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The ad had made it sound like paradise.
"Safe locality. Peaceful neighbors. Ideal for couples."
The pictures were bright--sunlit lanes, trimmed hedges, families walking hand-in-hand. We were tired of the noise, of the constant clamor of city life. This was supposed to be a new chapter.
When we arrived, though, the air felt... heavy.
The street was eerily quiet. Not the kind of quiet that comes with peace--this was a watching kind of quiet. Like the walls were waiting to breathe. Like someone was already looking.
She stepped out of the car first.
Tight jeans hugging her hips, a loose shirt tucked at the waist, her curves effortlessly seductive even when she wasn't trying. And she never did. That was just her. My wife had a body that turned heads--full hips, a narrow waist, and a softness that made her look both innocent and dangerous at once. I loved how she looked. But here, under these eyes... I wasn't so sure.
I climbed out with a box in hand. That's when I saw him.
Across the street--an old man slouched in a faded plastic chair, nothing but a thin vest barely clinging to his shoulders and sagging underwear. He was still. Too still. His gaze, low and unblinking, was fixed on her hips as she bent over to pick up a dropped bag.
There was no shame in his stare. Just hunger.
I stepped in his line of sight, glaring.
Nothing. He didn't even blink.
I turned back to her. She had noticed. Her jaw tightened. But she didn't say a word--just straightened up and walked inside, the sway of her hips slowing slightly, as if she wanted to make it less obvious.
Or maybe she knew it didn't matter anymore.
As we carried boxes in, the illusion unraveled. The house looked decent on the surface, but every step revealed something a little off--paint that peeled when touched, locks that clicked but didn't really lock, windows that wouldn't fully shut.
Outside, kids--barely in their teens--sat on the sidewalk with cigarettes in hand and filth in their mouths.
"Hey a**hole, get me one too!" one screamed to another, punching his friend's arm.
They were laughing, fighting, spitting.
And not a single adult in sight.
Two men passed by around noon. Mid-twenties, tank tops sticking to their sweaty torsos. They weren't talking. They were gazing.
At her.
She was adjusting the doormat at our entrance, the stretch of her leggings pressing against her thighs, shirt rising just slightly to reveal the small of her back.
I watched them watching her. They didn't look away.
She did glance at them--just once. Her eyes flicked toward theirs, caught the stare, and moved on. No confrontation. No expression. Just that practiced indifference women wear when they're used to being watched.
That was the worst part.
She was used to it.
But I wasn't used to her ignoring it.
I wanted to say something. Maybe I should've.
That evening, as the sun sank behind the dusty rooftops, we sat inside, eating takeout on the floor, still surrounded by unopened boxes. I kept watching the front window, half-expecting another figure to be peering in.
She leaned back, her chest rising under the soft cotton of her tee, legs folded comfortably, hair messy from the move. She looked like a woman in a magazine--unknowingly seductive, effortlessly magnetic.
And yet, something in her eyes felt distant.
"Do you feel it too?" I asked.
She looked at me, puzzled. "Feel what?"
"This place... it's different."
She was quiet for a second, then shrugged. "Maybe we just need to give it time."
But she didn't believe that. I could see it in the way she avoided my eyes. In the way she stayed close to me, but not with me.
That night, lying beside her in our barely-made bed, I kept my arm around her waist. Her skin was warm. Soft. Comforting.
But my mind kept going back to the old man's stare.
The way those men had looked at her.
The fact that she didn't say a word.
Something was off.
Not just with this place.
With her.
With us.
Or maybe I was just overthinking it.
Maybe it was the stress of the move, the unfamiliar streets, the eyes that felt more invasive because everything was new.
She was right.
We probably do need to give it some time.
So I closed my eyes, pulled her a little closer, and told myself to let it go.
Just for tonight.
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By morning, I had almost convinced myself I'd overreacted. The neighborhood couldn't be that bad, right? We'd probably just caught a few weird moments yesterday. Moving stress, unfamiliar faces -- maybe it was clouding my judgment.
"Let's visit the neighbors," I said, pouring her tea. "Would be a nice gesture."
She agreed with a small nod, tying her apron over a fitted cream t-shirt and a navy skirt that hugged her ass too naturally. Her style was simple, typical -- soft tones, neatly tied hair, not a hint of makeup yet she radiated something magnetic without trying.
As she stepped ahead of me with the fruit basket in hand, the movements of her ass made me want to grab them but I looked away. This was not the time.
We rang the doorbell next door. After a few seconds and some rustling sounds from inside, the door creaked open. And there he was -- an old man from, now in a stained shirt and sagging boxers, the smell of mildew and something stronger drifting out from behind him.
His smile stretched unnaturally as his eyes landed on my wife, pausing there, soaking her in with zero effort to hide it.
"We're from next door," I said, a little awkwardly, "Just wanted to say hello. We brought some fruit."
"Come in, come in," he said immediately, waving us inside with a little too much enthusiasm.
I glanced at her, unsure. She gave a polite, almost hesitant smile, and we stepped inside.
The house was a disaster -- cluttered furniture, the lingering scent of something rotting in the air, walls stained from years of being ignored. My regret was instant.
We sat across from him in the small, dimly lit living room while he asked us strange, shallow questions and shared long-winded stories about people neither of us knew. I pretended to listen, but I was distracted. He wasn't talking to me. Not really.
Every time she moved -- adjusting her t-shirt, smoothing her skirt -- his gaze followed, always slipping back to her legs, her chest, the curve of her ass when she shifted. He didn't even blink when he stared. Just watched, as if enjoying every inch with the hunger of a man who no longer cared about hiding it.
She noticed it too. I could tell by the way her posture stiffened. But she said nothing. Maybe out of politeness. Or discomfort.
After nearly twenty minutes, I stood. "We should get going. Still settling in."
The old man rose with us, moving slower, but with a strange anticipation on his face. "Ah... before you go. Here, we have a custom. A parting hug for guests -- makes good fortune stick around."
I forced a smile and stepped forward. His embrace was quick, his arms surprisingly firm for someone his age, but I pulled back almost instantly. I turned toward the door, assuming she would follow right behind.
But instead, he stepped closer to her, his eyes half-lidded. "And from the lady of the house," he murmured, voice lower now, "a proper one."
She hesitated for just a second too long.
Then, softly, she stepped forward.
His arms wrapped around her slowly, his hands resting on her back -- one of them pressing a little too low. His face leaned near her neck, the grab was too strong for her to even make a movement. She stood frozen, her arms half-raised, unsure of where to place them.
Then I saw it -- the subtle flex of his hand, fingers pressed just above the curve of her rear, not quite touching indecently... but close. Too close. His cheek brushed against her hair, and for a second, he simply held her, breathing her in.
Her face was unreadable. She didn't pull away, but she didn't lean in either.
I cleared my throat loudly.
The old man smiled as he released her, letting his hand trail off her waist just a fraction slower than necessary.
She was breathing heavily -- hair soaked, face flushed. The smell of the old man lingered on her -- uninviting and unforgettable.
"Lovely to meet you both," he said, as if nothing strange had happened.
We stepped out in silence. Her hands adjusted her skirt. Mine curled into fists.
I didn't say anything on the way back.
But something about that hug -- how long he held her, the way his hand lingered -- played again and again in my mind.
She hadn't said a word.
And that silence was starting to feel louder than anything else.
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CHAPTER 1: THE NEW NEIGHBORHOOD
The ad had made it sound like paradise.
"Safe locality. Peaceful neighbors. Ideal for couples."
The pictures were bright--sunlit lanes, trimmed hedges, families walking hand-in-hand. We were tired of the noise, of the constant clamor of city life. This was supposed to be a new chapter.
When we arrived, though, the air felt... heavy.
The street was eerily quiet. Not the kind of quiet that comes with peace--this was a watching kind of quiet. Like the walls were waiting to breathe. Like someone was already looking.
She stepped out of the car first.
Tight jeans hugging her hips, a loose shirt tucked at the waist, her curves effortlessly seductive even when she wasn't trying. And she never did. That was just her. My wife had a body that turned heads--full hips, a narrow waist, and a softness that made her look both innocent and dangerous at once. I loved how she looked. But here, under these eyes... I wasn't so sure.
I climbed out with a box in hand. That's when I saw him.
Across the street--an old man slouched in a faded plastic chair, nothing but a thin vest barely clinging to his shoulders and sagging underwear. He was still. Too still. His gaze, low and unblinking, was fixed on her hips as she bent over to pick up a dropped bag.
There was no shame in his stare. Just hunger.
I stepped in his line of sight, glaring.
Nothing. He didn't even blink.
I turned back to her. She had noticed. Her jaw tightened. But she didn't say a word--just straightened up and walked inside, the sway of her hips slowing slightly, as if she wanted to make it less obvious.
Or maybe she knew it didn't matter anymore.
As we carried boxes in, the illusion unraveled. The house looked decent on the surface, but every step revealed something a little off--paint that peeled when touched, locks that clicked but didn't really lock, windows that wouldn't fully shut.
Outside, kids--barely in their teens--sat on the sidewalk with cigarettes in hand and filth in their mouths.
"Hey a**hole, get me one too!" one screamed to another, punching his friend's arm.
They were laughing, fighting, spitting.
And not a single adult in sight.
Two men passed by around noon. Mid-twenties, tank tops sticking to their sweaty torsos. They weren't talking. They were gazing.
At her.
She was adjusting the doormat at our entrance, the stretch of her leggings pressing against her thighs, shirt rising just slightly to reveal the small of her back.
I watched them watching her. They didn't look away.
She did glance at them--just once. Her eyes flicked toward theirs, caught the stare, and moved on. No confrontation. No expression. Just that practiced indifference women wear when they're used to being watched.
