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Introduction
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If you wish to contact me (be nice!), my e-mail:  contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk.

My lovely wife Rachel has written her first two ‘proper’ hotwife books – “Bluebird”, and the follow up "Bluebird Ascending", which are available on Kindle Unlimited, eBook, and Paperback.  The series is written almost fully from the POV of the wife – which I think brings an exciting different aspect to it.  Men like me who are into the kink do love to know what the women is thinking.  You can find the book links on our website here; https://authorchrisrider.co.uk/ , or just search for Rachel Rider on Amazon!  If you enjoy it, she also loves feedback; rachel@authorchrisrider.co.uk  – don't worry, I'm not the jealous type!
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one
The Flowers Didn't Fix It


Fine

Tony stood in the hallway of Flat 7 holding the bouquet carefully, like carrying it wrong would give the whole thing away. Mixed flowers, colourful, proper, the kind with the individual names he hadn't bothered learning. Thirty quid from the florist on Kentish Town Road, not the tired Tesco bunches that always looked half-dead under the fluorescents. The woman in the shop had wrapped them in brown paper with string, made them look like something a man who knew what he was doing would buy.

He checked his watch. Quarter to seven, and the restaurant booking was half seven, and it was only five minutes away, maybe six if Geri wore heels. She'd wear heels, wouldn't she? So six minutes. Still plenty of time. Everything was fine.

He checked himself in the little mirror by the door. The dark blue shirt Geri bought him two Christmases ago, back when she bought him things like that. He'd ironed it while she was in the bath, spent ten minutes getting the collar right. Clean shave. Hair combed, already doing that thing at the back where it stuck up no matter what. He smoothed it down. It sprang back up.

Right. Okay.

He looked alright. The kind of alright that didn't get a second look, which was worse than getting the wrong kind of look because at least that was something.

The upstairs neighbours' toddler was running around again, little feet thumping on laminate flooring, the sound coming through the ceiling like distant drumming. From the bedroom came Geri's sounds: wardrobe door sliding, coat hangers clinking, her footsteps crossing the room. She'd been in there twenty minutes, hopefully making an effort. Putting thought into it.

Had to mean something.

Tony shifted his weight. The flowers rustled in the brown paper. His palms were damp. He wiped them on his jeans, one hand then the other, careful not to mess up the bouquet. The flat smelled of her perfume already, something floral and sweet drifting from the bedroom, mixing with the building's permanent faint mustiness and the curry smell rising from the takeaway two floors down. It was always stronger on Fridays.

Tonight was going to work; he'd planned it properly, done everything right. Flowers, nice restaurant, the shirt she liked. A proper evening, the kind they used to have before... before things changed. He couldn't pinpoint when exactly. Sometime in the last year. Maybe longer. The sex had slowed, then nearly stopped. Her smiles had become polite rather than warm. The silences had stretched from comfortable to uncomfortable to something worse, something that made his chest tight whenever he noticed it.

But tonight would fix that. Tonight was the reset. Fifth anniversary. That was a milestone. You didn't let five years slip away without fighting for them.

The bedroom door opened and Geri stepped out, and Tony forgot how to breathe properly for a second.

The dark red dress! The fitted one that stopped above her knees and showed everything: her hips, her arse, the curve of her tits pressing against the neckline. She'd worn it twice before. Once to Sarah's wedding, once to his work Christmas do. Both times she'd looked incredible, and both times men had looked at her like they wanted her, and both times Tony had felt that thing in his stomach, that drop and heat together, pride mixed with something else he'd never named.

Tonight she looked even better. Tonight she looked the way she'd looked seven years ago when he'd first seen her across a pub and thought, Christ, she's out of my league.

Her hair was down. Not tied back, not practical, but down; dark and glossy and thick, falling past her shoulders the way it only did when she'd spent real time on it. Her makeup was darker than usual, smoky around the eyes, lipstick the same deep red as the dress. Big gold hoops in her ears catching the hallway light. She looked like she was going somewhere important.

She'd made an effort for him.

"You look amazing," Tony said. His voice came out rough. He cleared his throat. "I mean, you always do, but that dress... yeah. I'm glad you wore it."

Geri smiled. "Thanks. You look nice too."

She didn't look at him when she said it. Her eyes were on the mirror, adjusting one earring, tilting her head to check it sat right. The smile was brief and polite - not the smile he'd been hoping for.

Tony held the flowers out, paper crinkling between his damp palms. "I got these. For you. I mean, for tonight, obviously. I just thought..."

The sentence died. He didn't know how to finish it. I thought flowers might fix things? I thought if I spent enough money and wrapped them right you'd remember why you married me?

Geri looked at them. Her face shifted and softened a bit, just enough that he noticed. Just enough to give him hope.

"They're lovely, Tony. Really. Thank you."

"I'll put them in water," he said quickly, already moving past her toward the kitchen. "Won't take a second."

He filled the vase from under the sink, the one they used for the occasional flowers he bought from Tesco when he remembered. This lot deserved better than that vase, but it was the only one they had. He arranged them quickly, trying to make them look deliberate, the colours balanced, the stems at the right heights.

Geri stood in the doorway watching him. Her phone was in her hand. The screen glowed. Her thumbs moved fast across it, typing something, the little tap tap tap sound loud in the quiet kitchen.

Tony kept his eyes on the vase, on the flowers, on getting the colours balanced right, but he could feel it. The phone. The texting. The fact she was texting someone right now, on their anniversary, while he was putting flowers in water like a fucking idiot.

Who was she texting?

Sarah, probably. Or her mum. Just normal stuff. People texted. It was normal.

Her phone buzzed with an incoming message, and she smiled, faint but definite, the corners of her mouth lifting in a way they hadn't lifted when she'd looked at the flowers. She typed something back, quick, then slipped the phone into her handbag and zipped it shut.

Tony set the vase on the kitchen table. The flowers looked good there, bright against the laminate wood effect. Cheerful, maybe. He turned back to her.

"Ready?"

"Yeah. Let's go."

She pulled her coat from the hook by the door, long black wool, good quality, something she'd saved up for. Tony shrugged into his jacket, cheaper, TK Maxx three years ago and starting to fray at the cuffs. He opened the front door and stood back to let her go first.

The communal stairwell smelled like it always did on Friday evenings: bleach and something vaguely stale, like the cleaner had been through but couldn't quite shift whatever was underneath. Strip lighting overhead, one of the bulbs flickering on the landing below. Their footsteps echoed off the concrete walls, Geri's heels clicking sharp, Tony's trainers squeaking on the lino. She went first, one hand on the green metal handrail, her coat swaying with each step. Tony followed, watching the back of her head, her shoulders, the way the red dress moved beneath the coat's hem.

They passed the second-floor landing. Muffled TV noise came from behind Flat 4's door, quiz show, bright music and applause. Cooking smells drifted out from somewhere: onions and garlic and something meaty. Tony's stomach growled. He'd skipped lunch, too nervous about tonight to eat properly.

At the ground floor they pushed through the heavy fire door into the tiny entrance hall, then out through the main door onto Fortess Road. The cold hit immediately, sharp and clean after the flat's stuffiness. January evening, nearly dark, streetlights already on, casting everything orange. The pavement was damp from earlier drizzle, shining under the lights.

They walked side by side. Not touching. There was space between them on the pavement, a gap, not much but enough. Tony kept pace with her, matching her steps, hands in his jacket pockets because he didn't know what else to do with them. Geri's hands were in her coat pockets too.

When had they stopped holding hands? He couldn't remember. Sometime. Gradually. The way everything had happened between them: gradually, then suddenly, then not at all.

She was walking slightly ahead. Just half a step, barely noticeable unless you were the one trying to keep up, trying to stay beside her when she was already somewhere else.

Her perfume reached him on the cold air, floral and sweet and expensive. She'd put it on specially, and that was something.

"Cold tonight," Tony said, filling the silence. “It’s fine. The restaurant's not far."

They reached Kentish Town Road, joining the Friday night flow of pedestrians and cyclists and buses grinding past in both directions. The main road was louder, busier, lit up with shopfronts and takeaways and the blue glow of the bookies. They passed the off-licence, lads inside buying crates of beer for the weekend, voices loud through the open door. The chicken shop opposite smelled of hot oil and spices, the kind of smell that was good from a distance and slightly sickening up close.

Tony pointed out a shop that used to be something else. Blockbuster, years ago.

"Remember when they used to rent films from there? Before Netflix."

Geri made a polite sound, not really listening.

"Yeah. Ages ago."

Ages ago. When they were different people. When she laughed at his jokes and meant it.

They passed a pub, doors open, warm yellow light and Friday night voices spilling onto the pavement. A group of younger blokes stood outside smoking, pints in hand, loud with end-of-week energy. One of them clocked Geri as she walked past.

Tony had seen the look before; the bloke's eyes flicked down, then up, taking her in: red dress under the open coat, heels, dark hair, tits, arse, legs, the whole package. The look lasted maybe two seconds. Long enough.

Then the bloke's eyes moved sideways, registered Tony walking beside her, and slid away disinterested.

Tony's stomach did something, and his face felt warm. The bloke had looked at Geri like she was worth looking at, and then he'd seen Tony and decided Tony wasn't worth acknowledging. The maths had been instant: she's fit, he's nothing, move on.

Tony should've felt angry, protective. But he felt... he didn't know what he felt. His jeans were tighter. That was the only thing he was sure of. Geri didn't seem to notice. Or maybe she had and chose not to show it. Tony couldn't tell.

Ahead, Saffron & Smoke appeared on the left side of the road, squeezed between a Caffè Nero and a vintage furniture shop. Warm light glowed through the large windows, shapes moving inside, the gold serif script on the glass catching the streetlight. Tony felt a small surge of relief. They'd arrived with no arguments, and the plan could continue.

He held the door open for her. She went in first, stepping into the warm interior, and Tony followed.

The restaurant hit him immediately: warm air thick with garlic and butter and fresh bread, the hum of layered conversations, the soft clink of cutlery on plates. Music played low in the background, jazzy, piano and double bass, the kind you felt in your chest more than heard. The lighting was warm and low, fake vintage bulbs in smoked glass shades hanging at intervals down the length of the room.

A young waitress appeared. Mid-twenties, black apron over black shirt, dark hair tied back, professional smile. "Hi. Do you have a booking?"

"Yeah," Tony said. "Marsh. Table for two, half seven."

She checked the list on the small stand by the door, nodded. "Perfect. Follow me."

They followed her down the narrow room, past other diners already settled: couples leaning in over candlelight, a group of four near the back laughing at something, glasses raised. The tables were mismatched, shabby-chic, white cotton tablecloths and single candles in glass holders. Exposed brick on one side, painted dark grey on the other. It looked exactly how the photos online had looked, which was a relief. Tony had worried it might be different, somehow worse in person.

The waitress stopped midway down the left wall at a small table for two. White tablecloth, candle already lit, cutlery laid, wine glasses waiting. Geri sat, shrugging out of her coat. Tony took the seat opposite, pulling his jacket off, draping it over the back of his chair.

"I'll be back in a moment for drinks," the waitress said, handing them menus. She smiled again and left.

Tony looked around. The table was good. Tucked slightly into the room, not right by the door, not too visible but not hidden. The candle between them cast a warm glow, made Geri's face softer, her skin golden. She looked beautiful. She always looked beautiful. But the way she was studying the menu, careful and distant, like she was reading a work document rather than choosing something she'd enjoy, spoilt the effect.

"This okay?" he asked. "The table?"

"Yeah, it's fine."

Fine. That word again.

"They do that lamb thing you like. The tagine. Or there's sea bass if you fancy fish. Or..."

"I'll have a look."

She was looking. Eyes moving across the page, not seeing him at all.

Tony opened his own menu. The words swam in the candlelight. He already knew what he wanted. He'd studied the menu online, picked three options in case one wasn't available. He'd planned this, down to every detail. The flowers, the shirt, the restaurant, the timing. He'd done everything right.

So why did it already feel like it wasn't enough?

The waitress returned. Tony ordered a pint. Geri asked for white wine, something crisp. The waitress nodded, disappeared toward the bar at the back.

The silence between them stretched. Not quite uncomfortable yet, but heading that way. Tony searched for something to say, something that would land right, that would make her smile properly.

"Five years," he said. "Mad, isn't it? Feels like five minutes and five decades at the same time."

Geri looked up from her menu. Her expression was unreadable. "Yeah. It does."

She didn't say anything else. Just looked back down, her finger tracing the list of starters.

Tony's hands were damp again. He wiped them on his jeans under the table where she couldn't see.

This was supposed to fix things. This was supposed to matter.
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Anniversary Interrupted

The waitress came back with their drinks. Wine for Geri, pint for him, and gave him the look, ready to order?

"Few more minutes. Thanks."

She nodded and left them to it. Tony watched Geri pick up her glass, watched her lips touch the rim, watched her set it down and go straight back to the menu. She was already halfway through the mains, finger tracing down the page like she was revising for an exam.

Tony studied his own menu properly. The words were there - steak, lamb, chicken, fish - but he wasn't really reading. Steak, medium, chips and peas. Simple. Safe. The kind of thing you couldn't fuck up.

"What are you thinking?" he asked.

"The sea bass looks good."

"Yeah? Yeah, that does look good. Or the lamb. You like lamb."

"I had lamb last week."

"Right. Yeah. Sea bass, then."

Tony drank his lager. Cold, clean, did absolutely nothing for the tightness in his chest. He wanted to say something that mattered, something that would cut through all this careful politeness, but everything that formed in his head sounded stupid before it could reach his mouth.

The waitress reappeared and this time they ordered: Geri's sea bass with new potatoes and greens. Tony's steak medium with chips. Bread for the table. The waitress smiled, collected the menus, vanished.

The silence sat between them like a third person at the table. Just there, taking up space, making Tony's jaw ache from holding back every stupid thing his brain wanted to say just to fill it.

"How's work been, then?" he asked. "Busy?"

"Yeah, not bad. Lots of bookings. Christmas is always mad, then January everyone wants their roots done."

She sipped her wine. He nodded like he found this fascinating. Like he hadn't heard this exact sentence a hundred times before.

"That's good, though. Busy's good."

"Yeah. Pays the bills."

Like that was all any of it was.

Tony searched for the next question, the next safe topic that wouldn't land wrong. "And your sister? She still annoyed with what's-his-face?"

"Mark. Yeah. Think they're sorting it out, though. She always does."

Geri's eyes drifted past him, scanning the room. Taking in the other diners, the couple at the next table leaning close over their food, the group near the back laughing about something. She wasn't looking for anyone. Just people-watching.

Everyone did that in restaurants. Except it didn't feel like boredom. It felt like she was checking the exits.

The wine had put colour in her cheeks. Just a hint, a flush across the bone. He remembered that from when they'd first met. Two glasses and she'd get this warm glow, this looseness in her shoulders, and she'd laugh easier, smile wider. He'd loved that. Watching her relax, watching her come alive, watching her look at him like he was the reason she felt that way.

Except tonight she didn't look relaxed. She looked careful - polite like she was having dinner with someone she didn't want to offend but didn't particularly want to be with either.

The waitress returned with bread. Wooden board, three thick slices still steaming from the oven, and small dishes of butter and olive oil catching the candlelight. Tony took a slice before Geri could, needed something to do with his hands. Tore it in half, dragged it through the oil. Geri did the same. They ate without speaking.

Tony tried again. "Remember that Italian place we went to? The one in Camden? With the massive pizzas?"

"Mmm."

"We couldn't finish them. Ended up taking half home in a box."

"Yeah."

Not a conversation. Just sounds. Polite acknowledgment that he was making an effort, and she'd clocked it and that was enough, wasn't it?

He kept trying anyway. Because that's what you did. You kept trying.

"That was a good night. You wore that green dress. The one with the..."

He gestured vaguely at his shoulder, couldn't find the words for whatever the detail was. Straps? Sleeves? Something.

"I remember."

Did she? Her face didn't change. She reached for her wine, sipped, set it down carefully. Fingers on the stem.

Tony ate more bread. It was good bread, properly good, warm and soft in the middle with a crust that gave under his teeth. He tasted none of it. Just texture. Just something to occupy his mouth so it wouldn't say the wrong thing.

The mains came. The waitress set the plates down with a flourish, warned them the plates were hot, asked if they needed anything else. They didn't.

Tony's steak sat in the middle of the plate, perfectly cooked, pink in the centre, char marks across the surface, chips golden and crisp alongside, peas glistening with butter.

Geri's sea bass looked expensive. Pale flesh, skin crisped, crushed potatoes underneath, that wedge of lemon she was squeezing over it now. She cut into it carefully, the way she always ate. Small precise movements. The flesh flaked under her knife.

"That looks good," Tony said.

"Yours too."

Tony cut into the steak, forked a piece into his mouth. Tender. Seasoned properly. Cooked exactly how he'd asked. He barely tasted it. He was too busy watching Geri, trying to read her face, trying to gauge if she was enjoying herself, if the food was good.

She ate neatly. Small bites. She wasn't rushing.

Maybe this is working.

Tony tried to think of something to say that would land properly. Something that would make her look at him the way she used to. Something that would close the gap that had opened between them, the gap he could feel widening every time she didn't quite meet his eyes.

"Remember that hotel in Cornwall?" he said. "The one with the weird shower?"

She looked up. Something shifted in her face, memory finding its place. Then she finally properly smiled.

"God, yeah. The one that only did freezing or scalding. No in-between."

"And you made me test it every time because you didn't trust it."

"You were better at it. You had a system."

She laughed; just a soft huff of breath but genuine, unguarded. Her eyes brightened. The lines at the corners creased.

"I had a death wish."

He was grinning. She was grinning back - the kind that reached her eyes, the kind he remembered from before everything went careful and quiet. This was it. This was the thing he'd been trying to find all evening. Connection. The memory of who they'd been, proof they could still get there, that she was still his Geri underneath all this distance. He could still make her laugh. Everything was fixable. Everything was-

Her phone buzzed on the table.

Just a vibration, screen lighting up. Geri's eyes flicked down. Didn't pick it up, didn't unlock it, just glanced. Half a second, maybe less.

Her whole face changed, lighting up like someone had flipped a switch behind her eyes, turned on a light that hadn't been there a moment ago. Tony had spent the entire meal trying to get that reaction - the flowers, the restaurant, the effort, the fucking Cornwall story - and someone's text message managed it instantly. Whoever it was had her full attention in half a second and Tony had been working for it all night and hadn't got close.

His smile stayed plastered on his face. Just… something dropped in his stomach, that sickening lift-then-fall, the feeling of missing a step in the dark.

"You need to get that?"

"No. It's fine."

She cut another piece of sea bass, and the moment was gone. Snuffed out. The brightness dimmed but didn't disappear. It stayed there under the surface, humming. She was still thinking about whoever had texted. Still half-somewhere else.

Tony's throat was dry. He drank his lager. Who'd messaged her? Her sister? A friend from work? Someone from the salon?

Someone else?

No. Don't be stupid. It was nothing. Just a text.

Except her face had changed. Not much. Not dramatically. Just shifted, like the person she was with him - the careful polite version - had paused for a second and the real Geri, the one who existed somewhere else, had flickered into view.

He wanted to ask. Who was that? Who's texting you? But asking meant admitting he'd noticed, meant admitting he was becoming the jealous husband who checked her phone and made her account for every message. He wasn't that bloke. He wasn't.

Was he?

The steak sat heavy in his stomach.

They finished the meal, plates scraped clean, not much said, just the sounds of cutlery on china and chewing and the occasional polite comment about how nice the food was. The waitress returned, asked if they wanted to see the dessert menu. Tony looked at Geri. She gave a tiny shake of her head.

"Just the bill, please."

The waitress nodded and cleared the plates.

Tony could hear everything now. The couple next to them laughing. Someone's fork scraping a plate. The low background hum of twenty conversations that weren't his. Geri finished her wine. He finished his pint. Neither of them filled the gap.

