at being the man she needs.

I mechanically slump into my armchair. As I sink into the cushions, I inhale, and the faint, lingering scent of Bob's tobacco fills my nostrils. A final, olfactory insult.

"He's more of a man at sixty than you'll ever be!"

The words loop in my head. And the most fucked up part? As I sit here, defeated, broken, utterly pathetic, my cock is rock hard in my jeans, and I've no idea why.
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The Key in the Lock

I’m slumped in the armchair. A pathetic statue in a room that isn't mine anymore. The silence is a physical weight, pressing on my eardrums. Just the hum of the fridge and a car hissing past on the wet street outside. I watch the clock on the cooker. The numbers mock me. 11:52. 12:38. 1:15.

"He's more of a man at sixty than you'll ever be!"

The words don't loop. They stab. A fresh poke with every tick of the clock. I squeeze my eyes shut, but it only makes her voice sharper. My body feels hollowed out. A thin skin-bag of shame.

I'm still rubbing the bite mark on my thumb, pressing down hard. Punishment. A small pain for a massive failure. Failure as a husband. As a man. A coppery taste of blood fills my mouth. I’ve been chewing my cheek raw without even knowing.

The flat feels huge now. Empty. The space between the sofa and the telly is a yawning black hole. A ghost in my own home. Useless.

Then, a sound. A key in the lock.

A sharp, metallic scrape that cuts the silence. My whole body goes tight, a flinch I can't stop. My heart gives a single, violent kick against my ribs.

The door opens slowly. Too slowly. Tracy steps inside, closing it behind her with a quiet click. More final than a slam.

Her face isn't twisted with rage anymore. This is worse. A calm. Cold and tired. A mask. She drops her keys in the bowl on the hall table. A sharp clink. She slips off her coat, hangs it straight onto the hook. No fumbling. Every movement is deliberate. Controlled.

She comes into the living room and just stands there in the doorway, looking at me. Her eyes, usually so warm, are just… flat. Like she’s studying some strange insect she's found on her carpet. She has all the power. We both know it.

Her stare pins me to the chair. My mouth is sandpaper.

"Tracy…" My voice cracks. A weak, pathetic sound. "I'm so sorry."

My legs are shaking as I get up. Palms slick with sweat. I'm a kid about to get a telling-off.

"I was wrong. Completely out of line." The words spill out, all wrong. Begging. "I was being pathetic and jealous and stupid. Of course, I trust you. I was just... scared." Please. Just please don't leave.

She listens, her expression... it shifts. Something around her eyes softens. Just a fraction. She nods, slowly. Like she's tasting something. Victory. She has to see it on my face. The total, pathetic surrender.

"It's just…" Her voice is quiet, but there's a steel in it. "It's nice, Mitch. To have someone pay attention."

She looks right through me, testing me. "To feel… looked at. He probably does fancy me, so what? It makes me feel… nice."

My gut twists. The husband I'm meant to be—the one my dad would have beaten into me—should be shouting now. Another row. But he's not here anymore. He's just a hollowed-out thing in this chair. All that’s left is the broken part of me, the part that sees a way back.

I take a breath that shudders in my chest. "Of course, he fancies you. You're beautiful."

The words are out. And it's easier than I thought. A sick, dangerous thrill starts to hum under my skin. I push it. "I've seen him looking at your arse when you bend over in those jeans." The words feel huge in my mouth. Foreign. "I don't blame him. What man wouldn't?"

Her eyes go wide. Is that shock? It doesn't look real. Her lips part. She crosses her arms, a defensive posture that doesn't match the sudden spark in her eyes. "Have you?" Her voice is low, conspiratorial. "When?"

The question hangs in the air. A test. She wants details. She wants proof. My heart hammers against my ribs. "The other day," I manage, my voice husky. "When you were taking the shepherd's pie out of the oven. You bent right over. He was standing in the doorway. He just... stopped talking. And stared. For a full five seconds."

A small, sly smile plays on her lips, making her look younger, alive. The cold mask is gone, replaced by something far more dangerous. Pleasure. "The dirty old sod."

She uncrosses her arms. The air changes. The tension doesn't snap, it thickens, crackling with a new energy. I can almost taste it, like licking a battery. Her calm shatters. Her eyes darken, her pupils blowing out until they're just black pools. A hunger. A hunger I haven't seen in years. And it's not for me.

"Is that all you've seen?" she whispers, taking a step closer. She’s no longer interrogating me. She's encouraging me.

My own body is responding. A thick, shameful pulse between my legs. The part of me that should be furious is being silenced by the part of me that is getting rock hard. I feed it. I feed the fantasy.

"No," I admit, the word is a confession. "He doesn't just look, Trace. He looks like he's... imagining things. Like he wants to reach out and grab a handful."

"Grab a handful?" she echoes, and I see it. The faintest flush spreading up her neck, across her chest. She runs a hand down her side, over the curve of her hip, as if feeling what I'm describing.

"He wants you," I say, and the words are a release. "You can see it. It's written all over his face. He wants to have you."

"Stop it, Mitch," she says, but there's no force behind it. Her breathing is shallow. Her lips are parted.

I can't stop. The realisation of what's happening, what this conversation is doing to both of us, is a drug. "I've seen the way he looks when he leaves. That bulge in his trousers. He's got a proper hard-on for you, Tracy."

The admission is a thunderclap in the quiet room. We’ve never talked like this. Never.

"A bulge?" she breathes, her eyes fixed on mine, wide and shining. "You think he's... big?"

"I don't think," I say, my voice dropping to a raw whisper. The truth is a blade and a balm all at once. "I know. He must be fucking huge."

That's the word that does it. Fucking. Her breath hitches. A visible shiver runs through her. She looks down at her own body, at the thin fabric of her top, and I see her nipples pebble, pressing hard against the material. She knows I see it. She wants me to see it.

"He wants to fuck you," I say, the final nail. "He probably sits in his flat next door, listening to us, wanking himself raw thinking about pinning you down on this sofa and fucking you senseless."

A low sound escapes her throat. Not a word. A moan. A sound of pure, unadulterated arousal.

She crosses the room in three quick strides.

Her hand shoots out, grabbing the front of my shirt. Her knuckles graze my chest, sending a jolt through me. "You liked him looking at my arse?" she whispers again, her voice thick and husky, but the question is different now. It's a key.

Before I can answer, her mouth is on mine. Fierce. Desperate. This isn't forgiveness. It's pure need. Her tongue shoves past my lips, demanding. Her teeth nip my lip, hard enough to sting.

Her hands are everywhere, frantic, pulling me up from the arm of the sofa. I stumble after her towards the bedroom, her urgency dragging me along. She rips at my shirt buttons. One pings off, skittering across the laminate floor. A tiny sound lost in our ragged breathing.

In the bedroom, she shoves me against the wall. She's stronger than I thought. She tears my ruined shirt off, her fingers fumbling with my belt buckle. Her nails rake down my chest, leaving stinging red lines. The pain is sharp, exquisite. Proof.

We fall onto the bed, a mess of elbows and knees. It's frantic, violent. She scrambles on top, grabs my cock—already half-hard with fear and shame—and guides it inside her with one slick, impatient movement.

"Fuck," she hisses. A command.

She starts to ride me. Hard. Desperate. Fucking the anger out of her system. Her hair whips my face as she thrashes, eyes screwed shut. Lost in her own world.

I'm just lying here under her, a passenger. Feeling the familiar edge of her dissatisfaction as I start to go soft inside her. It’s happening again. The chase for a pleasure I can’t give her. My failing body.

I close my eyes. I need something else. Not me. Not this.

The image comes out of nowhere. Blazing on the back of my eyelids. Bob.

Not a vague thought. A picture. Crystal clear. Him, standing over her. His thick, weathered hands gripping her hips. The heavy bulge I've seen in his trousers, now free. Massive. A proper working man's tool, burying itself deep inside my wife.

The thought hits me like a jolt from a live wire. A sickening, thrilling lurch deep in my stomach, the one I get when I'm about to be caught. A hot, electric power floods me, and my cock, my useless, three-inch cock, swells inside her, thick and solid in a way it never is. Rock-hard.

Tracy gasps, her rhythm breaking. "Oh!"

Something rises in me. Not to compete with him. To use him. To borrow his power. An urge I've never known grips me.

A growl rumbles out of my chest, a sound I don't recognise. I grab her hips. My grip isn't gentle. It’s bruising. My fingers dig into her soft flesh.

She gasps again, a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes fly open, shocked. She sees something new in my face.

In one powerful heave, I flip her onto her back. A move I’ve never even thought of before. I pin her down, covering her. Something must show in my eyes, something feral, because hers widen with a mix of surprise and a dark, hungry flicker.

I drive into her. Hard. Not my usual fumbling. It's brutal. Punishing. Every thrust is powered by the image of Bob filling her up, of me watching, helpless.

"Mitch! Yes!" she cries out. Her voice is real. Breathless. Nothing like the little fake sounds she makes. This is real.

I fuck her with a relentless rhythm, deeper, harder. I'm losing myself in a red haze. Just the pounding in my ears and the slick heat of her. I need to feed the fire.

"Is this what you want?" I grunt into her ear. "You like it rough like this?"

"Yes," she pants, her head thrashing on the pillow.

"He's probably next door right now…" I grind into her, adding something dangerous to her thoughts. "Bob…listening to us."

That's the trigger. Her eyes fly open, wide with shock. For a second, I think I've gone too far. Then, a slow, wicked smile spreads across her face. Her teeth gleam in the streetlight glow from the window.

"Oh God," she moans, but the sound is different now. Louder. A performance. It’s not for me.

It’s for the wall. For him.

"Oh yes! Fuck me, Mitch! Fuck me harder!" she shouts, projecting her voice towards Bob's flat.

Her hands go to her tits, pinching her nipples hard. "Oh god, I'm getting fucked so good!"

Watching her perform for him, for another man, short-circuits my brain. Jealousy and arousal fuse into one raw, overwhelming power. It drives my hips. Harder than I’ve ever been. Every nerve alight.

"Does it feel good, slut?" My voice is a rough rasp. "Tell him how good it feels! Tell him how wet you are for me!"

Slut. The word should feel wrong. It feels like a key turning in a lock I never knew existed.

"It feels so good!" she screams back, her eyes wild. This is real excitement. Something I've hardly ever given her. "He's making me so wet, Bob! Can you hear him? He's fucking me so good!"

She screams his name. Not mine. His. The sound is a white-hot poker in my gut. I slam into her, matching her cries. I'm not just fucking my wife. I'm putting on a show. I want him to hear. I want him to know that I know. I want him to picture this.

Her face is a mask of pure, shattering pleasure. Her eyes are rolled back, her mouth a silent O between the shouts. This isn't my Tracy. This is some wild creature he's woken up.

"He's going to hear you come," I grunt, twisting a handful of her hair, arching her neck back.

"He's going to hear me scream your name!" she cries back. I wonder. When she comes, will it be my face she's seeing?

It’s too much. For the first time in years—maybe ever—I feel her orgasm on my cock. A real one. Her inner walls clamp down on me in undeniable, shattering waves. She screams my name, a raw, ragged sound torn from her soul, her nails digging burning trails down my back.

The sight of it, the sound, the proof… it pushes me over. A roar rips out of me—victory and surrender all at once—and I empty myself deep inside her, a final, explosive pulse. Something inside me breaks and washes away.

We collapse. Panting in the dark. Slick with sweat. My heart hammers against my ribs. But my mind is cold. Shockingly clear.

The truth lands in the silence between our breaths. Not a whisper. A clear, cold fact gleaming in the dark.

I don't want to stop Bob. I never did.

What I wanted—what I still want, with a shame that burns like acid—is to watch. To know. To see.

Bob is the key. The thought of him with her. Taking her. Fucking her while I watch, useless and small… It’s the most powerful thing I’ve ever known.

The thought doesn't settle over me. It slams into place. This isn't a kink. This is me. This is us now.

Her breathing slows. Her body is a heavy, sated weight against mine. Her fingers trace idle patterns on my chest. A wave of cold reality washes over me, a chaser to the hot adrenaline. What did I just say? What have we just done? The filthy words I spoke echo in my head, feeling alien and terrifying now the heat has faded. I called her a slut. I put the idea of another man listening to us, to her, into her head, and she cum – from me or that thought? I feel a flicker of my old self, the anxious, pathetic Mitch, recoiling in horror.

But beneath the fear, the deeper truth remains, warm and solid in my gut. The key is in the lock. I turned it.

For once, I don't need to know what she's thinking. The wondering is part of the sick, dark thrill taking root in my chest, a thrill so powerful it scares the life out of me.
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A Proper Hostess

I wake up, and the air in the room is wrong. Heavy. Thick with the ghost of last night. I can smell it – our sweat, the ghost of Tracy’s perfume, and something else under it all. Something musky and feral.

My muscles ache. A dull, pleasant complaint from places I haven’t used in years. I turn my head on the pillow. Tracy. Sleeping. A small, private smile on her lips. Her hair is a riot across the pillow slip, a dark tangle that reminds me of my fist buried in it. My hand. Taking control. For the first time… maybe ever.

A memory flashes. The filthy words. Her screams against the wall. Bob.

My stomach clenches into a cold, hard knot. Fuck. We didn’t just have sex. We kicked a door off its hinges. A door we’d both pretended wasn’t even there for four years.

I wait for the shame. For the usual sour taste of morning-after regret to coat my tongue. But it doesn’t come. There’s just a low hum under my skin. A wire pulled taut. And the source of it sits in my gut, a lead weight and a hot coal all at once.

Bob is the key. The thought of him… that was the fuel.

The idea hasn’t faded. It’s sharper now, crystallised in the quiet light of day.

Beside me, Tracy stirs. The sheet slides, exposing the soft curve of her breast as she stretches like a cat. Her eyes flutter open and lock onto me. There’s no awkwardness. No regret. Just a deep, assessing stare. She’s watching me. Waiting.

She props herself on one elbow. The duvet slips further. I see the faint red marks my fingers left on her hip. Evidence. Proof of a husband I’ve never been.

The silence between us is a living thing. She’s waiting. Daring me to speak first. To decide if last night was a mad one-off, or… something else.

This is it. The pivot. My heart hammers against my ribs, a frantic bird in a cage. My throat is sandpaper.

“Listen, love… about yesterday.” My voice is a croak.

Her eyes narrow. She’s trying to see right inside my skull.

The words feel like stones in my mouth, but I force them out. “I was… I was an idiot. Completely out of line.”

She just watches, letting the silence stretch. She knows there’s more.

“You’re right,” I manage, the words both a total surrender and a calculated risk. “Bob’s just… he’s lonely, isn’t he? It’s good of you, being so nice to him. Being a good neighbour.”

I have to pause, take a breath. The air feels thin. A prickle of sweat on the back of my neck. Here we go. The first push.

“You know…” I keep my eyes locked on her face, trying to make my voice casual. “I’m sure he’ll be round for a cuppa tomorrow. While I’m at work…”

I let the sentence hang, twisting in the air between us. Her focus sharpens. Her breathing hitches, just for a second.

“…why don’t you wear that blue dress he liked?”

The words are out. My heart thuds once, hard, then seems to stop. I add the final, crucial piece, the flimsy cover story.

“The one with the… You know… The nice neckline.” I try a weak smile. “Might cheer the old chap up. Make him feel welcome. In case he thought I’ve been… off with him.”

She doesn’t answer. A slow smile spreads across her face. Not her usual smile. This one is different. It’s pure, shocking conspiracy. It reaches her eyes, which glitter with an understanding so complete it makes the breath catch in my throat. She knows. She knows exactly what I’m asking.

Her smile widens, crinkling the corners of her eyes. It’s the look of a woman who’s just been handed the key to a kingdom she thought she’d never see. She leans over, the duvet falling away completely. Her kiss isn’t passionate. It’s a seal. An agreement pressed against my lips.

“That’s sweet of you to think of him,” she whispers, her breath warm and tasting faintly of last night’s whisky.

The success is a shot of adrenaline. I’m drunk on it, this terrifying new power. I have to push it further. Have to make the unspoken contract solid.

A shaky laugh escapes me. “Well, you should be a good hostess, shouldn’t you? Look after our lonely neighbour properly.” The word hangs between us, heavy and obscene. I drop my voice lower, looking straight into her eyes. “I bet it gives him a right thrill. Just being around a beautiful woman like you. It’s the least we can do, eh?”

There it is. The final turn of the key. It’s not just permission. It’s encouragement. It’s me, her husband, telling her to be his entertainment.

Her smile vanishes. Her face becomes a mask of shining, intense seriousness. She pulls back, searching my eyes for any flicker of doubt, any hint of a trap. She finds none.

She gives a single nod. Small, sharp, definite.

Contract signed.

Empowered, she swings her legs out of bed. Stands there, completely naked, her posture radiating a new, deliberate confidence. She stretches, back arching, arms reaching for the ceiling. It’s not for me. It’s a predator testing its limbs. Feeling the shape of its new purpose.

“I’m going to have a shower,” she says. The lightness in her voice is underscored with steel.

I watch the sway of her hips as she walks to the bathroom. A new, predatory grace. The door clicks shut. Final. The hiss of water on tile begins.

The room feels vast and empty, but my mind is screaming. I fall back against the pillows, my heart hammering so hard I can feel the pulse in my throat. I press a hand to my chest, feeling the wild flutter.

I did it. I just told my wife to tart herself up for another man. Show off her body.

The image blooms in my head, vivid and sickeningly hot. Tracy in the blue dress, the neckline gaping as she leans forward to pour Bob’s tea. His watery eyes sliding down her cleavage, hungry and shameless. Tracy sees it, knowing he’s looking, and letting him. Welcoming it, knowing she has my permission.

My cock is instantly awake, a traitorous pulse of heat and blood. I lift the duvet and look down. It’s there. Thick and urgent against my stomach, hard as it was in the frenzy of last night. All from a picture in my head. A picture of my wife and the dirty old man from next door.

The shower is still running. I can hear her humming. Is she planning it? What underwear she’ll wear—or not wear? All for his benefit. And mine. This twisted new game, where his desire is the fuel for ours.

A cold knot of dread forms in my gut, but a hot, shameful thrill chases right behind it. I’ve shoved the first domino. I can’t take it back.

I don’t want to take it back.

The water cuts off. Silence. Then the familiar whir of the hairdryer.

I close my eyes. See the blue dress. Bob’s face. The predatory gleam in his eyes. The burn of humiliation is like neat whisky – painful, warming, and utterly intoxicating. I’ve thrown a door wide open, and now I can’t fucking wait to see what comes through it.

The hairdryer clicks off. The bathroom door is about to open.