That was the worst part.
She was used to it.
But I wasn't used to her ignoring it.
I wanted to say something. Maybe I should've.
That evening, as the sun sank behind the dusty rooftops, we sat inside, eating takeout on the floor, still surrounded by unopened boxes. I kept watching the front window, half-expecting another figure to be peering in.
She leaned back, her chest rising under the soft cotton of her tee, legs folded comfortably, hair messy from the move. She looked like a woman in a magazine--unknowingly seductive, effortlessly magnetic.
And yet, something in her eyes felt distant.
"Do you feel it too?" I asked.
She looked at me, puzzled. "Feel what?"
"This place... it's different."
She was quiet for a second, then shrugged. "Maybe we just need to give it time."
But she didn't believe that. I could see it in the way she avoided my eyes. In the way she stayed close to me, but not with me.
That night, lying beside her in our barely-made bed, I kept my arm around her waist. Her skin was warm. Soft. Comforting.
But my mind kept going back to the old man's stare.
The way those men had looked at her.
The fact that she didn't say a word.
Something was off.
Not just with this place. With her. With us.
Or maybe I was just overthinking it.
Maybe it was the stress of the move, the unfamiliar streets, the eyes that felt more invasive because everything was new.
She was right.
We probably do need to give it some time.
So I closed my eyes, pulled her a little closer, and told myself to let it go.
Just for tonight.
CHAPTER 2: THE HOUSE NEXT DOOR
By morning, I had almost convinced myself I'd overreacted. The neighborhood couldn't be that bad, right? We'd probably just caught a few weird moments yesterday. Moving stress, unfamiliar faces -- maybe it was clouding my judgment.
"Let's visit the neighbors," I said, pouring her tea. "Would be a nice gesture."
She agreed with a small nod, tying her apron over a fitted cream t-shirt and a navy skirt that hugged her ass too naturally. Her style was simple, typical -- soft tones, neatly tied hair, not a hint of makeup yet she radiated something magnetic without trying.
As she stepped ahead of me with the fruit basket in hand, the movements of her ass made me want to grab them but I looked away. This was not the time.
We rang the doorbell next door. After a few seconds and some rustling sounds from inside, the door creaked open. And there he was -- an old man in a stained shirt and sagging boxers, the smell of mildew and something stronger drifting out from behind him.
His smile stretched unnaturally as his eyes landed on my wife, pausing there, soaking her in with zero effort to hide it.
"We're from next door," I said, a little awkwardly, "Just wanted to say hello. We brought some fruit."
"Come in, come in," he said immediately, waving us inside with a little too much enthusiasm.
I glanced at her, unsure. She gave a polite, almost hesitant smile, and we stepped inside.
The house was a disaster -- cluttered furniture, the lingering scent of something rotting in the air, walls stained from years of being ignored. My regret was instant.
We sat across from him in the small, dimly lit living room while he asked us strange, shallow questions and shared long-winded stories about people neither of us knew. I pretended to listen, but I was distracted. He wasn't talking to me. Not really.
Every time she moved -- adjusting her t-shirt, smoothing her skirt -- his gaze followed, always slipping back to her legs, her chest, the curve of her ass when she shifted. He didn't even blink when he stared. Just watched, as if enjoying every inch with the hunger of a man who no longer cared about hiding it.
She noticed it too. I could tell by the way her posture stiffened. But she said nothing. Maybe out of politeness. Or discomfort.
After nearly twenty minutes, I stood. "We should get going. Still settling in."
The old man rose with us, moving slower, but with a strange anticipation on his face. "Ah... before you go. Here, we have a custom. A parting hug for guests -- makes good fortune stick around."
I forced a smile and stepped forward. His embrace was quick, his arms surprisingly firm for someone his age, but I pulled back almost instantly. I turned toward the door, assuming she would follow right behind.
But instead, he stepped closer to her, his eyes half-lidded. "And from the lady of the house," he murmured, voice lower now, "a proper one."
She hesitated for just a second too long.
Then, softly, she stepped forward.
His arms wrapped around her slowly, his hands resting on her back -- one of them pressing a little too low. His face leaned near her neck, the grab was too strong for her to even make a movement. She stood frozen, her arms half-raised, unsure of where to place them.
Then I saw it -- the subtle flex of his hand, fingers pressed just above the curve of her rear, not quite touching indecently... but close. Too close. His cheek brushed against her hair, and for a second, he simply held her, breathing her in.
Her face was unreadable. She didn't pull away, but she didn't lean in either.
I cleared my throat loudly.
The old man smiled as he released her, letting his hand trail off her waist just a fraction slower than necessary.
She was breathing heavily -- hair soaked, face flushed. The smell of the old man lingered on her -- uninviting and unforgettable.
"Lovely to meet you both," he said, as if nothing strange had happened.
We stepped out in silence. Her hands adjusted her skirt. Mine curled into fists.
I didn't say anything on the way back.
But something about that hug -- how long he held her, the way his hand lingered -- played again and again in my mind.
She hadn't said a word.
And that silence was starting to feel louder than anything else.
CHAPTER 3: SEEDS OF DOUBTS
The door shut behind us with a click that sounded louder than it should've. We walked back in silence, the chill in the afternoon air doing little to cool the strange warmth still lingering in my chest -- not the kind of warmth that comes from comfort, but from unease.
I wanted to say something. Just a line -- Did that feel... off to you? -- but every time I opened my mouth, her calm face told me not to. She was walking beside me like nothing had happened. As if that stinking, too-tight hug from the old man hadn't happened. As if his hand hadn't hovered near her ass longer than any polite gesture should allow.
Back inside our home, she slipped off her slippers and walked into the kitchen.
"Next time," she said casually, pulling her hair back into a bun, "we take candles. That place needs them more than fruits." She giggled, almost too perfectly.
I chuckled back, forcing it.
The air in our home was warm and inviting, just the way we'd wanted it. Still, I couldn't help but feel like we had dragged in something... unpleasant from outside. I tried to shake it off. Maybe I was overthinking. Maybe she was right -- first impressions aren't everything. Maybe the hug was just... cultural? Maybe?
That evening, we went out to catch a film -- a soft romantic drama, one of those "moving to a new life" types. Fitting. She laughed at all the right moments, leaned into me during the slow ones. Her fingers occasionally found mine in the dark. For a while, it felt like nothing had changed. For a while, I let go.
The walk back was quiet, hand in hand. The moonlight hung low over the neighborhood, and most houses were already dark -- curtains drawn, lights dimmed.
But one house, the third one from the corner was very much awake.
As we passed it, the night was broken by something strange. A rhythmic, primal sound. Then a sharp gasp. Then moans -- unmistakably a woman's -- spilling through the thin walls, raw and unfiltered. The kind that aren't just loud... but intentional. Like they wanted someone to hear.
My wife froze mid-step, her fingers stiffening around mine. Her eyes darted forward -- not toward the house, but ahead, like she was pretending not to notice. Her cheeks flushed pink, and without saying a word, she quickened her pace, almost pulling me along.
I looked back at the window. A dim light glowed behind the curtain, swaying gently as if something was rocking inside.
"Shameless people," I muttered.
She didn't respond.
Back home, she moved about normally. Took off her cardigan. Poured water into a glass. Made some light conversation. She was calm -- a little quieter than usual -- but nothing out of the ordinary.
We brushed, changed, and slipped into bed. I thought the day was done.
But then, just as I turned off the light -- it came again.
The same house. The same moans. Louder this time. Fiercer. The woman was screaming now. Not in pain -- no. In abandon. As if she had nothing to hide. As if the world outside those walls didn't exist.
I turned to my wife. Her head was angled slightly toward the sound. Her eyes were half-open. Not closed in sleep. Not in discomfort. But in attention.
She didn't say anything.Her breath was even, her body still.And for a moment, something inside me stirred -- something between jealousy and confusion. I didn't want to ask what she was thinking. I didn't want to know.
So instead, I reached out -- my hand sliding over her waist. Her body shifted toward me almost immediately.
There was no resistance. No hesitation. She kissed me back -- deeply, hungrily -- as if something had been lit inside her.We made love.
She responded eagerly. Moved like she meant every motion. Moaned softly in ways that were both familiar and slightly different. I told myself it was passion. I told myself it was just the excitement of a new place, a new chapter.
When it was over, we lay there in the dark.She turned over, facing away from the window.I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, listening to the last echoes from that house still bouncing off the walls.
I told myself: Our sex life is great. She's happy. We're happy.
I told myself that again and again.
But a whisper in my mind -- slow, cold, persistent -- kept asking me:
WHAT IF I'M WRONG?
CHAPTER 4: THE CRACK IN THE WALL
The next morning was brighter than any so far, but my head still felt heavy -- like I was carrying the weight of everything that had happened in the past two days. Still, I forced a smile. I didn't want my thoughts to ruin what could be a fresh start.
I turned to my wife, who was standing near the kitchen counter, half-distracted by her thoughts. "Good morning," I said with a cheerful tone, trying to push away the unease.
She looked back at me, a little puzzled by my sudden energy, but smiled politely. "Good morning," she replied.
"I'll need my lunch early today," I reminded her gently. "I'm heading to the office."
"Oh! Right," she said, quickly gathering her focus. "I'll start preparing it now."
As she moved around in her simple housewife clothes -- a fitted blouse and flowing skirt -- she looked effortlessly beautiful. Her neat bun and soft presence made our messy reality seem a little more bearable.
I went to take a bath. The bathroom still smelled a bit musty, probably from the age of the building. As I washed my face, my eyes caught something unusual. It caught my eye as the sun hit the right spot. A hole, not too big, not too small,right at the center of the wall, facing probably the bathroom of the other house.