"I'm just going to the gents," Tony said, standing. "Back in a minute."

"Okay."

He left the table, walked down the narrow aisle between tables, past couples leaning in, groups laughing, everyone having the kind of night he'd wanted to have. The corridor at the back was narrow and dim, old photos of Kentish Town on the walls that he didn't look at. He pushed through the door that he only just worked out was the gents from the odd trendy symbol.

The bathroom was small. White metro tiles halfway up the walls, dark grey paint above. Single toilet, sink with a large mirror. Strip light overhead, bright and harsh. Smelled like lemon cleaning product and expensive hand soap.

Tony pissed, washed his hands, looked at himself in the mirror.

Fucking hell. When had he started looking like that?

Knackered. That was the word. Knackered and older, lines around his eyes deeper than they should be at thirty-four. Maybe it was just the lighting. Strip light made everyone look rough did it?

Except no. He could see it. The face of a man who'd been trying too hard all evening and was running out of steam. The shirt looked good. He didn't. The shirt was doing all the heavy lifting.

He splashed cold water on his face, gasped at the shock of it, breathed in through his nose. Right. Okay. Back out there. The meal had been good. She'd laughed. She'd actually laughed at the Cornwall story. That was something. That was progress.

He just needed to keep going. Keep trying. That's what you did, wasn't it? You didn't give up. You fought for what mattered, and she mattered.

He dried his hands, checked his reflection one more time, straightened his collar. The man in the mirror looked like he was trying to convince himself of something.

He pushed back through the door, down the narrow corridor, back into the restaurant's warm hum and low lighting. Their table was midway down the room. He could see Geri's dark hair catching the candlelight, her back to him, head tilted slightly to one side.

Someone was standing beside the table. Talking to her.
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The Card in Her Purse

Tony froze three steps from the table.

The man was tall. That was the first thing Tony clocked, always the first thing, the automatic measurement his brain did without asking permission. Six-two, maybe more. Taller. Broader too, shoulders filling out a fitted shirt that actually fit, sleeves rolled back over forearms that didn't come from an office job. Dark-skinned, clean-shaven, hair cropped close with one of those sharp line-ups Tony could never get right when he tried. Watch catching the candlelight, the kind that cost more than Tony earned in a month. And he was leaning toward Geri with one hand resting on the back of Tony's chair, on Tony's side of the table, in Tony's space, talking to Tony's wife like they'd known each other for years.

Geri was looking up at him, and she was smiling. Properly smiling, the real one, the one that reached her eyes and made her whole face light up. Tony hadn't seen that smile in months. Maybe longer. She'd smiled at him earlier, in the flat, when he'd given her the flowers, but that had been the other smile, the polite one, the one she did with his mum or the postman. This was different. This was the smile she used to give him, back when they were first together, back when she'd laughed at his jokes and let him kiss her in public and made him feel like he'd won something just by being near her.

Tony's chest tightened, breath catching somewhere behind his ribs.

He resumed walking. What else could he do? Stand there gawping like an idiot halfway across the restaurant, fork in hand, mouth open?

The man noticed him coming, straightened slightly, turned that easy grin on Tony like they were old mates meeting in the pub.

When Tony reached the table his hands felt wrong, too big and clumsy, nowhere to put them. He set the fork down on his plate, too loud, the clink audible over the restaurant noise. Then he slid into his seat, and the bloke stayed standing, still in Tony's space, still too close to Geri.

"Alright, mate. Just saying hello. Your wife was kind enough to let me interrupt."

Your wife. Like saying it made it okay. Like acknowledging the relationship gave him permission to stand there, to lean over Tony's chair, to make Geri smile like that.

"Right. Yeah. No worries."

The words came out flat, automatic, the verbal equivalent of nodding along.

The man extended a hand. Big hand, broad palm, long fingers. Tony shook it because what else could he do? The grip was firm, warm, confident, the handshake of a man who'd never doubted whether he belonged in a room. Tony's own hand felt small and damp in comparison. He let go as soon as was polite, maybe sooner.

"Ash. Ash Okafor."

"Tony. Tony Marsh."

Why was he introducing himself? Why was he being so fucking polite?

Ash released his hand, gestured toward a table near the back where four other blokes were seated. Tony followed the direction, saw them: loud, drinks everywhere, the messy sprawl of men who'd been celebrating for hours. Jackets off, ties loosened, that loud bark of laughter that came from too much beer and not enough food.

"That's my lot over there. Just closed a big sale today. Prime Estates. We're celebrating." He looked back at Geri, that easy smile never faltering. "Saw you across the room and thought, I have to go say hello to the most beautiful woman in the restaurant."

Geri laughed, a bright sound that cut through Tony's chest like a blade, and her hand went to her collarbone, fingers resting just above the neckline of her dress. That little gesture she did when she was pleased, when she was flattered, when someone had said exactly the right thing. Tony hadn't seen it in months.

"You're very smooth."

"I'm very honest."

Ash grinned. White teeth, straight, the kind that came from good genes or expensive dentistry. Why the fuck am I noticing his teeth?

Tony sat there doing what he was supposed to do: smiling, nodding, his face performing the role of normal husband having a normal interaction with a normal stranger whilst inside his chest everything was pulling tight. The bloke had just complimented his wife, directly and unapologetically, standing right in front of him like Tony wasn't even there. Not creepy. Not leering. Just matter-of-fact, like he was stating something obvious that everyone already knew. And Geri had responded. The laugh. The hand to her collarbone. The brightness in her face. She was present, properly present, in a way she hadn't been all evening. All the careful conversation Tony had tried over dinner, all the stories about work, all the questions about her day, all the effort he'd put into making tonight good, and this bloke had walked up and produced that laugh in thirty seconds.

Ash reached into his pocket, pulled out a business card, leaned forward, and placed it on the table right beside Geri's wine glass. Close enough that the corner touched the stem. Prime Estates logo in blue and white, his name in bold print, mobile number underneath.

"If you ever need an estate agent." He looked at Geri when he said it, not Tony. "Or anything else."

Tony's stomach dropped. Just dropped, like he'd missed a step on a staircase. Or anything else. The words hung in the air between them, not quite innocent, not quite a proposition, just open, an invitation that didn't name what was being invited. And Geri was looking at the card, not at Tony, her fingers already reaching for it.

She picked it up. Turned it over once in her slim fingers, reading it.

"Thanks."

Just that. One word. Not we're not looking to move. Not I'm married. Not my husband's right here. Just thanks, soft and easy, like the card was a gift she'd been waiting for.

Tony's hands were under the table now, fingers curled into his thighs, nails pressing through the denim into skin.

"Nice meeting you both. Enjoy your meal."

Ash nodded at Tony, all casual friendliness, and like a fool Tony nodded back. What else was there? The bloke turned and walked away with that same unhurried stride, crossing back to his table where the other men clapped him on the back, someone saying something that made them all laugh, heads thrown back, pints raised. Just a normal Friday night. Just a bloke out with his mates. Normal.

So why did Tony's throat feel like he'd swallowed glass?

The card was still on the table beside Geri's wine glass. She hadn't put it away yet. She was looking at it, fingertips resting on the edge.

Tony reached for his pint, lifted it, realized it was nearly empty. When had he drunk that much? He drained the rest in two long swallows, the beer warm and flat, and set the glass down harder than he meant to. The sound made Geri glance up.

She was still touching the card.

"So, that was..." He tried to find the right words, something light and casual, something that didn't sound like what it was. "What was that about?"

Geri shrugged, a small lift of one shoulder, and set the card back down on the table. "Just being friendly."

"Right. Yeah. He seemed... I mean, do you think he does that a lot? Just hands out cards to everyone?"

"Probably. He's an estate agent." She picked up her wine, took a sip. "They're like that, aren't they?"

"Yeah. Yeah, suppose so."

The words felt hollow even as he said them. Estate agents handed out cards to potential clients, not to women in restaurants whilst their husbands sat three feet away. But what was he supposed to say? I think that bloke just hit on you. I think he gave you his number. I think you liked it.

The waitress appeared at Tony's elbow, startling him. "Can I get you anything else? Dessert? Coffee?"

Tony shook his head, too quickly. "No, just the bill, please."

She nodded, smiled, disappeared.

Silence settled over the table again, thick and uncomfortable, the kind where both people were thinking things they weren't saying. Tony could hear Ash's table from across the room now that the waitress had gone: loud, celebratory, someone telling a story that involved a lot of hand gestures and made the others roar with laughter. He glanced over. Ash was facing away, talking to one of the other blokes, animated, confident, at ease. The kind of man who moved through rooms like he owned them, like every space was his by right.

Tony looked back at Geri. She was looking at her phone, screen lighting her face with that pale glow, and there was that soft smile again, the one from earlier when the text had come through. Who was texting her? One of her mates? Someone from work? He wanted to ask but asking would be...what? Controlling? Paranoid?

Get her out of here. Start again somewhere else.

"Maybe grab a drink somewhere?" His voice came out more tentative than he'd meant. "One more, I mean. If you fancy it."

She looked up from her phone, considered him for a moment. Then nodded. "Yeah. One more sounds good."

The waitress returned with the card machine. Tony paid, overtipped because his brain wasn't working properly and he just wanted to be out of here, wanted to be anywhere that wasn't this table with that card sitting beside Geri's wine glass and Ash's laugh echoing from across the room.

Geri stood, reached for her coat on the back of the chair, shrugged it on. Then she picked up the card. Tony watched her fingers close around it, slim and pale against the white card stock, watched her turn it over once, twice, reading it again even though she'd already seen it. Her expression was thoughtful. Considering. Like she was deciding something. Then, casual as anything, she slipped it into her purse.

Not into the bin. Not left on the table with a "thanks but no thanks." Into her purse. Into the little inside pocket where she kept things she didn't want to lose. Her keys. Her lipstick. Important things.

Tony's mouth was dry. Throat tight. He swallowed and it clicked, loud in his own ears, and his jeans were pulling across his groin in a way that made no sense, made no fucking sense at all given what was happening, given what he'd just watched happen.

He wanted to say something. Ask her why she'd kept it. But asking would sound jealous, paranoid, possessive. Asking would ruin whatever was left of the night.

Don't spoil it. Let it go. It's nothing.

They gathered their things. Geri adjusted her dress, checked her reflection in the dark window beside the table, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. Tony stood, shrugged on his jacket. The restaurant felt warmer now, stifling, too many bodies packed too close, too much noise and heat and the smell of food and wine and other people's Friday nights.

They walked toward the door, past tables full of couples, past families, past Ash's lot near the back. Tony kept his eyes forward, didn't look, didn't want to know if Ash was watching them leave, didn't want to see that grin again.

Outside, Kentish Town Road hit them with a wall of cold. January air, sharp and clean after the restaurant's warmth, cutting through Tony's jacket like it wasn't there. Buses roared past, headlights bright, the street busy with Friday night foot traffic. Groups of lads heading toward the pubs, couples walking arm in arm, the energy of the weekend starting, everyone moving with purpose whilst Tony stood there feeling like the ground had shifted under his feet and he was still trying to find his balance.

Geri pulled her coat tighter, breath misting in the air. Tony stood beside her, hands in his pockets, shoulders hunched against the cold.

"Where d'you fancy, then?" He tried to sound normal, like they did this all the time, like the night was still salvageable. "For that drink?"

She looked up and down the road, considering. "Electric Social?"

"Yeah. Alright. That works."

It was north, four hundred yards up Kentish Town Road, past the Tube station. Ten-minute walk, maybe less. They'd been there before, a few times, back when they still went out properly, back before everything had gotten so hard. Nice place. Bar downstairs, DJ, dancing if you wanted it. Busy on a Friday but not rammed at this time, not yet.

They started walking, side by side but not touching, a foot of pavement between them that felt wider than it had on the way here, back when he'd still thought tonight might fix something. Geri walked slightly ahead, the way she always did these days, like she was trying to get somewhere faster than Tony could keep up. He matched her pace, but his legs felt heavy, his chest tight, and his cock was still half-hard in his jeans from watching her slip that card into her purse, from watching her smile at another man, from the growing sick certainty that something had started tonight, and he didn't know how to stop it.

Didn't know if he wanted to stop it.

The thought came unbidden and he killed it immediately, shoved it down into whatever dark place those thoughts lived. But it left a residue, a heat low in his stomach that tangled with the fear and the jealousy until he couldn't tell them apart anymore.

Tony tried to think of something to say. Something normal. Something that would reset the evening back to what it was supposed to be, back to their anniversary, back to the flowers and the effort and the hope that love could fix anything if you just tried hard enough.

But all he could think about was the card in her purse. And the way she'd laughed for Ash. And the fact that his cock was still hard.


two
Electric Social
One More Drink


They walked north on Kentish Town Road, past the Tube station, past the chicken shops and the bookies and charity shops with their windows full of other people's cast-offs. The pavement was damp, streetlight orange, buses roaring past every thirty seconds, people spilling pub to pub, loud groups of lads and girls in heels too high for the cold, everyone starting their Friday nights whilst Tony felt like his was ending before it had properly begun.

He tried again. He had to, couldn't just let the silence rot there between them.

"Christ, it's freezing."

Geri made a noise that could've been agreement, could've been nothing, and pulled her coat tighter, hands deep in her pockets, walking half a step ahead the way she always did now, the way she hadn't used to, back when they'd walked together properly, arms linked, bodies close.

Tony shoved his own hands in his pockets, matched her pace. Tried to think of something else to say, something that would land better than a comment about the weather, something that would make her turn her head and look at him with actual interest rather than polite tolerance.

"That new coffee place opened. The one opposite Tesco. We should try it sometime."

"Yeah. Maybe."

Not yes, not that sounds nice, just maybe, which meant probably not.

The tightness in his chest was back, the same one that had been sitting there all evening, all week, all fucking year. Trying too hard and failing anyway. Running just to stay still. Losing ground he didn't know how to get back.

They passed the Forum, dark tonight, no gig on. A couple stood outside smoking, the girl laughing at something the bloke said, her head tipped back, his arm around her shoulders. Easy and comfortable, exactly what Tony and Geri used to be, before…

"We don't have to go for another drink if you're tired. We could just head back."

He said it carefully, giving her the escape route, praying she wouldn't take it.

"No, I'm good. One more sounds nice."

One more drink. The night wasn't over yet. There was still a chance to, what, fix it? Make her laugh again? Make her look at him the way she'd looked at that bloke?

Don't. Don't think about that. Not the way she'd laughed, not the way she'd touched her collarbone, not the card now sitting in her purse.

His cock gave a small, insistent pulse and Tony shifted his weight, the cold air doing fuck all to kill the heat low in his stomach. He should be angry. Should be worried. Should be doing something other than walking beside his wife in silence with a half-hard cock pressing against his jeans, his body deciding things his head didn't want to think about.

They were close now, and the white neon sign was visible ahead, glowing against black brick. Electric Social. People outside with vapes, voices and laughter, bass audible even from here, a low thump you felt rather than heard. The air smelled of cigarettes and fried chicken from the takeaway next door and cold damp London winter.

Geri slowed, stopped, pulled out her phone without looking at him.

"Just need to use the loo. There's a Nero back there."

Tony glanced back. The Caffè Nero was thirty yards behind them, still open, lights bright, a few people inside nursing lattes and staring at laptops.

"Yeah, course. I'll wait here."

She was already walking, phone in her hand, not looking back. Tony watched her go, watched the dark red dress under her coat, the way her hips moved, the way men's eyes tracked her as she passed, but she didn't look back at them, didn't need to. She probably knew. She always had that confidence, that awareness of her own effect, it used to make him feel lucky. Lucky she'd chosen him, lucky she'd said yes when he'd asked her out, lucky she'd laughed at his jokes, lucky she'd married him.

He didn't feel lucky now. Not even close.

Tony turned toward Electric Social. Three women in short dresses and heels, two blokes in shirts with sleeves rolled up despite the cold. They were laughing about something, passing a vape between them, that easy Friday night energy that made him feel older than thirty-four, like he was watching life happen to people who were actually living it whilst he stood on the pavement outside.

He checked his phone; no messages. Then looked back toward the Nero, where he could see Geri through the window, standing near the back, phone to her ear. Had her sister called? Or her mum? Something quick. Something that couldn't wait until they got home, apparently.

The doorman of Electric Social stood just inside, shaved head, black jacket, arms folded, barely glancing at the people heading in. Tony could see movement through the glass, bodies, warm light, the suggestion of a crowd. It looked busy. Good busy, the kind where you could get lost in it if you wanted to.

Maybe that's what they needed. A few drinks somewhere loud where they didn't have to talk, where the music did the work, where they could just be next to each other without the silences feeling like accusations.

Geri was walking back, phone away now, face calm, settled. Tony tried to read her expression, but it gave nothing away. So Sister or Mum, whichever it was hadn't upset her again at least.

"All good?"

"Yeah. Shall we?"

She walked past him toward the doors, Tony following in her wake. The doorman nodded them through without interest, and the noise hit them like something solid: warm air first, then the bass, then the press of bodies everywhere. Voices layered over music, laughter, the clink of glasses, the thump of the floor vibrating underfoot.

Tony's eyes adjusted slowly: low amber lighting after the bright streetlights outside, fake vintage Edison bulbs hanging from the ceiling, that industrial thing everywhere now, exposed brick on one wall, dark grey paint on the other. The bar ran the full length of the left wall, forty feet of dark wood and backlit bottles, three-deep with people waving notes and shouting orders. The main floor was packed, groups standing with drinks, moving slightly to the music, the loose sociability of Friday night, everyone dressed up, everyone here to have a good time.

Geri led them toward the front seating area, near the windows, slightly quieter, tables and low leather sofas. She found a small table, round, dark wood, two chairs. Dropped her coat on the back of one, sat, adjusted her dress, smoothed her hair behind her ear. She looked more comfortable than she'd looked at dinner.

Tony sat opposite, draped his jacket over his chair. The music was loud enough that conversation would require leaning close, half-shouting. Not loud enough to be oppressive. Just enough to make everything feel slightly unreal, slightly charged, like the normal rules didn't quite apply.

Geri looked at him, raised her eyebrows, that said drinks?

Tony leaned across the table. "What do you want?"

"White wine. Same as before."

"Yeah, okay. Back in a minute."

He threaded his way through the tables toward the bar. The music was louder here, deeper, the bass physical, vibrating through his chest, his stomach, his bones. The place was certainly popular, the smell of perfume and aftershave and beer and sweat, the heat of too many people in too small a space. Tony joined the queue, three-deep at the closest point, worse further down. This was going to take a while.

He glanced back at their table. Geri was sitting with her phone out, scrolling, the glow lighting her face from below. She looked good - always had, but that had never been the problem. The problem was looking good didn't mean shit if she didn't want him anymore, if she was done pretending, if he'd already lost her and it was only time till she told him.

He turned back to the bar, tried to catch a bartender's eye, and totally failed. The bloke next to him ordered four pints of Guinness, taking forever. A woman on Tony's other side ordered cocktails, pronouncing them wrong, the bartender nodding patiently. Tony just had to wait.

One more drink. Then home. Then bed. Then tomorrow they'd wake up and this would be behind them and they'd be fine.

They'd be fine.

The lie sat in his chest, heavy and cold, and he knew it was a lie and told it to himself anyway because the alternative, the real truth of where they were headed, was a thing he couldn't think about. Not yet. Not tonight.
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Small World

The bartender glanced his way. Fucking hell, finally! He leaned in, raised his voice over the noise. "White wine, pint of Camden Hells, cheers." The bloke nodded, turned away, reached for a glass. Tony watched the lager pour, pale gold under the bar lights, watched the wine get measured out, watched his card tap against the machine. Ten minutes he'd been standing there. Ten minutes for two fucking drinks. Long enough that his feet hurt and his shoulders ached from staying small. He pocketed the receipt, picked up the glasses carefully, balanced them, turned back toward the seating area without spilling anything. Small victories at least.