My wife is about to emerge.

The game is on.


A Fucking Cracker, Mate
Needing more


The hum. That's the first thing. A low, constant drone from the fluorescent strips overhead. I tap my password in, the screen flaring to life with another spreadsheet. Fare evasion data. Rows and columns of numbers that just swim in front of my eyes. A meaningless grey smudge.

TFL, another day in paradise. But I’m not here. Not really.

I’m back in our flat. I see Tracy in that blue dress. Bob's weathered hand sliding up her thigh. His fingers, stained yellow from his roll-ups, leaving little dents in her perfect skin…

"...seventeen quid for a tiny bag. Seventeen quid!"

Brenda’s voice. It cuts through the fog. She's leaning over the partition, clutching a mug with a stupid cartoon cat on it. A powder-blue cardigan stretched tight across her chest.

"Highway robbery, that's what it is. Poor Tiddles was up all night."

I watch her mouth move. Her biggest problem is her cat's bowels. Veterinary bills.

She has no idea.

No idea I told my wife to dress for another man. No idea I'm sat here right now, the ghost of her taste still on my tongue, the sound of last night’s orgasm ringing in my ears. The sound of something new starting.

A loud groan from the pod opposite. Dave Pritchard.

"For fuck's sake! Did you see the West Ham game? Useless. Absolutely fucking useless."

He’s pushed up the sleeves of a crumpled shirt that probably looked good in a nightclub fifteen years ago. A faded tribal tattoo snakes around his forearm. Magaluf, probably. There’s a stain on his collar. Ketchup? Don’t want to know.

"My nan could've scored against that back four, and she's been dead ten years."

I make a noise. A sort of grunt of agreement. Football. Normal men's worries. Not... this. Not sitting here with a hard-on because you can't stop thinking about your wife getting felt up by a dirty old neighbour.

Poor bastards. Dave and Brenda. All they have is West Ham and sick cats. Their lives are just... beige. While mine... mine has just gone into colour. Bright, terrifying colours. Lust. Shame. Things I don't have names for.

"You alright, mate? Quiet today." Dave’s swivelling in his chair, an eyebrow raised.

I try to arrange my face into something normal. "Just tired. Long week."

He nods, leaning forward, conspiratorial. "Tell me about it. The missus was on my case again last night. Proper earful. Just for wanting a few pints with the lads." He lowers his voice. "You've got to keep 'em on a short leash, mate. Give 'em an inch, they'll take a mile." He wags a thick finger at me. "That's your problem, you are. Too nice. Women need a firm hand."

A firm hand. My mind screams. The irony is so thick I could choke on it. He thinks he’s some kind of lion tamer. Shouting at the telly is his idea of dominance. He has no idea what real power is. The way Bob just sat there, in my chair, and owned the entire room. The way Tracy turned towards it, like a plant to the sun.

A pulse of heat shoots through me. Dave’s pathetic, shallow idea of being a man, next to the memory of Bob… it sparks something. Reckless.

I need more. I need to know for sure.

My hand is trembling. I pull out my phone, thumb slick with sweat as I unlock it. My heart starts to thud. A fast, heavy beat against my ribs. I scroll past the normal photos. Us at the museum. Christmas. The old Mitch and Tracy. The boring couple.

There. My thumb stops. The perfect one.

Tracy in Spain last year. Climbing out of the pool, laughing. Hair slicked back, water beading on her skin. The blue bikini top has slipped. Just a little. The high curve of her breast is showing. Her flat stomach glistening.

Spectacular. So alive.

Pride and shame and a hot, urgent twisting in my gut. The office air feels thick, too close. My palms are wet.

I lean over the partition. Try to look casual.

"Speaking of… the missus…" My voice is a croak. I hold out the phone. Angle it towards him. I force a laugh that sounds like a cough. "She'd kill me for showing anyone this one. From our hols."

Dave looks up, his face a mask of bored, polite interest. Then his eyes find the screen.

And everything changes.

His eyebrows shoot up. He physically leans in, squinting. "Fucking hell," he breathes. A low whistle escapes his lips. "Jesus, Mitch." His voice drops to a coarse whisper. His eyes dart from the phone to my face, then back to her. "Where the fuck have you been hiding her?"

A jolt hits me, low in my gut. Hot and sharp. My breath catches. It's working. Christ, it's actually working.

"She's a fucking cracker, mate." His mouth is hanging open a bit. "Proper handful, I bet." His finger stabs towards the screen, not quite touching the glass. "Look at the tits on her. Bleeding hell." He shakes his head, a look of genuine, slack-jawed admiration. "You're a lucky bastard, you are."

Each crude word is a hot poker in my gut. It’s exactly what I needed to hear.

A flush burns its way up my neck, flooding my cheeks. It’s shame, of course it is. What kind of husband does this? But it’s pride, too. And something else. Something dark and powerful that’s uncoiling inside me. The same feeling I got listening through the wall.

I'm instantly rock hard, the painful, traitorous pressure building against my trousers. I have to shift in my seat, turning my hips away. Hoping he doesn't see.

"Yeah, well..." I snatch the phone back, my hand shaking as I shove it in my pocket. "Lucky, I suppose."

My heart is trying to hammer its way out of my chest. I feel dizzy. Drunk on it. Drunk on another man – a normal bloke like Dave – looking at my wife like she's a piece of meat.

Dave turns back to his screen, but I hear him mutter, "Christ. If my missus looked like that, I wouldn't be in here on a Tuesday morning, I'll tell you that much."

He has no idea. No idea what he’s just done.

The rest of the afternoon is a write-off. I stare at the spreadsheet, the numbers blurring. My department could be haemorrhaging money, and I wouldn't see it. All I can see is Tracy, glistening in the Spanish sun. All I can hear is Dave's voice, on a loop. A fucking cracker, mate. Look at the tits on her. Look at the tits on her.

"Mitchell? The printer?" Brenda's voice yanks me back. She's jabbing at the big grey machine, her glasses on the end of her nose. "Gavin wants the quarterly reports..."

I push my chair back, keeping my body behind the desk for a second. Let the worst of it subside. "Coming, Brenda."

Walking over, I pass Dave's desk. He glances up. And he gives me this little nod. A nod of new respect. Man to man. Not for my work. Not for me. For what I own.

The thought should make me sick. Instead, a warm, thrilling sludge fills my stomach.

I fix the paper jam in seconds. Return to my desk. But I can't help it. My hand goes to my pocket, to the phone. I find myself scrolling again.

There’s another one. Tracy is on a sun lounger. Eyes closed. The perfect curve of her hip.

I could show him. Make up some excuse. Look at this view.

I put the phone away. Not today. But soon.

A little smile plays on my lips. A secret just for me. It's confirmed. I get off on this. Displaying her. Dave admiring a prize he can't have.


Mandy's Investigation
A Different Species


The Space Marine sits half-painted in its clamp, blue armour gleaming under the lamp's sterile light. I try to guide the brush along the shoulder pauldron, a tiny line of Fenrisian Grey. Precise. Thin.

My hand shakes. The line smears into a clumsy, thick scar.

"Shit." I put the brush down before I make it worse.

The tang of Citadel paint and plastic glue usually calms me. My little world of order. But not today. The buzz from showing Dave that photo of Tracy has worn off, leaving a raw, gnawing hunger for something real. This plastic soldier... It's a toy. A kid's distraction.

My neck aches. I roll my shoulders, and the doorbell chimes.

The sound makes me jump, my knee cracking against the desk. The water pot wobbles, a miniature tidal wave in a plastic cup.

I freeze. Listen.

The faint click of the front door. Tracy’s voice, pitching higher, brighter. Her 'company' voice.

"Mandy! You made it!"

My guts tighten. Mandy Carter. Tracy's best mate from uni. The one she tells everything to. Everything.

Mandy's throaty laugh answers, like whisky over gravel. It confirms it. This isn't a casual catch-up. It's a debrief. A fucking intelligence briefing about my wife and our neighbour.

Footsteps in the hall. The living room door closing, creating a private space. For them.

And an opportunity for me.

My pulse hammers in my ears. The Space Marine is forgotten, a relic from another life. This is the new fix. This is what I need now.

My Windsor Series 7 goes back in the rack. The thirty-quid one. This isn't a wobble. It's a choice. I need to know. Need to hear it.

I push back from the chair, careful not to let it scrape. My socks make no sound as I creep down the hall.

The living room door looms. The paint feels cool under my fingertips. Muffled murmurs seep through, the words indistinct. Useless.

Slowly, carefully, I press my ear flat against the wood. The vibration of their voices travels right into my skull. It clears. I can hear them. I'm in.

Mandy is mid-flow, her voice a hiss of pure, excited disbelief.

"—no fucking way! The dirty old bastard actually did it? In the kitchen?"

My breath catches. The kitchen. Our kitchen. Where Tracy makes my tea.

Tracy's reply is a giddy, breathless whisper that sends a hot shiver down my spine. "He did, Mandy. This afternoon. Just after I got off that client call."

This afternoon. While I was at work, staring at fraud reports, she was... a burning flush spreads across my face.

"I swear I wasn't even doing anything," Tracy whispers, the excitement trembling in her voice. "Just making a coffee, and he was there. Right behind me. I could smell the tobacco on him."

My stomach clenches. I can smell it too. Amber Leaf. It’s everywhere now. Staining our flat.

"What did he say?" Mandy’s voice is hungry. "The exact words."

"He just stood there. And said, 'On your knees, petal. Time you stopped the teasing."

The words land, and I flinch from the door, a sharp gasp of air caught in my chest. Instantly, the image is there, burned onto the inside of my eyelids: Tracy on our black-and-white tiled floor, her laptop still open on the table.

"I just... dropped," Tracy's voice goes dreamy. "Like my knees just gave out. Like I'd been waiting for the order."

"And then what?" Mandy is almost panting.

"He unzipped his trousers. Right there. Mandy, I'm not kidding... it was like he was pulling out a truncheon, it seemed to take ages to get it all out of his pants. I've never seen anything so thick."

The shame burns my neck. She's comparing him to me. Of my three inches. The pathetic little thing I offer her.

"His hands..." A pause. I picture her eyes closing. “He just grabbed my hair. Not rough, but... firm. Possessive. Like I was his."

I've seen those hands. Weather-beaten. Capable. Nothing like my soft, keyboard-and-paintbrush fingers.

"He made me take him," she drops her voice lower. "Controlled the pace, pushing my head down onto it. I thought I was going to choke." Her tone shifts, bright with ecstasy. "But, God, Mandy, it was so fucking hot."

A whoop of joy from Mandy makes me press myself flatter against the wood.

"YES, babe! I fucking TOLD you he was a proper dirty old man! That's fucking hot!"

And just like that, with Mandy's cheerleading, I know it's real. Properly real. There's no one to stop this. No one to call for help. It's just me. Alone with it.

"You've got him hooked now!" Mandy laughs.

Mandy’s voice goes low, sharp. Probing. "Has he... you know... fucked you properly yet?"

"Not yet." The anticipation in Tracy's voice is a tangible thing. "But I think that's coming. Today was just..." Another pause. I strain, my ear aching. "He came all over my tongue, Mandy. So much of it."

A painful throb in my jeans. Hard. Traitorously hard. I have to shift my weight, praying the floorboards don't creak.

"What was it like?" Mandy, breathless.

"Salty... potent. I swallowed every drop. He made me open my mouth afterwards. To show him."

Dizzy. The image is too much. My wife, on her knees, showing that old man her empty mouth. A trophy.

Mandy’s voice goes sharp again. "So... come on. How much bigger than Mitch?"

Silence. A beat that lasts forever. I hold my breath. I know the answer. I do. But I need to hear her say it. Say the words.

Tracy laughs. A wild, giddy sound I’ve never heard before. "Oh, Mandy. It's not even a competition. It's like... a different species altogether."

The words are a punch to the gut and a jolt of pure, electric pleasure. Confirmed. Spoken aloud. Celebrated. My inadequacy was laid bare and laughed at. My cock pulses, thick with shame.

"And the stamina," Tracy goes on, unstoppable. "He made me work for it. Really earn it. Left me with a sore jaw."

"Not like someone else we know, then?" Mandy's voice drips with mockery.

Their shared giggle is the sound of my humiliation. They're laughing at me. At my fumbling. My pathetic three inches.

"The weirdest thing is..." Tracy's voice turns serious. "I think Mitch is getting off on it."

I stop breathing.

"What? Little Mitch? No way!"

"Seriously," Tracy insists. "He gets this look. That fantasy we had the other night... best sex in years. He told me to wear the blue dress for Bob. He keeps finding excuses to leave us alone. It's a total green light."

My face is on fire. She's telling Mandy. Telling her my secret. My new, disgusting, wonderful secret that I’ve not even spoken aloud.

Mandy’s voice changes. The giddiness is gone, replaced by something harder, more practical. "Well, shit, Trace! If that's the case, the gloves are off! Grasp that monster cock in both hands!"

"You think?"

"Absolutely! If hubby's getting off on it, why hold back? You finally get to have some fun, and he does too. It’s not cheating if he’s given permission.”

They erupt in filthy, knowing laughter. It drills right into me, a cocktail of shame and raw, undeniable want.

"You have to let him fuck you raw, babe," Mandy says, her voice husky now. "You owe it to yourself. And to your randy little pervert husband, apparently."

"Maybe you're right," Tracy murmurs, and I can hear the smile in her voice.

"Christ, I wouldn't mind a bit of his big cock myself," Mandy sighs.

A rustle. Fabric on fabric. A footstep on the rug. They're moving.

Panic, cold and absolute, floods my veins. I stumble back, scrambling, tripping over my own feet to get to my room, my sanctuary, before the door opens.

I slip inside, my back hitting the wall, just as the living room handle turns.

"Just grabbing us a bottle of wine!" Tracy’s voice rings out, loud and carefree.

I collapse into my chair, trembling. Sweat slicks my hairline. The half-painted Space Marine stares at me from the clamp, the blue smear on its shoulder an accusation. A pathetic toy. A fantasy of a man I will never be.

My mind is a frantic mess. A different species. Her laugh. He came all over my tongue. Mandy's voice. Randy little pervert husband.

I should be furious. I should be storming in there.

Instead, I'm just sitting here, my jeans painfully tight, my whole body shaking not with rage, but with a terrifying, exhilarating need.

The clink of wine glasses from the kitchen. They're laughing. Planning. And I'm in here. Waiting.

Wanting more.


The First Blowjob
The Other Side of the Door


The train judders to a halt at Kentish Town. I almost miss my stop, my mind still replaying Dave’s face when I showed him more photos of Tracy. That slack-jawed look. “Jesus, she’s a right babe!” The memory sends a familiar, treacherous pulse through my groin.

I’m on the platform before I know it. This early finish isn’t an accident. Deep down, under all the layers of denial, I know what I’m doing. What I’m hoping to find. The excuse is already polished in my head: Signal failure at Camden. Bloody Northern Line. Sent us all home.

The escalator carries me up towards the weak afternoon sun, each clanking step a drumbeat pulling me closer. My palms are slick. I should be dreading this. A cold knot of dread is in my stomach. So why is my heart hammering with something that feels so much like excitement?

I walk faster than usual, the excuse looping in my head.

Part of me—the dark, ugly part I try to shove down—is praying I’ll catch them. The thought of it, of Tracy and Bob, together, sends a sickening jolt straight to my cock.

Regency Court looms ahead, its blank windows indifferent. The key feels heavy in my hand, my fingers clumsy and damp as I let myself into the main building.

Outside our flat, I pause. The silence on the landing is absolute. No telly from next door, no traffic from the street below. Just the frantic thud of my own heart.

I slide the key into the lock with the precision of a miniature painter, turning it just enough. A soft click. The door is open.

The flat is still. Dead quiet. No clatter of Tracy’s keyboard. No Radio 2 humming from the kitchen.

“Tracy?” My voice is a pathetic whisper, testing the air.

Silence.

And then I hear it. A low rumble. A man’s voice. Bob’s. Unmistakable. Gravelly and South London thick. Coming from our bedroom. Then Tracy’s softer reply, the words muffled, but the eager, compliant tone perfectly clear.

I freeze. Can’t move. My mind is just static. White noise. Then two things hit me at once: a hot, possessive rage in my chest and a sick, heavy pulse in my groin.

Get out. Go to the pub. Come back later.

But I don’t. Instead, I slip my shoes off, placing them silently on the mat. The carpet is thick and soft under my socks.

A thought forms, sharp and clear. I need to hear this. It’s not an accident anymore, is it? I came home early for this. I took the stairs for this. This is me. This is what I’m doing.

I creep down the hallway, an uninvited voyeur in my own home. The bedroom door is closed, a thin slice of light underneath it. As I get closer, the voices sharpen.

My heart is a drum against my ribs. So loud. Surely they can hear it. The blood roars in my ears as I press my face to the door, my ear against the cool, painted wood.

“That’s it, darling.” Bob’s voice. Crude. Commanding. “Get on your fucking knees for me where you belong. Let’s see if you’ve been practising.”

A soft rustle of fabric. My Tracy. Dropping to her knees for him. My breath catches, a painful hitch in my throat.

A dull thump. Knees hitting our bedroom floor? Then a soft sound from Tracy—half sigh, half moan. Not protesting. Eager.

The rasp of a trouser zip. Obscene. So clear it feels like it’s happening right next to my ear. It leaves nothing, and yet everything, to my imagination.

“Look at it,” Bob grunts, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Standing up just for you, petal. It remembers how you treated him last time... Open wide.”

My hand floats up to the doorknob, leaving a damp print on the brass. I could turn it. I could burst in. Be a man. Stop this.

But my hand falls away. I press my forehead against the cool wood of the door. I’m not stopping this. I can’t.

I close my eyes, letting the sounds paint the picture. Wet, slick noises. Unmistakable. Tracy on her knees, his thick cock sliding past her lips. I can see her eyes watering at the size of him. A sudden gagging sound makes me flinch. Deeper. He’s pushing her deeper than she ever could with me. The humiliation is acid in my gut, pooling there and sending white-hot tendrils straight to my cock. It’s painfully hard inside my work trousers.

“That’s a good girl,” Bob encourages. “Take it all. You love it, don’t you, you little slag?”

You little slag. The words hit me like a punch to the stomach. My knees give a little tremor, and I have to put a hand on the wall to steady myself. That’s my wife. His slag. And I’m stood here, listening, my cock throbbing with every filthy word.

She pulls away. I hear her ragged, wet breathing. “Your cock is so fucking big, Bob.” Her voice is shaky with lust. “I can’t get enough of it.”

The confession sends a fresh wave of heat through me. I press my ear harder against the door.