I leaned closer. It wasn't a regular crack. It was round -- as if someone had made it intentionally. But from this side, it was dark -- covered by something, maybe a board or cloth.
"Hmm," I murmured to myself. "Looks like they've already blocked it from the other side."
Still, a strange discomfort sat with me as I ran the towel over my shoulders. Something about that hole made me uneasy, but I shrugged it off. "I'll patch it up later," I thought. "No rush."
After drying off, I told my wife about the hole. "There's a small one in the bathroom wall. Looks like it's covered from the other side, but I'll fix it when I'm back."
She raised an eyebrow. "A hole?"
"Yeah, maybe from an old pipe or something. It's covered. Don't worry."
She nodded slowly. "Alright."
I got dressed and took one last look at her before leaving. "Take care today. Stay inside. If anything feels off, call me, okay?"
She smiled. "I will."
I kissed her forehead gently. But even as I walked out the door, a weight pressed on my chest -- a quiet whisper that something wasn't right. My gut had never been so uneasy in my life.
I spent the day trying to push the strange feelings aside, focusing on work and hoping everything would be normal when I got back. But when I finally stepped inside our home around 8 p.m., a chill ran down my spine.
The first thing I noticed was a slipper by the door -- a man's slipper. My heart suddenly hammered in my chest. I tried to tell myself it was nothing, maybe a neighbor dropping by, but the knot in my stomach tightened.
As I walked deeper inside, I saw her -- my wife, standing close to a man who looked like he was just about to leave. She seemed tense, her cheeks flushed softly, and she avoided his eyes.
I cleared my throat. "Hello," I said, my voice steady but cautious.
The man turned with a slow grin. "Hey there," he said casually. "I just came by to help your little wife. She was having some trouble with the tap."
My wife's cheeks colored deeper, and she kept looking down, almost like she was hiding something. A cold sting hit my chest.
The man gave me a chuckle as he brushed past, almost mocking me with his confidence. The whole scene felt like a silent challenge, and I felt like an outsider in my own home.
My wife finally spoke softly, "Go wash up. I'll get dinner ready."
I nodded silently, my mind racing. I wanted to ask her what really happened -- why she seemed so different -- but I swallowed the questions. I told myself to trust her.
Later, as I washed up and we ate dinner, she tried to explain. She said she didn't know anyone here yet, and when the tap broke, the man just happened to be nearby and helped her.
Her words were calm, but my eyes caught something else -- the dress she wore now was different from the one she had on when I left for work. The soft fabric hugged her curves perfectly, and I noticed how the skirt swayed gently as she moved. That dress... it wasn't the one I saw earlier.
I froze. Was she hiding something? Or had the day taken a turn I didn't know about?
But as she smiled at me, warm and familiar, I wanted to believe her. I kissed her good night, holding her close for a moment, though my mind still spun with questions.
That dress lingered in my thoughts -- a secret hanging between us, unseen but heavy.
CHAPTER 5: ONE WEEK OF RELIEF
The morning sunlight pierced softly through the curtains, warm and soothing. I woke up first, turning to face her. She looked so peaceful, curled up against the pillow. I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the cheek--an unspoken message: I trust you.
She stirred, opening her eyes slowly, and smiled. It was the same carefree smile I first fell for. I decided to take the day off. After everything--her confusion, my suspicion, the silence--I just wanted things to feel normal again.
We made breakfast together. The clatter of utensils and our small giggles made the house feel alive. We talked about silly things. Laughed like nothing had happened. And for a few hours, I believed it.
Then, the bell rang.
I opened the door and felt a drop of cold sweat trickle down my back. There he stood. The old man from next door, that disgusting grin plastered across his face. His eyes locked on my wife with a hunger that made my blood boil. I swallowed my anger, forcing a calm voice.
"Hello. What brings you here?"
"Oh, my lovely neighbors," he said, giving my wife a slow, leering look. "I've got some things on a high shelf that I can't reach. I'm not as young as I used to be. Maybe you could help me... or perhaps your wife could lend a hand instead," he added with a small, knowing smile, his eyes briefly drifting toward her.
His tone carried an unpleasant edge that instantly made me uncomfortable. I quickly offered to help him myself, hoping to keep things simple, but he replied with a smirk, 'Ah, but you'll need someone to hold the ladder--and that can't be me. So your wife will have to come along too.'
I didn't want her near him. Not again. But before I could speak, she stepped beside me and said with a soft smile, "It's alright. I'll help."
Her tone was gentle, firm. I nodded reluctantly.
As we walked behind the old man, I couldn't help but notice the way his eyes lingered on her. Every move of her hips, every flick of her hair--he soaked it in with a look that made my stomach churn. My fists clenched. But I stayed silent.
His house smelled faintly of dust and old memories. I climbed the ladder while my wife held it steady. The old man stood far too close to her. I heard him murmur, "Don't hold there, dear. Come here--hold this part tight. Don't want your husband falling and cracking his head, do we?"



She shifted to his side. I glanced down. His hand reached out, holding hers, guiding them. Too long. Too close. My heart pounded louder than the creaking of the ladder. I tried to focus on the boxes above.
One slipped.
She gasped, arms outstretched to catch it. In the sudden movement, she knocked into him, and he fell back with a groan.
The silence that followed was louder than the thud.
We rushed to help him up. His groans turned to exaggerated moans as he clutched his lower back. She apologized again and again, her hands trembling slightly.
We drove him to the nearest clinic. Nothing major, just a minor sprain, the doctor said. But he milked it with every breath, grimacing like he'd been run over.
The doctor said he needs to be hospitalized for a week--complete bed rest is necessary. I wanted to smile at the thought but kept a polite expression. My wife, on the other hand, seemed really down. I know her soul... she's a sensitive and caring person. The guilt of hurting an old man, even accidentally, must have weighed heavily on her.
Back at home, she remained quiet. I did my best to cheer her up, listening to her as she shared how she felt. I reassured her, lightened the mood with some silly jokes, and slowly, her smile returned. With a few giggles and laughter shared between us, we finally fell asleep, close and calm.
CHAPTER 6: THE GRIN IN THE SHADOWS
Surprisingly, my mind was calm this morning. The weight I carried the past few days had somehow dissolved into sleep. I don't remember the last time my chest felt this light. Maybe I just needed a break from overthinking.
She was already awake when I opened my eyes--humming in the kitchen, her soft voice curling through the walls like a melody I hadn't heard in ages. I slipped my arms around her from behind and buried my face in her shoulder. She giggled, warm and real. We exchanged kisses, slow and lingering--like we were finding our way back into each other.
It felt... normal. Like life had rewound back to before we stepped foot in this cursed locality. For the first time, I wasn't tracing invisible connections, questioning her eyes, or re-reading the curve of her smile. I let go. She was mine--and I, hers.
I went to work with a clear head and returned to her cheerful face at the door. Her arms wrapped around me like home. Somewhere, I knew she had sensed the unrest that once clouded me. The growing suspicions I carried... suspicions that were never her fault.
And God, that realization stung.
She had been nothing but supportive, caught in strange situations by pure misfortune. All the odd events somehow circled around her--but she was a victim, not the orchestrator. Doubting her loyalty... that was shameful. I hated the part of me that had looked at her differently even for a second.
So I buried it. Deep. Decided that no matter what madness this place threw at us--I was going to protect her and our sanity. The past was done. I was moving forward.
And for three days, we did exactly that.
Laughter filled our evenings. Her kisses returned with a kind of hunger that said she, too, had missed this version of us. Even in the silence, her hands always found mine. I watched her sleep beside me each night, her fingers occasionally curling into my chest. Everything was perfect.
Until it wasn't.
It was the fourth day since the old man's injury. I was in high spirits, humming a tune while adjusting my shirt in the mirror. She walked into the room wearing a breezy sundress that clung to her in all the ways that made it hard not to look too long. "Shopping?" she asked, eyes glinting.
"Absolutely," I smiled, grabbing the keys.
We stepped outside, laughter still fresh in the air. As we reached the end of the driveway, a woman caught our attention. She looked to be around my wife's age--or slightly older. Her body language was oddly cautious, maybe even... embarrassed. She kept her head low and briskly walked up to the house next door.
The same house. The young man's house--the one who fixed the tap... the house we heard sex noises from.
She knocked urgently. Quick, controlled knocks. Like she didn't want to draw attention. My wife and I naturally slowed down as we passed.
The door opened almost immediately.And there he was. The young man--shirtless, confident, eyes unreadable. He didn't waste a second. He grabbed the woman's wrist, almost possessively, and yanked her inside with a grin. It wasn't gentle. It was eager. Territorial.
I quickly averted my eyes. But I had seen it.
The way his hand wrapped around her wrist, possessive and urgent. And worse--the other hand slipping boldly to her ass, groping them like he had the right. That same grin on his face, predatory... shameless. Was that grin directed at me?
Or... MY WIFE??
I turned immediately to my wife. She was flushed. Just faintly. But it was there--like a faint hue of red blooming across her cheeks. She met my gaze and offered a small smile, the kind that tried to play things off. But the unease that had slowly faded over the past few days? It was crawling back into my chest like smoke under a door.
Still, I didn't say a word.
We continued walking. We shopped, exchanged jokes, picked out silly things we didn't need. Her laughter was warm again. Familiar. She touched my arm as we passed stalls and wrapped hers around mine when we crossed the street. She looked like mine. And I wanted--so badly--for everything to just be that simple.
Later that evening, we dressed up and went to a fancier place for dinner. The dim lights kissed her skin softly, the way her collarbone peeked through the neckline of her dress made me shift in my seat. She caught me staring and bit her lip, teasing.