His wife was still at the table, phone finally away now, just sitting there people watching. Something in her shoulders had loosened. Not happy, no, he wouldn't say happy, but the tightness around her mouth had gone. She looked like she could breathe again. The noise, the crowd, the dim warm light catching the edge of her wine glass, her face half in shadow, it suited her. More than the restaurant had. More than their flat had in months. Here, she could just be. Tony watched her from across the tables, glasses in hand, and felt something complicated twist in his chest. Relief, maybe. Or something that felt close enough to relief that he'd take it.

He threaded his way back through the crowd, squeezed past a couple locked together swaying to the music, set the wine down in front of her, the pint in front of his chair. She picked up her glass, lifted it.

"Cheers."

He lifted his pint, clinked it against her wine, careful not to slosh. "Cheers."

She sipped, nodded, her eyes closing for just a second. "That's better. Needed that."

Tony sat, drank, felt the cold beer slide down his throat and settle in his stomach, taking the edge off the tightness there. They sat in the noise together, not trying to fill it anymore, just letting the music and the crowd do the work. It was easier this way. Less pressure. Here, the silences didn't matter. They could just sit. Just be. Maybe that's all they needed. Maybe that had been the problem all along, him trying too hard, wanting too much, when really they just needed to exist in the same space and stop forcing it.

Geri looked around, taking it in properly now, the lights and the bodies and the energy of Friday night in full swing. She smiled, not at anything in particular, just at the room itself.

"This is good. I like this place."

Tony nodded. "Yeah. It's decent."

She leaned back in her chair, glass in hand, shoulders dropping another inch, like someone had given her permission to stop holding herself so carefully. More relaxed - more the old her. Tony watched her and let himself hope, just a little, just enough to hurt. The restaurant had been the mistake. Far too formal, too loaded with expectation, five years sitting at the table with them demanding to be acknowledged. Here, in the noise and the dark and the easy anonymity of Friday night, maybe they could just exist without everything feeling so fucking heavy.

I think this is it. I've finally cracked it; things are actually looking good.

He sipped his pint contentedly, and the moment sat between them, fragile and good.

Then the doors banged open, and four blokes came through, laughing loudly, already pissed enough that they didn't bother lowering their voices.

Fuck it's the suits from earlier.

They had loosened up even more now, ties gone, shirt sleeves rolled. The kind of lads who looked like they treated Friday night like a challenge. They headed straight for the bar, slapping the counter, one of them calling the barman by name - and miracle of miracles, he served them immediately, ignoring the crowd around them.

Typical.

Geri noticed them - Tony saw it immediately. Her posture shifted, subtle but unmistakable. Shoulders back. Chin lifting. Alert. Like someone had just walked into the room and flipped a switch inside her.

He looked at her, then back at the lads. Four of them. Mid-to-late thirties. One shorter, stocky, built like he still played rugby on weekends. One with ginger hair, already half-cut and grinning. One lean and dark-haired, quieter.

And of course one… Ash.

The cocky bloke from the restaurant, right there with his mates. Getting drinks, laughing, completely at ease in his own skin in a way Tony had never managed in his entire life.

What a bloody coincidence. Had to be. Central Kentish Town, Friday night, everyone ended up in the same handful of places eventually. That's all it was. Just bad luck. Just the universe having a laugh at him.

Except Geri had gone still. Not frozen, not obvious, just still in the way a predator went still when it spotted prey. Or maybe the other way round. Tony couldn't tell anymore. She was watching without watching, her eyes tracking the lads across the room, her wine glass halfway to her mouth and not moving. Like she'd been waiting for something, and it had just arrived right on schedule.

Tony put his pint down, leaned forward, tried to make his voice sound normal, casual, like his pulse wasn't hammering in his throat.

"Those blokes. That's the lot from the restaurant, isn't it?"

Geri glanced over, unhurried, then back to her wine. "Yeah. Looks like it."

"Small world."

"Yeah."

She sipped her wine. Didn't look at them again, which was a small mercy.

Tony's chest felt tight, his shirt collar too close, the bar too warm. The lads got their drinks, paid, turned away from the bar. They migrated toward the main floor, closer to the seating area, closer to where Tony and Geri were sitting, weaving through the crowd with the confidence of men who'd never had to apologise for taking up space. Not heading for them specifically. Just moving. Laughing about something one of them had said, some joke Tony hadn't heard and wouldn't get even if he had.

Ash was in the middle of his pack, pint in hand, grinning at something the ginger lad was saying. Then he turned, scanning the room the way you did in a bar, looking for someone worth looking at. His gaze snagged on Geri and stopped. The grin got wider, warmer, like he'd just spotted exactly what he'd been hoping to find. He didn't wave, didn't move. Just looked at her, held her eyes, one beat, two, long enough that Tony felt it across the room like a physical thing, a line drawn between them that Tony wasn't part of. Then Ash looked back at his mates, said something low that made them all laugh, and Tony's stomach clenched because he knew, he fucking knew, that the laugh was about her.

Geri looked down at her wine, and her calm face gave nothing away, like nothing had just happened. But Tony had seen the moment. That look, and the smile she hadn't quite managed to hide before she'd lowered her eyes.

He realised his pint was halfway to his mouth and instead put it down. His hands weren't quite steady. He curled his fingers around the glass to stop them shaking, felt the cold condensation against his palm.

She'd known. The phone call inside Caffè Nero. The way she'd perked up the moment they'd walked in here. The stillness in her now, watching the lads settle in like she'd been waiting for them to arrive. Not derailed. Not coincidence. Planned. She'd fucking known Ash would come here and she'd brought Tony anyway, sitting him down with a pint in his hand and a front-row seat to whatever this was turning into.

Tony's throat was dry. His jeans pulled tight across his groin, insistent and shameful, and he didn't want to look at that, couldn't look at that, so he lifted his pint and drank and tasted nothing but the cold and the bitterness and the growing certainty that the night was just getting started.


three
What a Coincidence


Ash strode over, and Tony clocked the difference immediately, the way you always clocked the gap between yourself and men like that. Tony moved through spaces apologising, shoulders in, always making room. Ash just was there and the space adjusted around him, people shifting without him asking, like they'd already decided he was worth the inconvenience.

He came over with that same easy grin from the restaurant, drink in hand, "Thought that was you."

He was looking at Geri. Not Tony.

Geri looked up and her face did something Tony hadn't seen it do all evening. It opened. That was the only word for it. The careful polite mask she'd been wearing since they'd left the flat just dissolved, and underneath was the woman Tony remembered from three years ago, laughing at something stupid he'd said near closing time at a mate's birthday. Bright and present, actually there in a way she hadn't been with him in months.

"Yeah. Hi."

Her voice was different too. Lighter, breathier. Jesus Christ, when had he last heard her sound like that?

Ash turned to Tony finally and included him with a nod and that same easy warmth. "Tony, right? From the restaurant."

"Yeah. Yeah, that's me."

Tony heard his own voice come out normal, steady, like his pulse wasn't hammering in his throat. That was fine. Just two blokes being friendly in a bar.

Ash didn't wait for an invitation. He pulled a chair over from a nearby empty table, the legs scraping across the floor, and sat down like he'd been part of their evening all along. Casual and comfortable. The chair creaked slightly under his weight and Tony registered the sheer physical size of him again. Not fat, just big, solid.

"Small world, this." Ash settled back, one arm draped over the back of his chair.

"Yeah. Small world."

Tony's mouth had gone dry. He reached for his pint, drinking while he silently panicked.

Ash leaned forward, elbows on his knees, his attention shifting between them both but lingering longer on Geri. "What are you drinking? Let me get a round in."

"No, mate, honestly, we're fine."

"Nah, I'm getting one anyway." Already standing. "Same again, yeah?"

Tony opened his mouth to protest, but Ash was already walking toward the bar, cutting through the crowd with that same easy confidence, and Tony was left sitting there with his half-empty pint and the sinking feeling that he hadn't actually agreed to anything, but it was happening anyway.

Geri was watching Ash go. Not staring exactly, just watching in that way women did when they were checking something they wanted to see again. Her wine glass was still half-full, but she put it down carefully, adjusted her hair over one shoulder, smoothed her dress across her thighs. Small deliberate movements, the kind you made when you knew someone was going to look at you properly in a minute and you wanted to be ready for it.

"You alright?"

She looked at him then, her expression neutral and pleasant, the careful politeness sliding back into place.

"Yeah. Fine. Why?"

"Just checking."

She smiled and said nothing, which was somehow worse. Then she picked up her wine and sipped, her eyes tracking Ash across the bar.

Tony looked at his pint. The glass was wet with condensation, cold against his palm. He should say something. Ask her why she'd agreed to this, why she'd let this bloke just sit down and take over their evening. But he didn't know how to ask that without sounding jealous or petty or like he was starting a fight, and Tony didn't start fights. He smoothed things over. He kept things calm.

So he finished his pint and said nothing.

The minutes dragged whilst Ash was at the bar. Tony noticed the way she'd tucked her hair behind her ear on one side, the line of her neck exposed. He wanted to reach out and touch her, remind her he was there, but something stopped him. The distance between them felt vast suddenly, unbridgeable, even though they were sitting inches apart.

Ash came back carrying three drinks balanced expertly in his large hands. Pint for Tony, white wine for Geri, pint for himself, and sat back down like he'd never left.

"Cheers." He lifted his glass, clinked it against Geri's, then Tony's. "To running into people twice in one night."

They drank. Tony's pint was cold and bitter, and he wanted to drink it fast, wanted something to do with his hands, but he made himself slow down. Made himself look normal.

Ash settled back, one ankle crossed over the opposite knee, his body language open and relaxed in a way Tony had never quite managed. "So what do you do, Tony? You mentioned something at the restaurant, but it was loud, couldn't hear properly."

"Logistics management." Tony cleared his throat. "Doesn't sound exciting but it pays the bills."

"Yeah, fair enough. Steady work, that. Recession-proof."

"Yeah. Something like that."

Ash nodded, genuinely interested or at least performing genuine interest so well Tony couldn't tell the difference. He asked a follow-up question, and the conversation felt normal and friendly, just two blokes talking shop in a bar.

Except Ash's attention kept sliding back to Geri. Not in a way Tony could call out without sounding paranoid. Just naturally, the way your eyes went to the most interesting thing in the room.

And Geri was the most interesting thing in the room.

Ash turned to her properly then, his body reorienting, shoulders squaring toward her like she was magnetic north. "And you? What do you do?"

"Hairdresser." Her voice had gone brighter already, animated in a way it hadn't been all evening. "I've got a salon down Kentish Town Road. Near the Tube."

"No way. My sister's always moaning about her hairdresser. Needs a good one. What's it called?"

Geri gave him the address, and they talked about salons, about North London rents and business rates and the nightmare of finding good staff. Tony sat there and listened and realised with a cold little shock that he'd never had this conversation with Geri. Never asked her about the business side of things, never shown interest in the details beyond "how was work?" Why would he? He didn't know anything about hair.

Ash was just good at talking; at making people feel like what they did mattered. At leaning in and listening and asking the right follow-up questions in the right tone, all the little social cues Tony had never quite mastered.

Geri was leaning in too. Just a slight forward tilt, her shoulders turned toward Ash, her face animated in a way Tony hadn't seen since... he couldn't remember. Months. Maybe longer.

Ash's hand moved then, casual and unhurried, and rested on the back of Geri's chair. Not touching her yet. Just occupying the space beside her shoulder, his fingers draped over the wood, his arm close enough to her back that if she leaned back even slightly she'd brush against him.

Tony felt his throat close. Looked at his pint rather than Ash. His glass was nearly empty again… how had that happened, he'd only just got it.

"...so yeah, Prime Estates has been good. Three years now. Stressful sometimes but the money's decent and the lads are sound."

Tony realised Ash was talking about his own line of work now.

Geri laughed at something Ash said. Properly laughed, the sound bright and unguarded, her head tipping back slightly. Tony hadn't heard that laugh all evening.

Ash grinned, pleased with himself, and said something else that made her laugh again. His hand was still on the back of her chair. Still not touching her, still appropriate.

Tony's hands were under the table, fingers curled tight around nothing. He made himself relax them. Made himself smile. Made himself look normal.

He's just the friendly type. He'll be back with his mates soon enough.

His cock was telling him something else though, the lie wasn't working.

The front seating area felt suddenly too small, too quiet, the low hum of conversation and the distant thump of bass from the back of the bar making it feel like they were sitting in the wrong part of the night, like the real evening was happening somewhere else and they were missing it.

Ash finished his pint, put the glass down with a decisive thunk, looked around. "This is nice but it's a bit dead up here, innit? Should move closer to the action."

Geri's response was immediate. "Yeah. Good idea."

Tony opened his mouth to suggest they were fine where they were, that it was quieter here, easier to talk, but Geri was already standing and smoothing her dress down, picking up her wine glass. Ash stood too, gestured toward the main floor with easy confidence, and Tony realised he was being left behind before he'd even decided whether to follow.

He stood too, what else could he do?

They moved through the crowd, Ash leading, Geri following close behind him, Tony bringing up the rear like an afterthought. The bar had filled up properly now, bodies pressed close, the music louder, the air warmer and thick with the smell of beer and perfume and sweat. Tony navigated around shoulders and elbows, his pint held close to his chest, trying to keep Geri in sight. She was three steps ahead, her dark hair visible above the crowd, Ash by her side.

And then Ash's hand moved.

It happened smoothly, naturally, the kind of gesture that looked helpful rather than intentional, and that was the worst part because Tony couldn't call it out without sounding paranoid. They were passing through a tight knot of people near the bar, someone jostled, and Ash's hand found Geri's lower back. Steadying her. Guiding her. Except the hand didn't drop.

It stayed there.

Tony saw it clearly. Saw Ash's palm flat against the small of Geri's back just above the curve of her arse, fingers spread wide. Saw Geri glance back briefly, not at the hand, just checking Tony was still following. She didn't flinch or pull away. Didn't react at all.

The hand stayed there for five seconds. Ten. Longer than necessary. Longer than helpful. Long enough that Tony's breath caught in his throat and something heavy dropped through his stomach.

Then they were through the crowd and Ash's hand dropped, and they were standing near the bar in a pocket of space that felt temporary, bodies shifting around them, the music a physical presence now, bass vibrating through the floorboards and up through Tony's legs.

Tony's heart was hammering, and his face felt hot. The pint glass was slick in his grip, and he didn't trust himself to drink from it because his hands weren't steady.

Ash turned to Geri, leaned close to her ear so she could hear him over the music. "This better? A beautiful woman like you shouldn't hide away."

She nodded and smiled, tilted her head toward him to hear better. Her lips moved, saying something Tony couldn't hear, and Ash grinned and replied, his mouth close to her ear, intimate in a way that made Tony's chest tighten.

Tony shifted closer, tried to insert himself into the moment. "Yeah, it's good. Busier."

Neither of them even looked at him.

Ash's body was angled toward Geri now, his back partially to Tony, and Tony was suddenly acutely aware of being on the outside of something, the third point of a triangle that didn't need a third point. He was beside Geri, yes, technically beside her, but he wasn't with her. Not the way Ash was with her. Not the way Ash had positioned himself, close enough that when he leaned in to speak his mouth was near her ear, close enough that she had to tilt her head up to look at him properly, close enough that the space between their bodies had collapsed to nothing.

Tony took a long pull from his pint. The beer didn't taste so good now. He should slow down; he was drinking too fast. But his hands needed something to do and standing there empty-handed felt worse, felt exposed, felt like everyone could see exactly what was happening and he was the only one pretending they couldn't.

The crowd shifted, someone pushed past, and Tony stepped back instinctively to make room. When he looked up again Ash's hand was on Geri's waist. His palm resting against the curve of her hip, fingers curling slightly around her side, holding her steady whilst someone squeezed past behind her.

Holding her.

Geri didn't move away. She adjusted her weight, leaned slightly into Ash's stability, her body trusting him to keep her upright in the press of people. Trusting him in a way she hadn't trusted Tony to do the same.

Fuck… what should I do?


four
Takes a Certain Kind of Man


Tony offered to get another round as an escape route. Geri wanted another white wine, and Ash a pint, and Tony nodded and turned toward the bar before either of them could see his face properly, before they could see whatever his face was doing.

The bar was still rammed, everyone waving bank cards and shouting orders over the thump of bass that made Tony's ribs vibrate. He wedged himself into a gap between a woman in a tight black dress and a bloke in a checked shirt who reeked of shit aftershave and sweat, the smell thick enough to taste. Tried to catch the barman's eye. The barman was fast but there were too many people wanting drinks, too many hands reaching, too many voices louder than Tony's.

This was going to take a while.

Over his shoulder Tony could just see Geri and Ash. Still on the main floor, still standing close with their heads tilted toward each other because the music was loud and you had to lean in to hear anything. Ash's hand wasn't on her back anymore, that was something. Maybe it had just been a steadying thing, a polite thing, nothing more than that.

Maybe.

Get the drinks, get back. Five minutes, tops. Simple. Except the barman still hadn't looked his way and the woman in the black dress was leaning across the bar now, tits practically spilling out of her top, and of course she got served first. Tony waited, shifting his weight, stealing another glance back.

Geri and Ash had moved. Closer to the dance floor where the coloured ceiling lights rotated slowly and the bass was deeper and the bodies pressed tighter together.

"Mate!"

The voice came from beside him, loud and cheerful, and Tony turned to find a broad bloke with sandy hair and a wide grin standing at his elbow. Checked shirt, sleeves rolled up, pint already in hand. Tony recognised him vaguely as one of Ash's group. The rugby-build one with the loud laugh.

"You were at that restaurant, yeah? Saffron place? I'm Ryan by the way."

Tony blinked. "Yeah. Anniversary."

"Ahh, nice one! Congrats, mate. How many years?"

"Five."

"Solid. Good on you."

The bloke grinned, turned to the bar, and ordered three more pints in a voice that somehow cut through the noise and got the barman's immediate attention. Magic. He paid, pocketed the change, turned back to Tony whilst waiting for his mates to collect the drinks.

"We're celebrating a massive sale. Prime Estates, you know it? Estate agents, down Kentish Town Road. Just closed a fucking huge one. Boss is over the moon."

"Yeah? That's great."

Tony tried to catch the barman's eye again. No luck. The sandy-haired bloke, Ryan, kept talking, apparently settling in for a proper chat.

"Best job I've ever had, I'm not gonna lie. And I don't just mean the commission."

He grinned, leaned slightly closer, voice dropping into something conspiratorial.

"The co-owner. Sue Maxwell. Fucking gorgeous, mate. Seriously. Forties, yeah, but you wouldn't know it. Looks incredible. Fit as fuck."

Tony nodded, made the appropriate noise, a sort of acknowledging grunt that could mean anything. Tried not to look over his shoulder again.

Tried and failed.

Geri and Ash were moving toward the dance floor. Tony could see Geri's dark hair catching the coloured lights, the red dress, and Ash's height putting him head and shoulders above most of the crowd. Geri's hand touched Ash's arm, just for a second, fingers on his forearm to steady herself or emphasise something she was saying.

"And her husband," Ryan continued, apparently not noticing that Tony's attention had split in half. "Dave. Nice bloke, actually. Completely sound. Knows everything."

Tony's attention snapped back. "Sorry?"

"Dave. Her husband. He knows. Like, properly knows. She fucks other blokes and he's cool with it."

Tony's throat closed. Just for a second. Long enough for the air to go tight in his chest, for heat to crawl up the back of his neck. His face stayed neutral, he made sure of that, made his mouth do the shape of mild interest whilst his pulse kicked hard against his collar.

The bloke didn't seem to notice anything wrong. He was grinning, shaking his head like he was telling a particularly good joke, the kind that was funny because it was so outrageous.

"She's had half the office, I reckon. Maybe more. Ash over there, he's been with her. Twice, I think. Maybe three times. And she gets more sales than anyone else, and she doesn't keep it secret why! Her husband knows it all, encourages it from what I've heard, even asks her about it after. Gets off on it, apparently."