“I think about it all the time…” she pants. “At work, in bed, in the shower. I’m always wet thinking about your cock. Ever since that dance...”

In bed. Right next to me. The betrayal is so complete it’s almost beautiful.

“It’s yours now, isn’t it?” Bob’s voice, low and proprietary. “And you’re mine. My little married cocksucker.”

My little married cocksucker. The words echo. Bounce around my skull. My wife. His cocksucker. Oh god. Harder than ever. Right here in my hall.

“Better than the other slags I’ve had,” Bob says, his tone smug. “You’ve got a proper talent for it.”

A wet moan is her only reply. The sounds intensify. She’s working harder. Eager to please him.

My whole body is trembling. My shirt is sticking to my back.

“You’re going to drink down all my cum, aren’t you, girl?” Bob commands, his voice getting rough. “Every last fucking drop.”

Tracy’s muffled voice. “I’ll swallow every drop, Bob. I always will. I love the taste of you.”

I always will. Not a one-off. A routine. My wife is his regular cocksucker.

The sounds get deeper, wetter. Another gag, this one harder. He must be thrusting into her throat. My hand is already there, pressing against the painful hardness. A thought, ugly and undeniable, slithers into my brain. Do it. With a tremor I can’t control, my fingers find my zip. It goes down with a soft buzz. I pull out my pathetic three inches, slick with pre-cum. The shame is a fire in my chest, but I can’t stop. I begin to stroke myself, slowly, the rhythm matching the wet sounds from the bedroom.

Bob starts grunting. Proper animal sounds. I see his hands tangled in her hair, forcing her head down.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Take it like the whore you are. Christ, you’re good at this.”

Her muffled moans are the answer. She’s loving it. My hand moves faster.

“Fucking hell,” Bob suddenly barks, his voice full of surprise. “You dirty whore… where did you learn to use a finger up the arse, eh? Fuck!”

A jolt, sharp as electricity, shoots through me. A finger up his arse? My Tracy? The same Tracy who flinched when I once brushed her arse by mistake? She’s his. Completely.

His breathing is faster now. Heavier. I know that sound. He’s close. My pleasure is building, a runaway train.

“Fuck… here it comes…” Deep, guttural groans. “Take it all…”

A final, wet, gulping sound. I bite my lip, tasting blood, trying to choke back my orgasm.

“That’s it,” Bob pants, satisfied. “Swallow every drop like a good cum-drinking married whore.”

I have to stop. I grip the base of my cock, a painful, desperate squeeze to stem the tide.

Then Tracy’s voice, breathless but clear. “Only for you, Bob.”

Only for you, Bob.

That’s it, then. It’s real. I’m… nothing. I’m not the one. He is. A wave of something—not just pain, but relief, hot and dizzying—washes through me.

Silence. Then a loud creak from the bedframe. A rustle of fabric. Shit. Shit. They’re getting up. They’re coming out.

My heart gives a violent lurch. I need to move. Now. I stumble back from the door, shoving my cock back into my trousers, my fingers fumbling with the zip. I back away down the hall, my feet making no sound on the runner. Thank God. I duck into the living room and collapse into my armchair. The one that still faintly smells of his tobacco.

I grab a magazine, my hands shaking, and try to arrange my body to hide the furious erection.

The bedroom door opens. Footsteps. My breath catches.

Tracy appears. Just a bra and knickers. Her skin is flushed, her hair a mess. Her lipstick is smeared, a messy red ring around her mouth. Her chin glistens. Her saliva, his cum?

Her eyes find me. They go wide. “Mitch! You’re home early!” Her voice is too bright. Too fake.

Her tongue darts out, a tiny, unconscious lick of her lips. Savouring him. The thought makes my groin clench.

“Sent us home early,” I manage. The lie feels smooth. Practised.

I watch her, and something inside me has shifted. I’m not seeing my wife anymore. I’m seeing the aftermath. The evidence. And it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever witnessed. The puffiness of her lips. The flush on her chest.

Heavy footsteps. Bob emerges, fully dressed, tucking his shirt in. He has the look of a man who’s just had a fantastic meal. My eyes drop to his crotch. To the zip. I stare, picturing the thick, veined cock that was just down my wife’s throat.

He gives me a casual nod. No shame. I’m just a piece of furniture. Then he slaps Tracy’s arse as he passes her. A loud, possessive smack. I flinch.

“Right, I’d better be off,” he says, as if he’s just been for tea. “Cheers for the… chat, Tracy. Always a pleasure.”

The innuendo hangs in the air between us. I say nothing. Just give a pathetic little nod. The final surrender.

The front door closes. Silence again, but this time it’s heavy, loaded.

My mind screams. Say something! Scream at her! But the words die in my throat. I just sit here, pinned to the chair, erection straining against my trousers, replaying every wet sound, every filthy word.

“Did you have a nice day?” Tracy asks. Her voice is strained.

I look at my wife. Bob’s cocksucker. My cocksucker. It’s over. A point of no return has been crossed. And I don’t want to go back. I want more.

“It was fine,” I reply, the magazine trembling in my grip. “Just the usual.”

“That’s nice,” she says, relief flooding her face. “I think I’ll go have a shower.”

She walks towards the bathroom, her arse swaying. Is that a damp patch on her knickers? She gets that wet, sucking him? Or did they fuck earlier? My cock throbs again, painfully.

The second I hear the water running, I’m up. I slip back down the hall. The bedroom door is open. The bed is a mess of rumpled sheets. I enter like it’s a crime scene. The air is thick with the musky, primal smell of sex. His smell. It’s everywhere.

I find the spot on the carpet where she knelt. I drop to my knees, placing my hands flat on the floor. It’s still warm.

I close my eyes. See it again. Her on her knees. His cock in her mouth. Her finger sliding up his arse. The final, desperate gulp.

My hand goes back to my trousers. This time, there’s no stopping it. No holding back. I come in violent, shuddering waves, biting down hard on my lip to stifle the groan.

When it’s over, I clean myself with a tissue from her bedside table, erasing my evidence. I leave the room before she’s done, returning to the armchair.

I’ve been replaced. Sexually eliminated. And the horrifying, exhilarating truth is that I love it.

The shower turns off. Soon she’ll be back, clean and fresh, all traces of Bob washed away. But I’ll know. And I’ll be ready for next time. Waiting. Not to stop them.

To watch.


The Gift
The Uniform


Tracy hums as she butters toast, her hips swaying to some pop song I don’t recognise. The light from the window frames her in a soft glow. She's wearing my old university t-shirt, the fabric stretched thin, hanging off one shoulder. Just below her collarbone, a purple mark blooms on her skin.

A mark I didn't make.

It's been a week. Seven days of this silent, polite pantomime. Of her kissing my cheek good morning, the skin around her lips still faintly bruised. Seven days of me not saying a word about the time I stood in the hall and listened to her suck our sixty-year-old neighbour’s cock. We just orbit each other, pretending. Good morning, love. How was your day? As if the faint, lingering scent of his tobacco isn't clinging to the sofa cushions. As if I don't see the new confidence in her walk, the slight, knowing smirk that plays on her lips when she catches me staring. She now showers every day before I get home, leaving her hair still damp. Her new routine.

It’s like living with a stranger. A stranger who wears my wife’s face and lets a man old enough to be her father between her legs.

And the thought of it, the raw image, makes my cock give a traitorous twitch under the table. That’s the sickest part of it all. The secret I can't even admit to myself in the dead of night. I’ve never been more aroused in my life. The thought of Bob’s gnarled, working-man's hands on her smooth skin… his thick cock sliding into her… It’s a constant, low-level thrum of excitement that never fully goes away.

I take a sip of my tea. It's already going cold. She spreads jam on her toast, and the simple, domestic act feels pornographic. I can only think of what else those fingers have done.

Bzzzzt.

The doorbell. The sharp, electronic sound shatters the quiet. Tracy’s head snaps up. The look on her face isn't surprise. It's anticipation.

"I'll get it." She wipes her hands on a tea towel, her bare feet making soft padding sounds on the lino.

I stay put. Frozen. Listening. The muffled voice of a delivery driver. The rustle of a package. Her polite, "Thanks."

She comes back holding a plain brown cardboard box, about the size of a shoebox. She places it on the table between us and picks up a kitchen knife. A cold knot forms behind my ribs. No logo. No sender's name.

"What's that?" The words come out sounding almost normal, a weak attempt at casual.

"Don't know." Her voice is light. She slices through the packing tape, "Let's find out."

My tea is forgotten. She lifts the lid. Inside, nestled in a bed of crumpled black tissue paper, is a splash of startling, violent red.

My breath catches in my throat.

She reaches in and pulls it out. It's lingerie. Not the tasteful M&S stuff she buys in the sales. This is something else entirely. Cheap. Garish. Aggressively slutty. The bra is little more than a framework of thin straps and scratchy-looking lace, with gaping holes where the cups should be. The G-string is a tiny triangle of matching fabric and string. A suspender belt and fishnets complete the tarty set.

A uniform. A collar. A gift from him. Bob, marking his territory.

Tracy holds the bra up against her chest, over my faded t-shirt. The sight is jarring. My comfortable, familiar wife is measuring herself against this costume of raw sexual service.

"What do you think?" She tilts her head, looking not at me, but at her reflection in the dark glass of the kitchen window.

My heart hammers against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat I can feel in my throat. I struggle to find my voice. "Where... where did you get it?"

She doesn't look at me. Her fingers trace the cheap lace of the bra, then she picks up the tiny G-string, stretching the string between her hands. "Oh, this?" A little laugh, but it’s brittle, all for show. "Mandy probably sent it. A wind-up, you know what she’s like."

The lie hangs in the air between us, thin and pathetic. She doesn't even care that I can see right through it. That's the point. This isn't a lie; it's a test. A dare. She’s telling me the truth by not even trying to hide it.

My gaze is fixed on her fingers, stroking the lace. The same fingers I imagine wrapped around Bob's thick, veiny cock.

"Bit much, isn't it?" She finally turns to me, dangling the red bra from one finger, swinging it back and forth like a hypnotist's watch.

A hot flush crawls up my neck, burning my cheeks. Shame. So hot it feels like a fever. And the heat doesn't stop there. It pools deep in my groin, heavy and thick. I need a foothold. I need to be part of this.

"Are you... going to wear it?" The question escapes me, my voice a thready whisper. I hate it. Hate how weak I sound. "Tonight?"

Her laugh is real this time, but it's sharp and dismissive. Patronising. "For you? Mitch, be serious." She rolls her eyes. "You don't think I'd wear something like this, do you?"

Her words land like a slap. For you? The disdain. It scalds me. I'm not worthy of it. Not even allowed to watch the show. The image burns into my mind anyway: the cheap red against her pale skin, her nipples poking through the cut-outs, her arse framed by straps. An image meant for him. Only for him. My cock stirs, hardening painfully under the table at the sheer force of my degradation.

I have to push past the sting. My voice comes out low and raspy, thick with a lust I can no longer hide. "I... I think you'd look amazing in it."

The words are out. I can’t stop. The quiet part needs to be said.

"...I'm sure Bob would agree."

The air in the kitchen turns electric. She freezes, the red bra stills. Her eyes narrow, pinning me to my chair. My heart is a frantic bird trapped in my ribcage. I've said it. I've said his name. Put him in the room with us. And with that one admission, I've shown her my hand. I know. And worse. It gets me off.

She studies me for a long moment, her face unreadable. Searching. Weighing. Then, very slowly, a smile touches her lips. It's not my wife's smile. It’s predatory. Triumphant.

She gives a tiny, almost imperceptible nod, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. "You think he'd like to see my tits spilling out of this? See how this G-string barely covers my pussy... how the string would cut right between my arse cheeks?"

I can't speak. I can only nod, my throat tight. She has me. Completely.

"Yes," she says, her voice a soft confirmation that hits me like a fist to the gut. "I suppose he would."

It's real. No more pretending. I knew he’s been fucking my wife, but she's just admitted it, made it real between us.

Without another word, she turns and walks out of the kitchen, taking the red uniform with her. I hear her footsteps, the soft click of our bedroom door closing.

I'm left alone at the table, trembling. A painful, raging erection presses against my jeans. Her toast lies abandoned. The tea in my mug is stone cold. Our marriage, or what was left of it, has just been redefined.

I grip the edge of the table, my knuckles white. She's going to wear it for him. Soon. And I'm going to know. I'm going to picture it. Every sordid detail.

I push my chair back, stand up on shaky legs. The flat is silent. What is she doing in there? Trying it on? Taking a picture to send to him? My head spins. I should be smashing things. Screaming. But I'm just hard. Harder than I've ever been.

I take a step towards the hall and stop. What's the point?

The truth is, I don't want to stop it. I want to be here for it. Watching. Listening. Knowing my place. The pathetic husband who needs a proper man to do the job.

The realisation should gut me. Instead, it feels... right. Like admitting a secret I’ve always known. I was never the hero. I'm the witness.

She emerges from the bedroom a few minutes later. She's changed into a tight vest and leggings, a bit of make-up on. Ready to go out.

"I'm meeting Mandy for brunch."

Another lie. It’s barely 9:30. She’s going to him. To show him his gift. Maybe she's wearing it right now, under her clothes. The thought is dizzying.

"Okay," I manage, my voice strangely calm. "Have fun."

She gives me a long, knowing look. She's got me by the balls, and we both know it. "Oh, I will." She picks up her purse. "I'm taking the underwear with me. Want Mandy's opinion."

She's doing it on purpose. Painting the picture for me. Forcing me to imagine it.

"Right. Good idea." The words are ash in my mouth.

She smirks and turns to leave. At the door, she pauses. "Oh, Mitch? Bob might pop over later. Said he had a power drill to lend you. If I'm not back, you'll let him in, won't you?"

The threat hangs in the air, thick and obscene. He'll come here, smelling of my wife, and you'll play the good little husband.

I swallow hard against the lump in my throat. "Sure. I'll be here."

She nods, satisfied. The door clicks shut. A soft, final sound that echoes in the sudden silence of the flat. It's over. Whatever we were before... It's over.

I sink back into my chair, my cock straining painfully. Any normal man would be destroyed. But I'm not normal. I never was.

My hand drifts down, cupping the fierce hardness in my trousers. I'm going to wait. And when I hear the first sounds from next door—the groan of his bed, the sound of my wife's voice—I'm going to wank myself stupid.

Then I’ll wait for him to knock on my door. And I'll shake his hand and thank him… for the drill.

Welcome to the new normal.


The First Fucking
The Crack in the Door


The key turns in the lock at half-six. Same as it ever is. The familiar click is the only sound.

I step inside, and the silence hits me. The air is thick, stale, like a held breath.

As the front door clicks shut behind me, a sound finally slices through.

A squeak. From the bedroom. Our bedroom.

Rhythmic. Faint.

Frozen, my hand still on the doorknob. The squeak is joined by a wet, percussive sound. The unmistakable slap of sex.

My face floods with heat. It’s happening. Right now. In our bedroom. Fucking.

They know I get home at this time. They have to. Has she lost track of time? Or do they just not give a fuck anymore? Is this carelessness? Or is this the next step?

The questions churn in my gut, hot and acidic. But something else rises with them. Stronger. A sick, desperate need. The sounds aren’t enough anymore. Listening through walls, catching whispers… It’s not enough.

I have to see.

My briefcase handle is slick with sweat. I lower it to the floor, my movements impossibly slow.

The bedroom door. It’s ajar. A thin black crack.

Why? Why isn't it closed?

A cold dread, thrilling and foul, washes through me. Did they leave it open? For me?

Is this their invitation?

Taking a shaky breath, I lean forward. I flatten a clammy hand against the cool wall to steady myself and press my eye to the gap.

The world inside that crack of darkness slams into me.

Tracy is on her stomach on our bed. Our duvet is rumpled beneath her. Her face is turned towards me, towards the door. Bob stands over her. He’s still wearing his shirt, that same tatty checked one, and his work trousers are pooled around his ankles, bunched over his scuffed boots. He hasn't even taken them off. Too eager. Too focused.

He's got one huge, weathered hand tangled deep in her hair, yanking her head back at an angle that has to hurt. With his other, he grips the base of his cock and rams it deep into her mouth.

My eyes lock onto it. Bob's cock. It's a shocking sight – a thick, heavy, formidable thing, deeply veined and with a purplish, angry-looking head. Impossibly large for Tracy's mouth, and yet she's taking it. It's darker than the rest of him, like it belongs to a different person entirely. It’s exactly what I pictured in my most shameful fantasies, but worse. So much more real.

Her eyes are wide, swimming with tears that track down her temples into her hairline. I can hear her gagging, a muffled, wet choking sound that’s almost lost beneath the slap of his pubic bone against her chin.

Her throat muscles… Christ. They’re working. Contracting and releasing, swallowing around him. Where did she learn to do that? Not with me, I shamefully know that much. This isn't their second or third time. This is… well-practised.

A voice cuts through the wet sounds. Bob's. A low, gravelly rumble.

"That's it, take it all down your slutty throat. Show your husband what a real cock feels like when it hits the back of your gullet."

The words are loud. Deliberate. Meant for an audience. For me.

As if on cue, his gaze lifts. His eyes find mine in the crack.

He holds my stare. No surprise. No shock. Just pure, smug, fucking triumph.

He winks.

A slow, deliberate, obscene wink. It’s not friendly. It's a key turning in a lock, sealing me in my new role. I’m not a secret observer. I’m the audience.

Vertigo spins the hallway. I have to press my hand harder against the wall to stay upright. My other hand, as if with a mind of its own, fumbles at my trousers. My cock is granite. A painful, traitorous toy straining against the fabric. What the fuck is wrong with me?

What's before me is the most horrifying thing I've ever witnessed, and simultaneously the most intensely arousing. I'm split in two – one part of me screaming to stop this, to burst in and reclaim what's mine, the other part begging to stay hidden, to watch the depraved show to its conclusion.

Bob rips his cock from her mouth with a wet, obscene pop. A string of her saliva connects her swollen lips to his glistening glans, stretching, then snapping. Her lips are red raw, rubbed puffy by his girth.

"Flip over," he commands, pulling his boots off finally, letting his trousers fall to the floor. The voice of a man used to being obeyed. "Need to taste that sweet pussy properly."

He hauls Tracy onto her back. She complies without a word, her body limp, pliant. She’s wearing that red bra. Nothing else. The knickers are gone.

He clambers onto the bed, a predator looming over his prey. He settles his heavy frame between her legs, lowering himself into a deep 69. I can see the muscles in his back bunching under his shirt.

He rams his cock back into her mouth. Deeper this time. Aggressive. She can’t escape it, her head pinned to the pillow by his weight.