There was warmth between us again. Sensual. Electric. But just as our fingers met over the table--
There she was.
The woman from earlier. The one who had been rushed inside like a secret. Only this time... she wasn't with the young man.
She walked into the restaurant with a man who looked like he was in his thirties. Smartly dressed, gentle in demeanor, and clearly comfortable with her. He placed a hand on her back--the kind of familiar, possessive gesture that only husbands or lovers make.
I felt it instantly. That cold, clenching feeling. Like a punch to the gut.
Could that really be her husband?
Did he have any idea?
My wife saw it too. I felt her body stiffen slightly beside me. Her eyes widened just a little. She looked at me, and we both shared the same silent thought.
If that's her husband... Then everything we saw earlier was a betrayal. A shameless one.
A burning sensation pooled in my chest. Not just for the man--but for the idea of it all. Of someone loving so purely... while their partner slipped away into another's arms.
I glanced at my wife. Elegant. Composed. Smiling, though it was more restrained now.
The image of that woman haunted me--but not as much as the thought of my own wife doing something like that. The very idea... her in someone else's embrace, her breath whispering another man's name... it felt like a noose tightening around my throat. Like someone had sealed both my nose and my mouth, leaving me gasping for trust.
But I looked at her again--her soft fingers brushing mine across the table--and I reminded myself.
She is not that woman. She is loyal. Graceful.
A part of me wanted to fall on my knees right there and thanthank the universe for giving me her. For protecting our love from decay.
That night, I held her a little tighter as we lay in bed. My arm draped over her waist, my face buried in the warmth of her neck. She stirred slightly and backed into me, her hips pressing just enough to make my breath catch.
I closed my eyes and whispered a silent promise to whatever gods were listening.
Please, don't let this peace be fake.
CHAPTER 7: THE CALM BEFORE THE
STORM
The next morning, I woke up with an extreme headache. It wasn't just a mild throbbing--it was the kind that creeps into your temples and settles in like it belongs there. The kind that makes you feel like the world is pressing down on your skull with a silent, sinister weight. The kind that made me realize something I didn't want to admit-- those three days of peace were nothing more than a fleeting illusion. Like a man who returns from a soul-refreshing vacation only to find himself once again shackled to his desk, bright lights humming above him like a mocking laugh.
She was right beside me when I opened my eyes, sitting quietly and watching me. Her brows furrowed with concern, a soft hand resting on my forehead.
"You didn't sleep well?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
"No," I replied. "Head's killing me. Feels like somebody knocked me out with a hammer last night."
She didn't say much, but I could see the worry in her eyes. She was always like that--gentle, intuitive, and genuinely caring. Watching her move around the room, trying to make me feel better, part of me ached with guilt for all the unspoken doubts I had let grow in my mind. She didn't deserve them.
My head throbbed painfully, and while my wife looked genuinely worried for me, my own mind was tangled in a different kind of concern--something deeper, something unsettling. It wasn't the old man this time, but the young guy next door. The way he grinned yesterday while pulling that woman inside--was it aimed at me? Or at my wife? I couldn't tell, but the image kept replaying in my head like a warning. There was an unease crawling under my skin, a tension I couldn't quite put into words. It felt almost like a glimpse into a twisted version of my own future. I don't know why, but I have this strange feeling--I need to be wary of him.
There were no painkillers at home, so I decided to walk to the nearby medical shop. I expected the worst--this neighborhood had taught me to. Arrogance, shamelessness, or just unsettling silence seemed to be the common male language here. But when I stepped into the medical shop, I was caught off guard.
The man behind the counter looked to be around my age. Clean-shaven, well-groomed, his shirt tucked neatly, sleeves rolled just right. He looked up with a polite smile.
"Good morning, Sir. What can I get for you?"
His tone was warm--no trace of arrogance or fake politeness. I asked for something for my headache, and he immediately handed me a strip of tablets, even offering a glass of water with a kind nod.
"You've moved into the locality recently?" he asked, casually.
"Yes, almost two weeks ago."
"How are you finding it here?" he continued, genuinely interested.
"It's... different," I said, choosing my words carefully.
He laughed lightly. "Yes, people around here are... weird."
There was something calming about him. Like he didn't belong in this neighborhood either, but had somehow adapted to it. We ended up chatting for a few minutes--small talk about the power cuts, the inconsistent water supply, and how the rains ruined the roads every monsoon. I told him my name.
"Ray," he said, shaking my hand. "Nice to meet someone normal around here."
Before leaving, I impulsively invited him over.
"You should stop by sometime. My wife makes great coffee."
He hesitated, probably not used to people being friendly either. But after a pause, he smiled and said, "Alright. Not today. But maybe tomorrow. I work till late."
"Perfect," I said. "Come by when you're free. It'll be good to talk to someone."
I walked back home with the medicine in hand, and something else--relief. It felt good to meet someone decent. For the first time, I didn't feel like I was alone in this strange place. Maybe I'd been too cynical, too guarded. Not everyone here was bad.
When I returned home, I found her at the door, drying her hands on a kitchen towel, face glowing from the warm light spilling in from the balcony. Her smile--the kind that reaches the eyes--made me feel foolish for all the doubts I had harbored days ago. How could I ever question her?
She took the medicine from my hand and led me to the couch. As I sat down and leaned back, I told her about Ray, and how normal he seemed. She listened, curious but pleased. "That's nice," she said, placing a glass of water on the table beside me. "You could use a friend around here."
I smiled and nodded, letting the tablet melt down my throat.
But even as I closed my eyes for a moment of peace, a quiet voice inside me whispered a warning I chose to ignore.
Peace, in this place....
....never lasts long.
CHAPTER 8: WHEN THE LIGHTS WENT
OUT
After meeting Ray, the guy from the medical shop, something shifted inside me. For the first time since we moved here, I felt a flicker of hope. A faint, timid spark in an otherwise smoggy sky. Maybe this was the beginning of something better. The headache that had clawed at my skull was gone, and I wasn't sure whether it was the medicine or just the psychological relief of knowing there was someone decent around me.
The day passed like any other--I went to work, returned by evening, and everything felt oddly... calm. That night, as I lay in bed beside her, I caught myself smiling. A small one. Maybe I was being too dramatic about this locality. Maybe things would fall into place now.
The next morning was a Sunday. The light filtered through the window in golden streaks, and for once, we didn't rush into chores or responsibilities. We spent the morning lazily cooking together in the kitchen. She wore one of my shirts--something she did on rare mornings like these--and we moved around the kitchen like a well-practiced team. From teasing each other over too much salt in the food to playfully flicking water on each other from the sink, it felt... warm. Real. That rare kind of happiness where you forget the world exists beyond your four walls.
By evening, we had eaten, cleaned, laughed, and lazed around enough for the day. Around 7 PM, I stepped out onto the balcony for some air. The sky was turning a deep violet, and the street was dimly lit--enough to cast long, ambiguous shadows.
That's when I saw him--Ray--walking toward our house.
I smiled instinctively. But before I could call out, he slowed down and stopped outside the young guy's house next door. My smile faded, replaced by a quiet curiosity.
The two exchanged a conversation. I couldn't hear them, but their body language said enough. It wasn't casual. It was friendly--too friendly. Ray laughed loudly and clapped the young guy on the back, the kind of hard, familiar smack friends give each other when exchanging inside jokes or reliving mischief. Ray had a grin I hadn't seen before--wide, carefree, almost... arrogant.
For a moment, it threw me off. Ray, the neatly dressed, soft-spoken gentleman from the shop, was laughing like an old pal with someone I had mentally labeled as a sleazy, vulgar delinquent.
Maybe he was just one of those people who got along with everyone. Maybe I was reading too much into it. He pointed toward our house and said something to the guy.
Perhaps, "I'm visiting them now."
But I couldn't shake the unease crawling under my skin.
I walked inside and told my wife, "He's here, get the coffee ready."
She nodded, tying her hair back, humming softly as she walked toward the kitchen. I waited by the door.
A minute later, the doorbell rang.
I opened it with a smile, but what greeted me wasn't what I expected.
He was smiling--but it wasn't the warm, modest smile from yesterday. This one was... different. A little too wide. A little too forced. There was something unsettling in the way his eyes didn't quite match the smile. They scanned me too quickly, as if checking a box.
Still, I forced myself to remain polite. "Come in," I said.
"Brought some fruits for you," he said, handing over a plastic bag. "Thought I shouldn't come empty-handed."
"Thanks, that's very kind."
He stepped in, his footsteps lighter than I remembered. My wife walked out with a smile and a tray in her hands. "Good evening," she said, polite and graceful as ever.
Ray smiled at her, this time more appropriately. "Nice to finally meet you. He's told me how amazing your cooking is."
She laughed modestly. "He's exaggerating."
We sat down in the living room--coffee, light snacks, some soft instrumental music playing on low volume. At first, the conversation was casual. Funny anecdotes from my work, his strange encounters with customers at the medical store, even her adding in stories from our college days. We laughed. I was beginning to relax.
Maybe I really was overthinking earlier.
But just as I started to believe the evening would go by without any oddity, there was a loud, sudden bang on the front door.
Not a knock. A bang.
All three of us froze.
The sound echoed through the flat, sharp and unexpected--like someone had kicked the door with force.
The bang was loud--too loud. It jolted through our walls like a shockwave, making all three of us flinch hard, our bodies instinctively tensing.
I was about to take a cautious step toward the door when Ray grabbed my arm. His voice was low, sharp, serious.
"Wait," he whispered. "I think I know what this could be."
Cold sweat immediately began trickling down my back. His tone wasn't casual anymore--it had shifted, alarmingly calm yet commanding, the way someone sounds when they've been through this before.