The bar felt hotter. Tony's throat was dry, hands cold, face burning. He managed a laugh. Hollow sound, automatic, but the right sound. The expected sound.

"That's... yeah. Mental."

"I know, right? I mean, whatever works, I suppose. But fucking hell. Imagine your missus coming home and telling you she's just been railed by some bloke from her work. And you're like, yeah, nice one, tell me about his cock."

The bloke laughed, and Tony mirrored him, but the sound scraped out of him, performance rather than reaction, and the bloke didn't seem to hear the difference.

"Fair play to them, though. If it works for them, why not? Probably how he keeps a hottie like her. Takes a certain kind of man, doesn't it? "

"Yeah. Suppose it does."

His wife and Ash were dancing now. He could see them through the shifting crowd, glimpses between bodies. Ash's hands on Geri's hips. Her body moving against him.

Ryan was still blathering on. Something about Sue Maxwell's arrangement, about the details she'd give Dave when she got home. What the bloke did. How big he was. How many times she came. All the details. And Dave would sit there and listen and apparently get rock hard hearing it, apparently couldn't get enough of hearing his wife describe getting properly fucked by men who knew what they were doing.

"I mean, I couldn't do it," the bloke said, grinning. "Sue's fucking loving it. You can tell. She's got this glow about her all the time these days. Happy as anything."

Tony's stomach dropped, that sickening lurch like missing a step in the dark. His cock was hard. Properly hard. The kind of hard he hadn't been in months, maybe longer, thickening against his jeans whilst Ryan grinned and talked about his boss coming home full of another man's spunk and her husband sitting there asking for details. Tony shifted his weight, felt the denim pull tight across his groin, hated his body for responding, hated that Ryan's story had gone straight to his cock like a fucking switch.

This was a story. Just a story. About someone else's marriage, someone called Dave who Tony didn't know and would never meet. It had nothing to do with him.

Except his cock disagreed. His cock understood something Tony's brain was still trying to deny. The husband who shares. The husband who stays. The husband who gets hard hearing about his wife getting fucked by better men.

Takes a certain kind of man.

"You alright, mate?"

Tony blinked. Ryan was looking at him with mild concern, head tilted, grin fading slightly.

"Yeah. Just warm in here."

"Yeah, it's fucking roasting. Right, that's my round done. Nice chatting, mate. Enjoy the rest of your night."

He clapped Tony on the shoulder, collected his pints, disappeared back into the crowd.

Tony stood there, heat pulsing through him, shame and arousal tangled so tightly he couldn't separate them anymore. The barman finally looked his way.

"Yeah, mate?"

"Pint of Camden. Glass of white wine."

He paid, waited whilst the pint was pulled and the wine was poured, took the drinks when they came. One in each hand. Cold glass. Condensation slick on his palms, running down onto his fingers.

The husband who stays.

Ryan's words were lodged in his brain like a splinter, sharp and impossible to ignore, and Tony's cock was still half-hard in his jeans, and he couldn't make it go down.

Tony turned back toward the main floor, scanning the crowd for Geri and Ash.

Found them immediately, their bodies moving in the low coloured light, red and blue and amber rotating slowly across skin and fabric and shadows. Geri was in the middle of it. Ash was now behind her, with his hands on her hips holding her. Moving with her.

Geri's body moved to the music, hips swaying, her arse pressed back against Ash's groin. She'd raised her arms slightly, hands in her hair, the movement lifting her dress fractionally higher on her thighs. Ash's mouth was near her ear, whispering something Tony couldn't hear over the music. Geri tipped her head back, laughing, throat exposed, and Ash's hands tightened on her hips, fingers spreading, pulling her closer.

Tony's legs felt weak, knees soft, like the bones had gone liquid.

He walked toward them anyway. What else could he do? Stand at the bar holding their drinks whilst they danced? Go home? Leave? Interrupt them and look like the jealous husband he absolutely was?

He kept walking. Through the crowd, past bodies pressed too close, past couples wrapped around each other like they were trying to crawl inside each other's skin. Past groups of lads watching the women on the dance floor with obvious hunger, the kind of look Tony recognised because he'd seen it on Ash's face an hour ago.

What else could he possibly fucking do.


five
The View from the Edge


Tony clutched the drinks and pushed through the crush of bodies, everyone too close, the heat oppressive. Perfume and sweat and sex, probably, though Tony didn't want to think about that. The coloured lights swept across the crowd in lazy circles, red bleeding to blue bleeding to amber, faces appearing and vanishing in the rhythmic dark. The bass vibrated through the floorboards, up through his legs, straight into his chest where it settled like a second heartbeat he couldn't control.

Geri and Ash were dead centre. Ash behind her, hands on her hips, bodies moving together with the kind of synchronicity that made Tony's stomach clench. Geri's arms were raised slightly, hands in her hair, her head tipped back, throat exposed. The red dress had ridden up fractionally on her thighs. Ash's mouth was at her ear, whispering something Tony wished he could hear.

Tony pushed forward. A couple wrapped around each other blocked his path, the girl's hand down the back of the bloke's jeans, and Tony had to turn sideways, squeeze past, the drinks sloshing. He sidestepped a group of girls dancing in a tight circle, their drinks held high. Finally reached Geri and Ash, almost out of breath from the short trip, and held out the pint like a peace offering.

"You have it mate, I’ve got my hands full here."

Ash nodded down at Geri without breaking rhythm, grinned and kept moving, his hands stayed possessively on Geri's hips.

Tony held out the wine glass, and Geri turned slightly to grab it, her lipstick left a dark print on the rim as she gulped half down, and smiled a brief polite smile in return, then turned back to Ash. The wine glass dangled from her fingers, forgotten already.

Tony stood there like a third wheel, drinks delivered and purpose fulfilled. Now what?

He tried to move with them. Tried to find the rhythm, let his body loosen into it. The music was good. Deep, rolling, hypnotic. Everyone else managed it. Hips swaying, shoulders loose, the collective surrender to Friday night and bass and not giving a fuck.

Tony's body didn't know how though, he felt far too stiff. Too aware of himself. His feet moved but the rest of him stayed rigid, locked in self-consciousness that wouldn't shift no matter how hard he willed it. He could feel his own wrongness, the gap between what his body was doing and what the music demanded. Geri's body knew. Ash's body knew. Everyone on this floor knew except him.

He lasted two songs, while time stretched strangely in the heat and the noise and the humiliation of trying and failing to belong.

Geri didn't once look at him, even as he took her empty glass from her fingers. Instead her eyes were closed, somewhere internal Tony couldn't reach. She was lost in the dancing, in the contact from Ash's body.

Tony backed away. One step. Two. Then he was at the edge again, pint in hand, the retreat complete. Geri didn't move to stop him, she didn't notice. The floor swallowed the space where he'd been standing within seconds.

From the edge he could breathe. That was something. He drank the pint he’d got for Ash, mainly because it gave him something to do with his hands, a reason to be standing here alone watching his wife dance with another man.

Better here. Can breathe here. Can see from here, can...

What? Do what, exactly? Watch. That was all. That was his role now, observing. The one not dancing with his wife.

Geri and Ash were still dancing, their sweaty bodies close, the gap between them minimal and closing. The music shifted, the tempo dropping slightly, the bass deeper, more insistent. Ash's hands on Geri's hips, fingers spread wide across the red fabric, nothing tentative about it.

He pulled her back. Closer now, her body pressed full against his, chest to back and hips aligned. Moving together now, one rhythm, one unit.

Geri's head tipped back. Rested against Ash's shoulder. Her eyes closed and her mouth parted, breath coming faster. The coloured lights swept across her face. Red. Blue. Amber. She looked like a different woman. Someone Tony recognised from years ago, when they'd first met, when she'd laughed easily and danced like this at parties and looked at him with that exact expression.

Except she wasn't looking at him now. She was pressed back against Ash's chest, letting him hold her, his mouth near her ear, and her body was responding to him in ways Tony couldn't remember it responding to anything in months.

The dance turned to grinding - not actually fucking but might as well be, the way her arse pushed back into him, the way his hands gripped her hips like he owned them. Desire made visible. Twenty minutes, that's all it had taken. Twenty fucking minutes and Ash had her moving like Tony hadn't seen in years. The flowers wilting in the flat. The restaurant bill still warm in his wallet. All of it, pointless.

Ash's right hand started to move. Slowly. Deliberately. Down from Geri's hip, fingers exploring in the near dark, sliding across the red fabric toward her thigh. Lower. The dress had ridden up slightly from the dancing and Ash's hand found bare skin just below the hem.

Tony's breath caught. He was ten feet away, maybe less, close enough to see Ash's fingers dark against Geri's olive skin, close enough to see the way her body went still for just a moment, registering the touch, deciding.

She didn't stop him.

Ash's hand slid higher. Slow, deliberate, fingers trailing up the outside of her thigh, pushing the fabric of her dress up as he went. Not far. Just enough. Just high enough that Tony could see more of her leg, smooth and bare and being touched by another man's hand whilst she stood there and let it happen.

Geri's breath was coming faster now. Tony could see it in the rise and fall of her chest, the way her ribs expanded and contracted, visible even from here, even in the low coloured light. Her mouth was open, head still resting back against Ash's shoulder, and her hips were moving differently now. Not just dancing. Rolling. Grinding back against him with purpose, with intent, with the kind of desperate want Tony hadn't seen directed at him in a year.

Ash's mouth found her ear again. Whispered something. Whatever he said made Geri tense up, her back arching slightly, her arse pressing harder against him.

Then Ash's hand moved again. Not down. Up.

His fingers slid back along her thigh, and without hesitation, around to the front and up higher.

Tony couldn't breathe. Couldn't move. Couldn't look away.

Ash's hand disappeared beneath the red fabric, his forearm visible for a moment before that too slid underneath. From where Tony stood he could see the shape of Ash's hand moving under Geri's dress, could see exactly where it was going, what it was doing.

Between her legs.

Geri made a sound. Audible even over the music, even from here. A gasp, sharp and involuntary, her mouth opening wider, her whole body going rigid and then melting back against Ash.

Ash's hand moved, small movements, precise, his fingers obviously working against her knickers, stroking, teasing, finding the heat between her thighs through the thin fabric barrier. His other hand stayed on her hip, holding her in place, keeping her pressed back against him whilst his right hand did whatever it was doing that made Geri's breathing turn ragged and desperate.

Tony's cock was so hard it hurt. Throbbing against his jeans, pre-cum soaking through his boxers, his entire body one hot pulse of shame and arousal and helplessness. He should do something. Say something. Walk over there and pull Ash's hand out from under his wife's dress and tell them both this was done, they were leaving, now.

But he didn't move.

He just stood there. Watching. Hard and helpless.

Geri's hips were rolling, grinding herself against Ash's hand, chasing the pressure, chasing more. Her eyes were still closed, mouth open, breath coming in short gasps that Tony could see even if he couldn't hear them. The flush on her face had spread down her neck, across her chest, disappearing into the neckline of her dress. She was visibly, desperately turned on.

For another man, for Ash. For what he was doing to her on a crowded dancefloor whilst her husband watched from ten feet away.

Ash's hand moved under her dress for maybe thirty seconds. Forty. Time went strange again, elastic and slippery, impossible to track. Long enough that Geri's whole body changed, her shoulders dropping, her weight leaning back into Ash like she couldn't hold herself up anymore, like whatever he was doing to her had taken the strength from her legs.

Then Ash's hand slid slowly back out, fingers trailing back over her hip letting the dress drop back down, his hand back to safe territory on the outside of her dress where anyone could see and it was just dancing, just two people moving together in the heat and the noise.

Except it wasn't just dancing. Everyone on this floor knew it. Tony knew it. Geri knew it. And Ash, grinning slightly as he pulled Geri tighter against him, definitely fucking knew it.

Geri turned her head, looking back over her shoulder at Ash. Her lipstick was smudged slightly, her eyes dark and unfocused, her chest still heaving. She said something Tony couldn't hear. Ash nodded. His hand came up, fingers threading into her hair near the base of her skull.

Not rough. Just firm. Possessive. Holding her there.

Then his mouth moved to her neck. Light kisses against one of her most sensitive points, then his tongue, teasing circles under her jawline.

Geri's eyes fluttered closed. Her hand came up, fingers curling into Ash's hair, not pushing him away, pulling him closer, encouraging his mouth.

And then Ash looked up - straight to Tony.

Their eyes met across the dancefloor. Ten feet. Maybe less. Close enough that there was no mistaking it, no pretending Ash hadn't seen him, hadn't known he was there the entire time, watching.

Ash's mouth stayed locked on Geri's neck. His hand stayed in her hair. His eyes stayed on Tony's face.

The look wasn't hostile. Wasn't mocking, not exactly. Just calm. Certain. Knowing.

I'm touching your wife. I had my hand under her dress. I made her gasp. I made her grind against me. And you stood there and watched and did nothing.

Tony couldn't look away. His cock pulsed hard enough to make him light-headed, shame and heat flooding through him in waves he couldn't separate. Ash held his gaze for three seconds, maybe four, then his eyes dropped, deliberately, obviously, down to the bulge in Tony's jeans.

Saw it. Registered it. Understood exactly what it meant.

When Ash's gaze came back to Tony's face, the corner of his mouth lifted. Just slightly. Just enough.

Then he went back to Geri's neck, mouth working harder now, sucking deep, and Geri moaned, properly moaned, her body arching, her fingers tightening in Ash's hair, and Tony stood there hard and humiliated and unable to move whilst another man marked his wife and looked him in the eye whilst doing it.

Ash's mouth stayed locked on her neck for five seconds. Ten. Fifteen. When he finally pulled back, the marking was there. High on her neck, just below her ear, dark even in the low light. A bruise already forming. Red and purple and unmistakable.

A love bite. The kind teenage boys gave to girls behind the bike sheds, the kind that announced ownership and conquest and look what I did. Except Geri wasn't a teenager, she was thirty-two and married, and the mark on her neck was visible to everyone on this dancefloor, everyone in this bar, everyone who would see her tomorrow morning at the shops or on the Tube or walking down Kentish Town Road.

Tony's cock pulsed hard enough to make him light-headed, shame and heat flooding through him in waves he couldn't separate.

I'm hard. Watching this. Watching him mark her. Touch her. Make her moan. I'm so fucking hard I can't think.

Geri touched the spot. Fingertips to her neck, feeling the heat of it, the tenderness. Then she finally looked at Tony across the dancefloor. Through the bodies and the coloured lights and the pulsing bass. Her gaze found his and held.

She didn't look sorry. Didn't look guilty or ashamed or any of the things Tony expected. She looked flushed and bright-eyed and awake, more present in her own body than Tony had seen her in a year.

She looked alive.

Her gaze dropped. Just for a second. Down to the obvious bulge in his jeans, the outline of his erection visible even in the dim light, even from this distance.

She saw it and knew exactly what it meant. That he'd watched Ash put his hand under her dress, watched him touch her, watched the love bite appear, watched her allow it, encourage it, moan for it, and his body had responded with arousal so immediate and total it couldn't be hidden.

When her eyes came back to his face, something shifted in her expression. She'd worked it out. What it meant that he was standing here hard whilst another man fingered his wife through her knickers and marked her neck. And she wasn't surprised. Not even a little.

She knew what he was now. What he'd always been, maybe, underneath the flowers and the anniversary dinners and the careful pretending.

Tony couldn't look away. His chest was too tight, his cock a rigid ache in his jeans, and Geri's eyes on him were knowing and certain and utterly without pity.

Geri's hand left her neck. Dropped back to Ash's arm. She turned back into him, pressed closer, resumed dancing like the last two minutes hadn't just rewritten their entire marriage.

Ash's hand tightened on her hips. Pulled her against him. His mouth found her ear again, saying something that made her laugh, the sound swallowed by the music but visible in the way her shoulders shook, her head tipping back.

They kept dancing. Closer now, if that was possible. Geri's arse pressed back against Ash's groin, grinding slightly with the rhythm, no pretence left that this was anything but sexual. Ash's hand slid lower, fingers squeezing the cheeks of her arse, his grip possessive and certain and utterly comfortable with his right to touch her like this.

How long had they been dancing? Twenty minutes? Thirty? Tony had lost track. Songs bled into each other, the bass a constant pulse, the lights endlessly circling. Time had gone elastic, stretching and compressing in ways he couldn't track.

People moved around him. Came and went. Dancing, drinking, laughing. A girl bumped into him, apologised, disappeared back into the crowd. A bloke asked if he was alright, mate, you look a bit... Tony said he was fine, just warm, and the bloke nodded and moved on.

Nobody else cared. Nobody else saw. Just another Friday night at Electric Social. Just another couple getting close on the dancefloor.

Geri pulled back from Ash and gestured toward the toilets. Then she moved through the crowd toward Tony. Not deliberately toward him, just the route happened to pass close. The coloured lights caught her face as she approached. Flushed and bright-eyed, properly beautiful in a way that made Tony's chest hurt. The love bite vivid against her skin, dark and fresh and impossible to miss.

She stopped next to him and leaned close so he could hear over the music. The smell of her hit him immediately. Perfume, yes, but underneath: sweat, warmth, something else. Ash's aftershave, probably. The heat of another body.


six
Sent Home


"We should probably get going."

The words barely made it past his throat. Had to say it again, leaning in closer, right up to her ear. Ash's aftershave in her hair.

"It's getting late. And it's... you know. Our anniversary."

The words felt stupid as they left his lips. Our anniversary. They could go home, go to bed, maybe she'd let him touch her, maybe she'd suck him? Except she wouldn't, and being honest to himself for the first time tonight, he'd known that before they'd even left the flat tonight.

Geri pulled back, and he couldn't read her face. The lights shifted red, blue, shadow, and her eyes gave him nothing.

He wanted her to come home. Wanted to walk back together through the cold January streets, pretend tonight had been normal. Salvageable.

Except, as he was being totally honest finally; he also wanted her to stay. Wanted to watch how far she'd go, how far she'd let Ash go, and the wanting made him sick, and the sick feeling made him harder, and he couldn't untangle which was which anymore.

Ryan's voice bounced in his skull: Sue fucks half the office. Her husband Dave knows. Gets off on it.

Tony's throat was sandpaper. His jeans were tight. The two things weren't unrelated and he fucking knew it.

"I'm going to stay a bit longer."

She'd decided already. Maybe when she'd made that call at Café Nero whilst Tony stood outside like a mug, waiting, not knowing what she was setting up, what she'd already agreed to.

"I could stay and wait, if you want to dance a bit more. I don't mind."

He heard himself. Eager and fucking desperate. Pathetic really. He heard it, hated it, couldn't stop it, and she'd heard it too because her face did something, just for a second, before going blank again.

"No, you should go home, Tony."

She wasn't looking at him. Her gaze had already drifted back, past his shoulder, toward the dancefloor. Ash somewhere in the crowd. She'd said his name like she was talking to a child she needed to send to bed.

"When will you-"

"Later. I'll get a cab. It's fine."

Later. The word sat in his chest like a stone. How much later? An hour? Two? Three? Would she come home at all, or would she text him saying she'd crashed at a mate's, and he'd lie there knowing she hadn't, knowing exactly where she was, knowing what she was doing, knowing Ash was inside her, knowing she was coming for him in a way she'd never come for Tony?

Part of him screamed to tell her they were leaving together, right now, because she was his wife, because the whole night had gone to shit and he needed her to come home with him before it went any further.

That voice lost the internal battle.

Geri touched his arm. Brief. "Go home. Get some sleep. I'll see you in a bit."

She kissed his cheek, then she pulled back, her eyes met his for half a second, if that. She wasn't sorry. Wasn't apologising, wasn't explaining. Just done. Done with him, done with the conversation, done with five years of pretending she wanted him the way she wanted this, wanted Ash, wanted someone who could actually fuck her properly. Someone whose cock she'd actually feel.