Her hands come up. Not to push him away. No. They clutch the wrinkled, hairy cheeks of his arse, her fingers digging in, pulling him down harder, deeper onto her face. Hungry for him.

The new angle gives me everything. A full, pornographic view. Bob's arse, Tracy's mouth stretched impossibly wide, and what Bob is now doing to Tracy.

His mouth—stained brown from decades of tobacco—descends onto her pussy. I see his tongue, thick and pink, dart out and start lapping at her.

At the same time, his thick, yellow-tipped fingers plunge between her legs. One finger disappears inside her, right up to the knuckle. Then a second. Forcing her open. Her legs start to tremble.

Then a third. A thick wedge of flesh stretches her wider than I have ever seen her stretched. I can see it all. The slick, glistening pink interior of my wife’s cunt being violated by another man’s hand. On our bed. The bed I bought with my first TfL paycheque.

Her muffled moans are ecstatic, desperate sounds, half-swallowed around the thick shaft of Bob's cock. Utterly unlike any noise I've ever heard her make during our own lovemaking. These aren't the polite, encouraging sounds she makes for me. These are animal, primal.

How could I ever compete with that? Not ever. Not in a million years. My three pathetic inches against… that? It’s a joke. A fucking joke. I’m a joke.

The most shocking part isn't what Tracy is doing – the act itself is crude but not unexpected. No, the shocking part is how much she is loving it. Her pleasure is undeniable, written on every inch of her writhing body.

Her hips don't just move, they buck against his mouth. Her feet are ramrod straight, toes curled into claws. She's grinding herself on his face, chasing it. This isn’t just submission. This is blissful, enthusiastic surrender.

After an eternity of his relentless assault—fingers pumping, tongue flicking, cock thrusting—her body goes rigid. Her legs convulse, her back arching off the mattress. She's choking and drooling around his cock as she comes, her whole body seized by a pleasure so violent it looks like a fit.

He has to pull his cock out to let her gasp for air, her shuddering orgasm going on and on.

"Oh my god, Bob," she moans, her voice shredded and raw. "Fuck… nobody has ever made me cum like that. Not ever."

A knife, twisting in my gut. A direct comparison, and I'm the lesser man.

He pulls away, but he stays on the bed, kneeling over her. His cock juts from his groin, glistening with her spit, a proud, ugly trophy, positioning himself directly over Tracy's face.

He grips his massive, glistening cock and begins to wank furiously. A deliberate, arrogant show.

"Look at this, son." His voice is pure smug victory. "Your wife's made me ready to burst. And she's going to swallow every last drop like a good girl."

He's talking to me. Directly to me. No pretence now. No question that he knows I'm here, watching my world collapse. No point standing in the doorway now…

He pauses as I step into the room, his hand tight on his shaft, and looks right at me again.

"Tell me, does she swallow for you?"

I'm frozen. The question hangs in the air, demanding an answer. This is no longer a passive role. I'm part of it. Shame burns like acid.

I manage a choked, pathetic whisper. "No… No, Bob."

A confession. A surrender. An admission of my inadequacy.

He lets out a short, cruel laugh. "Didn't think so. Needs a proper man's cock to make her want it. Something worth swallowing."

He resumes his frantic stroking, his hand a blur on his thick shaft. The wet, slapping sound fills the room, obscenely loud.

Tracy, recovering from her orgasm, reaches up and cups Bob's heavy balls in her hands, her thumbs stroking him, coaxing him on. Her face is a mask of hunger and submission.

"Please, Bob... give it to me... please cum for me..."

Begging. My wife is begging another man to cum in her mouth. In our bed. While I watch.

He roars, a guttural sound from deep in his chest, and unloads. A thick, shocking torrent of semen floods her open mouth, splattering her cheeks, her chin. She swallows greedily, desperately, licking her lips clean, eyes closed in bliss.

I've never seen her like this. Ever. Not in four years of marriage. Not even when we first met at university, young and supposedly wild.

He slumps slightly, breathing heavily. He then lies down beside Tracy, pulling her into his arms. Their bodies fit together like they've done this a thousand times, hers smaller, curved into his larger frame.

They kiss. Deeply. Passionately. His hand cups her breast through the red lace, squeezing. The kind of kiss you see in films. Their bodies are intertwined, slick with sweat.

I can't watch anymore. I stumble back through the door, my mind a searing, repeating loop of the pornographic images I've just witnessed. My wife, my Tracy, transformed into Bob's eager, slutty plaything.

I retreat until I reach the safety of my hobby room. My sanctuary. I slam the door. It's not a sanctuary. It's a cage.

I slump into my desk chair, surrounded by shelves of my hyper-masculine Ultramarines. They look pathetic now, a bitter, childish joke. These tiny representations of impossible masculinity, power, and control – everything I'm not. Everything I can never be.

Then a new sound. Thump… thump… thump… The headboard. Banging against the wall. Long, deep, powerful strokes. He's fucking her.

The real act begins now that the foreplay is done. My mind fills in the blanks with horrific clarity – his massive cock stretching her, entering her, claiming her in the most primal way.

A high, keening moan. Tracy's voice, a stranger's. "Oh, Bob! Yes! Fuck me, Bob!"

Words said in a way I've never heard.

My body is shaking. My hand finds the zip on my trousers. It snags. I tear at it, a sob catching in my throat. I free my aching cock. It's pathetic. Purple with trapped blood. A traitor. And I start pumping it. Frantically. My small, clumsy strokes are a pathetic echo of the powerful rhythm from the bedroom.

Tears stream down my face. Hot, shameful tears. I'm crying and wanking to the sounds of my wife being owned.

My strokes matching the rhythmic banging from the bedroom. Each thump of the headboard is another thrust of Bob's superior cock into my wife's willing body. The auditory proof was damaging enough when I listened through the wall or at the door. The visual proof has broken me completely.

I am nothing now but a spectator to my destruction, crying as I wank to the sounds of my wife being owned by another man.

Each smack of flesh against flesh from the bedroom is another nail in the coffin of my manhood.

"Oh god, you're so fucking deep! So fucking big!" Tracy cries out, her voice cracking with pleasure.

Faster. My hand is a blur.

The headboard's rhythm accelerates. Harder. Faster.

"Take it," Bob's voice rumbles. "Take every fucking inch like a good slut. Let your pathetic husband hear what you need."

The mention of me sends a bolt of shameful electricity through my groin. I'm so close.

"I'm going to fill you up, love," Bob growls. "Going to pump you full of my spunk. Right in your married cunt."

Tracy's voice rises to a fevered pitch. "Yes! Fill me! Fill me up! I need it... need your cum so fucking badly!"

The headboard smashes against the wall, violent now.

"Fucking TAKE IT!" Bob roars.

"I'M CUMMING! OH GOD, BOB, I'M CUMMING!"

I explode with her. My pathetic load spurts over my hand, my trousers, splattering across a half-painted Space Marine. The orgasm rips through me, a violent, sobbing convulsion.

My vision goes white at the edges. For a moment, I'm not in my body at all.

When I come back, I’m slumped in the chair, my softening cock wet in my hand.

The flat is quiet again. The frenetic thumping has stopped. Low murmurs from the bedroom. Laughter. Intimate. Satisfied.

I sit there, hollowed out. Covered in my own mess, surrounded by my toys. Neither husband nor man. A voyeur. A cuckold.

And the worst part – the absolute worst part – is how much I loved it. How much I want to experience it again. There's no going back now. I've seen what she needs, what I can't give her, and how completely she surrenders to him.

I clean myself up with a tissue I use for my paintbrushes. I tuck myself away. I should leave. Pretend I was never here. But I can't move. This is my life now.

Bob's words echo in my head: "Let your pathetic husband hear what you need."

She has. And terrifyingly, absolutely, my body has shown me what I need too.

I am Mitchell Brown, cuckold.


The Degraded Servant
What a Wife Will Do for Old Bob


I'm still staring at the paintbrush tissue in my hand when a knock at the door jolts me from my stupor.

"Mitch?" Tracy's voice. Light. Casual. As if the bedroom isn't a crime scene of my masculinity's murder.

My mouth is dry. My tongue feels two sizes too large. "Yeah?"

The door opens. Tracy stands there, completely naked. Her skin glows pink, her hair dishevelled. There's a bite mark on her left breast. A rash of stubble burn around her mouth. Cum streaks the inside of one thigh.

She doesn't cover herself. Why bother? The time for modesty between us has passed like a distant ship on the horizon.

"Bob wants you in the bedroom."

Bob wants? Not Tracy wants, or we want. Bob wants. It's already settled, then. The power shift is complete.

"Okay," I whisper, rising on shaky legs. I've become a puppet, strings pulled by the new man of the house.

I follow my naked wife down the hallway. The corridor feels miles long, each step carrying me deeper into my new reality. The bedroom door looms ahead like the entrance to an execution chamber.

We enter. The smell hits me first—raw, animal, unmistakably sexual. It's thicker than air, clogging my nostrils and coating my tongue. The mingled scent of sweat, Bob's cheap aftershave, and the musky, tangy evidence of their repeated coupling.

Bob stands by the bed, a towel wrapped loosely around his waist. His chest is bare, matted with grey-flecked hair. His still powerful arms and powerful back are covered in cooling sweat, and gleam under the ceiling light.

"Alright, son?" he says, lips curled in that half-smile I've grown to dread.

Tracy is grabbing herself her dressing gown, a flimsy blue thing I bought her two birthdays ago. A pathetic remnant of when I used to be the one who dressed her.

Bob crosses to me in three long strides. His hand, broad and damp from sweat, claps heavily onto my shoulder. A gesture of pure ownership.

"We're off for a shower, son. Tidy this fucking mess up while we're gone, will you? The sheets are a fucking mess."

It's not a question. It's an order.

Tracy doesn't even look at me as they disappear into the ensuite. The door clicks shut, and the shower starts with a hiss.

I'm alone now in what was once our marital bedroom.

The bed is a battlefield. The pristine white duvet I remember from this morning is now a topography of stains. Wet patches, darker smears, crumpled areas where bodies writhed and pressed. Their scent rises from it in almost visible waves.

This is where it happened. Where Bob claimed her completely. Where Tracy becomes transformed from my wife, to his... what? Lover? Slut? Property?

I approach slowly, like an archaeologist examining ancient ruins. My fingertips brush the duvet's surface. It's still warm. Still damp in places.

I peel back the duvet, revealing the fitted sheet beneath. It's worse. So much worse. The central area is a swamp of secretions. Large, still-wet patches from Tracy's multiple orgasms. Smears of clear lubricant where he used toys and his fist.

And in the centre, a significant pool of white fluid. Thick. Sticky. Cooling, but not yet dry.

His cum.

A morbid compulsion seizes me. I reach out, tentatively dipping two fingers into the viscous puddle. It's warm, tacky between my fingers. I bring them to my nose, inhaling deeply.

The scent is pungent, musky, deeply masculine. This is what a real man smells like. What Tracy craves. What I could never give her.

A painful throb starts in my groin. I'm getting hard again. From touching another man's semen on my bed.

What have I become?

I wipe my fingers on my trousers and begin stripping the bed. My movements are robotic, programmed. The wet sheets are surprisingly heavy, heavier than clean sheets have any right to be. Sodden with their fluids. With their passion.

I bundle everything up, clutching the evidence of their union to my chest. It seeps through my shirt, a cold dampness against my skin. I'm literally wearing the proof of their fucking.

From the ensuite, the steady hiss of the shower cuts off abruptly. I freeze, suddenly alert, listening intently.

Bob's voice filters through the door. Low. Laughing. Then the distinct sound of piss hitting toilet water, a powerful stream that seems to go on forever.

Tracy's giggle follows. A sound I've never heard before—nervous but genuinely amused. Playful in a way she's never been with me.

"Want to hold it?" Bob's voice, thick with command.

There's a beat of silence that stretches into eternity. My heart pounds in my chest so hard I'm sure they must hear it through the door.

"Oh!" Tracy's response is breathy, shocked, but not...not disgusted. Not refusing.

"Careful, slut," Bob's pleased rumble continues. "Don't get it on the floor."

The sound of pissing continues, but there's a different quality to it now. A slight splashing, less directed. My mind, the traitor that it is, paints the scene with horrifying clarity—Tracy kneeling, holding Bob's massive cock, directing the stream for him. Her face flushed with shame and excitement.

She's never touched me like that. Never even suggested anything so...so degrading. So intimate.

Then her whispered voice, quiet but unmistakable through the thin door:

"It's... hot... so nice..."

The words hit me like a physical blow. This is the breaking point. My wife isn't just submitting to this man's desires. She's exploring them. Enjoying them. Stepping into territories I never knew she wanted to explore.

What else will she let him do? What other depths are there I've never glimpsed?

I stumble backwards, clutching the bundle of soiled sheets to my chest like a shield. My cock is painfully, throbbingly erect against my jeans. I can barely walk.

I flee the bedroom, nearly tripping over my own feet in my haste. I make it to the hallway and dump the sheets in the laundry basket, my hands shaking so badly I can barely manage even this simple task.

Then I collapse against the wall, breathing heavily. My legs give out, and I slide down to sit on the floor.

What the fuck is he doing to her? What is she letting him do?

But the real question, the one that burns in my mind like acid: Why does it turn me on so much?

My cock strains against my zipper, demanding attention. The horror of what I've heard, what I've pictured, wars with the undeniable heat flooding my body.

Is this what I am now? A man who gets hard at the thought of his wife holding another man's cock while he pisses? Maybe more…

A sound from the bedroom—the bathroom door opening. Bob's laugh. Tracy's answering giggle.

I scramble to my feet, not wanting to be caught like this, huddled on the floor with an erection pressing visibly against my trousers. I retreat to the kitchen, putting distance between myself and the scenes playing out in my bedroom.

I stand at the sink, gripping the counter's edge until my knuckles go white. I try to focus on something, anything else—the stack of bills on the counter, the dripping tap Bob fixed, the half-empty wine glass Tracy left last night.

But all I can see is Tracy, on her knees, holding Bob's cock as he stands at the toilet. All I can hear is her voice: "It's hot... so nice..."

I reach down, adjusting myself, trying to hide the evidence of my arousal. But it's futile. My body has betrayed me completely.

What will be next? What further humiliations will Bob introduce? And how far will Tracy go? How far will I let them go?

The questions swirl in my head, a dizzying vortex of shame and excitement. I'm caught in the undertow, pulled between the man I was and the voyeur I'm becoming.

From the bedroom, I hear Tracy's laugh again, followed by Bob's bass rumble. They sound so comfortable together. So intimate. Like they've been doing this for years rather than weeks.

And here I am, in the kitchen, hard and trembling, waiting for whatever crumbs of attention they might throw my way. The pathetic husband. The willing cuckold.


The King in His Castle
Every Last Drop


My knees ache as I turn the key in the lock of Flat 2B. A sharp, throbbing pain from where I tripped on the tube escalator at Oxford Street, trying to make a connection.

The smell hits me the second the door swings inward. It’s not Tracy’s perfume. Not the ghost of whatever’s for tea. It's the other smell. The one that's become a permanent part of the air here. Amber Leaf tobacco. Seeped into the paint, into the fucking upholstery. The smell of him. The smell of ownership.

I hang my coat on its peg. My movements are stiff, automatic. A weight settles on my shoulders, heavy and real. The weight of knowing. My briefcase slips from my numb fingers and hits the floor with a muffled thump. I leave it there.

I push the living room door open. And I freeze.

He’s in my armchair. My chair. Slumped into it like a king on a throne, his bare fucking feet propped on our coffee table. Thick, yellowed toenails. The TV is on—some drone about transport cuts—but the sound just washes over me. All I see are those feet.

And Tracy. My wife. She's on the floor at his feet.

Her delicate fingers knead the thick, calloused arch of his sole. She knows what she's doing. Her movements are fluid, focused. She’s done this before. Many times. She doesn't even look up. I'm a ghost in my own home.

His eyes flick towards me. A tiny, almost imperceptible nod. It’s not a greeting. It's an acknowledgement. Like I’m the bloody paperboy.

"Mitch, lad. Grab us a beer from the fridge, will you?" His voice is casual. A low, gravelly rumble. But it’s not a request. It’s an order.

Tell him to fuck off. Get your filthy feet off my table. Get your hands off my wife. Do something. Anything. For once in your pathetic life, do something.

"Right, Bob." The voice that comes out is a stranger's. Quiet. Broken.

I turn, my shoulders hunched and walk the four steps to the kitchen. It feels like a mile. My feet are lead weights. I open the fridge. It's full of his Stella. I don't drink Stella. I grab a bottle, my hand trembling so hard the glass rattles against the shelf.

I carry it back like an offering. A tribute. I hold it out to him, my eyes fixed on a spot on the wall just past his head. He takes it without a word, without looking away from the telly. I retreat to the sofa and perch on the very edge. An unwelcome guest.

A grunt from the armchair. "This government, eh?" He gestures at the screen with the bottle. "Wouldn't know their arse from their elbow."

Tracy’s laugh is a low, throaty sound I haven’t heard in years. "You're right there, Bob."

The sound of it, so easy and genuine for him, is a physical pain in my chest. I stare at the news, my eyes not focusing. I'm just a pair of ears now, listening. The wet sound of her fingers on his skin. The long, slow glug of him drinking his beer.

"Getting a bit stiff, petal." Bob’s voice, suddenly. "Old knees are killing me."

He gives his lap a soft, barely-there pat. A gesture so small, so subtle. But it’s a command. A silent instruction.

Tracy understands instantly. The foot massage stops. She shifts, her body moving with a liquid grace that makes my stomach clench. From sitting to kneeling. On the rug. Directly in front of him. In front of me.

She reaches for his trousers with the same casual intimacy she’d use to pass him the remote. No shame. No glance in my direction. This is just another task. Another service.

The zip growls downwards. And then it’s out. Just... free.

My breath catches in my throat. It's not just a cock, it’s a weapon. A thick, heavy piece of meat, livid and purple-headed, with veins like ropes under the skin. A proper, working man's tool.

And Tracy... she doesn't hesitate. She leans forward, her mouth opening, and takes it as if she were dying of thirst. Her eyes lock on his face.

I'm pinned to the sofa. A statue. I force my eyes back to the screen—a weather map, rain over the Midlands—but it's useless. My senses are full of the scene in front of me. The obscene, wet sounds of her mouth. His low grunts of appreciation. A bizarre, filthy symphony drowning out the world.

Wrong. This is so wrong. So fucked up. Get up. Scream. Hit him.

But the heat is already coiling in my gut. The familiar, traitorous throb. My cock, my useless little cock, is pressing hard against the fabric of my work trousers. Betraying me.