"It's probably a burglary," he said. "Happens a lot around here. Trust me, we don't have much time. Just do exactly what I say."
My wife and I exchanged a silent, fearful glance and nodded.
"Turn off every light. Now."
I rushed to the other rooms, switching off bulbs and tube lights in a frantic blur--kitchen, bedroom, hallway--while my wife quickly flicked the switches in the living area. We moved as if a single second of delay could cost us dearly.
As I returned to the main room, the entire house now cloaked in pitch-black silence, I heard it.
The click of the door's lock being tampered with. A subtle creak--the unmistakable sound of the door slowly opening.
My chest tightened. The darkness made everything feel slower, louder, more vulnerable.
Shapes were just vague silhouettes now. I could make out Ray's outline--tense, alert.
"Under the table," he hissed urgently.
I dropped down, sliding under it without thinking. My breaths shallow, hands trembling.
Then came the footsteps.
Soft at first, like they were trying to stay quiet--but in the dead silence of the flat, they felt deafening. They grew louder, nearer. Someone--or someones--were definitely inside.
I tried to spot my wife. I wasn't sure where she had hidden. The fear that she might be in plain sight made my heart pound violently.
Then I heard a faint sound. A rustle. A whisper-like murmur. My eyes adjusted slowly, and I saw what I thought was her shape near the futon closet. It looked like she had managed to squeeze herself inside. The closet could barely fit one person, but she had made it.
But something about her seemed... off. The way she stood, the way her silhouette moved--it felt stiffer than usual. Almost like she was trying not to shake. Maybe it was just fear, or maybe my nerves were playing tricks on me.
That's when I realized something strange.
The futon closet could only fit one person. So where had Ray hidden?
The footsteps were still moving around, and at one point, they entered the adjacent room above. The creaking of wooden floorboards gave us the briefest sense of distance.
Then--thud!
A dull, sharp sound came from the futon closet.
I whispered urgently in the dark, "Are you okay?"
"Y-yeah, honey," she replied, her voice hushed, shaky. "Just... hit my hand. I'm okay."
But her voice was strange too. Hesitant. Like she was trying hard to sound normal but failing. There was a slight pause before each word, as if she was unsure of what to say. I told myself it was trauma--fear can mess with your tone, your words, everything. She had always been sensitive to stress. Maybe this was just how she processed panic.



And then came the relief. Police sirens.
Wailing, getting closer.
The footsteps inside the house scrambled. I could hear them rushing toward the back door, retreating into the night.
We stayed still for a moment longer, just to be sure.
Then, suddenly, the living room light flicked on. The harsh white glow stung my eyes after the pitch dark.
It was Ray.
And my wife.
Both standing in the middle of the room, looking at me as if waiting for me to come out from under the table.
I crawled out slowly, my limbs still stiff with tension. I turned toward her, concerned.
She was soaked--her clothes clinging to her skin like she had walked through a sudden downpour. Her hair was wet too, strands sticking to her cheeks.
"What happened to you?" I asked, my eyes scanning her.
She gave a weak smile. "The closet was too hot."
Her voice was unusually flat.
I didn't question her much further. I didn't have the mental bandwidth to. The entire evening had drained every last drop of energy I had.
Ray clapped a hand on my back with a grin that felt... too casual.
"You okay, man?"
"Yeah," I replied slowly. "Where did you hide?"
He pointed toward the cupboard in the corner of the room. "That one. Just big enough if you squeeze in. Sorry for the chaos--this place, man... it never runs out of surprises."
I nodded, trying to believe him. I thanked him for his help and apologized for the inconvenience.
My wife was quiet the entire time. I held her hand. It was ice cold. Her eyes darted around the room, still unsettled. She nodded at Ray's goodbye but said nothing.
Maybe she was just overwhelmed. Can't blame her. She had a tender soul--always did.
As I closed the door behind him, a hollow silence wrapped the room again. I stood still, replaying the night in my head.
Something didn't feel right. But I didn't have the courage to dig into that thought.
All I knew was--I was regretting every moment of my decision to move here. This place... this damned place... it had drained all color from our lives.
And for the first time in weeks, I asked myself in complete honesty--
WHY THE HELL DID I EVER COME HERE?
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Chapter 1: Wife's POV
I'd been looking forward to this move.
A fresh start. A quieter life. Just the two of us, away from the noise and rush. The pictures had looked beautiful--trees lining the roads, neighbors smiling, clean sidewalks where kids played. It seemed... safe. Like a dream I didn't even realize I needed.
But the moment we turned onto the street, my chest tightened.
It was too quiet. The kind of quiet where you hold your breath without realizing it. Where you feel like you shouldn't speak too loudly, even though there's no one around.
I stepped out first. My legs were stiff from the drive. The sun felt nice, but the air... didn't. It was like walking into a room where someone had just been talking about you. That strange hush, like something had paused.
I bent down to grab the bag that had slipped from my lap. And that's when I felt it.
Eyes.
Not the curious kind. Not the polite glance. Just... eyes. Heavy. Creepy.
I looked up and saw him--an old man across the street, slouched in a plastic chair. His shirt looked thin and worn, and he just... stared. Not blinking. Not smiling.
Right at me.
My face flushed instantly. I stood up straight and looked away, pretending not to notice. I didn't know what to do. I felt silly for feeling uncomfortable--he was just an old man, right? But something about his eyes made me feel... uncomfortable. Not seen. Just looked at.
I didn't want to say anything. It felt too awkward to bring up. Maybe I was just being sensitive.
My husband stepped between us. I saw him glance over, then back at me. His jaw was tight. He didn't say a word either, just carried a box inside.
So I followed him.
As we unpacked, I tried to distract myself. But the house didn't feel right either. It looked clean in the pictures, but up close, it was like a mask was peeling off. The doors didn't close properly, the windows let in too much air, and the whole place had this strange... worn-out feeling.
Still, I smiled and said it would be fine. Because that's what you do when you're trying to be hopeful.
Later, I stepped outside to fix the doormat. I wanted it to look nice, like a real home. I didn't even notice them at first--two men walking down the street, shirts clinging to their skin from the heat.
Then I felt it again.
That weight. That watching. When I looked up, they were already looking at me.
I glanced away quickly, pretending to focus on the mat, my fingers fidgeting with the corners even though it was already straight.
I didn't understand why it made me feel so... nervous. I wasn't doing anything. I wasn't even dressed up. I wasn't trying to get attention.
But it didn't matter.
I knew my husband saw them too. I felt his gaze from inside the house--he always noticed more than he let on. I felt guilty, like I'd done something wrong just by existing in their line of sight. And I hated that feeling.
That night, as we sat on the floor with food between us, he looked at me and asked:
"Do you feel it too?"
I looked at him, confused. "Feel what?"
Then it hit me. Like a wave crashing over still water-- the meaning behind his question. I felt it too. But the joy he once carried about leaving the noise behind and building a new life together... I didn't want to be the reason he questioned it. I didn't want to scare him. Or admit how weird everything felt. I didn't want to be that wife--too jumpy, too sensitive, too much trouble over nothing.
But the truth was, I already knew something felt off.
This place didn't feel like a beginning. It felt like something was already in motion. Something we hadn't agreed to.
That night as we lay in bed, I curled into him. His arm around my waist always made me feel safe, like nothing could reach me. But even with him holding me, I couldn't stop thinking about that old man. Those men on the street. The way they looked at me like I wasn't really a person.
Just... something else.
And I didn't know what to call that feeling yet.
But I knew I didn't like it.
Chapter 2: Wife's POV
By morning, he seemed calmer, more settled. I could tell by the way he poured me tea suggesting visiting the neighbors, his eyes not as restless as yesterday. Maybe things weren't as strange as they'd felt. Moving always came with a whirlwind of emotion, and we hadn't exactly been at our best. I didn't want to assume the worst about anyone just yet.
When he suggested visiting the neighbors, I gave a small nod affirming, the gesture would be nice. The skirt I wore clung a bit more than I remembered, but I didn't give it too much thought. We were just delivering fruit. I liked the gesture. It felt like something normal people did -- simple, kind.
As I reached for the basket, I caught him looking at me, his eyes dropping for a second before flicking away. I pretended not to notice, focusing on the weight of the fruit, trying not to trip over the mat on our way out. I always worried about falling at the worst moments.
The house next door looked in a very terrible condition. Even worse than ours. When the door opened, I was hit by a wave of something unpleasant -- mildew mixed with... something else I couldn't place. The man standing in front of us was older, his clothes stained and hanging from him, his expression too eager, eyes a bit too sharp for the smile he wore.
He stared at me longer than he should have. I felt it almost immediately, like a prickle under my skin. I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear and stayed quiet while my husband introduced us and offered the fruit. The man's gaze didn't leave me. It was unsettling, but I didn't want to be rude.
When he invited us in, I looked to my husband, hoping he would politely decline. But he hesitated too, then gave me a look before nodding. So I followed.
Inside, the smell was worse. The air felt sticky, like it had been trapped for years. The furniture was worn and the walls were streaked with brownish stains. I wanted to breathe through my mouth, but that felt obvious, so I tried not to react.
We sat, and the old man talked. A lot. His stories rambled and rarely made sense. I kept my hands folded neatly in my lap and smiled when it felt expected. But I could feel his eyes whenever I shifted -- when I adjusted my t-shirt, when I smoothed my skirt. It wasn't subtle. He watched like I was something... edible. It made me want to curl into myself, but I didn't know how to excuse us politely. My husband didn't say anything either. Maybe he didn't notice.
But I think he did.