The love bite was right there on her neck. Dark and fresh, wearing it proudly like a medal. She obviously didn't care if Tony saw, didn't care what he thought, didn't care about anything except getting back to whatever was waiting for her on the dance floor.

"See you later, Tony."

She turned and walked back without looking back, just disappeared into the crowd, into the noise, into the heat. Back to Ash. Back to the dancefloor and his hands and his mouth and whatever else he was going to do to her tonight whilst Tony went home alone.


seven
The Wait


Tony looked up at his own window. Second floor, blackout curtains still shut the way they'd left them hours ago. The flat would feel empty with just him up there, unless she'd changed her mind. Unless she was in a cab now, heading back, texting him sorry, telling him she was coming home.

His phone stayed silent in his pocket.

The walk from Electric Social had taken ten minutes, maybe fifteen. Long enough for the cold to bite through his shirt and make his breath fog white under the streetlights, long enough for his hands to go numb in his pockets and his jaw to ache from clenching. Kentish Town Road at midnight: late buses grinding past, the 24-hour chicken shop still open, three lads outside the station smoking, laughing at something on a phone. Normal Friday night. Everyone else's Friday night continuing like nothing had changed.

Tony's Friday night had ended an hour ago on a dance floor he wasn't allowed onto.

Go home, Tony.

Geri's voice in his ear, her hand on his arm. Not cruel. Almost gentle, which was worse somehow. The gentleness. The pity underneath it.

I'll be back later. Don't wait up.

Then she'd walked away. Back to Ash. Back to the lights and the music and the man whose hands had been on her hips, whose mouth had left that mark on her neck, whose cock was probably-

Tony pushed through the entrance door, and the hallway smelled like bleach and bin bags, same as always, the same smell that had been there when they'd left hours ago except now it felt different, sharper, like even the building knew what had happened. The strip lighting buzzed on the first-floor landing, one bulb flickering the way it always did. His footsteps echoed off the concrete, too loud, announcing his return to nobody. Second floor. Flat 7. Key in the lock, twist, push.

He didn't turn on the light, didn't want to see it all lit up: the living room with its rented furniture, the kitchen counter, those flowers still in their vase probably wilting by now, petals dropping onto the worktop like tiny accusations. Five years. He'd bought the good flowers, made the reservation, ironed the shirt she liked. Thought tonight might fix things.

Christ, he was an idiot.

He walked through the hallway into the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed. Took off his shoes, then his socks. His shirt was damp under the arms and at the back. Cold sweat. He should change, should get undressed properly, get into bed like a normal person. He lay back fully dressed instead, jeans pulling tight across his groin, shirt still tucked in, too exhausted to care. The mattress sagged in the middle the way it always did. They'd been meaning to replace it for a year.

His phone was already in his hand, screen glowing blue-white in the dark. He unlocked it, thumbs moving before he'd quite decided to.

TONY: Let me know when you're coming back. Just want to know you're safe. x

The message sat there. Delivered - Not read. He locked the phone, laid it on his chest. Cold and solid, the weight of it pressing against his ribs like an accusation.

The ceiling was invisible above him, just darkness and the faint orange glow that leaked through the curtains from the streetlight outside, shifting when cars passed. Upstairs, someone walked across their floor, footsteps creaking, a door closing. The radiator ticked in the corner. The building settling around him, small noises, other people's lives continuing whilst his was-

She'd have seen it by now, wouldn't she? The message would be on her screen, waiting, and she'd looked at it and decided not to reply. Because she was busy. Because Ash's hands were on her hips, or under her dress, or threading through her hair pulling her close. Because she couldn't text back with his tongue in her mouth, with him telling her how fucking beautiful she was, with his cock-

Or maybe they weren't even at the bar anymore.

Tony's hand slid down to his groin. Christ, he was still hard. Had been hard since the dance floor, since before that even, since Ash's hand had landed flat on Geri's back at the bar. Hours now. Aching. The denim pulled tight, uncomfortable, the zip digging in. He could feel the wetness in his boxers, sticky and cold where the pre-cum had soaked through.

He should do something about it. Should unzip, take himself in hand, finish it, get it over with. Except that would make it real somehow. That would be admitting what he was, what he was doing: lying here hard as steel thinking about his wife with another man, getting off on it like some kind of-

He left his hand where it was. Pressed against the bulge. Felt his cock pulse underneath, insistent, shameless, not caring what Tony's mind thought about it.

They'd be at Ash's flat by now. Tony could see it: Ash holding the door, Geri walking through, him closing it behind her. Alone together. The click of the lock. Maybe he'd offer her a drink first, wine or something, ease the transition, make it feel less like what it was.

Except Geri wouldn't need easing, would she? She'd already decided. Back at the bar, or before, at the restaurant when that business card had appeared, or maybe years ago when she'd realised Tony wasn't enough, would never be enough, not in the way her body needed. Not with a sub-five-inch cock that finished in two minutes and left her faking it, pretending, being kind.

Ash's flat would be nicer than this one. Properly nice. Estate agent money, commission on big sales, the kind of place with furniture that actually matched, artwork on the walls that wasn't from IKEA. Geri would look around, taking it in, comparing it to Flat 7 with its council-conversion boxiness and landlord magnolia and furniture they'd bought piece by piece when they could afford it. She'd see the difference. She'd know.

But she wouldn't look for long. Ash would be behind her, hands on her waist, mouth on her neck, right where he'd marked her at the bar. And she'd lean back into him, easy and natural, the way she used to lean into Tony five years ago before everything between them went quiet. Before she'd stopped wanting him.

Ash would turn her round. Kiss her properly. Not the careful married-couple kiss, not the peck before leaving for work. A real, hungry kiss, tongue down her throat stuff. His hands in her hair, on her arse, pulling her against him so she could feel how hard he was. And she'd make that sound, that little catch in her throat Tony used to make her make, except Ash would make her make it louder, needier, more desperate, because he knew what he was doing and Tony never had.

The phone buzzed against his chest.

Tony snatched it, heart slamming into his ribs, hands shaking enough he almost dropped it. Screen too bright in the darkness, making his eyes water. Message from Geri. Just her name at the top and those words underneath.

GERI: I'm fine. Don't wait up. x

That was it. Five words and a kiss. Tony stared at the message. Read it again. Again. The words didn't change.

Don't wait up.

An instruction, not a suggestion. Don't wait. Go to sleep. Pretend this isn't happening. Pretend she's not with another man right now.

Except Tony couldn't pretend, couldn't sleep. His body wouldn't let him.

He locked the phone. Laid it on the bedside table, screen still glowing, the message still there, waiting. The message that said everything and nothing.

She was with Ash. Right now. In his bed, probably. Or on his sofa. Or against his kitchen counter. Did it matter where? The where didn't matter. What mattered was: she was with him. She'd been with him for an hour already. Long enough for Ash to get her out of that dress, out of her underwear, onto her knees or onto her back or bent over his-

Tony's hand moved to his belt buckle. Stopped. His breathing had gone shallow, too fast.

He shouldn't. He knew he shouldn't. This was-

Belt undone, the metal buckle clinking in the silence, too loud. Zip down. Jeans open.

He didn't take them off. Didn't undress properly. Just opened them enough to get his cock out. Rock hard and leaking. Five inches on a good day. Average and unremarkable. The kind that had never produced a reaction worth remembering, never made a woman gasp, never made Geri scream his name.

His hand wrapped round himself. The skin hot, slick with pre-cum, sticky.

He closed his eyes, and the internal film started immediately, unstoppable.

Ash's flat: A king-size bed with a headboard that wasn't from IKEA, clean sheets, bedside lamps, the kind of adult bedroom that said the person living here had their shit together.

Geri standing in the middle of the room. The red dress still on. Ash behind her, taller, broader, hands on her hips. Mouth on her neck, right where that love bite was, darkening it, making it permanent, marking her. The zip sliding down her back, slow, deliberate, his fingers sure. The dress falling. Pooling at her feet.

Her body in the expensive underwear, the kind she didn't wear for Tony anymore, hadn't worn in months. The kind she'd put on tonight knowing, planning, wanting. The bra pushing her tits up, 34DD, heavy, the kind that made men look twice. The knickers barely there, black lace over her arse, the curve of it, the-

The bra coming off. Ash's hands reaching round, unhooking it one-handed, easy, practised, not fumbling like Tony always did. The straps sliding down her arms. Her tits falling free, heavy and natural, nipples hard. Ash's hands cupping them, thumbs circling her nipples, making her gasp. Geri's head tipping back against his shoulder, eyes closing, mouth opening. That sound. That little gasp Tony hadn't heard in years.

Ash undressing. Shirt unbuttoned, pulled off. Broader than Tony, properly built, the kind of shoulders that didn't need the gym, just were. Chest solid. Arms thick. The kind of body that made Tony look soft, weak, inadequate. Jeans undone. Pushed down. Boxers following.

His cock.

Tony's hand tightened on his own, his imagined comparison immediate and devastating.

Bigger, it had to be. Not five inches like Tony's, not average, not unremarkable. Seven inches, maybe eight, thick enough Geri's hand wouldn't close round it properly, thick enough she'd have to work for it, thick enough to stretch her, fill her, make her feel it everywhere. The kind of cock that made women want. The kind Tony didn't have.

Geri on her knees, and not because Ash had asked, not because she was doing him a favour. Voluntary. Eager. Mouth open, tongue out. Ash's cock sliding between her lips, thick and heavy, pushing deeper than she'd ever taken Tony. Gagging slightly but not stopping, wanting it, her hands on his thighs, his arse, pulling him deeper. The sounds she was making, muffled, wet, hungry, the sounds of a woman who wanted cock in her mouth, needed it. Spit running down her chin. Her eyes watering. Not stopping.

Tony's hand moved faster, grip tight, chasing the image.

Ash pulling her up, onto the bed. Her knickers gone… she was naked now, spread out on Ash's clean sheets, legs wide. Ash between them, cock in his hand, lining himself up. Geri's hands in the sheets, gripping, white-knuckled, waiting, wanting. Her cunt wet, ready, the way it never was for Tony anymore.

The first thrust.

Geri's back arching off the bed. Her mouth opening wide. The gasp, loud, desperate. The stretch. Christ, the stretch. Ash pushing inside, thick and deep, filling her properly, making her feel it everywhere, making her whole body respond.

"Fuck," fantasy-Geri gasped, the word punched out of her. "Fuck, you're so big."

Words she'd never said to Tony. Words Tony didn't know she could say.

Ash giving it to her. Pounding into her. The slap of skin on skin. The wet sounds, obscene, her cunt soaking, dripping. Her tits bouncing with each thrust. Sweat on her skin, on his, bodies slick. The smell of sex filling the room, thick, unmistakable.

Tony's hand was moving fast now, rhythm frantic, his hips lifting off the bed slightly, chasing the image, chasing the shame, chasing the-

"Fuck, I'm gonna come," fantasy-Geri gasped. "I'm gonna… oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm coming, I'm-"

Her cumming for real. Not faked to be kind. The kind of orgasm where her whole body locked up, went rigid, where she couldn't breathe, couldn't think. Where she screamed, loud and uncontrolled, screamed Ash's name, his name, not Tony's. Never Tony's again. Her cunt clenching round him, milking him, her legs shaking, toes curling. The kind of orgasm Tony had never given her. The kind she deserved. The kind she needed.

Tony cried as he cum, hard and fast and all over his hand and his stomach and his shirt. Thirty seconds, maybe forty. That's all it took. That's all it ever took. He lay there gasping, eyes open, staring at the ceiling whilst his cock pulsed and spilled and emptied itself across his skin, hot and sticky, the smell sharp.

The orange streetlight glow. The reality of the room. The silence, broken only by his ragged breathing.

His cock softening in his hand, still leaking. Cum cooling on his skin, going sticky and cold. Then the shame hit, crushing and immediate. His stomach turned. His chest went tight.

What the fuck had he just done?

He'd wanked, lying half dressed, while thinking about his wife being fucked by another man. And he'd cum, cum fucking hard! The most intense orgasm he'd had in months, maybe years. He'd got off on it… on the thought of another man's cock inside her. On the thought of her screaming someone else's name.

Jesus H. fucking Christ.

His stomach churned. He should feel sick. Should feel disgusted with himself. Should hate himself for this, for getting hard thinking about-

No… his cock pulsed, still sensitive, and the shame didn't kill the arousal. The shame was the arousal. They were the same thing, inseparable, feeding each other, making each other stronger.

Tony pushed himself up, swung his legs off the bed. Stood on shaky legs, jeans still open, hanging low on his hips. His shirt was ruined, cum-stained, evidence of what he was. He pulled it off, balled it up, dropped it on the floor. Found a handful of tissues from the bedside table and cleaned himself roughly, too rough, skin rubbing raw. His hand. His stomach. The mess he'd made of himself.

The tissues went in the bin, buried under other rubbish. The evidence disposed of like it hadn't happened, like he could pretend.

Except it had happened. And his cock was still half-hard, still interested, still wanting more. And the images were still running through his mind, wouldn't stop: Geri's face when Ash pushed inside her. The sounds she made. The way her body moved. The way she begged for it. The way she-

Stop. Stop thinking. Stop.

Tony collapsed back onto the bed, jeans still open, chest bare now. Exhausted but wired, his body buzzing, his mind refusing to shut off. It kept constructing new scenes, couldn't help itself.

The clock on his phone said 12:23am.

Tony lay there, cock hardening again, properly hard, like the orgasm had never happened. Like his body had decided shame was irrelevant and this was what it wanted, what it needed.

He didn't touch himself this time. Didn't trust himself. Just lay there, cock tenting his open jeans, pre-cum leaking again, sticky, and waited.

One o'clock came. The pubs emptying out on Kentish Town Road, voices carrying up from the street, a taxi honking, someone shouting something Tony couldn't make out. Friday night winding down for everyone else. For Tony it was still going, stuck on repeat, the film in his head refusing to stop.

Half one. The city quietening. Just occasional cars now, their headlights sweeping across the ceiling. The hum of the fridge in the kitchen, a low drone. The radiator ticking, ticking, marking time.

Two o'clock. The fox somewhere down the street, screaming that horrible sound they made, like a woman being murdered. Then silence again, heavy and waiting.

Tony drifted, not quite sleep, just absence. His mind blanking for minutes at a time, merciful, then snapping back with new images: Geri's mouth on Ash's cock, spit running down her chin, gagging. Ash's hands on her tits, squeezing, rough. Her legs wrapped round him, pulling him deeper. The rhythm. The sounds. The wet slap of skin. The smell. Over and over. His body wouldn't let him rest, kept him hard, kept him wanting, kept constructing the film he couldn't stop watching.

Half two. He checked his phone, had to know the time, had to know how long she'd been gone. No new messages. Battery at 34%, the red warning creeping in. The screen hurt his eyes in the dark, too bright.

She was still there. Still with Ash. Three hours now. Maybe more. What did you do for three hours? How many times could a man like Ash-

Tony's stomach clenched. His cock pulsed, answering the question his mind didn't want to ask.

The building was silent around him. Everyone else asleep. Normal people, living normal lives. Just Tony lying awake in the dark, hard and waiting and knowing exactly what was happening five streets away, or ten, or wherever Ash lived. Some nice flat. Some proper adult's bedroom with clean sheets and a headboard that didn't squeak. His wife in another man's bed. Her body under his. Her voice crying out his name.

And Tony here. Alone. Cum sticky cock still aching. Mind racing.

Waiting.

Three in the morning, maybe ten past, when he heard it; the scratch of the key finding the lock, metal on metal.

Every muscle in Tony's body went rigid. His eyes snapped open fully, though he hadn't realised they'd been closed. Heart slamming into his ribs, so hard he could feel it in his throat, in his ears, everywhere.

The front door opening. Quiet. Careful. Her footsteps in the hallway, heels on the wooden floor trying for quiet and not quite making it, the click-click-click announcing her return.

She'd come home! He realised even that surprised him, he'd been expecting the worst. Or hoping for it?

Tony didn't move. Lay exactly where he was: on his back, jeans still open, chest bare, right hand on his stomach. He closed his eyes most of the way, not quite shut, just slitted, lashes lowered. Pretending sleep. Pretending he hadn't been lying here awake for three hours thinking about her with another man, wanking to it, getting hard again, waiting.

The bedroom door slowly pushed open, and Geri's silhouette filled the doorway, backlit by the faint hallway light he must've left on without thinking. She stood there a moment, adjusting to the darkness, head tilted slightly like she was listening for his breathing, checking.

Then she started getting undressed, right there, not bothering to go to the bathroom first.

Tony watched through barely-open eyes, heart still hammering against his ribs. His cock was hard, tenting his open jeans, obvious and shameless. If she looked, she'd see. If she looked, she'd know. He didn't move. Didn't breathe properly.

The red dress. The one he liked. The one she'd worn for their anniversary, for him, except it hadn't been for him, had it? It had been for Ash. She pulled it over her head, movements slow, tired, her body moving like it had been used, fucked, satisfied. The dress came off and she dropped it onto the chair by the wardrobe.

She wasn't wearing a bra underneath.

Tony's breath caught. He forced it steady again, shallow and quiet.

Her bra. Where was her bra? She'd been wearing the black lace one when they'd left, he'd seen the straps under the dress earlier, seen the outline. But now-

Had she left it at Ash's flat?

The thought landed like a punch to the gut. Her underwear. The good underwear. In another man's bedroom. Forgotten in the rush, or left deliberately as Ash's souvenir, something to remember her by, her scent on it, the warmth of her body. Oh God.

The streetlight caught her body from the side, orange glow on pale skin.

Tony saw the love bite on her neck. High up near her ear, dark and obvious, visible even in the half-light. But there was another one now. Lower. On her collarbone. Ash had claimed her. Made sure everyone would see. Making sure Tony would see.

And lower still, on her inner thighs: dark marks. Small. Distinct.

Bruises.

Tony's vision narrowed, focused. The marks were finger-shaped, he could see the individual prints. High up on her thighs where the skin was soft. Where Ash had gripped her. Held her open. Held her legs apart whilst he pushed inside, whilst he fucked her, whilst he-

Geri moved across the room, unsteady slightly, her body moving like it hurt, like she was sore. She found a t-shirt from the drawer, one of hers, old and soft and worn, and pulled it on. It fell to mid-thigh, covering the bruises. She didn't put on knickers. Just the shirt. Nothing underneath.

She got into bed beside Tony, the mattress shifting under her weight, springs creaking. The duvet moved as she pulled it over herself. She settled onto her back, close but not touching. Maybe six inches of space between them, a gap that felt like miles.

Tony could smell her now.

Her perfume, the same one she'd worn when they'd left, but faded, almost gone, just a ghost of it. Overpowering that: sweat, the smell of exertion, of bodies moving together, of sex. And something else. Something male. Sharp. Musky. Aftershave, maybe, Ash's aftershave, but more than that, something deeper, more intimate.

Tony knew that smell. He'd smelled it on himself, in tissues, on his hand after he came. The smell of cum.

But this wasn't his. This was another man's cum on his wife's skin, in her hair, between her legs. She hadn't showered. Hadn't cleaned herself. She'd come home like this, marked and used and dripping, and she'd got into their bed, brought Ash into their bed, the smell of him, the evidence of what they'd done.

Tony's cock throbbed, hard and leaking, the wet patch in his boxers spreading.

The silence expanded between them, filled the room. Heavy and immediate, containing everything that had happened, everything unspoken and enormous.

Tony's breathing was too loud. He tried to keep it even, deep, the rhythm of sleep. Failed. It kept catching, shallow, too fast, giving him away.

She had to know he was awake. Had to!

A minute passed. Two. The streetlight made shifting patterns on the ceiling, orange and black. The radiator ticked. Somewhere outside, a car alarm went off, then stopped.

Then Geri's hand moved.

Across the bed. Across the sheet. Found Tony's hand where it rested on his stomach, right above where his cock was hard and obvious.

Her fingers slid between his and held him.