I have to look. I can't not look.

She’s not just sucking it. She’s worshipping it. Her head bobs in a steady, hypnotic rhythm, taking him deeper than I can even imagine. One of her hands cups his heavy, wrinkled balls, her thumb rubbing slow circles. She’s an expert. A professional. She’s never, ever done anything like this for me.

"That's it..." A groan rumbles from his chest. "Good girl... Get your tongue right on my taint..."

I can’t see the detail, but his groan deepens into a growl. "Fucking hell, petal. You know what an old man likes."

He’s not rushing. There’s no passion here, no frantic heat. It’s just... entitlement. Like he’s ordered a takeaway and is enjoying it at his leisure. My wife, a service he’s entitled to. His weathered hand rests on the back of her head, not forcing, just... owning.

I should be a wreck. I should be crying. Instead, I’m just sitting here, a spectator in my living room, my cock aching painfully inside my trousers. And the sickest part? I’m loving every second of it.

His body tenses. The grunts get shorter, sharper. "Right there... Fuck... I'm coming..."

He drives into her mouth, and I watch, mesmerised, as her throat works. She swallows. Once. Twice. Every single drop. She has never, not once in seven years of marriage, swallowed for me.

"Good girl." He sighs, completely sated, and gives her hair a condescending little pat.

She pulls back. Wipes her lips with the back of her hand. Then, without a word, she settles back down on the floor by his feet and picks up where she left off with the massage. As if nothing happened.

He zips himself up. Turns back to the television. Just like that. As if she just passed him the salt. My wife just had his cock down her throat, and he's worrying about the fucking weather forecast. The sheer, breathtaking normality of it... That's the part that hollows me out.

I don't know how long I sit here. Time smears. The newsreader's voice fades into the drone of a nature documentary. A lion takes down a gazelle. I watch it happen, numb. The sound of a beer bottle clinking on the table pulls me back. Bob is on his feet, stretching with a groan of pure satisfaction.

"Right then, I'm off."

He walks past me, and his palm claps my shoulder. "Good lad."

A jolt goes through me. A hot wave of something that feels sickeningly like pride. Like I've done a good job. My stomach turns, but the heat remains.

He has a key. Of course, he has a key. The door clicks shut behind him.

The silence is deafening. Just the murmur of the telly. The air is thick with his smell. Tobacco and sex. Tracy is still on the floor, watching the screen.

"You didn't have to stay." Her voice is flat, not looking at me.

The words are stuck in my throat, a hard, painful lump. But they have to come out. I have to make it real.

"I like it," I whisper. The sound is raw, hoarse. "I like watching. What you do. For him."

Her head turns slowly. Her face, which had been a hard mask, softens. Relief washes over her. The last wall crumbles.

"Good." Her voice is calm now. Confident. Absolute. "Because I'm not stopping. This is us now."

She gets up, moves to the sofa. Sits beside me, not quite touching. Her eyes are locked on mine, and there’s no apology in them.

"He makes me feel..." She pauses, searching for a word, then gives up. "He just makes me feel. Full stop. Alive. The way he touches me, Mitch... It's not gentle. It's not like you. It's what I need."

Every word is a fresh, clean cut. An exquisite agony that I can feel deep in my balls.

"You don't need to hear this," she says, her eyes flicking over my face.

"I do." The words are a ragged breath. "Please. Tell me."

She studies me, and a flicker of understanding—or maybe pity—crosses her face. She nods. "He stretches me. He ruins me every time. I come so hard... like an animal. I'm addicted to it, Mitch. To him. The first time he properly fucked me, right here on this rug, I cried after. Not because I was sad. Because I knew I could never go back to... before."

A nail in my coffin with every word. My cock is granite, leaking pre-cum into my pants. I have to know the final truth. The most humiliating part.

The question forces its way out of my throat, a dry, choked thing. "He's... I mean, he’s a lot bigger than me, isn’t he?"

Her reply isn't cruel. It's worse. It's just a simple, devastating fact. "Mitch, don't be stupid. It's not a comparison. You have a little penis. He has a cock. A real cock." Her look of sympathy makes me feel physically sick. "He fills me. I never knew I could feel that full. That... completely taken."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut, knocking all the air out. My vision tunnels. My cock is about to burst.

Her eyes drop to the undeniable tent in my trousers. She sees it. She sees what her words are doing to me. Her voice drops, losing its reminiscent huskiness and becoming a simple, direct command.

"Take it out."

My fingers tremble, fumbling with my belt buckle. My whole body is shaking, but I obey. I pull my small, pathetic, rock-hard penis free.

She reaches over. Her grip is cool, clinical. An appraisal. "I'm going to be with him a lot more. I'm his whenever he wants me. We're done hiding it." She looks from my face, down to my cock in her hand. Her expression is a quiet mix of pity and almost scientific curiosity. "And this..." She gives my tiny erection a light, dismissive squeeze. "This isn't going inside me again. Ever. Bob's orders. From now on, you can only use your mouth on me."

The finality of it. The degradation. The instruction coming from him, delivered by her, while she holds the proof of my uselessness in her hand. It’s too much. A violent, gut-wrenching orgasm tears through me. A hot, shameful flood erupts over her hand, her wrist.

Tracy stares at the mess. Her top lip curls, just for a second. A flicker of pure contempt. It's a pathetic little splash of white, thin and watery. Nothing like the thick ropes she's used to swallowing.

She pulls a tissue from the box on the coffee table and wipes her hand with a sigh of weary annoyance. "Naughty boy. Go and clean yourself up."

I tuck my now-shrinking self away, my cheeks burning with a heat that feels like it could peel the skin off. I shuffle to the bathroom like a scolded child.

I stare at my reflection in the mirror. The man looking back is a stranger. His cheeks are flushed a deep, hectic red. His eyes are wide, wild. He looks destroyed. He looks broken.

And a small, slow smile is creeping onto his lips.


The Price of Pleasure
A Hundred Quid for My Wife


The key feels heavy in my hand. My shoulders ache, a dull throb that’s been with me all day, a souvenir from Blackfriars Crown Court. The barrister’s sneering voice is still ringing in my ears. All I want is the quiet sag of my armchair, a cup of tea, and the tiny, ordered world of my Ultramarines. Peace.

My stomach gives a low rumble. I haven't eaten since that sad, squashed Pret sandwich on the courthouse steps hours ago. I push the flat door open, braced for the quiet comfort of home.

The quiet isn't there.

The first thing that hits me is the smell. His smell. Stale tobacco clinging to the air, cutting through a new perfume I don’t recognise. Musky and expensive.

Then I see her.

Tracy is standing by the window, and the sight of her is a physical shock, a violent splash of crimson against the beige of our living room. The dress is like a second skin, a slick of red silk so tight it looks painted on. The neckline plunges, a deep V engineered by a matching push-up bra that hoists her breasts up and out, offered like a sacrifice. Her nipples are two hard, dark points straining against the fabric, so prominent they’re practically obscene. A razor-thin slit runs high up one thigh, and as she shifts her weight, it parts. Just for a second. A flash of black lace. The top of a stocking.

She looks like a slut. My wife is dressed like a slut. For him.

The thought steals the air from my lungs. My pulse hammers against my ribs. She’s never, not once, dressed like this for me.

My gaze slides to the armchair. My armchair. Bob is sprawled in it, a bottle of Newcastle Brown Ale in his hand. He sits there like he owns the bloody place, legs splayed wide, one arm draped over the back, marking it as his territory. He’s wearing a suit—shabby, old-fashioned, but clean. Pressed. His shoes are polished.

They both look at me. Not with a welcome, but with a shared look of cool impatience. Like I’m the delivery boy who’s turned up at an inconvenient time. Tracy’s eyes flicker over my work suit, a dismissive glance, before returning to Bob. No warmth. No “how was your day, love?” Nothing.

A cold knot tightens in my stomach. I’m a stranger here. A ghost in my own home.

My mouth opens, words spilling out before I can stop them. A desperate, pathetic bid to make myself real in this room. "Court was... it was a long day. The TfL case. The jury, they—I couldn't get a read on them. And the prosecutor, he kept hammering me on the CCTV timestamps, you see, he was trying to—trying to make out like there was a gap, but the logs clearly show—"

I see it. The look they exchange over my head. A flicker of shared boredom. An inside joke I will never be a part of. Bob takes a long, slow swig of his ale, his throat working. Tracy examines her red-painted fingernails, her foot tapping a sharp, impatient rhythm on the carpet.

"Yeah, yeah, lovely." Bob’s voice cuts through my rambling. A dismissive, gravelly grunt. He leans forward, the fabric of his old suit creaking. "Listen. We've got plans."

His voice drops, becoming a low command. "I'm taking your missus out. For a proper meal. Somewhere nice."

The words die in my throat. A date. He’s taking my wife on a date. He’s wearing his best clothes. For her.

Then he begins the performance. He starts patting his pockets. A slow, deliberate search. Pat-pat-pat. His thick, working-man’s fingers stained yellow at the tips from his roll-ups. The same fingers I saw buried deep inside my wife just last week. I watch them, mesmerised and sickened by the memory.

He puts on a show of mild annoyance. "Bugger." His eyes, cold and assessing, lock onto mine. "A bit short this week, son. Can't have Tracy thinking her fella's a cheap date, can we?"

The floor drops out from under me. I know what’s coming.

"How much?" The words are a dry croak, torn from my throat.

"A ton should cover it." He says it so casually. "For drinks and that."

A ton. A hundred quid. The words are a physical blow. That was for Tracy's birthday. For that little antique silver locket we saw in Camden Passage. The memory flashes—her smiling face as she pointed it out—and then it’s gone, crushed by the reality of this room. The money isn't for that anymore. It's for this. My face goes cold, the blood draining away somewhere south. All of it, straight to my cock. A hot, sick feeling rises in my throat, but beneath it, that familiar, traitorous throb answers the call.

I’m frozen. A battle rages inside me. The last dregs of my pride screaming No! Laugh in his face! Tell him to fuck off! But my body has already surrendered. A thick, heavy heat pools in my groin, my cock swelling against the fabric of my trousers.

"Mitch." Tracy's voice. Sharp as a shard of glass. "Bob's waiting."

Defeated. "Right."

The walk to my work jacket, slung over a dining chair, feels like a mile. Each step is like wading through treacle. Shame and arousal, a thick, sticky tide pulling me under.

I pull out my wallet. The leather feels slick and foreign in my sweaty grasp. My hands tremble as I fumble it open. I count them out. Five crisp, new-feeling £20 notes. Each one I pull free is another nail in the coffin of the man I used to be. The currency of my own humiliation.

I walk back and hold the money out to him. I can’t meet his eyes. I stare at the notes in my own shaking hand. There’s a faint coffee smudge on one from the Pret by the court. A tiny piece of my other life. The life that doesn't matter in here.

He doesn't take the money. He snatches it. A swift, contemptuous grab. The notes disappear into his jacket pocket without a word of thanks. He drains the last of his Newcastle Brown, slams the bottle down on the coaster, and gets to his feet, all in one smooth, powerful motion.

"Right then, petal," he rumbles, holding a hand out to Tracy. "Let's be off."

She takes his hand with a small, girlish smile. A smile I haven’t seen in years. It cuts deeper than a knife.

She walks over to me. She rises onto her tiptoes, and for a heart-stopping second, I think she's going to properly kiss me. Instead, her lips press against my cheek. A dry, cool, fleeting touch. The kiss you’d give a distant relative. The scent of her new perfume—musky, expensive, his scent on her—is all that’s left when she pulls away.

She leans in, her lips brushing my ear, her voice a low, conspiratorial whisper. My orders for the night. "Don't wait up."

A pause. Just long enough.

"Sleep on the sofa tonight. Bob's staying over."

My heart thuds against my ribs like a trapped bird. The sofa. My sofa. While he’s in my bed. Our bed. With her. The violation is so profound it makes my knees go weak.

As if it’s an afterthought, she adds, her voice laced with casual cruelty, "And there's stuff for sandwiches in the fridge if you get hungry."

Sandwiches. While they dine out on my money. A fresh wave of degradation washes over me. I’m not even worth feeding properly.

She turns away without another glance, takes Bob's arm, and they walk out of the flat. The sharp click of the front door latch seals my fate.

Silence.

I'm just standing here. A ghost in my own living room. The air crackles where they stood. And then it hits me. A hot wave of shame starts at my neck and floods my entire body. My cheeks are burning. But it's followed by something else, something thick and heavy and powerful that pools in my groin, making my head swim.

He's staying the night. In our bed. And I paid for it.

The thought is pure electricity.

My hand closes over the painful hardness in my trousers. Right there, in the middle of the room, I pull my aching cock free. It springs out, slick with pre-cum, throbbing with the sheer, agonising force of my humiliation.

The image burns behind my eyes. They're at dinner. His hand on her thigh, under the table, my money paying for the wine that makes her flush. His weathered fingers peeling that red silk from her skin. The sheets I washed on Sunday. Her body—my wife's body—spread for him on our bed.

Will I get to watch? Please let me watch.

Maybe the door will be left ajar. A deliberate invitation. A test. I’ll press my ear to the wood, listen to every wet slap of flesh, every one of her guttural moans as he fills her. The sound of his low, filthy commands.

My fist tightens around my shaft. The thought is so powerful, so horrifically exciting, that a choked sob escapes my lips.

It will be the sweetest, most terrible music I have ever heard.


The First Service
A Taste of Belonging


Asound rips me from sleep. Not the gentle drift of normal waking—a violent, disorienting jolt. My eyes snap open to darkness, heart hammering against my ribs. For a horrible second, I can't place where I am or what the noise is.

Then it comes again—a fumbling at our front door lock. Metal scraping metal. A key that isn't mine. The sound tears through the quiet flat, followed by an explosion of raucous laughter that makes my skin prickle.

I'm on the sofa. My fucking sofa. Neck screaming from the awkward angle. The green numbers on the cable box read 11:15 PM.

The door crashes open, slamming against the wall hard enough to chip the paint, followed by more laughter—Tracy's high, girlish giggle and Bob's deeper, rumbling growl. The sound of my wife laughing with him sends a sick jolt straight to my cock. Fucking traitor.

"Shh! The other neighbours!" Tracy's slurring, breathless.

"Fuck the neighbours," Bob snarls back. "Let 'em listen. Might learn something."

They stumble into the living room, flicking on just the small lamp. The soft glow casts monster shadows across the room. Makes everything dreamlike. Unreal. But it's real. It's all so fucking real.

Tracy's a mess—her crimson dress, the one I saved for three months to buy her, rides up so high I can see the curve where her arse meets her thighs. Twisted around her waist like she's been mauled. Lipstick smeared across her mouth. She reeks of wine and Bob's tobacco and... something else. Something raw. Her eyes are glassy, unfocused. Drunk on more than just alcohol.

Bob's just as dishevelled. Tie hanging loose around his neck, top buttons undone showing grey chest hair that makes my stomach turn. There's a purple mark on his neck—a love bite. My wife's handiwork. On his saggy, wrinkled skin. Christ.

They spot me curled pathetically in the corner of the sofa, blinking up at them like a frightened animal.

"Look what the cat dragged in," Bob grunts, his mouth twisting into that smile. That fucking smile that owns everything. The flat. My wife. Me.

Tracy giggles, swaying on her feet. "Shhh," she presses a finger to her puffy lips, stage-whispering, "You'll wake the servant."

Servant. The word punches into my gut and strokes my cock simultaneously. Is that what I am now? Their fucking servant? A hot wave of shame crashes over me as my prick twitches against my pyjama bottoms.

Without warning or any fucking courtesy, Bob grabs Tracy by the shoulders and shoves her roughly towards the sofa. Right next to me. Pushes her down onto her hands and knees on our rug.

"On your knees, slag," he commands, voice thick with booze and lust. "One for the road."

I scramble backwards, pressing deeper into the corner of the sofa. Nowhere to fucking go. Trapped. A captive audience inches from what's about to happen. To my wife. On my rug.

Bob yanks down his trousers, belt buckle clanging against my hardwood floor. No ceremony, no seduction—just raw, animal need. He rips Tracy's dress up around her waist, exposing the pale globes of her bare arse. He's not wearing pants. His cock springs free—thick, purple-headed, veined like some grotesque sculpture, jutting from a nest of grizzled grey pubic hair.

Can't tear my eyes away as he positions himself behind her. The contrast makes me sick and hard at the same time—his weathered, liver-spotted hands against her smooth skin; his old-man cock nudging at her entrance; the way her back arches for him like a cat in heat. He slams in with one brutal thrust, and Tracy lets out a sound I've never heard from her mouth before—a guttural, animal moan that goes straight to my pathetic cock.

The wet squelching sound tells me everything. She's soaking for him. Has been all night. Waiting. Aching. For him.

As he starts to fuck her—slow, deliberate strokes like he's got all the time in the world—they begin drunkenly narrating their evening. Each detail chosen to cut me deeper.

"That steak was alright, wasn't it?" Bob grunts between thrusts, fingers digging into Tracy's hips hard enough to leave bruises. "Good job your husband here is a generous bloke. Left me with a tidy sixty quid profit, that did. Enough to keep you in cheap lingerie for a month."

Sixty quid. My money—Tracy's birthday present money—and he's gloating about the profit he made. Wants me to know. To feel it. Each word is a deliberate knife twist.

Tracy moans as Bob's thrusts get harder, more demanding. Her head lolls sideways, eyes finding mine in the dim light. Recognition flickers there, some small acknowledgement that I exist, but no shame. Not a fucking trace.

"You should have seen—" she gasps as Bob hits something deep inside her, "—oh fuck—the look on Sharon's face from accounts... when Bob—yes, right there—stuck his tongue down my throat at The Pineapple."

Sharon. From accounts. My fucking colleague. My stomach drops through the floor and keeps falling. They went to my work pub. Where everyone knows me, knows Tracy is my wife. The humiliation burns up my neck and face like acid.

Bob laughs—a cruel, barking sound—and punctuates it with a sharp crack of his palm against Tracy's arse. The sound makes me flinch.

"Tell him what you did in the toilets, you filthy bitch."

Tracy's voice is giddy with perverse pride. "Sucked him off in the—" She sucks in air as he drives deeper. "—Gents. Knees still sticky from the p-piss on the floor." She giggles, eyes locked on mine, watching me squirm. "Fucking disgusting. God, I loved every second."

Bob rams harder into her. "See that, Mitch? Your wife's a proper dirty whore now. Loves being treated like shit. Can't get enough of old Bob's cock, can she?"

The story gets worse, more depraved with each thrust. Tracy, eyes half-closed in ecstasy, continues through broken moans.