The man's eyes always found their way back to my chest or my legs, his stare lingering a beat too long each time. I kept my posture still, uncertain. My heart was picking up speed, but I smiled when spoken to and nodded when I was expected to. It felt like I was playing a role I didn't audition for.
When my husband finally stood, saying we needed to head back, I almost sighed in relief. I stood too, smoothing the back of my skirt, trying not to rush to the door.
But the man stopped us.
He mentioned some custom -- a hug for guests. His smile didn't reach his eyes. I watched my husband step forward first, offering a brief, reluctant hug. Then he turned to leave. Just as I started following my husband to the door.
The man was already in front of me.
He looked down at me, his voice lower now, and asked for one from the "lady of the house." His tone felt heavier, stickier. I didn't know what to say. Saying no felt wrong, like it would make things worse. Saying yes felt worse still.
So I hesitated.
And then, unsure, I stepped forward. I told myself it was just a hug. A strange one, sure, but brief. Harmless. Maybe he was just eccentric. Maybe I was overreacting.
His arms wrapped around me slower than they should have. One hand rested on my back, and the other slid lower than was appropriate. He held me with a grip that felt too strong for someone that old. My arms hung awkwardly, hovering in the air, not knowing where to land.
He leaned closer, his cheek brushing my hair, his breath uncomfortably warm. I couldn't move. His hand stayed just above the curve of my backside, fingers pressing just firmly enough to be noticed, not enough to provoke a scene. My body froze, my breathing uneven. I didn't return the embrace, but I didn't resist either. I couldn't seem to.
When my husband cleared his throat, it felt like the room cracked open. The old man pulled back, slowly, letting his hand drag across my waist longer than necessary.
My skin crawled.
Outside, I didn't say anything. I just adjusted my skirt and tried to smooth my breathing. My face felt warm, my scalp prickled. I didn't look at my husband. I didn't know what he saw, or what he thought. I wasn't sure what I felt.
Ashamed? Embarassed? Confused?
But I couldn't find the words to explain the hug. Or the way I froze. Or how long it lasted.
So I said nothing.
And somehow, that silence made everything feel worse.
Chapter 3: Wife's POV
The door closed softly behind us, the sound echoing a little too sharply in the quiet afternoon. I felt the coolness of the air, but instead of relief, a strange heat settled in my chest -- not warmth from comfort, but from something heavier, a flutter of discomfort I couldn't quite place.
He stayed silent beside me. I could tell something was on his mind, but when I glanced at him, I chose calmness. No need to stir the air with worries that might be nothing.
Inside, I slipped off my slippers and moved to the kitchen, trying to shake off the weight of the strange encounter.
"Next time," I said lightly, pulling my hair into a bun, "we should bring candles. That place feels like it needs light more than anything else." I smiled softly, hoping to lift the moment.
He laughed, but it sounded forced.
Our home welcomed us back with its warm glow -- everything felt right, yet I too sensed an invisible shadow trailing behind us. Maybe I was imagining things. Maybe it was just unfamiliarity. Maybe the old man's hug was just awkward, nothing more.
Later that evening, we went out to watch a movie -- a gentle story about new beginnings. I laughed when it felt natural, leaned in close when the quiet moments came. His hand found mine, and for a while, the strange tension loosened. I wanted to believe nothing was wrong.
Coming back from the movie, the night wrapped around us like a soft blanket. Most homes were quiet, but one stood awake -- its windows glowing, sounds spilling into the street.
A woman's voice, raw and untamed, broke the quiteness. It wasn't pain, but something wild, alive, and unhidden.
I felt my fingers tighten around his. I didn't want to look at the window -- not because of shame, but because some things are not ours to understand.
My cheeks warmed, and I quickened my steps. No words. No explanations. Just a silent wish to leave the noise behind.
At home, I moved through the familiar motions: cardigan off, water poured, light talk exchanged. I was quieter, yes -- but steady.
Later, when the house was dark and sleep near, the sounds returned -- louder, fiercer. The woman's cries filled the night again.
I lay still, half-aware, neither disturbed nor drawn. Something in me listened quietly, distant and calm.
His hand found my waist, and I leaned in, meeting his kiss with an eagerness that surprised me -- a spark between us, born from the complexity of the night.
We made love in a way that felt new and familiar all at once, a dance of closeness and release. I wanted him to feel safe, to believe in the comfort we shared here, in this new place.
When it ended, I turned away from the window, seeking peace in the dark. He stayed awake, and I wondered what thoughts raced behind his eyes.
But to myself I kept repeating these words:
We are happy. We are home.
But sometimes, in the quiet moments between heartbeats, I feel a ripple of something else -- a question without a name.
Chapter 4: Wife's POV
The morning sun was generous, casting a golden hue on the counter as I mindlessly stirred the pot. But even the warmth outside couldn't shake the heaviness in the air between us. He greeted me with more energy than I expected -- a forced cheerfulness that didn't quite match his tired eyes.
"Good morning," I replied, managing a polite smile.
He reminded me gently that he'd need his lunch early. I quickly drew all my focus on preparing the lunch. As he walked away to bathe, I found my thoughts drifting again. We had barely unpacked, the new house still felt unfamiliar, and the silence of the neighborhood made every sound echo twice as loud.
When he came back and mentioned a hole in the bathroom wall, I felt my stomach clench slightly. "A hole?" I asked.
He brushed it off -- said it was nothing, just some old pipe space, covered from the other side. I nodded, but the mention of it lingered in my mind longer than I liked.
After he left, the day passed slowly. I changed my clothes -- the morning ones had become sticky with the heat. It was evening but I was sweating, the fan doing little to help. I picked a more comfortable dress from my suitcase. Simple, yes, but it fit me well.
I headed to the kitchen to fill a bottle of water, but when I turned the tap, nothing came. Not even a dribble. "Oh no," I whispered. I stared at the sink, hoping maybe if I waited, some magic would happen. The thought of asking someone for help didn't feel right. I was stranded, hoping the water would just... fix itself.
I was still caught up in my thoughts when I stepped in my gallery to get a bit of air, the breeze brushing against my skin. That's when I noticed him -- a young man leaning casually near the gate. He looked up and caught my eye, then smiled -- not just politely, but with a certain charm that made it hard to ignore.
"Hello, miss," he said, his voice relaxed and confident. "I'm your neighbor. If you ever need help with anything... just let me know."
There was a flicker of something in his eyes -- playful, curious -- and before I knew it, the broken tap flashed in my mind. I found myself telling him about it, almost instinctively, my voice a little softer than usual.
He stepped in casually, scanning the sink. "Let's see. Sometimes there's a small valve under the sink. Can you check if there's one?"
I bent down, trying to find the valve he mentioned beneath the sink. My hands brushed around aimlessly -- there didn't seem to be anything there. But then, suddenly, I became aware of the position I was in... the way my back arched, the way my skirt had shifted slightly. And more than that -- I felt it. That invisible weight of a stare, lingering over me, tracing places no hands had touched. It wasn't loud or obvious, but it was there -- like someone was slowly feeling me with their eyes.
I quickly stood up, flustered. I didn't say anything, but I was embarrassed. It wasn't that he had touched me -- he hadn't. But something about the moment, the angle, the way he stood -- it made me feel... exposed.
"There's no tap under here," I mumbled.
He chuckled lightly. "Ah, then it must be connected inside. Let me try the bathroom."
He walked in confidently, like it wasn't his first time navigating someone else's house. A minute later, I heard the sink come to life -- water flowing, strong and steady.
"See?" he said, stepping out. "It was this little valve here." He explained something about the connection, stepping a little closer with each word.
I nodded, still not looking him in the eye. I just wanted him to leave.
And then I heard the familiar voice at the door. "Hello."
My heart stopped. My husband was back. The man turned around, flashing an easy grin and greeted him back.
I stepped back, trying to steady my breath. I wasn't hiding anything, not really, but the whole situation suddenly felt... wrong. Like I had allowed something in, unintentionally.
"Go wash up," I said quietly, turning away. "I'll make dinner."
At the table later, I told him the truth -- mostly. That the water had stopped, and the neighbor helped. That I didn't know what else to do. He listened, silent but watching.
I smiled at him as naturally. But the way he looked at me -- like he wanted to believe me, but something held him back -- it unsettled me more than anything else that day.
Still, when he kissed me good night, I leaned into him. Wanting things to feel normal. Wanting to believe they still were.
But even as we lay there, breathing side by side, I felt it -- a quiet space growing between us, filled with words neither of us dared to speak.
Chapter 5: Wife's POV
The first thing I felt was warmth--soft and golden, slipping through the curtain folds and gently wrapping itself around my skin. Morning light. Safe, steady. I stirred beneath the blanket, my cheek pressing into the pillow's cool side, and before I even opened my eyes, I sensed him.
His breath was close, steady. Then, a soft kiss--barely a whisper--landed on my cheek. It wasn't a demand. It was a message.
I smiled before my eyes opened. When I turned toward him, he was already looking, eyes soft, slightly tired. He hadn't been sleeping well. I knew that. But this morning, something in the silence between us felt different. Easier.
"I'm taking the day off," he said.
That was all. No explanations. But I knew the weight behind it. After everything we'd been through--his quiet suspicions, my confused guilt, the spaces between our words. I think we both just wanted to feel normal again. Human.
We moved slowly, like people trying to remember how to dance after forgetting the rhythm. We made breakfast together--eggs, toast, far too many vegetables chopped for an omelet that couldn't hold them all. The kitchen was alive again, clinking utensils, scattered laughter, moments where our fingers brushed and neither of us pulled away.
I laughed when he dropped a piece of mushroom on the floor. He made a dramatic face when I sprinkled too much chili on his side of the pan. For those few hours, I let myself believe that nothing had changed. That the air hadn't been heavy. That there was no old fear curling around the edges of our days.