Tony's throat closed. His chest went so tight he couldn't breathe, couldn't get air. His fingers closed round hers without thinking, automatic, immediate, gripping hard enough his knuckles ached, hard enough to hurt.

His cock throbbed, pulsing with his heartbeat. If she looked, she had to see it. Had to feel the tension singing through him, the way his whole body had gone rigid, wound tight.

Her hand in his. Her body beside his, six inches away, smelling of Ash's sweat and Ash's aftershave and three hours in Ash's bed doing what Tony couldn't do, had never been able to do, would never be able to do.

She didn't pull away but didn't speak.

His eyes went hot, stinging. Was he going to cry? Jesus, don't cry, don't do that, don't

But his cock pulsed, hard and insistent and shameless, and her hand squeezed again, acknowledging it, acknowledging him, what he was, what his body was doing.

That squeeze said everything. She knew. She knew he was awake. She knew he was hard. She knew what it meant, that he'd been lying here thinking about her with Ash, that he'd wanked to it, that he'd got off on it. And she wasn't disgusted. Wasn't angry. She was just... acknowledging it. Accepting it. Telling him without words: we'll talk in the morning. When the light comes. When we have to say it all out loud.

She'd squeezed his hand, and that squeeze meant something, meant everything, and Tony didn't know what it meant except he did, he did, his body knew even if his mind couldn't admit it yet.

This was what keeping her meant.

This was the price. And his cock wanted to pay.
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What Tony Didn't See
The Ride North


GERI'S POV

The door of Electric Social closed behind them and the cold hit like a slap. January, damp pavement, orange streetlights bleeding into dark. Her coat wasn't enough. The red dress underneath, the bare legs, the heels - all wrong for the cold, but so right for what was about to happen.

Ash's hand settled on her lower back, warm through the fabric, steering her toward the kerb. Black cabs rolled past. He lifted his hand and one pulled over immediately, like the world rearranged itself around men like him.

The door opened. Ash gestured her in first and she climbed into the warm interior, slid across the leather. He followed, closing the door with a solid thunk.

The driver's voice came through the partition, gruff and disinterested. Ash gave an address in Gospel Oak, north, maybe ten minutes. The cab pulled away from the kerb. She glanced back through the rear window.

The street was empty. Tony wasn't there. He'd gone home like she'd told him to.

Her phone buzzed in her handbag at her feet. She didn't reach for it. Tony, obviously. Texting to ask when she'd be back, if she was safe, some careful question that didn't say what he actually wanted to know.

She'd answer later. Or maybe she wouldn't.

Ash's thigh pressed against hers in the narrow back seat, solid and warm, his heat bleeding through denim into her bare leg. His hand took hers, fingers lacing, and the ease of it, the rightness, felt like muscle memory for something they'd never done before.

She looked down at their joined hands. His fingers darker than hers, broader, swallowing her smaller hand whole. She should pull away, put distance between them, text Tony and say she was coming home, that it was over, that she was sorry.

Her hand stayed in his. Her thighs stayed closed around the wet heat between them.

Ash's thumb moved in slow circles on the inside of her wrist and heat shot straight to her cunt, immediate and undeniable. She clenched, still wet from hours of wanting this, hours of his hands on her back, his mouth on her neck, his body grinding against hers on the dancefloor while Tony watched.

Tony.

Home now, probably, in their flat, in their bed. Waiting, wondering, worrying maybe, though she suspected the worry was mixed with something else, something he wouldn't name even to himself.

She'd seen his face at the bar. Seen the look when Ash's hand had been on her back. Seen the bulge in his jeans when she'd glanced down, unmistakable even in the low light.

Tony had been hard watching another man touch her.

Maybe she should feel guilty. Should stop this, go home, salvage what was left of their anniversary. Instead her cunt clenched tighter, slicker, the wetness spreading. The guilt was there somewhere underneath, but her body didn't care, and neither, right now, did she.

Because if Tony was hard watching Ash touch her back, what would he feel knowing Ash was about to fuck her? Knowing she'd chosen this, sent Tony home, got in a cab with another man, was heading to his flat right now with her knickers soaked and her mind made up?

She'd needed this. All night - for fucking months! And now she was going to have it.

The cab turned onto a quieter street, residential, Victorian terraces giving way to converted warehouses. Gospel Oak. Close to Hampstead Heath, the posh bit.

Her phone buzzed again in her bag. She ignored it. Tony could wait. Tony would wait. That was what Tony did.

"You alright?" Ash's voice, low, close to her ear.

She nodded. Didn't trust her voice yet.

His hand released hers and slid to her thigh, just above the knee. The heat of his palm sank through the thin fabric. Her breath went shallow, her body responding before she'd decided to let it.

His fingers moved up her thigh, slow and deliberate, pushing the red dress higher. The fabric bunched, rode up, exposed more of her leg. She should stop him. They were in a cab. The driver was right there, partition half-open, probably watching in the rearview mirror.

She didn't stop him.

Her legs opened slightly. Automatic. Giving him access. An invitation she hadn't consciously decided to give.

His fingers reached the top of her thigh and traced the edge of her knickers. Black lace, her good set. The set she'd put on knowing, somewhere under all the pretending, that tonight might end exactly like this.

His fingers slid over the fabric and pressed against her cunt through the lace.

The fabric clung wet to her, unmistakable evidence of how much she wanted this. Her face burned. He could feel it, obviously, his fingers right there pressing into the wet lace, and there was no hiding how ready she was. The embarrassment spiked hot through her chest and died just as fast, drowned by the need pulsing between her legs.

Her hips lifted slightly, pressing into his hand. Greedy and shameless. Not caring about the driver, not caring about anything except the pressure of his fingers against her clit through the soaked fabric.

Tony never touched her like this. Never made her this wet from anticipation alone, never made her body respond like it had its own agenda, separate from her brain, not asking permission.

She'd been wet since the since Ash's mouth on her neck, the love bite, since she'd looked across the room and seen Tony watching with that look on his face.

Hard. Jealous. Pathetic.

Her cunt clenched tighter just picturing it - Tony watching, knowing, and still going home when she told him to. That submission, that weakness; it made her wetter. Made her spread her legs a fraction wider in the back of this cab. Tony was home now, alone, waiting for her to come back smelling of another man. And she was here, Ash's fingers on her cunt, getting ready to be fucked properly for the first time in five years.

His fingers moved in slow circles, rubbing her through the lace. She bit her lip against the sound trying to escape.

"Fucking hell." He sounded amused, rough. "You're soaking."

She couldn't deny it. Could barely breathe. "I know."

"Since when? Since the bar?"

"Since..." The word caught in her throat. "Since you gave me your business card."

His fingers pressed harder and she gasped.

"That long, and you sent your husband home anyway."

"Yes."

"Good girl."

Her cunt clenched. The praise hit somewhere deep, somewhere she hadn't known was waiting for it, and her gasp was loud in the close cab air, her head tipping back against the seat.

Tony had never called her that. Never made her want to be good for him, want to please him, want to obey. Ash's fingers circled her clit through the soaked lace and her thighs opened wider. Shameless. The driver could hear her breathing, probably, but she didn't care. Just another slut in the back on a Friday night.

She needed this. Needed his hands on her. Needed him inside her.

The pressure built fast, her body wound so tight from hours of wanting that it wouldn't take much. His fingers pressed harder, found the exact spot through the fabric. Her breathing went ragged.

He fucking stopped! Pulled his hand away completely and left her gasping, desperate, empty.

Her eyes snapped open. "What-"

The cab was slowing, pulling up outside a building. Ground floor conversion, huge windows, the kind of place that Tony would never dare risk buying.

The driver coughed.

Ash reached for his wallet, pulled out notes, passed a twenty through the partition. "Cheers, mate."

The driver took the money without a word. He'd seen this before, obviously. Woman desperate in the back seat, man taking her somewhere that wasn't home. Friday night in London.

Ash opened the door, cold air rushing in, and climbed out. He turned back, offered his hand.

She took it. Let him help her onto the pavement. Her legs were unsteady, and her knickers soaked through, the cold air hitting the wet heat and making her shiver.

The cab pulled away, red tail-lights disappearing down the street.

They were alone on the pavement. Just the two of them, the orange streetlight, and the certainty of what was about to happen.

Ash's hand settled on her lower back again, steering her toward the door. She followed without hesitation, without looking back.

One thought, clear and demanding: get inside, get his cock inside her.

Everything else - Tony, guilt, the morning after - could fucking wait.
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What Eight Inches Feels Like

GERI'S POV

Geri got maybe three seconds to take it all in: open-plan living space, clean lines, grown-up furniture, a man who had his shit together. Kitchen through an archway. Windows overlooking some courtyard.

Then Ash's hands found her waist, pulled her against him, and thinking stopped.

His mouth took hers. Proper kiss, deep and hungry, his tongue pushing past her lips with the kind of certainty Tony never had. No asking, no checking in. Just taking what he wanted because he knew she'd give it.

Geri kissed back, hands finding his chest, his shoulders. Solid muscle under his shirt. So much bigger than Tony. Broader, stronger. The comparison automatic, unwanted, undeniable.

Tony kissed carefully. Always had. Like he was afraid of being too much, too demanding, too male.

Ash kissed like he owned her mouth and knew she was desperate for it.

He walked her backward until her back hit the wall, then his hands slid up her sides, found her tits through the dress, squeezed hard.

Geri gasped into his mouth, arched into his touch. Her nipples had been hard since the bar and his hands on them sent heat straight to her cunt.

His knee pushed between her thighs, pressed up, and she ground against it without deciding to. Her hips moved automatically, desperate for friction, for pressure, for anything that would ease the ache.

Relief crashed through her. This. Finally this. Someone who knew what the fuck he was doing!

Her body responded before her brain caught up, before she could second-guess or manage or perform. Just pure response, pure need, pure physical relief at being touched by someone who didn't need instructions.

She wasn't performing. Wasn't managing Tony's feelings or worrying about whether she looked good or sounded right. Just responding, just taking what she needed.

The sheer physical relief of it made her dizzy.

Ash pulled back from the kiss. Both of them breathing hard. His eyes dark, pupils blown, looking at her like she was the best thing he'd seen all year.

"Bedroom. Now."

"Yes."

The word automatic. Obedient. Fucking eager.

His hand slid into her hair, gentle but controlling, holding her head still whilst he looked at her properly.

"You've been thinking about this all night, haven't you?"

"Yes. God, yes."

"About my cock inside you."

Her face burned. Saying it out loud made it real, made it something she couldn't take back.

"Yes."

His grin was wicked. "Good. Because I'm going to fuck you until you forget your husband's name."

Her cunt clenched hearing him say it. Fuck. Raw and dirty and exactly what she needed. Not making love, not sex. Fucking. Hard and deep and rough.

Ash's hand tightened in her hair and Geri's whole body responded to that demanding touch, compliant, waiting for him to do exactly what he'd promised.

He released her, took her hand, led her through the living space toward a door at the back. The bedroom, she could see through the half open door, bed visible, large with dark grey sheets, bedside lamps casting warm light.

He'd prepared. Known he'd be bringing a woman home tonight. That should have bothered her. Didn't. Just made her wetter.

Geri followed, heartbeat racing, dress riding up her thighs with each step. They crossed the threshold and Ash turned to face her.

He didn't immediately undress her. Made her wait. Made her stand there whilst he looked at her properly, his eyes moving over her body, assessing, appreciating, hunger visible on his face.

"Turn around."

She obeyed. Turned slowly, feeling his gaze on her back, her arse, her legs.

His hands found the zip at the back of the dress. Slid it down slowly, deliberately, fingers brushing her spine. The dress loosened and fell forward off her shoulders.

Geri held it to her for a moment - a last vestige of modesty, a last chance to stop this. No.

She let it drop, and the red fabric pooled at her feet, dark red against the wooden floor. She stood in just her black lace bra and knickers, heels still on, more exposed than she'd been in years. Eyes that weren't her husbands on her.

Ash's hands on her bare shoulders, warm and certain, turning her back to face him.

His eyes moved over her body. Her tits straining against the lace, her stomach, her hips, the black fabric barely covering her cunt.

"Fucking beautiful."

Vulnerable and powerful at once. Exposed, but he was looking at her like she was the most incredible thing he'd ever seen.

Desired. Wanted. Tony used to look at her like this. Five years ago, when they'd first got together, before familiarity dulled it, before routine made her body something known rather than something to be explored and claimed.

Ash was looking at her like he couldn't quite believe his luck. He unbuttoned his shirt. Pulled it off, dropped it. His chest bare, broad, solid, smooth dark skin, the geometric tattoo across his left shoulder and upper arm.

Geri's hands moved without conscious decision, reaching out, palms on his chest, feeling the heat, the muscle underneath.

He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his jeans. Pushed them down along with his boxers in one smooth motion.

His cock sprung free and Geri's breath stopped.

Fuck.

He was hard. But it was so thick and long, curving slightly upward, almost black as coal. The head already glistening with pre-cum.

Eight inches. Hard to judge when her brain had short-circuited to: big, so fucking big.

Her stomach dropped, that physical lurch of want mixed with brief anxiety: can I take that? Will it even fit?

Her cunt answered immediately, clenching, aching: yes. You're going to.

Tony's small and average cock was functional, but never impressive, never something she'd stared at with this mix of hunger and nerves.

This was different.

I need that inside me. Now.

"You alright?" Ash's voice, watching her stare.

"You're... fuck."

She couldn't look away. Couldn't process the size of it.

"Too much? Never had one this big?"

She shook her head. "No."

He stepped closer, his cock brushing her stomach, hot and hard and impossible to ignore.

"You will tonight."

God, Tony's cock fit in her hand comfortably, completely. This wouldn't. This would stretch her hand, stretch her cunt, stretch everything. And she wanted that desperately. Wanted to feel what it was like to be filled properly, fucked by a man built for it.

Her thighs pressed together and she felt the slickness there, her body already preparing itself, opening.

Ash's hands went to her bra clasp, unhooked it one-handed with the skill of a player. The bra fell away. Her tits bare, heavy, nipples hard. His hands cupped them immediately, thumbs circling her nipples, and she gasped.

Her knickers next. His fingers hooked into the waistband, slid them down her thighs, down her legs, off completely.

She stepped out of them, kicked off her heels, and finally stood fully unwrapped before him.

He was still looking at her like she was the best thing he'd seen all year.

His rough hand on her lower back, guided her to the bed.

Geri sat on the edge, then lay back when he pressed her shoulder down gently. She kept her legs together initially, knees touching, some instinctive modesty left even now.

But Ash's hands found her knees, pressing them apart, and she let him. Opened for him. Anything for this man.

His eyes on her cunt, devouring her.

"Christ. Look at you. So fucking wet."

His hand moved between her legs, fingers sliding through her wetness. No preamble, no teasing, just immediate contact.

One finger pushed inside her easily. She was so wet there was no resistance. Then two, stretching her slightly, curling, finding the spot inside that made her back arch off the bed.

Geri gasped, her hips lifting automatically giving him easier access, and immediately his thumb found her clit, circled it whilst his fingers worked inside her.

Relief. Pure physical relief at being touched properly, finally, after hours of building need. His fingers felt different. Longer, thicker, more confident than Tony's ever had.

He wasn't asking if this felt good. He knew it did. Was reading her body's responses, adjusting his pressure, his rhythm, without needing her to tell him what to do. His fingers were certain, relentless, pushing her toward something she could feel building faster than she was used to.

Her body responding to the confidence of his touch, the certainty that he knew what the fuck he was doing. Her orgasm approaching already - she could feel the heat building. Her body wound so tight from hours of wanting that it wouldn't take much.

I'm going to come. Already. Just from his fingers.

"You're so fucking wet. Have you been like this all night?"

His fingers never stopped moving inside her.

"Yes." Her voice breathless, hips moving against his hand.

"Since I put my hands on you."

"Yes."

His fingers curled inside her, hitting that spot, his thumb pressing harder on her clit.

"Your husband know you came here this wet for me?"

"He... he knows I probably left with you."

"That's not what I asked."

His thumb pressed harder. The pressure building, building.

"He knows. I think he knows."

"Good. I want him to know. Want him to know I'm about to fuck his wife properly."

She thought about Tony home alone, hard and waiting, probably imagining exactly what was happening and not able to do a thing about it… and she came - so - fucking - hard.

Thighs clamping around his hand, back arching off the bed. She couldn't breathe, couldn't think. Just pure sensation, pure release, the kind she'd been faking for years and had forgotten was actually real. It rolled through her in waves, pulsing, her cunt clenching around his fingers.

Ash kept moving them, kept the pressure on her clit, drawing it out, making it last until she was gasping and shaking. Shaking her head pleading for him to stop already.

Ash withdrew his fingers. They were slick with her, glistening in the lamplight, and he brought them to his mouth, sucked them clean whilst looking at her.

Filthy and deliberate and it made her cunt clench again even though she'd just come.

She hoped he wasn't done with her.

"Sit up."

Geri pushed herself up on shaky arms, sat on the edge of the bed.

His cock right there, inches from her face, thick and intimidating and exactly what she wanted.

"You know what I want."

Oh fuck she did. She might have needed it more than him. So she reached for him, wrapped her hand around his cock. The weight of it in her hand. Hot, heavy, real enough to make her cunt pulse with want.

She leaned forward, tongue out, licked the head. Salt, musk, the slick taste of pre-cum.

She needed to impress him - so opened her mouth, took him in. Her jaw stretched wider than it ever had for Tony, wider than she'd thought it could. The head pushed past her lips, heavy on her tongue.

She took him deeper, inch by inch, feeling him fill her mouth, and she could hear Ash grunt his approval, which added to the fire in her belly.

Tony fit completely. This didn't. Now way it could, it was far too big.

Her throat closed when he hit the back of it, gagging reflex triggering.

Embarrassment mixing with determination: I want to do this properly, want to take him deeper.

Tears pricked her eyes from the stretch, the gag, the effort. Her hands on his thighs, steadying herself, nails digging in slightly.

She could only take about two thirds before gagging.

More!

She tried again, deeper, making herself take more, saliva now dripping from her lips, messy and undignified and she didn't care. This wasn't the careful, quiet blowjobs with Tony where she'd worried about every bit of mess. No the sounds she was making: glugging wet, obscene, were nothing like the polite silence she'd maintained with her husband.

Her other hand moved to cup and massage his balls. Heavy, full, so much bigger than Tony's. Full of cum…

Ash's hand came to her hair, threaded through, and tightened, as he started moving his hips, shallow thrusts, fucking her mouth.

"Relax your throat. Let me in."

Geri tried, breathing through her nose, opening for him. He pushed deeper, hit the back of her throat properly, making her gag, eyes watering, but didn't pull away.

He held there for a beat, then withdrew slightly.

"Good girl. Again."

The cycle repeated: thrust, gag, hold, withdraw. Her jaw aching, throat raw, saliva everywhere, dripping down her chin.

And she was getting wetter from this treatment. Her cunt was actually throbbing now. The submission of it turning her on more than she'd thought possible.

Pride when he called her good girl. Pathetic and real and undeniable. Her body responding to the praise, wanting more, wanting to please him in a way she'd never wanted to please Tony.

Tony never did this. Never took control. Never made her feel used in the good way, the way that made her cunt clench and her nipples ache and her brain go quiet.

I like this. Being told what to do. Being used. I fucking like it.

Her hand moved to her own cunt, fingers finding her clit, rubbing whilst he fucked her mouth.

Mouth full, hand working herself, building toward another orgasm already.

"Look at you. Fucking beautiful. Mouth full of cock and you're touching yourself."

Geri moaned around him, couldn't answer, didn't need to.

"You've wanted this all night, haven't you? Wanted to be on your knees for me."

She nodded, or tried to, his cock in her throat limiting movement.

"Your husband ever make you do this?"

She shook her head slightly. Never like this. Never with this confidence, this dominance, this certainty that she'd take it and love it.

"No. I bet he asked nicely. I bet he treated you like you might break."