"Couldn't keep our hands—oh fuck… just there, just there… fuck!—off each other in the taxi," she pants, moaning through her story. "Bob had my tits out before we even... oh god... hit Camden High Street."

Bob's pace quickens, breathing laboured now. "The driver got a right eyeful," he growls, staring directly at me. "Had four fingers in her messy cunt while she squirmed and moaned in the backseat."

"Oh God, yes," Tracy whimpers, body jerking with each impact. "Daddy, yes!" The word 'Daddy' falls from her lips so naturally now, like she's been calling him that her whole life.

"He seemed to... to enjoy the view," she adds, voice breaking as Bob hammers a spot that makes her whole body shudder.

Can't believe what I'm hearing. Can't process it. Tracy. My Tracy. In public. Not just behaving like—actually being a common street slag. My throat closes up. Should be sick with it. Instead... Jesus... the image burns into my brain—my wife's tits out, her cunt fingered while some taxi driver watches. My cock jerks hard enough to lift the fabric of my pyjamas. What the fuck is wrong with me? What broken part of me is throbbing with need right now?

Bob's face twists into something ugly, his casual prejudice bleeding through.

"Something about those Asian boys," he grunts, driving into Tracy like he's trying to split her in half, "they think all white women are slags."

He throws his head back and laughs, then looks right at me, eyes gleaming with malice. "In your wife's case, they'd be fucking right."

Don't know how to feel about that—this racist old bastard saying such things in my house. But Christ, it excites me all the more knowing a Pakistani driver is out there having seen my wife exposed. What does that make me?

Tracy's story continues, her voice dripping with cruel excitement aimed straight at my core.

"I wanked him off," she says, never breaking eye contact, "the taxi driver. Brown skin. Beautiful hands. For the fare, right outside our flat." She pulls her hand from the rug and brings her fingers to her mouth, sucking them slowly. "Mmm. Still got his spunk on me."

Bob finds this hilarious and arousing in equal measure. His thrusts become vicious, his hand grabbing Tracy's breast through her dress, twisting.

"Fucking hell, what a girl!" His voice is a mocking growl aimed at me. "You're a lucky man, Mitch. Got yourself a proper little street whore, wanking off drivers for a tenner fare."

The words cut and arouse in equal measure. They fucking work. God help me, they work. I'm drowning in humiliation and harder than I've ever been in my miserable life.

The performance builds to its finale. Bob's thrusts become harder, more brutal, rattling the wedding photo on the side table—the one where Tracy's wearing white, promising herself to me forever.

"Right, enough chat," he snarls.

Without warning, he yanks out of her—I glimpse his cock, slick and glossy with my wife's juices—and roughly flips her onto her back. Pins her down, spreads her legs wide, and drives back in with one savage thrust. The new angle lets me see everything—the way her body yields to him, her cunt stretched obscenely around his thickness, her face contorted in pleasure I've never given her.

As he pounds her missionary-style, he shoves three thick, tobacco-stained fingers deep into her mouth. The sight is pornographic in its degradation. Tracy's cheeks bulge, eyes wide as she gags on his digits. But there's no fear there, only wild, animal pleasure. Being completely filled, used, dominated, just inches from my face.

"You like that, don't you, slut?" Bob's voice is a commanding rumble as he hammers into her. "Taking it from both ends." He looks over at me, a triumphant sneer spreading across his face. "This is what a real man does, Mitch. This is how you fuck a woman."

His pace turns brutal. Tracy's body jerks with each impact, breasts bouncing wildly under the twisted fabric of her dress. The room fills with obscene sounds—wet slaps of flesh on flesh, Bob's animal grunts, Tracy's muffled whimpers around his invading fingers.

Then Bob roars—a primal sound that vibrates through the furniture, through me. His hips slam against Tracy in frenzied thrusts, a final, brutal display of masculine power performed inches from my face. He doesn't pull out; floods my wife, pumping his load deep inside her. I can almost see the pulses of his cock as he empties himself into her womb.

With a final, guttural groan, Bob collapses onto her for a moment before pulling out with an obscene, wet squelch. His spent cock, dripping with their combined fluids, swings free as he stands. Without a word to either of us, he grunts, "Need a piss," and casually strolls towards our bedroom—his bedroom now—leaving a trail of droplets on the carpet I hoovered just yesterday.

The room plunges into shocking silence, broken only by Tracy's ragged panting. She lies spread-eagled, a complete fucking mess. Legs splayed wide, dress bunched around her chest. My eyes are drawn to her cunt like a magnet. It's swollen, angry red, gaping open, with thick ropes of Bob's pearly cum oozing slowly from her, pooling between her thighs and soaking into the rug I spent hours choosing.

Our eyes lock across the small space between us. The drunken haze in her gaze has burned away, replaced by something cold and sharp. She stares at me with an expression I've never seen before—a mixture of contempt, power, and expectation.

She holds my gaze for an eternity, then her voice, low and commanding, slices through the silence. "Well? What are you waiting for?"

She raises one leg slightly, giving me an even clearer view of the mess between her thighs. "It's your turn, Mitch. Get over here and clean up your wife."

I'm frozen. Mind spinning in a whirlwind of horror and the deepest, most soul-shattering arousal I've ever known. This is it. The moment from my nightmares. From my most secret, shameful fantasies. The ultimate degradation. The final surrender.

My body moves before my brain can object. I slide off the sofa and crawl towards her on hands and knees, a worshipper approaching an altar. The carpet burns my palms, but I barely notice. All I can see, all I can focus on, is the obscene display between my wife's legs.

The smell hits me as I get closer: the sharp, salty stench of Bob's semen, mixed with the musky scent of Tracy's arousal and wine on her breath. It's the smell of her complete violation, and it makes my cock throb painfully against my pyjamas.

I hover there, paralysed, face inches from her defiled cunt, breath coming in short, panicked gasps. My tongue darts out, barely touching the edge of the mess, tasting the skin of her inner thigh, slick with another man's seed.

"Don't pick at it," Tracy snaps, voice hard with command. "Swallow it all. Every. Last. Fucking. Drop. Don't you dare waste any of Bob's spunk."

Her words shatter the last of my resistance. I obey without question. Without hesitation. Bury my face between her legs, tongue desperately lapping up the thick, salty fluid. The taste is potent, foreign, utterly humiliating. It's the taste of my failure and Bob's victory. It's the most exciting thing I've ever experienced.

Tracy groans, a sound of pure power and satisfaction. She threads her fingers into my hair, not gently, but gripping roughly, controlling me, forcing my face harder against her.

"That's it. Deeper. Get your tongue right inside me. Clean Bob's cum out of your wife's cunt, you pathetic little worm."

Her words lash into me, each one cutting deep and somehow making me more desperate to please her. I work my tongue deeper, feeling the hot, slick walls of her passage, tasting the potent mixture of her juices and Bob's seed. I suck and lick, drawing out every trace of his deposit, transferring it from her body into my own.

The combination of the taste, the humiliation of her words, and the raw, animal reality of what I'm doing is too much. A violent, overwhelming orgasm tears through me. Don't even touch myself. Just come, a hot flood of my own weak seed soaking my pyjamas as I service her.

After what seems like forever, I pull away, face dripping with their combined fluids. Tracy looks down at me, expression a mixture of satisfaction and contempt. She reaches down and pats my head, like you would a dog. A pet. A possession.

"Good boy," she says softly, voice warm with something almost like affection. "See? You do have a use after all."

The words sink into me, filling a hole I never knew existed. A purpose. A function. Something I'm good at. The shame still burns through me like acid, but beneath it is something else—a profound, disturbing sense of rightness. Of belonging. This is what I am now. This is what I was always meant to be.

I collapse onto the carpet beside her, spent and broken and somehow more whole than I've ever been. Through the haze of my post-orgasmic stupor, I hear the toilet flush in the distance, then Bob's heavy footsteps returning. He'll want Tracy in bed now. And I'll be back on the sofa, alone with the echoes of their pleasure.


The Agent of Chaos
A Better Offer


The neck of the second wine bottle is slick with condensation, wobbling in my grip as I pull it from the fridge. Slippery. Uncontrollable. Just like everything else. From the living room, I can hear them—Tracy and Mandy. Their voices are a low conspiracy, punctuated by sudden, sharp bursts of laughter.

That laugh. Tracy’s laugh. It’s changed these last few weeks. It’s deeper now. Guttural. The sound of a woman uncorking something she never knew was inside her.

My cock is semi-hard, has been for hours. A dull, persistent ache. Just the knowledge of Mandy being here, on my sofa. Tracy’s best friend. The agent of all this chaos. The woman who knows exactly what a man like Bob does to my wife. Who knows what I let him do to her. What I need him to do.

I rub the back of my neck, a pointless gesture, and push through the door.

"Ah! The servant returns!" Mandy’s voice slices the air. She’s sprawled on the sofa, a vision in a tight black top and a skirt that’s ridden so high up her thighs it’s barely decent. Her face is alive with a sharp, cruel mischief. "God, Mitch, you look knackered. Is Tracy running you ragged?"

My face burns. She knows. They both know. Tracy lets out a little giggle, hiding it behind her hand in that way she has when she’s twisting the knife. She’s wearing the blue dress. Bob’s favourite. The one that pushes the soft swell of her breasts up and hugs the curve of her arse. My mouth goes bone dry.

"Just work," I mumble, the lie tasting like ash. I sink into the armchair opposite, my chair, feeling like an intruder. "Busy week."

"I bet." Mandy’s smirk is a weapon. She swaps a look with Tracy, a silent, fizzing current of shared knowledge passing between them. "I've been hearing all about your… arrangement. Must be quite the adjustment."

The doorbell cuts through the air like a siren.

Tracy’s head snaps up. Her eyes aren’t just bright; they’re electric. A slow, knowing smile spreads across her lips. I’ve seen that smile before. It’s not for me. It’s never been for me.

"That'll be Bob." She says it so breezily. Like she’s announcing the postman. "Must have forgotten his key again."

A cold, heavy stone drops into my gut, but down below, a familiar, shameful heat begins to pulse. Dread. And that other thing. That hot, traitorous throb. They didn't tell me he was coming. Why would they? My permission isn't part of the equation anymore.

Tracy almost glides to the door. A click. The low rumble of his South London voice. Her laugh, high and delighted. And all the while, I feel Mandy’s eyes on me, a physical weight, dissecting my every flinch.

Then the doorway darkens. He’s here.

Grey joggers. A tight t-shirt stretched over a barrel chest. A thin sheen of sweat on his forearms, making the thick, corded veins stand out under the lamp light. He doesn’t even look at me. It’s worse than being ignored; it’s like I’m not even here. A ghost in my own home. He strides into the room, and the air thickens, the whole space shrinking around his presence. It’s his now. He just walked in and took it.

He grabs Tracy, one hand spanning her waist, pulling her flush against him with an air of absolute ownership. His mouth crashes down on hers. It’s not a kiss; it’s a claiming. His other hand slides down, cupping her arse, his thick fingers digging into the fabric of the dress, into the flesh beneath. I watch, my muscles locked, as my wife melts into him. A soft, pathetic moan escapes her throat, swallowed by his mouth.

Across the room, Mandy’s eyes are wide, glittering with pure, undisguised delight. She raises an eyebrow at me, a silent, vicious question: Are you seeing this? My cock gives a painful twitch in my trousers.

They break apart. Tracy is flushed, her lipstick smeared, her breathing ragged. She remembers her manners, a hostess at her own debauching.

"Bob, this is Mandy. My partner in crime."

His eyes leave Tracy’s, but his hand stays clamped firmly to her arse. He gives Mandy a slow, appreciative once-over, a predator assessing fresh meat. His gaze is pure filth.

"Alright, love? Heard a lot about you."

Mandy preens, her back straightening, pushing her breasts out. "Likewise. Tracy hasn’t shut up."

A slow grin spreads across Bob's face. "Came 'round 'cause I'm hard as fucking nails," he announces, his voice a low growl that vibrates through the room. He’s performing for Mandy now. Showing off. "Your wife's been sending me dirty texts all afternoon."

Mandy licks her lips, her gaze dropping deliberately to the thick, obscene ridge straining the front of his joggers. It leaves nothing to the imagination. Nothing at all.

A low, throaty sound escapes her. "I can see that."

His hand connects with Tracy’s arse. A loud, sharp smack that cracks through the room like a whip. I flinch so hard my teeth click together. A whimper escapes Tracy, but it's not a sound of pain. It's pure, helpless pleasure.

"Right. Time for a seeing to." He turns, pulling her towards the bedroom without a single glance in my direction. Tracy goes without a moment's hesitation, her hand in his, a final, excited look thrown over her shoulder at Mandy.

The click of the bedroom door is as final as a gunshot.

The silence that follows is deafening. I can hear the blood pounding in my ears. What now? I can’t look at Mandy. I can’t.

Then, a muffled sound from the wall. A command. Bob’s voice. "On your knees, slut."

Tracy's eager moan is immediate. Then the wet sounds. Unmistakable. Obscene. Her mouth, my wife’s mouth, swallowing him down.

My cock is a bar of hot iron against my zip. I try to shift, to hide the undeniable proof of my shame, but Mandy’s already seen it.

She slides across the sofa, her thigh pressing against mine. The heat of her skin, the expensive, cloying scent of her perfume mixed with wine. It’s suffocating.

"Fucking hell, Mitch." Her whisper is a hot breath against my ear. "That's so fucking hot. Does this happen all the time?"

I can only nod. A dumb, useless puppet. My entire being is focused on the wall. On the sounds. The wet sucking has stopped. A new sound has started. The rhythmic, heavy slap of flesh on flesh. He's fucking her. He's fucking my wife with Mandy here.

Her hand lands on my thigh, shockingly close. "Listening to them really gets you going, doesn't it?" Her smile is predatory. "Poor boy."

My heart is a trapped bird, beating itself to death against my ribs. Her fingers trace the thick outline of my erection through my trousers. Stop her. Say no. Do something. But the thought is a distant echo. All I can hear is the bedframe groaning under his weight, the sound of his thick cock burying itself inside my wife.

"Let me help you out," she murmurs. Her fingers find my zipper. The sound is deafeningly loud. A pathetic whimper escapes my lips as cool air hits my skin.

A deep, guttural cry from the bedroom. Tracy. The sound she makes when he hits that place deep inside her, that I couldn't even find on a map.

"Oh my god," Mandy breathes, her eyes alight. "He must have bottomed out on her cervix. Your wife is a proper little slut now, eh?"

She hikes her skirt up. No knickers. Just a neat, shaven cunt, glistening in the lamplight. My breath catches in my throat.

"I'm going to help you, Mitch," she says, shifting over me. "While you listen…"

Her fingers close around the base of my shaft, ready to guide me—

The front room door swings open.

Tracy. Stark naked in the doorway. A goddess of ruin. Hair a mess, lipstick a violent smear, lips swollen. A love bite blooms on her breast, a dark flower. Red handprints mark the pale skin of her arse. She is the most beautiful, most terrifying thing I have ever seen.

She doesn't look at me. Her eyes, burning with a wicked fire, are locked on Mandy.

"Mandy." Her voice is a raw, husky purr. "Bob wants you to join us. It's time."

The words hit me like a physical blow. A bucket of ice. She was never here for me.

Mandy’s face transforms with feral glee. Her hand leaves me. The warmth vanishes. She gives my limp, pathetic cock a little pat. A clinical, meaningless gesture before abandoning roadkill. "Sorry, Mitchy. Looks like a better offer came up."

She stands, smooths her top, a predator rejoining the hunt. I watch, numb and disconnected, as she struts towards the bedroom. She doesn't look back. The door closes again, this time with a soft click, leaving me alone.

Cock in hand. In my own living room.

The sounds start again, but they’re different now. Two sets of female laughter, Tracy's and Mandy's, weaving around Bob's rumbling commands. Moans. Two voices. The slick, wet sounds of more than one body. The bedsprings groaning under a new weight.

Abandoned. Forgotten. Utterly, completely irrelevant.

My hand closes around my cock. It’s aching, painfully hard. Betrayal should feel cold. It should feel like rage. But this... this just feels hot. This new layer of being discarded, of being so worthless I’m not even worth a second thought... a tremor runs through me. It’s not despair. It’s something else. Something dark and glittering and absolutely fucking perfect.

My hand moves. Desperately. My movements fall into the rhythm from the other room. Three of them. In my bed. My wife. Her best friend. And the old man who has taken everything.

Faster. My breath comes in ragged, desperate sobs. I’m so close. So fucking close.

A sharp cry of pure ecstasy from the bedroom. Tracy’s voice, clear as a bell.

"Oh god, Bob! Yes! Fuck me while she licks my clit!"

The words detonate inside my skull. I explode. A silent scream tears from my throat as I bite down hard on my lip, tasting blood. Hot, thick ropes of my pathetic load spurt over my fingers, my stomach. Wave after wave of helpless, humiliating pleasure crash over me, more intense than anything.

When the shudders finally subside, I realise I’m crying. Silent tears track down my face. Shame. Relief. A terrible, blissful joy.

In the bedroom, they don't stop. They don't even pause. Oblivious. Uncaring. Their pleasure is my new soundtrack. And I will listen to every single, filthy moment. I will memorise it. I will worship it.


The Public Humiliation
After-Work Drinks Ambush


The Crown & Anchor for a work’s drink outing. I fucking hate this place. All sticky carpets and the stale ghost of yesterday's spilt lager clinging to the dark wood panelling. It’s Dave’s local, not mine. Saying no felt impossible. Can’t exactly tell him I’m in a rush to get home in case my wife’s getting her back blown out by our sixty-year-old neighbour.

I’m nursing a pint of flat lager in a scuffed leather booth. The clock on the wall ticks over to 6:23. Twenty-three minutes too long.

“…told her, she wants the shoes, she can bloody well pay for ‘em herself. Two hundred quid? Do I look like a fucking bank?” Dave’s voice, a foghorn of self-pity, cuts through the pub's drone.

I make a noise that could be agreement, but my mind is elsewhere. I wonder if they’ve started. Maybe Tracy is right now bent over our kitchen table, her M&S knickers pulled down to her ankles. Bob behind her, those thick, tobacco-stained fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. The image sends a familiar, shameful heat coiling deep in my gut, a traitorous throb against my zip.

Just finish the pint. Five minutes. Make an excuse and run to the tub station. Be home by seven thirty. Might catch the end of it.

“You alright, Mitch?” It's Gavin. His voice pulls me back. “You look miles away.”

“Yeah, sorry. Fraud case from yesterday,” I lie, the words tasting like ash.