Then, the doorbell rang.
I was closest, but he reached it first. I followed a step behind, drying my hands with a towel, heart still light from the moments we'd shared.
But then I saw who it was.
The old man from next door.
That grin. That awful, knowing grin. Like he knew something he shouldn't. Like he was always waiting for us to forget he existed--until he made sure we didn't.
His eyes met mine. No effort to hide the way they scanned me. Not lust, exactly--something fouler. Possessive. A gaze that lingered too long, as if he had imagined more than was ever real.
"Ah, my lovely neighbors," he said, eyes flicking between us like we were part of some joke he hadn't shared.
He asked for help. Something about boxes on a high shelf. His voice dripped with politeness but carried that uncomfortable undertone--the kind that makes your stomach tense even before your mind catches up.
I saw my husband stiffen. Just slightly. A muscle in his jaw moved.
"I'll come," he offered quickly.
But the man, always too clever for his own good, smiled wider. "Ah, but someone will need to hold the ladder. And I can't manage that anymore. So your wife will have to come too."
I felt my husband shift beside me. I placed a hand gently on his arm and spoke before he could. "It's alright," I said. My voice was calm, soft. Controlled. "I'll help."
I could feel his hesitation, but he trusted me. He nodded.
As we followed the man down the short garden path to his house, I felt that gaze again. On my back. Every step I took. Every sway of fabric. It wasn't just looking--it was calculating. It made my skin crawl.



His house smelled like old books, closed windows, and something faintly musty -- like time had stopped moving inside. I held the ladder steady, planting my feet, glancing up to watch my husband climb. His broad back flexed as he reached above. I always admired his strength, his quiet confidence. But now, there was tension in his shoulders -- like he didn't want to turn his back.
Then, I felt it.
The old man had stepped in closer behind me. I could sense him before I saw him -- the heat of his body, too close to mine. My skin prickled.
"Don't hold it there, dear," he said, his voice low, almost intimate. "You've got to come here... this part's more stable."
I hesitated. There was something in his tone -- not quite command, not quite invitation -- but something that slid under my skin. I moved slowly, cautious. As I adjusted my grip on the ladder, his hand reached out, resting on mine.
It should've been innocent. Helpful. But it wasn't.
His fingers were dry, papery -- but the pressure was deliberate. Too long. Too sure. I tried to pull back, subtly, but he held me just a breath longer, guiding my hand as if I were a child. His chest brushed lightly against my back. It sent a jolt down my spine -- not pleasure, not fear, but something complicated.
"You've got soft hands," he murmured.
I didn't reply. I kept my eyes on my husband, hoping he hadn't seen that brief, too-close contact. My face felt hot. My pulse quickened. Not because I wanted it -- god, no -- but because I didn't understand my own reaction.
This man disgusted me... yet his proximity, the forbidden wrongness of it, made my breath come quicker. I felt ashamed of even noticing.
Then the box slipped.
I gasped, instinct taking over. I lunged forward, brushing past the old man to catch it. In the scramble, my hip struck his side, and I felt him fall.
Hard.
I whirled around, crouching. "Oh god--are you alright?" My hands hovered, unsure where to touch. He groaned, theatrically, clutching his lower back.
I looked over my shoulder at my husband. His jaw was clenched. His eyes unreadable.
Later, in the car, the old man's groans continued, each one like a small performance. I sat stiff beside him, torn between guilt, anger, and an emotion I didn't want to name.
It wasn't arousal.
It was the strange disorientation of being seen -- too closely, too deliberately -- by someone I didn't want seeing me at all.
And the shameful truth that I felt it.
Later, at the clinic, the doctor said it was just a minor sprain. One week of bed rest. That was all.
But the old man moaned dramatically, like he was dying.
I couldn't meet my husband's eyes. I didn't want to see what he was thinking. Because I knew the guilt was already blooming in me. Not because I'd done anything wrong, but because someone got hurt near me. Because I let that man touch me, even briefly. Because I wasn't quick enough. Strong enough. Smart enough.
Back home, the light in the house felt colder. We barely spoke as we changed out of our clothes. I sat on the bed, staring at the floor, feeling the weight of something I couldn't quite name.
Then he sat beside me.
He didn't say much. Just small, silly things. Little jokes. The kind of nonsense that used to make me giggle when we were younger.
And eventually, I did laugh. Quietly. But genuinely.
We curled up under the blanket, closer than we'd been in days. His arm draped over my waist. My fingers found his chest. The rhythm of his heartbeat slowed mine. I closed my eyes and let myself breathe. Safe again. Close again.
Tomorrow could wait.
Chapter 6: Wife's POV
I hadn't slept well. Not in the tossing-turning way. It was more like my body had rested, but my heart had stayed halfway awake. Not restless... just unsettled. I didn't want to open my eyes. There was something about the morning air that felt a little heavier. Not loud. Just... dense.
I kept thinking about his eyes--those soft, watery ones that had looked up at me right before he slipped. I hadn't pushed him, I knew that. But maybe I turned too quickly. Maybe I could've caught him. Or stepped back faster. Or said something kinder. Or just... smiled more?
I didn't know what haunted me more--the thud of his body hitting the ground, or the eerie silence that followed before he grunted in pain.
But I didn't want to spiral again.
So I got up early, quietly, and wandered into the kitchen. Humming something soft under my breath--not because I felt joyful, but because I needed something to hold onto. A tune, a rhythm. Anything that would make the silence feel less accusing.
I started making tea. The clinking of the spoon against the cup was oddly grounding. I moved slowly, like my body was on autopilot. Then I heard him stir in the other room.
He was awake.
The sound of his feet padding across the floor pulled something loose in my chest.
When he came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, I stiffened for a second--just a second, and then melted into him. His face nestled against my shoulder. His lips brushed my skin gently. Warm. Loving. Real.
I smiled. Genuinely. Not because I had forced myself to--but because his touch brought clarity. I hadn't realized how much I'd needed that-- him. It was like the storm inside me couldn't find footing anymore.
We kissed slowly. Like two people who'd missed each other, even though we'd been side by side all along.
That morning, something inside me softened. For the next few days, we laughed more. I caught him watching me with that old sparkle in his eyes. The one that used to make me blush back when we were just dating. I leaned into his touches without hesitation. My fingers sought his when we sat together. He whispered small things into my ear that made me giggle--and in those moments, the weight of the old man, the fall, the accident... it blurred at the edges.
But only blurred. Not gone.
There was still something--something quiet and strange--nestled deeper than I wanted to admit. But I didn't look at it. I didn't name it. I didn't even feel it fully. It was just... there. Like a seed planted without my knowledge.
Then came the fourth day.
He looked especially handsome that morning--standing by the mirror, adjusting his collar, humming. I caught myself staring. There was something about his contentment that made me feel both proud and... small. Not in a bad way.
I picked out a dress without thinking. Something breezy. He smiled when he saw me. I liked that smile. It felt like sunlight.
And then, as we stepped out--
A woman.
She was walking quickly, head lowered, eyes scanning the ground like she didn't want to be seen. She looked... familiar, and yet not. There was something in her body language that made me uncomfortable. I couldn't explain it.
She knocked. Sharp, hushed knocks. The door opened fast.
The young man. Shirtless and Confident.
He didn't hesitate. He grabbed her wrist hard and yanked her inside with a smile that wasn't just a smile. It was... something else. Something that made the air change. His other hand, bold, shameless, slid to her--
I looked away.
My breath had hitched without warning. I felt heat crawl up my neck. A kind of flutter. Disgust? Shock? Something else? I didn't know.
I felt my husband's eyes on me--and so I smiled. Softly. Dismissively. Like I hadn't noticed anything unusual. Like we'd just seen a neighbor picking up groceries.
But something had shifted. Not between us. No, we still walked closely, still exchanged small jokes. But in me--a flicker of something I didn't understand. Something I wasn't looking at.
Later, at dinner, I tried to shake it off.
The restaurant was beautiful. He looked at me like I was glowing. I smiled, touched his fingers, whispered something silly. It felt good. Natural.
And then--I saw her.
The same woman. Different man.
He was older, softer in manner. He touched her lower back gently, possessively. Like a husband. A lover. Not someone who yanked her in by the wrist.
I didn't say a word. Neither did he.
But we both felt it.
My fingers wrapped tighter around the wine glass. My smile remained, but it felt... thinner. I watched her sit with her husband, so at ease, so cleanly composed--and all I could hear was the sound of her being pulled behind a door.
I leaned closer to my husband, needing him, craving his steadiness.
That night, he held me tighter. I nestled into him, let my hips brush his, felt his breath warm against my neck. He kissed the spot behind my ear and whispered something sweet I don't even remember.
I closed my eyes.
Sleep came. But in some quiet corner of my soul, something was stretching. Slowly. Silently. Like a seed beginning to crack open underground.
And I... didn't even notice.
Chapter 7: Wife's POV
The first thing I noticed this morning was how quiet he was.
Usually, he shifts a little, clears his throat, or mutters something grumpy about the light filtering in through the curtains. But today... nothing.
I turned to look at him. His face was tense, jaw slightly clenched, eyebrows drawn like something was clawing through his dreams. I didn't want to wake him--not yet. But then his eyes opened suddenly, as if the pain had pulled him back into reality.
"You didn't sleep well?" I asked gently, brushing his forehead.
"No," he muttered. "Head's killing me. Feels like somebody knocked me out with a hammer last night."
I smiled faintly, but my chest tightened. He looked worn out--not tired in the usual way, but drained. There was something in his eyes that reminded me of how people look when they've seen something they can't unsee. Not fear... not quite sadness... just a kind of weight.