He thrust deeper as his words rang true.

"You're not going to break."

Her throat burned, her jaw ached, tears ran down her face mixing with saliva, and her cunt was so wet she could feel it dripping onto her thighs.

This was fucking filthy. Degrading. But exactly what she had never guessed she needed.

Ash's cock filled her mouth, thick and heavy and making her gag every thrust, and she took it, wanted it, her own fingers working her clit frantically whilst he used her mouth like she was made for it.

Tony had never done this. Had never taken from her like this. Had never made her feel like she was built for cock, made to be fucked, made to please.

Good girl, he'd said. And she was. She was his good girl. For tonight. For as long as he wanted her.

Ash pulled out of her mouth suddenly, his cock slick with her spit, stringing from her lips, and Geri gasped for air, chest heaving.

He was smiling down at her.

"Not going to come in your mouth. Not the first time. I want to be inside you properly when I come."

He positioned her on the bed like a rag doll. Almost threw her onto her back, legs spread, knees bent.

Knelt between her thighs, his cock in his hand, stroking it as he lined himself up, the head pressing against her entrance.

Looked at her face. "Ready?"

Geri nodded. Too nervous and too desperate and too fucking turned on to trust her voice.

He pushed in.

Just the head, and her body resisted immediately. Not used to anything this thick, this insistent. Her breath caught sharp. Didn't hurt exactly, just felt… intense. Pressure and stretch and a fullness that was already more than Tony ever managed, and he wasn't even properly inside yet.

Her hands gripped the sheets, desperate to have this cock inside her.

"Breathe." Ash's voice steady, holding still, letting her adjust.

She breathed. Forced her body to relax, to open.

He pushed deeper. Another inch. Then another.

Geri's mouth opened in a silent gasp, back arching slightly.

The stretch increasing. Her cunt opening for him, taking him, accommodating what Tony had never given her. Places inside her that had never been touched, suddenly full, pressed, claimed - nerves exploding into life.

He was only halfway in, and she already felt like she couldn't take more.

"More." The word gasped, desperate. "Please. More."

He obliged. Pushing deeper, steady and relentless.

Six inches. Seven… then he bottomed out inside her, his hips flush against hers, fully seated.

Geri's eyes rolled back, breath punched out of her.

She'd never been this full. Never felt anything this deep.

Her cunt stretched around him, throbbing, adjusting, accepting what it had been built yet never had to give. It was an overwhelming sensation; she couldn’t separate pleasure from pressure from the sheer intensity of being this completely filled.

Tony's five inches never made me feel like I was going to split open and love every second of it. This is what I've been missing.

Tony started thrusting: too much, too big, I can't.

Her cunt overriding her brain immediately: yes you can. Take it. Take all of it.

Her body started moving back against him, hips rocking slightly, testing, adjusting. The pain-pleasure threshold blurring, becoming just sensation, overwhelming and perfect.

Ash pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, and Geri gasped at the loss, felt empty even though he was still inside her.

He pushed back in, one long smooth stroke, claiming her again, and she cried out, loud, uncontrolled, the sound punched out of her.

He did it again. And again. Finding his rhythm. Deep steady thrusts, powerful enough to move her whole body up the bed.

The bed creaking underneath them. Her tits bouncing with each thrust.

Hands finding his back, nails digging in, holding on.

The stretch starting to feel good, really good, her body adjusting and wanting more, always more. Each thrust hitting deep, hitting places that made her vision blur.

Her cunt clenching around him, gripping, trying to pull him deeper even though there was no deeper to go.

Wetness everywhere, slick sounds filling the room, obscene and perfect, the stink of sex and her pussy filling the air.

Her breathing ragged, broken gasps and moans she couldn't control.

"How does it feel?"

"Big. So fucking big."

"You're taking it though. Taking all of it."

"Yes. God, yes."

He thrust harder now, making her cry out.

"Your husband's cock ever feel like this?"

Direct question. Brutal. Exactly what she didn't want to answer and exactly what her body was screaming.

"No. Never."

"Say it properly. Tell me."

Tears in her eyes, from the sensations going through her.

"He's never... Tony's never felt like this. Never this deep. Never this good."

"Good girl. That's what I wanted to hear."

And her cunt clenched hearing it, the praise, the acknowledgment, the truth spoken out loud: Tony had never made her feel like this, had never filled her like this, had never been enough.

She couldn't think. Could barely breathe. Just sensation, just fullness, just his cock driving into her over and over, hitting places she didn't know existed, stretching her, claiming her, making her body his in a way Tony never could.

She realised the sounds of screaming was her own, but she couldn't stop.

Her voice raw, his name mixed with curses mixed with pleas: harder, don't stop, please, fuck, more, always more, never stop.

The rhythm changed, faster, harder, less controlled.

Ash's hands on her hips, bruising grip, holding her in place whilst he pounded into her.

The orgasm building, unmistakable, different from anything with Tony, different from anything she'd ever felt.

Just inevitable, approaching like a wave she couldn't stop. Her body tightening, thighs clamping around Ash's hips, back arching off the bed.

"I'm going to... oh fuck, I'm going to come."

Ash didn't slow down, sped up, angle changing slightly, hitting that spot dead-on.

"Come on my cock. Let me feel it."

And she did. It hit like a freight train, sudden and total, obliterating.

Her cunt clenched around him rhythmically, pulsing, gripping, trying to milk him. Her body rigid, locked up, unable to move or think or do anything but feel.

Vision whited out, actual stars behind her eyelids.

Sound left her throat, primal, animal, nothing like the careful controlled sounds she'd made with Tony, nothing like the fake pleasure moans she'd perfected over five years of disappointing sex.

Wave after wave, lasting longer than any orgasm she'd had before, maybe longer than all of them combined.

Ash still moving inside her, fucking her through it, drawing it out, making it last until she thought she'd die from it.

Her nails raked down his back, probably drawing blood, couldn't control it, didn't care.

The intensity so much she tried to twist away, too much, overwhelming, too good.

Ash held her hips down, kept her in place. "Stay. Take it."

And she did. Rode it out. Let it consume her, let it remake her, let it show her what her body had been capable of all along if only she'd had the right cock inside her.

Thought dissolved completely. Just pure sensation, pure pleasure, pure recognition.

Brief moment of clarity through it: this is what it's supposed to feel like.

Never with Tony. Never. Not once. This is what I've been missing for five years.

Grief and relief mixed, indistinguishable. Grief for all the sex that didn't satisfy her, relief that she knew now, that she was getting it now, that she'd never have to go back to pretending Tony was enough.

The orgasm finally crested, faded, left her shaking and breathless and more satisfied than she'd ever been in her life.

And Ash was still inside her. Still hard. Still pumping.

Her body hypersensitive now, every thrust almost too much. But good. Still good. She wanted him to keep going, wanted to feel this forever.

Her hands slid from his back to the sheets, gripping, holding on whilst he fucked her through the aftershocks.

Words spilled out of her, desperate, begging. "Don't stop. Please don't fucking stop."

Recognition that he wasn't close yet, he was going to keep fucking her, for how long?

The knowledge made her cunt clench again, already building toward something else, something impossible.

"That's one."

"What?"

"One orgasm. You're going to give me more than that."

"I can't. I can't come again that fast."

"You will. Your body can't help itself."

She believed him. Because he was still inside her and she could already feel it building again, impossible but real, her body responding to him in ways it never had to Tony.

She'd come. Really come. From penetration. From his cock alone, no fingers, no tongue, just him filling her and fucking her properly.

It had never happened before. Never. Tony tried, sometimes, to make her come from just penetration, and she'd faked it to spare his feelings and felt guilty after and thought maybe her body just didn't work that way.

But her body worked fine. It just needed the right cock. Needed eight inches instead of five. Needed someone who knew what the fuck they were doing, who had the stamina to actually make it happen.

Needed Ash.

And he was still going.

Time became elastic, hard to track.

Twenty minutes in? Thirty? She'd lost count, lost the ability to track anything except the rhythm of his cock, the stretch, the fullness, the building pleasure.

Ash changed position. Pulled out, Geri gasping at the loss, her cunt clenching on nothing, and he flipped her over onto her stomach.

His hands on her hips, lifting. "On your knees. Arse up."

She complied, shaky, getting into position without thinking, without questioning.

Face down in the pillows, arse in the air, exposed and vulnerable and so fucking wet.

His hands spread her cheeks, looking at her, and the knowledge that he could see everything, see how wet she was, see her cunt stretched and ready for him, made her throb with need.

Then his cock pushed back inside, different angle, deeper somehow, hitting places that made her see stars.

Geri's muffled cry into the pillow.

He started fucking her again, harder this time, the position letting him go deeper, use more force.

His hands on her hips, pulling her back onto him with each thrust, using her.

The sound of skin slapping skin, loud, rhythmic, obscene. The smell of sex thick in the air, sweat and pussy and the musk of his cock.

Geri's second orgasm building already, faster this time, her body learning the rhythm, learning what it could do with the right man.

She was losing track of time, didn't know how long he'd been inside her, didn't care.

Her body responding automatically now, no thought required, just pure animal response.

Just sensation, just the rhythm, just his cock claiming her over and over.

He was still not close, still controlled, still steady, still hard.

Tony would've finished ten times by now. Would've apologised and rolled over and fallen asleep, leaving her wet and unsatisfied and staring at the ceiling.

Her own orgasms coming easier now, body learning the rhythm, learning how to take pleasure from this, from being fucked properly.

The second one hit whilst he was pounding into her from behind, less intense than the first but still real, still good, her cunt clenching and pulsing around him.

Not stopping, just absorbing it, letting it roll through her whilst he kept moving, kept fucking her like she was made for it.

After she came the second time, Ash pulled her up, back against his chest.

Still on her knees, him kneeling behind her, cock still inside, still hard, still claiming her.

His arm across her chest, holding her upright, hand cupping her tit, squeezing.

Other hand moving to her clit, rubbing whilst he fucked up into her.

This angle different again, hitting her g-spot directly, precisely, relentlessly.

Geri's hands reached back, found his hips, his arse, holding on, needing the anchor.

The third orgasm approaching, inevitable, her body responding to the dual stimulation, to being completely controlled and completely filled.

Her eyes found the bedside clock. 1:05am.

They'd started at 12:25.

Forty minutes.

Jesus Christ. Forty minutes of his cock inside her and he still hadn't come.

Tony's record was three minutes. Five if he was really trying, if she'd begged him to hold on, if she'd done everything right and made all the right noises and pretended it was enough.

And this man had been fucking her for forty minutes like it was nothing, like he could go all night, like her pleasure was something he could deliver over and over without even breaking a sweat.

Her brain could barely process it. Forty minutes of being filled, fucked, used, claimed, and he was still hard, still moving, still completely in control whilst she'd come three times and lost count of positions and couldn't remember her own fucking name.

This wasn't normal. This wasn't what she'd thought sex was. This was something else entirely.

This was what her body had been screaming for and never getting.

She'd thought Tony's stamina was normal, that all men finished fast, that two minutes was just how it worked, that her dissatisfaction was just part of being a wife.

She'd been so fucking wrong.

And now she knew. Now she'd had this. How was she supposed to go back?

Ash finally close. His rhythm getting less controlled, more erratic. Breathing harder. Grip tightening on her hip, her tit.

"I'm going to come. Where do you want it?"

Geri answered without thinking. "Inside. Come inside me."

Brief moment where she registered what she'd said, the risk, the intimacy, the transgression. But she was on the pill, had been for years. It was fine.

And she wanted it. Wanted to feel him come inside her, wanted his cum filling her, wanted to go home to Tony with it leaking out of her.

Ash didn't question it. "Fuck yes."

His thrusts got harder, faster, chasing it now, taking what he needed.

Geri bent forward again, face in the pillows, arse up, taking it, giving herself over to it completely.

His hands on her hips, bruising grip, pulling her back onto him with brutal force.

Final few thrusts, deep, powerful, holding her in place whilst he finished.

Then he came - she felt him pulse inside her, distinct and unmistakable, his cock throbbing.

The heat of it, spreading, filling her, more than she'd ever felt. More than Tony managed, more than she'd thought possible.

It kept coming, pulse after pulse, twenty seconds at least, maybe more.

Her cunt clenched around him, milking him, automatic response, her body taking everything he had to give.

The sensation overwhelming and intimate and filthy all at once.

Ash groaned above her, unguarded, his control finally breaking, and the sound of it made her cunt pulse with satisfaction.

Both of them breathing hard, frozen in position, connected.

Ash stayed inside her for a long moment, both catching breath, both coming down.

Then slowly pulled out, and Geri felt every inch of the withdrawal, felt the loss immediately.

His cum started leaking out of her straight away. She could feel it, warm, wet, more than she'd ever felt from Tony, dripping down her inner thighs.

His cum inside her, filling her, marking her.

The intimacy of it hit her suddenly, made her breathless with the reality of what she'd done.

She collapsed forward onto the bed, boneless, exhausted, wrung out, and Ash collapsed beside her, on his back, chest heaving.

Physical satisfaction so complete she could barely move, could barely think.

Her cunt throbbing, oversensitive, stretched, used, claimed. A new man's cum inside her, the warmth, the weight, the sheer volume of it.

Tony's cum was barely noticeable. Just a small warm spot, over in seconds. This was everywhere, leaking out of her, running down her thighs, soaking into the sheets.

I just let another man come inside me.

The shame dissolved immediately, replaced by something hotter, darker: and I loved it.

Awareness of what she'd done, who was waiting at home, what this meant, what she'd become.

The awareness distant, muffled, overpowered by physical satisfaction and the immediate, greedy thought: I'm not done. I want more.

They lay there in silence for maybe two minutes.

Getting breath back, heart rate slowing, sweat cooling on skin.

Geri expected him to roll over, fall asleep, the way Tony always did. The way men did after they'd finished, their needs met, hers irrelevant.

Instead, Ash's hand moved, found her tit, squeezed gently.

"Give me ten minutes."

Geri turned her head to look at him. "Ten minutes for what?"

Ash grinned. "To get hard again. Then we're doing that again."

Her stomach dropped, arousal spiking even though she'd just been thoroughly fucked, even though her cunt was sore and oversensitive and still leaking his cum.

"You can... you can go again?"

"Yeah. Usually good for three in a night if I've got the right motivation."

He looked at her body when he said it, his hand still on her tit.

"And you, gorgeous, are very fucking motivating."

"Tony can't... he's usually done after once."

The comparison slipped out before she could stop it, automatic, devastating.

"I'm not Tony."

Simple. Direct. True.

"No. You're not."

Now she knew. Now she'd have it. And she wanted it. Wanted him inside her again. Wanted to feel that stretch, that fullness, that complete satisfaction she'd been missing her entire adult life.

Wanted it more than she wanted to go home. Wanted it more than she cared about the consequences.

They lay there in temporary quiet. Ash's hand gentle on her body now, not demanding, just present, claiming her without force.

Geri's mind drifting, body recovering, cunt still pulsing with aftershocks.

She'd crossed a line she couldn't uncross. That her marriage would never be the same. That Tony was at home, alone, hard, knowing exactly what was happening, and that knowledge made her wetter than guilt ever could.

That she wasn't going back to faking orgasms and two-minute sex and pretending she was satisfied.

That this, right here, this was what she needed. What her body had been built for. That she'd found it, finally, and she wasn't letting go.

Then his cock stirred against her thigh.

Getting hard again. Ready.

Her cunt clenched, ready for more, greedy for it, and Geri rolled toward him, hand sliding down his stomach, wrapping around his cock, feeling it thicken under her touch.

"Ready when you are," she said, and meant it.

Ash's grin was wicked. "Good girl."


nine
Coffee and Cuckold


Tony woke, if you could call it waking. His eyes had been closed, sure, sometime between three and five, but his brain had kept running the whole time, looping the same images on repeat: Geri's head thrown back on the dancefloor, Ash's mouth on her neck, that love bite blooming dark against her skin, his fingers under her dress as she ground against them.

The bedroom was grey, cold January light seeping through the thin curtains. The heating hadn't kicked in yet. His breath misted faintly.

Geri lay beside him, facing away, still wearing the old t-shirt from last night. It had ridden up while she slept, exposing more bruises, five distinct marks on each side of her hips. Finger-shaped. Purple-brown against her pale skin.

Ash's hands. From his grip when he'd fucked her.

Tony stared at them, couldn't stop staring. A physical record of what had happened after she'd sent him home, after Ash had taken her back to his flat and fucked her for hours.

His cock stirred even now, even exhausted and wrecked and ashamed. His body didn't care about shame. Didn't care that another man's fingerprints bruised into his wife's hips shouldn't make him hard.

Tony eased himself out of bed carefully, trying not to wake her. The mattress creaked. The floorboards were freezing under his bare feet, shocking cold that made him hiss through his teeth. He shuffled to the bathroom in boxers and t-shirt, pissed, washed his face in cold water that stung, looked at himself in the mirror above the sink.

A man who'd been awake most of the night looked back. Thirty-four but he looked older this morning, felt older. Dark circles under bloodshot eyes. Stubble coming through patchy and uneven, making him look unfinished somehow. The face of someone who'd spent seven hours lying in the dark knowing his wife was being fucked by a better man.

Cuckold.

The word had settled into place during the night, while she'd been at Ash's flat getting fucked. It fit. It had always fit; he just hadn't let himself use it before. But after last night, after Ryan's story at the bar, after watching Geri with Ash, after lying awake whilst she was gone taking Ash's cock for hours, the word had locked in solid and certain.

Tony Marsh, cuckold husband. Yeah. That's what you are now.

He turned from the mirror before he could spiral. Time for coffee, for the normal ritual that might keep him from falling apart. Fill the kettle, two mugs from the cupboard, two spoons of instant in each, wait for the water to boil. His hands knew the actions even if his mind felt scraped raw and empty.

The kitchen was freezing, worse than the bedroom somehow. The frosted window showed nothing outside except grey light, the building across the street just a dark shape. The fridge hummed. Somewhere upstairs, footsteps, quick and light. Flat 11's toddler probably, awake early, running around whilst the parents tried to steal a few more minutes' sleep.

Normal Saturday morning. Everyone else's life just carrying on.

The kettle boiled and Tony made the coffee, his hands moving automatically. Black for him, white for her. Same as always. Five years of marriage and you learned these things without thinking: Which mug she preferred, the white one with the chip on the rim. How much milk she wanted. That she didn't take sugar.

You learned everything except how to fuck her right.

He carried both mugs to the small kitchen table, set them down, sat. The chair was cold through his t-shirt. He wrapped both hands around his mug, seeking warmth, something solid to hold onto.

And waited.

The building woke up around him. A door closing down the shared hallway. Someone's radio playing faintly through the wall, voices he couldn't quite make out. A bus going past on Kentish Town Road, distant but audible through the window. Normal Saturday morning sounds. Everyone else's life continuing exactly as it had been yesterday.

While Tony's had ended and restarted somewhere between last night and this morning, and he was sitting alone in a freezing kitchen waiting to see where his marriage was now.

Soft footsteps in the hallway, he tensed, and Geri appeared in the doorway.

Still wearing the t-shirt, and her hair was messy from sleep, dark and tangled. Face bare of makeup. The love bites on her neck and collarbone were dark and unmistakable in the grey morning light, vivid against her pale skin.

She didn't say good morning. Didn't smile. Didn't try and pretend this was a normal Saturday. Just walked to the table, picked up the white mug with the chip, wrapped both hands around it the same way Tony was holding his. Sat across from him. The chair scraped against the lino, loud in the quiet.

She looked different this morning. Calmer, maybe. More herself than she'd been in months, as if something fundamental had settled inside her, some tension finally released.

They sat in silence. Ten seconds. Twenty. The fridge hummed. The radiator ticked, warming up slowly, the pipes clanking somewhere behind the wall.

"We need to talk."

His throat was too tight to speak yet.

"About last night. About what happened." She took a sip of coffee, didn't look away from his face. "You need to know. All of it."