“Christ, leave it at the office,” Dave groans. “This is our escape from that bollocks.”

I glance at my watch. 6:27. A migraine. I could fake a migraine.

The pub door swings open, letting in a gust of cold evening air.

My breath catches, trapped somewhere in my throat. It feels like the floor has just dropped away, leaving me falling.

Tracy. My fucking wife is here.

But it’s not her. Not my Tracy. This is a stranger, a creature built for the night. A black dress, so tight it looks like liquid shadow poured over her skin, ending dangerously high on her thighs. Her cleavage, framed by a plunging neckline, is a pale, creamy invitation I’ve never seen her issue in public. Red lipstick, a slash of carnal colour. Her hair is down, loose, wild. She looks like a high-class tart.

And behind her, a large, weathered hand splayed possessively across the small of her back, is Bob.

No. Not here. Not with Dave. Oh, Jesus Christ, what are they doing?

My gaze is frozen, and Dave follows it. His eyebrows shoot up his forehead. A low, appreciative whistle snakes from his lips. “Fucking hell, who’s the fit bird with the old guy?”

I can’t speak. My tongue is a lead weight in my mouth. They’ve seen our table. Tracy’s face lights up with a look of pure, theatrical surprise. It’s fake. So fucking fake. This is an ambush. A performance. And I’m the sole, pathetic audience member they came to destroy.

A voice cuts through the noise. Tracy’s. “Mitch!” It rings out, bright and false, and every head turns. My head. “I thought you’d be home by now!”

She glides towards our table, Bob a predatory shadow at her back. Dave and Gavin are already on their feet, the primal male instinct to stand for a beautiful woman kicking in. Even Brenda is giving Tracy a hard, assessing once-over, her eyes narrowed.

Bob doesn’t look at me. He extends a hand to Dave. “Bob Bowen. Tracy’s uncle. You must be Mitch’s colleagues.”

Uncle. The word hangs there. Bullshit. Utter bullshit. Dave’s not a moron.

“Dave Pritchard,” he says, his handshake firm, his eyes sizing Bob up. “Anti-fraud team.”

Tracy leans down, and for a second, I think she’s going to kiss me properly. But it’s just a peck on the cheek. Cool lips, a whiff of expensive, musky perfume I don’t recognise. His scent. On her. Then she steps back, positioning herself closer to Bob, tucked under his arm.

“What a coincidence,” she says, beaming. “We were just passing. On our way to dinner.”

“Popped in for a quick one before our reservation,” Bob rumbles. His eyes scan the booth. “Mind if we squeeze in?”

Before I can form a word, Dave is already shuffling over. “Yeah, yeah, course, mate. Get in.”

Bob slides onto the bench seat, deliberately inserting his body between mine and Tracy’s. A human wall. His thick thigh presses against hers. I can see it. His grey trousers against the sheer black of her dress. I can fucking see it.

“What’ll it be?” Dave asks, the perfect host.

But Bob just lifts a finger, catching a waitress’s eye with an ease I could never manage. “Pint of the best for me. Gin and tonic for the lady. And Mitch’ll have another lager, I imagine.”

He just ordered for me. He ordered me another pint when mine’s still half full. The casual authority of it makes my face burn hot with shame.

“So, Bob,” Dave leans forward, already charmed by the old bastard’s confidence. “Tracy’s uncle, eh? You in the railway game too, like our Mitch?”

Bob lets out a short, gruff laugh. “Thirty years, son. LNER. Pulled the big beasts up the East Coast line. Not office work. Proper graft.” He throws a sidelong look at me. “Not everyone’s cut out for the rough stuff.”

Tracy stifles a giggle into her hand. A tiny, mocking sound.

The drinks arrive. Bob raises his glass. “To new friends.”

We all drink. I down half my fresh pint in a single, desperate gulp, the cold fizz doing nothing to quell the fire in my stomach.

“So, Tracy,” Brenda says, her voice sharp. “What is it you do?”

“Recruitment,” Tracy answers, crossing her legs. The movement makes the hem of her dress ride up another inch. I see Dave’s eyes dip down, tracking the motion. He’s practically drooling. “Started working from home. It’s been… life-changing.”

Bob chuckles, a low, intimate sound full of shared secrets. “Certainly has.”

I sit in a bubble of silence, an outcast at my own table, watching my two worlds collide and shatter. Dave and Bob are off, talking about West Ham, of all things. Bob, whom I’ve never heard mention football, is suddenly a tactical genius. Tracy hangs on his every word, her laughter bright and easy, leaning in to touch his arm.

Dave keeps glancing from Tracy’s legs to Bob, then to me. His brow is furrowed. He’s putting the pieces together. He knows something’s wrong.

Bob drains his pint and stands. “Right, need to see a man about a dog.” He claps a hand on Dave’s shoulder. “Dave, mate. I’ll leave Tracy in your capable hands. Make sure she behaves herself.”

He gives her to Dave. Just like that. Leaves me out. A hot spike of shame drives right through my gut. Dave sees it. His eyebrows twitch. He gets it.

“No promises there, mate,” Dave says, a sly grin spreading across his face.

As Bob passes my chair, his hand lands on my shoulder, giving it a patronising squeeze. “Alright, son?”

The word, ‘son’, delivered with such smug ownership, sends a shiver of ice and fire down my spine. I just nod, mute.

Bob’s gone. To the loo. The space he leaves behind feels like a vacuum. And Dave moves in to fill it instantly. He leans across the table, his entire focus laser-focused on Tracy. Gavin and Brenda are talking about work. I’m not even here anymore. I’m invisible.

“So, Tracy,” Dave’s voice is lower now, oilier. The one he uses to chat up barmaids. “Mitch has been holding out on us. Didn’t tell us his missus was such a knockout.”

Tracy flashes him a dazzling smile. “Oh? Does he talk about me much?” She recrosses her legs, the dress creeping higher. I can almost see the top of her stockings, and from where he is, and the look on his face, Dave most certainly can.

Dave’s grin widens. “Showed us a holiday snap once. You're on a beach in Spain. Tiny little bikini.”

The blood rushes to my head so fast I feel dizzy. The photo. That photo. The one I showed him, pathetically proud, needing his validation. And now it’s a weapon. Pointed right at my heart.

Tracy feigns a gasp, looking at me with wide, mocking eyes. “Did he now? Showing off your property, were you, love?”

Fuck. She's loving this attention. Getting off on it right here.

“That bikini was quite tame, actually,” Tracy says, leaning closer to Dave, her voice a conspiratorial whisper that I can hear perfectly. “The ones I have now are much, much naughtier.”

Dave’s eyes light up. “I bet they are. Fucking bet you look incredible in them.”

“Bob buys them for me. He’s got excellent taste.”

The line lands like a grenade on the table. The pretence is gone. Dave’s eyes widen. He darts a look at me, a flicker of disbelief and dawning comprehension. “Your… uncle buys you lingerie?”

Tracy takes a slow sip of her G&T, leaving a perfect red smear on the rim. “Bob takes very good care of me. Knows how to dress a woman’s body. And how to undress it.”

My cock is granite. A painful, straining rod trapped in my trousers. The mortification is absolute, and the arousal is unbearable. I shift in my seat, trying to hide the humiliating evidence.

Dave leans in even further, his voice a low, deliberate growl. “I reckon you’d look even better with nothing on at all.”

It’s a line that should get him a slap. But Tracy just smiles, a slow, wicked curve of her red lips. “That’s what Bob says.”

The air crackles. Dave’s hand disappears under the table. A second later, I see Tracy’s body jolt slightly. His hand is on her knee. No. Higher. It’s on her thigh, under the hem of that tiny dress. I see his knuckles pressing against the black fabric.

Say something. Do something. Get up. Tell him to get his fucking hand off her. Anything.

I am a statue carved from shame. My breath is coming in short, sharp rasps. My cock throbs, a sickening, ecstatic pulse.

Bob returns. He takes in the scene in a single, sweeping glance. Dave’s hand on his woman’s thigh. My flushed, horrified face. He smiles. A slow, satisfied smile of a man who owns everything he sees. He puts his hand on Tracy’s shoulder, a clear act of reclaiming his property.

“Having fun, petal?”

Tracy looks up, her face flushed, her breathing a little ragged. “Dave was just being a very naughty boy.”

Bob laughs. A deep, approving rumble. He looks at Dave. “Cheeky bastard. Can’t blame you for trying, mate. She’s a tasty little piece, isn’t she?”

Dave slowly, reluctantly, removes his hand. The look that passes between them is one of pure, masculine understanding. An alpha acknowledging an alpha.

Bob checks his watch. “Right. Dinner calls. Better be off.”

Tracy stands, smoothing down her dress in a way that just makes Dave’s eyes track the movement of her hands over her arse. “It was so lovely to meet you, Dave,” she purrs. “Perhaps we’ll do this again sometime.”

“I fucking hope so,” Dave says, his voice thick.

Then Bob reaches into his pocket. He pulls out a key. Our key. My flat key. He tosses it onto the table in front of me. It lands with a small, metallic clink that echoes in the sudden silence of my mind.

“Lock up when you go to bed, will you, son? We’ll be late.”

His voice is loud. Deliberately loud. Dave hears it. Brenda and Gavin hear it.

Then he leans in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial growl for the whole table. “And change the sheets on the bed, there’s a good lad. Got a bit messy this afternoon.”

Tracy gives me a final, dismissive kiss on the forehead. “Don’t wait up, love.”

They walk away. As they reach the door, Bob’s hand slides down from her back to cup her arse, kneading it possessively.

Dave watches them go, his mouth hanging slightly open. He turns to me. His face is a battlefield of pity, disgust, and morbid curiosity.

“That’s not her fucking uncle, is it, mate?”

The lie is dead. There’s no point. “No.”

“And you’re… you’re just letting that old bastard… with your missus?”

I look down at the key gleaming on the sticky table. Then I look back up at Dave. The shame inside me doesn’t go away. It catches fire. It transmutes into a hot, blissful, burning pride that floods my veins and makes my balls ache.

My voice comes out low and steady. “I insist on it.”

Dave recoils, physically recoils, as if I’ve just confessed to having the plague. “Fucking hell, Mitch,” he breathes. “I never… I never had you down as a…”

He can’t say the word.

Say it. Say it, Dave. Call me a cuck. A wimp. A pussy. I need to hear it. Make it real.

But he just shakes his head, stands up abruptly, and mutters, “Need another drink.” He almost flees to the bar, giving me a wide berth.

Alone at the table, I pick up the key. It’s warm from Bob’s pocket. My hand is trembling, not with anger, but with pure, uncut excitement. This. This public spectacle. This was the final piece.

I am throbbing. Ready to burst. The thought of Dave, back at the office on Monday. The whispers. The looks. Brenda’s pity. Gavin’s awkward silence. The news spreading. Did you hear about Mitch Brown? You know, the quiet bloke in anti-fraud? Yeah, his wife…

It’s going to be glorious. Terrifying.

I slip the key into my pocket and stand. I need to go home. I have duties. Change the sheets. Pour the wine. Assume my position.

I walk past Dave at the bar. He won’t look at me. He just stares into his pint. “Your life, mate. Not for me.”

I smile. A small, secret, utterly contented smile. “No, Dave. It wouldn’t be.”

Outside, the cool London air hits my burning face. My pace is fast. I need to get back. The key is a hot, heavy weight in my pocket. I run my thumb over its serrated edge. A promise. A sacrament.

I need to be ready for them. I want to hear every detail. I want to sit in my chair and watch. And when they’re done, when he’s filled her and she’s screaming his name, maybe, if I’ve been a very good boy, she’ll let me clean up his mess.

My reflection in the dark tube window is a stranger. A man hollowed out and filled with something new, something dark and thrilling.

Cuckold. Wimp. Pathetic. Loser.

The words are a litany. A prayer. Each one a fresh spur of pleasure. Dave could never understand. Men like him are the reason men like me exist.

The train rattles through the dark tunnels, carrying me home. To my beautiful, perfect humiliation.


Master of the house
Cuck's Chair


The remnants of dinner sit between us on the table, a battlefield of congealing chicken and wilting salad. I push a limp piece of lettuce around my plate with a fork. It’s something to do with my hands. My mind is snagged on the dress.

A scrap of black, clinging to my wife's body like a second skin. It’s the dress she wore out the other week to the pub. Close up and in better light, I see that it’s cheap. Tacky. The kind of thing you’d see a student wearing in a Camden club, bought from a cheap sex shop. The hemline is a joke, barely grazing the tops of her thighs, which are encased in fishnet stockings. The neckline plunges, showing off the swell of her breasts, hoisted up by a bra I didn't buy. Her face is a stranger’s mask—smoky eyes, lips painted a wet, blood-red.

Every inch of her screams his name. Bob. This isn't my wife; this is his tart.

The thought sends a familiar, shameful throb deep into my groin. A traitorous pulse.

She’s barely touched her food. Her leg jitters under the table, a frantic energy radiating from her. Her eyes keep flicking to the clock on the kitchen wall. Counting down.

My voice comes out, a pathetic squeak. "Not hungry?"

Her eyes snap to mine. For a second, she looks startled, as if she’d forgotten I was even here. Then her expression softens into something predatory. Her painted red nails, sharp as claws, trace a slow, deliberate line across the back of my hand. The touch sends a thousand prickles up my arm.

"Bob's coming over tonight. I don’t want to be too full." Her voice is a low purr. Her eyes glitter with a manic, hungry light I'm starting to recognise.

My heart gives a heavy, painful thud against my ribs. My mouth is suddenly bone dry. I just nod. Words are impossible. I know what she’d rather fill herself with.

She leans closer, the scent of her perfume—the one he likes—filling my head. "He wants to thank you properly," she whispers. "For agreeing. For... being so understanding."

Understanding. Is that what we're calling this? This total, abject surrender? Beneath the table, my cock gives a hard twitch inside my jogging bottoms.

Tracy stands, the movement all fluid confidence. A new confidence. She takes my hand, her grip firm, her fingers wrapping around mine. She’s guiding me, not asking. "Come on. I want to show you something."

I follow, like a dog on a lead. Her walk has changed. There's a definite sway to her hips now, an oiled, sexual roll that wasn't there a month ago. Bob's training.

She leads me into our bedroom. The main light is off, the space lit only by the soft, intimate glow of the bedside lamp. The air smells of her perfume, but underneath there's something else. The electric tang of anticipation. My fear. Her lust.

My eyes fall on it immediately. A single dining chair, taken from our kitchen set, placed directly at the foot of the bed. The vantage point is perfect. Unobstructed. A small, neatly folded hand towel rests on its seat.

A cold pit opens in my stomach. "What's... what's this?" I ask, though the answer is already screaming in my head.

She gestures to the chair, a grand, sweeping motion like a game show hostess revealing the star prize. Her face is alight with this mad, excited pride. Like she's presenting me with a birthday surprise. "He wants to put on a show for you. You'll sit right here. Best seat in the house."

I just stare at the chair. The hard-backed observer. And the reason for it slams into me, a physical certainty that rushes up to burn my face. My place. This is my place now. The cuck's chair. The throne for the husband who isn't a husband anymore.

This is it. The end of the old me.

That traitorous pulse in my groin becomes a painful, insistent throb.

She kisses my forehead. Her lips are warm, soft, a gesture of such genuine affection it feels like a twisting knife. Or maybe a reward. I don't know anymore. Her voice drops to that conspiratorial purr again. "He'll be here soon. Be a good boy."

Then she's gone, leaving me alone with my throne.

The doorbell rings. A sharp, commanding peal that makes me flinch as if I've been slapped.

"I'll get it!" Tracy's voice, bright and eager, calls from the living room.

I hear the front door open. His voice, a low South London rumble. Her laughter, high and happy. The sounds are so easy, so natural. I drift to the living room doorway, a phantom watching the living.

There he is. Filling the hallway. He's shed every last scrap of the "friendly old neighbour" act. His pale blue eyes are hard chips of ice. They sweep past Tracy and pin me where I stand. He sizes me up in a heartbeat and finds me lacking. Pathetic.

"Mitch, lad." His first words are an order. "Get me a beer. Stella. Cold one."

My feet move before my brain does, a conditioned response. Turn. Walk to the kitchen. But I can't help but look back over my shoulder. And I see it. His thick, tobacco-stained fingers at the zip of her dress. The black fabric parts with a soft rasp. Her hands, my wife's hands, working at the buttons of his shirt. Not fumbling. Just... casual. Following familiar paths. The casualness is the worst part. The best part.

The harsh light of the fridge glares on my face as I pull out a bottle. My hand is trembling, making the glass clink against the shelf. When I get back to the doorway, they're both naked. Just standing there in the middle of my living room as if it's the most normal thing in the world.

It's a working man's body. A solid gut from too many pints, yes, but the shoulders are thick, the arms roped with muscle under a mat of grey hair. Crude, solid power. And between his legs, hanging thick and heavy, is the centrepiece of all my shame and all my fascination. A bull's weapon. Already semi-hard, a deep vein snaking down its length.

Beside him, Tracy looks so small. All soft curves and smooth skin. Her nipples are hard little points. Her cheeks are flushed. She's wet for him. I can see the sheen from here.

I offer the beer, my eyes fixed on the floor. He snatches it from my hand without a word, without even a glance. I'm dismissed. His attention is entirely on my wife.

"Right then, girl." His voice is a low growl that makes a visible shiver run down Tracy's spine. "Let's put on a proper show for the lad."

His hand lands on the small of her back, a gesture of pure ownership, and he steers her towards the bedroom. He doesn't look at me, but he jerks his head towards the chair. "Sit. Watch. And don't you make a fucking sound unless I tell you to."

I obey. I sink into the chair. The wood feels cold and hard. My view is obscenely perfect. The bed, the stage. And the two performers standing before it.

He positions himself directly in front of me, deliberately framing the shot. He grabs Tracy by the shoulders and shoves her down. Hard.

"On your knees. Let's start with a little appetiser. Show your husband how you welcome a real man home."

She drops without a second's hesitation, her eyes locked on his thickening cock. Her hands come up to cup his heavy balls, her red-tipped nails a stark splash of colour against his pale skin. Her mouth opens. She takes him in with a slick, practised ease, her lips stretching impossibly wide around his girth.

My breath hitches in my throat. I'm helpless. Transfixed. My analyst's brain kicks in, cataloguing the details. The way her cheeks hollow with the force of her sucking. The wet, slobbering sounds of her mouth working on him. The absolute, slavish devotion in her posture.

"See that, son?" Bob's voice slices through my trance. His eyes, cold and mocking, are fixed on me over the top of Tracy's head. "She fucking loves the taste of me. Can't get enough of it. Does she do that for your little prick? Of course she fucking doesn't. There's nothing there to get her mouth around."