Another nod. His knuckles had gone white around the mug.

"And you need to be honest with me about how you feel. About what I'm going to tell you."

"Okay."

His voice came out rougher than he'd meant it to, scraped raw from the sleepless night.

Geri took a deep breath, let it out slow. Her hands were steady around the mug. No nervousness visible in her face or posture. No guilt either.

She looked at him. Brown eyes direct and unflinching.

"I fucked him. Ash. Last night. After I sent you home."

The words hit him like a fist even though he'd known they were coming. Simple and blunt. His cock thickened in his boxers immediately, no permission asked, no shame stopping it.

Geri kept watching his face as she continued. "We got in a cab. Went back to his flat, and I fucked him."

She gave him a moment to let the words sink in.

"I'm going to tell you what happened. Everything. Every detail. Because you need to know."

Her eyes dropped briefly to his lap, to where his cock was already hard, visible through the thin fabric of his boxer shorts. Then back to his face. Something shifted in her expression. Not quite a smile. Understanding, maybe, and she kept going.

"His cock, Tony. I need you to understand this first. It's big. Properly fucking big. When I felt it on the dancefloor, I knew I had to try it."

She watched his face, reading him.

"At least eight inches. Thick, too. Really thick. I could barely get my hand around it."

Eight inches. The number sat in his brain like a stone. He was five, maybe five and a quarter if he lied to himself and measured from underneath. The gap wasn't a gap. It was a fucking canyon.

Geri's voice stayed calm, matter-of-fact. "Anyway, so much bigger than yours. I know that's... I know. But you need to hear it."

She took another sip of coffee and placed the mug down carefully.

"When he got hard, it curved up slightly. The head was..." She stopped, shook her head. "I've never seen a cock like that. Not in real life. I didn't know they actually existed outside of porn."

A wet patch of pre-cum was already forming and spreading in Tony’s lap, and Geri saw. Her eyes tracked to his lap again, registered the obvious bulge straining against the fabric, came back to his face.

She kept going.

"We got to his flat and we didn't wait. We were kissing in the hallway before the door was even closed. He pushed me against the wall. His hands were everywhere. Under my dress. In my hair."

The images formed automatically in Tony's mind, vivid and immediate and pornographic: Geri pressed against an unfamiliar wall, Ash's body covering hers, hands claiming her, the red dress being pushed up, pulled down, taken off.

"He undressed me. The dress came off first. Then my bra." Her breathing had quickened slightly, remembering it. "I left it there. At his flat. He wanted to keep it."

Tony's stomach dropped. Her black lace bra, left in Ash's bedroom somewhere. A trophy. Proof she'd been there. Proof she was his now.

"He asked me to suck him. So I did."

The silence expanded between them, heavy and thick.

"I got on my knees." Her voice dropped lower, more intimate. "Took him in my mouth. As much as I could. It was... Tony, it was so big. I had to open wide. Really wide. I gagged. He was hitting the back of my throat, and he wasn't even all the way in."

Tony's cock throbbed hard in his boxers. His hand wanted to move to it, adjust it, relieve the pressure building there. He kept both hands locked around the mug instead, knuckles bone white.

"But I wanted it." Geri's eyes were bright now, reliving it, seeing it again. "I wanted to do it right. Wanted to take him deeper. So I kept going. He had his hand in my hair, guiding me. Telling me what a good girl I was. And I let him."

She drank more coffee. Her hand was still steady, but her breathing had changed, quickened and shallow.

"Then he pulled me up. Put me on the bed. Got between my legs."

Her voice dropped even lower.

"And he pushed inside me."

The silence pressed down on Tony's chest, made it hard to breathe.

"I felt it everywhere, Tony. Right up inside me. Stretching me. Filling me up completely. Places you've never reached. Places I didn't even know existed until last night."

The comparison landed hard, explicit now.

"He fucked me for forty minutes straight."

She let that sit.

"Forty. You last two, maybe three if you're really trying. He went for forty fucking minutes."

The number sat in Tony's head like a stone dropped into deep water, sinking and sinking. Forty minutes of Ash inside her, moving, fucking, making her feel things Tony had never made her feel, would never make her feel, couldn't make her feel because he wasn't built for it.

The gap wasn't closable. Wasn't fixable. Just there, permanent, the difference between a man built to fuck and a man built to finish fast and leave everyone disappointed.

Yet his cock was so hard it hurt.

Geri was watching him, reading his reactions like a book she'd already memorized. Seeing everything his face was trying to hide and his body was screaming.

"I came, Tony. Really came, over and over. Not faked. Genuine."

She held his gaze.

"My whole body locked up. I couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Just pure feeling, pure sensation. I screamed. I was so loud. I didn't know I could be that loud. He had to put his hand over my mouth because of the neighbours, and I was still loud through his fingers."

"I've never come like that with you."

The words hung there, brutal in their honesty.

"Never. Not once. I've been faking it for years. Every single time. I'm sorry. But you need to know. You need to understand what last night was."

Every time. Every fucking time.

Tony had suspected, somewhere deep down, but hearing it confirmed, hearing it said out loud in the grey January morning light in their kitchen, it was still a gut punch, still a knife between the ribs.

Years of performance. Years of her pretending he was enough when he wasn't, had never been, would never be.

His eyes stung hot but his cock stayed rock hard. Geri's voice softened slightly but didn't waver.

"With him I didn't have to fake anything. I came from his cock. From him being inside me, fucking me right. That's never happened before. Not with anyone. Definitely not with you."

She let that breathe between them, then continued.

"And while he was inside me, he talked to me. Told me to look at him. Made me say things."

Her breathing quickened again, remembering.

"He asked me if I'd ever had cock this big. I said no. He made me say it again. Louder - so I did."

Tony's vision was blurring at the edges. His whole body was hot, tight, wound so hard he thought he might come just from listening, just from her words painting the scene he'd imagined all night.

"He made me admit you couldn’t make me cum, that he was better."

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus fuck.

The humiliation of it should have destroyed him. Instead it made his cock pulse harder, leak more, his body answering with the truth his mind couldn't speak.

"After he came the first time, he didn't stop. Didn't roll off and fall asleep like..."

She didn't finish the sentence. Didn't need to. The comparison to Tony's post-orgasm routine was obvious, unspoken, devastating.

"He stayed hard. Or got hard again quickly, I don't even know which. Everything was so intense, so much, I couldn't track it all."

She shook her head slightly, remembering.

"We fucked again. I was on top that time. Riding him. In control. Except I wasn't in control at all. I was just taking what I needed. Using him. And he let me. Watched me. Told me how good I looked, how beautiful, how fucking perfect. Called me his good little slut."

Her breathing had quickened now, her cheeks flushed pink.

"I came again. Easier that time. My body already knew what to do, how to get there. He lasted another thirty minutes. Then he pushed me down and pulled out."

A heavy beat where all Tony could hear was her excited breathing and his own heartbeat pounding in his ears.

"And he came all over me."

"On my tits. My stomach. My face. In my fucking hair." Geri's voice had gone breathless, reliving it. "There was so much cum, Tony. So much. It went on and on. Thick. Hot. I looked like a fucking pornstar."

The image was immediate, pornographic, seared into Tony's brain like a brand: Geri on her back, Ash kneeling over her, cock in his hand pumping it, thick ropes of cum across her tits, her stomach, her face, marking her, claiming her.

He'd imagined it a hundred times during the night, lying alone in their bed while she was at Ash's flat. His beautiful wife covered in another man's cum, marked and claimed and satisfied in ways Tony had never satisfied her.

"Then I went down on him again." Her eyes locked onto his, holding them. "Cleaned him off with my mouth. Tasted myself on him. Tasted his cum still on his cock. And I sucked him until he was hard again."

She leaned forward slightly, elbows on the table.

"He fucked me a third time. From behind. On my hands and knees. Hard. So hard I thought I couldn't take it, thought it was too much. But I could. I did. I begged for it, Tony. I begged him to fuck me harder. And he did. He grabbed my hips, pulled me back onto him with every thrust. That's where these came from."

She gestured vaguely toward her waist, the bruises hidden under the t-shirt but both of them knowing they were there.

"He came inside me that time. Filled me completely. I felt it pumping, felt every pulse of it. So much more than you've ever..."

She stopped. Didn't need to finish.

"Three times, Tony. In four hours. You haven't fucked me three times in a month. He did it in one night."

The numbers were absurd, impossible, the gap so vast it stopped being real and became something else entirely: proof of fundamental difference, of hierarchy, of Tony's complete sexual irrelevance.

He'd come once last night. Alone in their bed. In under a minute. Thinking about exactly this, about Ash fucking his wife while he lay alone and useless.

Geri reached for her phone on the table. Unlocked it. Turned the screen toward Tony.

Messages between her and Ash. Sent this morning, while Tony had been in the kitchen making coffee.

Ash: Last night was incredible. When can I see you again?

Geri: Soon. I'll let you know.

Ash: Good. I'm not finished with you yet.

Geri: I'm counting on it. X

The messages were casual, easy, intimate in a way that cut deeper than the sex description somehow. They were already planning the next time. Already moving forward. Like Tony wasn't even part of the equation.

Geri pulled the phone back. Set it down between them.

"I'm seeing him again. Tomorrow, maybe. Whenever he wants. Whenever I want."

Her eyes on Tony's face, watching, assessing.

"I'm not asking permission. I'm telling you."

She stood. The kitchen was small enough that two steps brought her to Tony's side of the table.

He looked up. Her face was calm, certain.

"So you are turned on by the fact another man fucked me better than you ever have, while you were here alone. You like that?"

Tony's hands were gripping the edge of the table, knuckles bone white. His breathing had gone ragged.

Geri's eyes dropped to his lap. To the obvious bulge straining against his boxers, the wet patch spreading darker, bigger.

"You like knowing I came home like this and got into bed with you. Knowing I haven't washed him off yet."

Her voice was soft, curious, not cruel.

"Don't you?"

Tony's mouth opened. Nothing came out at first.

Geri waited.

"Yes."

The word barely audible. But it was there. Honest. Irrevocable.

Geri's face softened slightly. Something like relief passed across it.

"Good."

She walked back around the table. Sat down. Picked up her coffee again.

"Then you need to understand what that means. What we are now."

She took a sip. Set the mug down carefully.

"So show me."

Tony stared at her, not understanding.

"You're hard. Show me. I want to watch."

His mouth opened. Nothing came out.

She clarified, voice calm and direct and certain.

"Show me what it does to you. Hearing about his cock. About how he fucked me. About how I came for him and begged him and let him fill me."

Tony's hands didn't move. Frozen. Every instinct screaming that this was the line, this was too far, this was the final admission he couldn't take back once it was made.

Geri waited. Didn't push, didn't command again. Just waited, patient and certain, knowing what his answer would be because his body had already given it, was giving it right now, his cock straining visibly against his boxers.

Finally, after what felt like minutes but was probably thirty seconds, Tony's shaking hands moved, and he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers. Lifted his hips slightly off the chair. Pushed them down.

His desperate cock sprang free. Already leaking pre-cum, a clear bead forming at the tip, the evidence of his shameful arousal impossible to hide. It was nothing special. Nothing like what Geri had just described.

Exposed. Not just his cock but his true nature laid bare.

Geri's eyes tracked down to it. Assessed it with the same calm directness she'd used for everything else this morning, comparing it, he knew she was comparing it, to what she'd had last night, measuring it against Ash's monster and finding it wanting. Then back to his face.

"Go on."

Tony's hand wrapped around his cock. The touch was electric, immediate, overwhelming. His body had been wound so tight that even his own palm felt like too much, like he might come just from this, just from his own hand while his wife watched.

He moved.

Slowly at first. Up, then down. His fist closing around his inadequate cock while Geri sat across the table, coffee in hand, watching with calm interest.

His mind was already full, overflowing with images from her confession: Geri on her knees, mouth stretched obscenely wide around Ash's thick cock, gagging on it. Ash pushing inside her, filling her, reaching places Tony had never reached, would never reach. Her face when she came, the real orgasm she'd never had with him, never faked with Ash. The cum covering her, thick ropes of it across her tits and face, marking her, claiming her. And then Ash fucking her again, and again, three times while Tony lay alone in their bed coming in under a minute thinking about it.

Eight and a half inches.

Forty minutes.

Three times.

"I've never had cock this big."

"Your husband can't do this."

"I begged him to fuck me harder."

Tony's hand moved faster, pumping his cock hard, his breathing going ragged and desperate. His hips lifted slightly off the chair, body taking over, moving on its own now, beyond his control.

Geri watched silently; her face neutral, curious, assessing every micro-expression, every involuntary movement, every desperate stroke of his hand on his inadequate cock.

Twenty seconds.

Twenty-five.

His cock pulsed in his fist, the orgasm building fast and unstoppable, exactly the way it always did, exactly the way Geri had described: quick, desperate, pathetic, over almost before it started.

Thirty seconds.

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus Christ.

He came hard, his cock jerking in his fist, cum spurting weak and thin across his knuckles, a pathetic amount that barely reached the table edge before dripping onto the lino. His eyes squeezed shut. His breath gasped out of him in broken, humiliating sounds.

The orgasm lasted maybe ten seconds. Then it was over. His cock already softening in his hand, sensitive and spent and useless again.

He opened his eyes.

Geri had watched all of it, start to finish, every pathetic second. She passed him the tea towel from beside her. Didn't say a word.

Tony cleaned himself with shaking hands. The cum on the table. The mess on the floor. His cock, already soft, already useless again.

The awkward silence filled the kitchen, and then Geri spoke, her voice quiet and factual.

"How long did that take? Less than a minute?"

Just observational. Just stating what they'd both witnessed.

Tony nodded, cheeks burning hot.

"He lasted forty minutes the first time." She took another sip of coffee. "Then thirty. Then twenty."

She let it breathe.

"You came so quick, just thinking about him fucking me."

Tony set the tea towel down. His hands were still shaking. He pulled his boxers back up, the fabric rough against his sensitive, spent cock.

Geri stood again. Came around the table once more.

"Look at me, Tony."

He looked.

Geri stood before him. The t-shirt hung to mid-thigh, old and soft and thin enough that he could see the outline of her body underneath. Her hands went to the hem of the t-shirt. Lifted it slightly. Just enough.

The bruises on her thighs were vivid in the grey morning light. Dark purple-brown, finger-shaped, high up where the skin was softest. Ash's hands. Ash's grip. Holding her open while he...

Fuck.

"These," Geri said, calm, "are from when he fucked me the third time. From behind. He held me so hard I thought I'd bruise. Turns out I did."

She turned slightly, lifted the t-shirt higher on one side.

More bruises. On her hip. Her arse. Each one a thumbprint, a claim, a mark of ownership.

"These are from the second time. When I was on top. He grabbed me. Pulled me down onto him. I couldn't move. Could only take it."

She turned back to face Tony. Let the t-shirt fall back into place but didn't step away.

"Come closer."

Tony's chair scraped against the lino. He stood on unsteady legs, moved toward her. Close enough now that he could smell her, really smell her. Not just the perfume, not just the aftershave underneath.

Everything.

"Smell me."

He leaned in. His face close to her neck, her hair, her chest. The smell was overwhelming: her sweat, Ash's sweat, the sharp musk of sex, and underneath, unmistakable and immediate, the thick, bitter smell of cum.

Still there. Still fresh enough to smell. In her hair where Ash had painted her face and it had dripped. On her skin where he'd covered her tits. Between her legs where he'd filled her, pumped into her, marked her from the inside.

Tony's breath came in short, ragged gasps. His cock stirred again despite having just come, his body betraying him one more time.

Geri's hand came to his chin. Tilted his face up so she could see him.

"You're getting hard again. From smelling another man's cum on your wife."

Her voice was gentle. Understanding. Not mocking him. Just naming what was true.

"That's what you are, Tony. That's what we both are now."

She released his chin. Stepped back. Sat down at the table again.

Tony stood there, frozen, his mind blank except for the smell still filling his head, the proof of what she'd done, what she'd become, what he'd accepted.

Geri's voice came again, quieter now.

"I haven't washed yet. Haven't showered. I came home, got into bed with you, and went to sleep. I'm still full of him, Tony. His cum and sweat and scent, all of it still on me."

She watched him.

"And you've been hard since you woke up and saw me like this. Haven't you?"

“Yes.”

Geri leaned forward slightly.

"This is what our marriage looks like now. I come home marked. Used. Satisfied. And you..."

Her eyes dropped to his lap, where his cock was already thickening again despite having just come thirty seconds ago.

"...you get hard knowing it. Smelling it. Seeing it. Hearing about it."

She leaned back.

"That's not something to be ashamed of. That's just what you are."

She reached across the table. Took his hand, warm fingers closing around his.

"You're my husband. You're the man I come home to. The man I love. The man who makes me coffee and runs me baths and holds my hand in the dark."

Her grip tightened.

"But you're not the man who fucks me anymore. That's not your role. Not what you're for."

Her thumb rubbed gentle circles on the back of his hand.

"I need cock like Ash's. I need to be fucked right. Hard. For as long as it takes. By men who can make me come the way I need to come."

She watched him.

"And you want me to need that. Don't you?"

The question hung between them. Tony's throat worked. Finally:

"Yes."

The word came out hoarse but certain.

"Say it properly. Tell me what you are."

Tony's eyes burned. His chest was tight. But the words came anyway, pulled out of him by her gaze, by the smell still in his nose, by his cock already hard again in his boxers.

"I'm your cuckold."

The word landed between them like something physical. Heavy, damning, but true.

Geri's face softened, now gentler, warmer.

"Yes. You are."

She squeezed his hand.

"And I'm staying. I'm not leaving you. This is our marriage now. Different. Honest. Better."

She watched his face.

"But you need to understand what that means. I'm going to fuck Ash again. Tomorrow, probably. And then again. And maybe other men eventually. Whenever I want. However I want."

Her voice stayed gentle but utterly certain.

"And you're going to know about it. I'll tell you. Some of it. Maybe all of it, if that's what you need. I'll come home smelling like them. Marked by them. Sore from them using me."

She leaned forward.

"And you're going to accept it. Welcome it. Get hard from it. Because that's what keeps us together now. Your acceptance of what I need. My honesty about what you are."

Geri's thumb still rubbing circles on his hand.

"Do you understand? Really understand?"

Tony nodded.

"Say it."

"I understand." His voice stronger now, steadier. "You're going to fuck other men. Better men. Men with bigger cocks who can satisfy you. And I'm going to stay and accept it. Be your husband in every way except... except that one."

"Except sexually," Geri corrected gently. "You're my husband. My partner. My home. Just not my lover anymore. That's the truth we've been avoiding for years."

She stood, still holding his hand, pulled him up with her.

"And now we don't have to avoid it anymore. Now we can both just be what we actually are."

She released his hand. Stepped back.

"I need to clean up now."

Tony's cock pulsed at the words.

Geri saw. Smiled slightly.

"Will you run me a bath? Deep. Hot."

Not really a question. An instruction. A small ritual beginning.

Tony nodded. "Yeah. Course."

"Thank you."

She touched his cheek briefly. Soft. Affectionate. The touch of a wife to a husband she loved.

Then she picked up her phone from the table. Unlocked it. Thumbs moving quickly across the screen.

Tony walked toward the bathroom, legs steadier now, mind clearing slightly. Behind him he heard the soft tap of Geri's thumbs on the screen, texting Ash, arranging when she'd see him next.

As he ran the bath, he felt calm, accepting his place as a cuckold. A beta. A husband who kept his wife by making space for her to be satisfied by better men.

And it was going to be okay.

Outside, Kentish Town continued waking up. Inside, everything was quiet.

The old marriage was over, and the new one had just begun.

That was what mattered now. That was everything.


Also by Chris Rider


JOIN THE MAIL LIST!

Sign up here and be informed when new books are published or are ready for pre-order!
https://subscribepage.io/chrisrider

[image: ]

Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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