My face is on fire. Every word is a fresh lash of shame, and every lash sends a hot, sick pulse straight to my cock. I couldn't look away if the flat was burning down around me.

He grabs the back of her head, his thick fingers tangling in her hair, and begins to thrust. Fucking her throat. Her head jerks back and forth with his rhythm. She gags, a wet, choking sound, but she doesn't pull away. Her eyes are watering, black streaks of mascara starting to run down her cheeks. She is looking at nothing. She doesn't see me. I'm just furniture.

When he's fully, brutally hard, his cock an angry, engorged purple, he pulls out of her mouth. A thick, glistening strand of saliva connects the swollen head to her bruised-looking lips. He glances down at her, a flicker of approval in his eyes. Then he looks at me. Pure contempt.

"Now for the main course. The place you used to think was yours."

He yanks Tracy up by the arm and throws her onto the bed. One motion and she’s on her back, legs wrenched wide. He clambers on top, the mattress groaning under his weight, and just surrounds her. He dwarfs her, makes her look like a doll. The purplish head of his cock nudges at her entrance, slick and ready. He pauses, letting the moment hang in the air, then turns to me, a cruel grin splitting his face.

"Watch closely, son. This is how a real man fucks your wife."

He drives into her. A single, brutal, punishing thrust that buries him to the hilt.

A sound is ripped from Tracy's throat. Not a gasp. A guttural cry of pain and pleasure so tangled together I can't separate them. Then the moans begin. Raw, deep sounds I've only started hearing from her. Not the polite, performative noises she makes for me. This is real. This is animals rutting.

"That's it, take it all," he grunts, establishing a steady, relentless rhythm. The headboard begins to bang against our wall. Thump. Thump. Thump. A metronome counting down the seconds of my destruction. "Fucking hell, she's tight tonight. But wet as a fucking river for me."

His commentary never stops. Every word is a missile aimed directly at me, sitting in my cuckold's chair. "Hear that, Mitch? That's the sound of a properly satisfied woman. This is what she's been missing. A proper fucking."

I'm a statue, my knuckles white where I grip the seat. My jaw aches from clenching. My heartbeat is a frantic, pathetic drum against the thunder of the headboard. My cock is a painful, straining rod against the thin cotton of my joggers, leaking hot shame.

I watch her legs wrap around his thick waist, pulling him deeper. I see the flush spread across her chest, the way her eyes roll back in her head. His thick, tobacco-stained fingers find her clit and start rubbing, a rough, expert motion. The effect is instantaneous.

Tracy's back arches off the bed, her whole body going rigid. She starts to come, a high, wailing scream that doesn't sound human. Her face is a mask of pure, ugly, ecstatic bliss I have never, ever seen.

"Look at her! Look at your fucking wife, Mitch! Coming her brains out for me!" Bob roars, a triumphant bull.

A hot squirt of my pre-cum soaks into my underwear. The shame and the arousal are the same thing now. A singular, burning torment.

Her orgasm subsides, but he doesn't slow down. He pulls out of her glistening cunt and roughly flips her onto her stomach. He shoves her face into the pillows and grabs her hips, yanking her arse into the air. He parts her cheeks, presenting me with her tight, pink, puckered hole.

"And now for the real prize," he says, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial growl. "The one place you've never been. I'm going to take your wife's arse while you sit there and watch."

My heart stutters. Anal. We'd talked about it. She’d always said no. It'll hurt, Mitch. I'm not into it. But here she is. Face down, arse up, panting into the pillows.

He reaches for a bottle on the bedside table. Lube. A brand I don't recognise. He squirts a huge dollop onto his fingers and plunges them into her.

Tracy groans, a muffled, primal sound. Pain and anticipation. "Oh, Daddy..."

Daddy. The word, muffled by the pillow, hits me like a physical blow, stealing my breath. It's so utterly, depravedly wrong. A fresh, hotter surge of fluid leaks from my cock. The wrongness is the point.

Bob looks over his shoulder at me, a flicker of a smile on his lips. He knows I heard it. "She's a tight one, this 'un. But she'll take it for me. A good girl always takes what she's given. I'll have her broken in soon enough."

One thick finger saws in and out of her. Tracy gasps. Then two. Her whole body tenses, then seems to melt around him. Then three. Stretching her. Methodically opening her up for him. My stomach clenches. Horror and fascination war inside me.

"More, Daddy," she moans into the pillow. "Please... I need more."

He removes his fingers and squirts more lube onto his cock, spreading the slickness over the bulbous, angry head. He positions it against her stretched, waiting hole. "Ready, petal?"

He thrusts. Brutally.

Tracy screams into the pillow, a sharp, piercing cry of genuine pain that makes my gut clench in sympathy. He pauses for a beat, letting her take him, then he begins to move.

Slowly, the pain gives way. Her muffled screams soften into deep, shuddering moans. Her hips, which had been still, begin to buck back against his thrusts, meeting him. Taking him, wanting more. He looks to me with a sneer,

“Good job it’s your neighbour here fucking your wife, else you’d have someone calling the police right now, with all the noise she’s making.”

A joke, a bad one at that, as he’s filling her in ways I’ve never experienced.

"That's it," he grunts, his pace increasing. "Take it all. Take Daddy's cock in that tight little arse of yours."

The scene is brutal. Raw. He pounds into her back passage, his hand coming up to slap her arse cheek, hard, leaving a red print on her pale skin and a cry from her lips. He pulls her hair, pulling her head back and whispering filth I can't quite hear but can easily imagine.

"Daddy's little anal slut," he growls, now loud enough for me to hear. "That's what you are now, aren't you? Say it. Let your fucking husband hear it."

"I'm... I'm Daddy's anal slut," the words are broken, muffled, but I hear every word. "Love... love your big cock... oh fuck... in my arse, it’s on fire, Daddy... it feels so good."

I should be sick. Instead, my hand slides into my joggers. I grip my cock, slick with pre-cum. I have to touch it.

Bob sees the movement. A cruel, knowing smirk spreads across his face. "Look at him, Tracy. Little wanker can't help himself. He's getting off on it. Watching an old man fuck his wife's arse."

I flush, caught, but my hand doesn't stop. I'm too far gone.

The relentless fucking continues. His weathered hands grip her hips hard, pulling her back to meet his thrusts. His cock disappears into her filthy hole again and again. The lewd, wet, slapping sounds fill the room.

Suddenly, her entire body convulses and shakes, far harder than before. A clear spray of fluid shoots from her pussy, soaking the sheets. She's squirting. Squirting. A fucking fire hose of pleasure, something I've only ever seen in porn.

"Fucking hell, look at that!" Bob roars, not missing a beat. He continues to pound into her, riding the waves of her orgasm, owning it completely.

I'm stroking myself faster now, my rhythm matching theirs. The sight of her, so utterly used, so completely broken, has me right on the edge. My breath comes in short, sharp gasps.

His movements become deeper, more frantic. "Gonna come," he snarls, his voice thick. "Gonna fill this tight little arse with my load."

Tracy just whimpers, pushing back against him, taking every last inch.

With a final roar that seems to shake the very walls, Bob comes. His hips pump furiously, a final, brutal battery. He pumps his load deep inside her arse, marking her, claiming once virgin territory in the most primal way possible.

He pulls out slowly. His softening cock is slick with her and him. A trickle of thick, white fluid oozes from her gaping hole. But he isn't finished. He aims his still-twitching cock and shoots the last ropes of his jizz all over her back and buttocks. A final, undeniable mark of ownership. For me to see.

She collapses, a sweaty, trembling, ruined mess. He zips up his trousers with casual indifference. He walks over to me, still frozen in my chair.

His hand lands on my shoulder. It’s heavy, hot, and smells faintly of his roll-up tobacco and his sweat. The weight of it presses me down. "Good lad." The two words are a pat on the head for a loyal dog.

Without another word, he turns and leaves. The thud of the front door shutting echoes throughout the flat.

The only sound is Tracy's wet, ragged breathing. The air is thick with the smell of them. His sweat, her juices, his spent load. It coats the back of my throat. I look down. My hand is sticky. My joggers are soaked, a dark patch announcing my climax. I've come. I don't even remember when. When she called him Daddy? When she squirted? It doesn't matter. I'm marked by my shame just as surely as she's marked by his seed.

On shaky legs, I get up. My body is numb. Something inside me is broken. Or maybe... maybe it's finally been put right. I approach the bed where my wife lies in a state of beautiful, sexual collapse.

My hand moves on its own. Shaking slightly. I stroke her hair back from her slick forehead. "Shhh... It's okay." The words come from a ghost in my throat. "You... you did so well."

She turns her head. Her eyes are glazed, her makeup smeared into a raccoon mask, but they find mine. A small, exhausted smile touches her lips.

I lean down and kiss her sweaty forehead. The gesture is so tender it feels profoundly fucked up. The dichotomy should tear me apart. Instead, it settles something deep inside me.

I know for certain now: She is his, yet I have my role. I am the caretaker. The cleaner. The witness.

Her eyes drift closed. I look at her body, glistening with sweat and Bob's cum. My gaze lingers on her still-gaping arse, the trickle of white leaking onto our sheets as it slowly expands and contracts.

I feel a strange peace. A quiet acceptance. This is who I am. Who we are. And there's a rightness to it that I can't explain.

I go to the en-suite and return with a warm, damp cloth. Gently, reverently, I begin to clean her skin. Wiping away the evidence. His cum is still warm on her back.

"Thank you," she murmurs, her eyes still closed. "For... for letting this happen."

I continue my careful work, tending to her like the precious, broken thing she is. "It's what you need," I say. And I mean it.

She reaches out, her fingers finding mine in the dim light. She squeezes weakly. "It's what we both need."

And in that moment, as I wipe the cooling seed of another man from my wife's ruined body, I know she’s right. This twisted, filthy arrangement fills a jagged hole in both of us. She needs to be possessed, dominated, and filled by a man who can do that. And my need to watch, to serve, and to be utterly, blissfully humiliated.


Epilogue
The Architect's Blueprint


Tracy's POV

The water is scalding, just how I like it. I sink down into the bath, the heat wrapping around me, and a long sigh escapes my lips. Fucking perfect. Just what a girl needs before a big night.

The jasmine oil—Bob's latest little treat—clouds the water, its expensive scent clinging to my skin. I feel like a queen in her own private palace. Steam billows around me, a thick fog hiding the boring tiles and the chipped enamel, creating a space where I can just... take stock. Tonight is going to be special. Bob’s mate James is coming. Another very real test of how well I've trained my husband.

My razor. I squirt a thick dollop of cream into my palm, slathering it up my calf. The blade glides, leaving a perfect, clean path of skin behind. Smooth. So smooth. Can't have Bob's new friend thinking he's got a scruffy slut. Presentation is everything.

My mind floods with it. Two men. One in my mouth, the other stretching my cunt, while Mitch watches from his little chair in the corner, his face a mask of horror and pathetic, desperate arousal. The thought is so hot, so real, that I feel a gush of slickness between my legs, mixing with the bathwater. My nasty cunt juicing up ready.

The razor works its way up my thigh. Done. I run a hand up my calf. Perfect. Now for the main event. I pull one knee up, the water sluicing between my thighs, and turn my attention to my pussy. Bob's favourite playground. I used to keep it neatly trimmed, but he prefers me bald as a baby. His preference became my law, and my cunt quickly learned to love it. Funny how quickly you can get used to something when the reward is a good, hard fucking from a real cock.

Nice and smooth. Ready to be stretched. That new dildo Bob bought me was a good teacher. Felt like my cunt was going to split in two at first. Now... now I just ache for that feeling. The burn of being filled to my limit.

I shave carefully, methodically. This isn't a job to rush. The anticipation of being used by two men at once makes my nipples pebble into hard points, straining against the water. I lean back, my head against the cool ceramic, and let myself drift.

A year. Just one year since I started this little project.

I can still feel it. That first time Bob looked at me in the hallway. Not just a glance. He devoured my arse with his eyes as I bent to pick up the post. A proper dirty old bastard. I knew it right then. Knew he had a proper man's cock on him, and he knew exactly what to do with a woman like me—a woman bored out of her fucking mind.

There are things Mitch will never know. A girl has to have her secrets, doesn't she? That afternoon in Bob's flat... Jesus. I told Mitch I was at the library. Instead, I knocked on Bob’s door, playing the pathetic housewife asking for a cup of sugar. He’d invited me in, and while my back was turned, making the tea, he just... took. No words. His rough, calloused fingers shoved straight up inside me, followed by his thick, hot cock bending me over the kitchen counter. He pulled my knickers to one side and just fucked me. Fucked me like an animal. I came twice before he’d even finished grunting out his own release deep inside me.

A small smile plays on my lips at the memory. I trail soapy fingers down, parting my slick folds. That's what I needed. Not Mitch's polite little prodding.

Oh, Mitch. It was almost too easy. A lamb to the slaughter. I could have told him Bob was the bloody Prime Minister, and he'd have asked if he wanted sugar in his tea. Spinning him that yarn about a sad, lonely old man... he lapped it up. He wanted to believe it. He was too terrified of the alternative: that the man next door was everything he wasn't. Confident. Experienced. Hung.

My sweet Mitch. I do love him. Of course I do. I love him like a favourite pet. Love his soft heart, his devotion, the way he'll believe any lie I feed him. I saw this in him from the start, even back at uni. The way he'd get all flustered and possessive when other blokes looked at me. A born spectator. He just needed someone to pull back the curtain and put on his favourite show.

This is my perfect little kingdom. Bob gets his greedy hands on the young wife he's always craved. Mitch gets to drown in the shame he loves so much. And me? I get to be the queen. I get fucked by real men and worshipped by my husband. Everyone gets what they deserve.

I cup my breasts, running the soap over them. They're heavy, aching. I wonder about James. Twenty-eight, Bob said. Works on the railways, too. And, in Bob’s words, ‘hung like a fucking donkey.’ My breath catches. The thought of a cock even bigger than Bob’s... Jesus.

And if James is good... maybe there will be more. Bob knows blokes. Railway men. Men with dirt under their fingernails and thick, heavy cocks between their legs. An endless supply. A different one every night. God, imagine it.

But Mitch... Mitch is my anchor. My forever. My soft place to land after the storm. The one who worships the ground I walk on. That’s why it works. I get my depraved gangbangs, and he gets the wife of his dreams: a beautiful, filthy slut who belongs to him and to any man I choose. It's not cruelty. It’s love. I'm giving him what he truly, secretly needs.

The water's getting cold. I stand, water cascading down my body. I catch my reflection in the steamy mirror. Firm tits, a nice curve to my waist, and that perfect, bald cunt, already glistening.

Fuck, I look good. Twenty-five, and I've already cracked the code. The body of a porn star and the mind of... well, the mind of a woman who gets exactly what she wants.

I run a hand down my stomach to my freshly shaved mound. I’m already wet. So wet. The thought of tonight... Bob mentioned double penetration. Both my holes filled at once. Mitch might actually have a heart attack when he sees that. Or just explode in his pants. Probably both.

It's hilarious. The whole campaign. Introducing Bob as the lonely old man. The 'dance' to cheer him up. The fake rows where I’d pretend to be furious at his suspicion before ‘forgiving’ him. My idea to have Bob grope me in the pub the other night. I knew Dave from accounts would see. The Kentish Town gossip mill will be on fire by Monday. Quiet little Mitch Brown from anti-fraud? Yeah, heard he likes to watch his missus get railed by old blokes. He'll love it. The whispers, the stares. His shame is the most powerful drug I own. Maybe I’ll fuck Dave soon. He seemed sure of himself.

I grab a towel, drying myself slowly, a rehearsal. James is a new audience. Got to make a good first impression.

The bathroom door creaks open. It's Mitch. He stops dead, his eyes wide. They drop immediately to my naked, freshly shaved pussy. I see his Adam's apple bobbing.

"Hello, love," I purr, letting the towel fall. My voice is low, thick with promise. "Come to help me get ready for our guests?"

I watch the war on his face. Shame, disgust, excitement, need. It's a beautiful, familiar sight. He’s heard about James. Of course he has. Bob loves to taunt him.

I walk towards him, my skin still damp, and press a wet hand flat against his chest. His shirt darkens instantly.

"I need a final inspection," I whisper, leaning in so he can feel my breath on his ear. "Need to be sure I'm clean enough... wet enough... for two." I pull back just enough to look him in the eyes. "Want to check for me? With your tongue?"

No hesitation. Not anymore. He drops to his knees. A puppet, and I am the master pulling every single string. His mouth finds me, and I cradle the back of his head, a gesture that is equal parts motherly and pure ownership. His tongue is frantic, desperate.

I look down at the top of his head, at my husband servicing me on the bathroom floor, getting me ready to be fucked by two other men. A surge of pure, molten power courses through me. This. This is my masterpiece.

I guide his head, pushing my clit against his tongue. He swirls obediently. I've trained him so well. It's the one sexual skill he's truly perfected.

"That's it, love," I murmur, my fingers tightening in his hair. "Get me nice and clean for Bob and his friend. You want your wife to look her best for them, don't you?"

A choked moan escapes him, the vibration a pleasant buzz against my swollen flesh. I'll let him bring me off now. A little appetiser. It'll be hours before I'm back, exhausted and filled with their seed, ready for him to perform his real duty.

My sweet little Mitch. My greatest creation. My beautiful, broken toy.
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Gifting the Wife: The Alpha Owns Us

Amazon: https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0FDH45W2K

Mike Lamb has a dirty secret. He craves seeing his sweet, prim wife, Laura, taken by a more powerful man. He imagines a little harmless flirtation, a taste of jealousy he can control, a secret thrill to spice up his quiet life.

When his old university roommate, Damian Cross, needs a place to stay, Mike thinks his fantasy is within reach. But Damian—an ex-army Alpha with a dominant streak and a legendary reputation—doesn't play games. He takes over. The thin walls of their London flat become a pressure cooker where Mike’s timid daydreams are torched by a brutal, exhilarating reality.

Laura, caught between her husband’s pathetic passivity and Damian’s raw magnetism, undergoes a shocking transformation. The quiet librarian discovers a desperate, slutty hunger she never knew she had—a hunger only the Alpha can satisfy. Mike wanted to watch from the sidelines; now he’s forced into a front-row seat for his own humiliation, discovering a pleasure so profound it shatters him.

This is a raw, explicit tale of total surrender. Where a husband gifts his wife to a better man and finds his true calling is on his knees. And a wife discovers that being owned by a true Master is the ultimate freedom.

Welcome to the Cuckold Tales.


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 edroom 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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