I asked if he wanted tea. He just shook his head. I didn't push it. Some days, you just move gently around people, like placing quiet offerings at the feet of something you don't understand.
As I moved about the room, getting a cloth to wipe his forehead and opening the windows just a little, I caught him watching me. His expression was unreadable. Not cold--but distant, like his mind was stuck in a memory he didn't want to share.
I felt a twinge of guilt. Maybe I should've asked more. Or stayed closer the past few days. But part of me had been lost in my own quiet confusion lately--trying to figure out what was wrong with me. Why certain things stayed in my head longer than they should. Why images and moments I didn't want to remember kept... echoing.
He eventually decided to walk to the medical shop himself. I offered to go instead, but he insisted. Said the walk might help.
I watched from the balcony as he walked away. He moved slower than usual, as if each step weighed more than it should. I told myself he'd be fine. That it was just a headache. But my instincts whispered otherwise.
I busied myself cleaning up the living room. Dusted the windowsills. Rearranged the cushions. Wiped the glasses even though they were already clean. All the while, my thoughts drifted. First to him. Then to the man next door. Then--without warning--to the woman.
That woman.
The way she'd moved behind that door still lived in my skin like a shiver that wouldn't leave. I didn't want to remember it, but it visited me in flashes: Quick, Sharp and Strange.
Why did it bother me so much? Why did I even care?
I heard the front door click.
He was back.
I turned and smiled, my heart lifting slightly at the sight of him. He looked better. Still pale, but more grounded. He handed me the strip of tablets, and I led him to the couch like a child returning from battle.
As he leaned back and closed his eyes, he told me about the medical store guy--Ray.
I listened carefully, searching his voice for something I couldn't quite name. Relief, maybe. Or hope. He described Ray's neat personality, kind smile, the way he spoke without pretense.
"That's nice," I said, placing a glass of water beside him. "You could use a friend around here."
I meant it. He needed someone to talk to who wasn't tangled up in his mind. Someone who didn't come with echoes of a fall, or the weight of suspicion. Someone normal.
He smiled, nodded, and tilted his head back. I wanted to sit next to him, maybe rest my hand on his shoulder, but I stayed standing.
There was something delicate about the moment. Like we were both trying not to break it.
He closed his eyes. I watched his chest rise and fall. His face slowly relaxed. And for a second, I let myself believe maybe things would be okay again.
But even then--beneath the light breeze from the window, the soft clink of the glass--I felt it.
Something stirring. Something neither of us had words for.
The peace we had tasted the last few days had been real--but fragile. A borrowed peace, not a permanent one. Like a calm sea with a storm still brewing underneath.
But after hearing him talk about Ray, I thought to myself, maybe this place isn't so bad after all... maybe there are good people here too. Maybe?
Chapter 8: Wife's POV
The Sunday morning light was soft, golden, and slow, the kind that makes you want to linger under its warmth. I wore his oversized shirt and tied my hair into a lazy bun. It had become a small ritual for rare, peaceful mornings. He didn't say much, but his mood was lighter than it had been in days. We cooked together, moved in sync around the kitchen like a team that had been doing this forever. He tasted the soup and raised an eyebrow at the salt; I laughed and flicked a drop of water at him. He retaliated by smudging a bit of flour on my nose.
For the first time in a while, he looked relaxed.
It made me feel quietly proud. Not of myself, but of this small, stubborn life we were building in a place that had tried, every day, to make us feel unwelcome.
Evening came and wrapped the day in violet skies. We had eaten well, cleaned up together, and were settling into that gentle silence that comes when two people are simply content in each other's company.
He stepped onto the balcony. I stayed back, wiping the last of the plates and humming a tune I hadn't thought of in years. Then I heard his voice behind me.
"He's here. Get the coffee ready."
I looked over my shoulder. He didn't look nervous, but something in his tone was stiff. I nodded, dried my hands, and began prepping. Coffee was easy. What was harder was hiding the curiosity I felt. He had mentioned Ray before--the polite man from the medical shop, someone he had clearly taken a liking to. I was glad he had found someone he could talk to. This place had made him restless, paranoid even. If Ray helped ease that burden, I welcomed him with all my heart.
The doorbell rang just as I finished setting the tray.
When I stepped out with the cups, I noticed it immediately. The energy in the room wasn't exactly what I'd expected. Ray stood near the entrance, smiling--but not the warm kind of smile you give when entering a friend's home. It felt too neat, too measured, as if he had practiced it on his way up.
Still, I greeted him. "Good evening."
He turned to me and nodded. "Nice to finally meet you. He's told me how amazing your cooking is."
I smiled, brushing it off. "He's exaggerating."
We all sat down in the living room. I placed the coffee and snacks on the table and took the seat beside my husband. At first, things were easy. He told Ray an old story from our college days where he'd slipped on stage during a debate and blamed the mic wire. I added how he tried to act like it was intentional. Ray laughed, and I noticed for the first time that his laugh, though genuine-sounding, didn't quite reach his eyes.
Still, it wasn't unusual. Some people simply carried a shield, especially in a place like this.
He talked about work at the medical store, how a woman once asked him if she could return a tube of toothpaste just because she didn't like the taste. We laughed. He had a certain charm, I won't deny that. He was articulate, presentable, and said the right things. But every so often, his gaze would shift just a bit too quickly--like he was scanning the room, like he was trying to learn it.
It wasn't anything overt. Just little things. A flicker in his expression when I mentioned where we kept the sugar, or the way he tilted his head slightly when I said my husband had been having headaches lately.
I sipped my coffee and listened. I watched. And I smiled.
He was pleasant. But something told me--he wasn't simple.
Still, I didn't let it show. I asked about his family. He kept it vague. I asked if he liked living here. He said it had its moments.
Just when I had begun to believe the evening might pass without anything strange, a sudden, violent bang shattered the air.
Not a knock. A bang. We all froze.
The sound echoed--sharp, jarring like someone had kicked the door with full force. It wasn't just loud. It was wrong. The kind of noise that makes your body react before your brain catches up.
I saw my husband take a step toward the door, but Ray reached out and grabbed his arm--tight, firm.
"Wait," he said, low and urgent. "I think I know what this could be."
There was something terrifying in his calm. Not fear, not panic. Experience. Like he'd heard this before. Lived it.
"It's probably a burglary," he added. "Happens a lot around here. We don't have much time. Do exactly what I say."
My husband and I looked at each other briefly, both of us too stunned to speak, then nodded.
"Turn off every light. Now."
He ran off down the hall without hesitation--kitchen, bedroom, hallway. I was left alone in the living room, flipping off switch after switch with trembling fingers. Each second felt stretched thin, as if the darkness might protect us or betray us.
And then, the entire house sank into silence and shadow.
Suddenly, Ray grabbed my wrist--not roughly, but firmly--and pulled me toward the futon closet. The house was already into silence.
He opened the left door and pushed me inside.
I slipped in, my breath tight, heart pounding. There was barely space to crouch--so I did what instinct told me: I laid down sideways into the pile of bedding, curling slightly for comfort, facing the door I'd come in through.
I heard Ray's voice again, guiding my husband. "Under the table. Quickly." I listened as my husband slid under the table, his breaths shallow and rapid. The room was silent except for the soft creaks of the intruders moving around. I tried to stay still, to stay quiet, but my body was shaking, my breaths coming in short, frightened gasps.
Suddenly, I felt the closet second door shift, the door barely opening before a large body slipped in behind me. I gasped, my back pressing against a solid chest. A hand clamped over my mouth, muffling my scream.
"Shh, it's just me. Stay still."
The space behind me, I'd thought, was pressed full of futons. But I had underestimated just how desperate, how flexible, how determined someone can be when they're scared.
Ray's hand slid from my mouth, trailing down my arm. I shivered at his touch, my body responding to his despite the fear coursing through my veins.
At first I told myself it was necessity. Nothing more.
His breath was hot on my ear, his voice a low growl. "Stay quiet." and in the position we were in, that simple request felt far heavier than it should have.
Pressed together like that--my back fully against his front, his arm barely brushing mine--I felt a rush of heat crawl under my skin. It wasn't just discomfort. It was... confusing. My body felt warm, almost feverish, reacting to something I didn't understand.
There was no space between us. Every breath he took ghosted across the side of my neck, making my skin prickle. I could feel the rise and fall of his chest against me, the quiet rhythm of it syncing with my own breathing without permission. Occasionally, his hand, as he shifted, grazed over my thighs. I told myself it was accidental. It had to be. But each time, it lingered just long enough to make me question.



I remained frozen, thoughts spiraling. I could see my husband's silhouette under the table--so close, yet completely unaware. That sight alone sent a sharp pang through my chest. I was his wife. What was I doing? Why wasn't I pulling away? Why did I feel like I couldn't?
Ray was his friend. A kind, sweet man--at least that's what I had been told. That's what I believed. That's what I wanted to keep believing. There was no way he would cross the line. No way he'd do anything to hurt his friend--or me.
I kept repeating that to myself like a prayer. But then it happened--his hand slipped around my waist, gripping it tightly, fingers firm, possessive.
I gasped and flinched, accidentally knocking my hand against the edge of the table. My heart pounded in my ears. He immediately whispered an apology, saying he thought it was just the blanket.
But I couldn't believe it.
That touch--it wasn't passive. It wasn't innocent. It felt deliberate, sensual and dominant.
And worst of all... it sent a shiver down my spine that I couldn't explain or ignore.
And then--finally--came the sirens.
Sharp and Piercing. Getting closer.
Inside, the footsteps scrambled fast. I could hear them retreating through the back. Gone.
We waited, breath held. Still as stone.
Then Ray turned to me in the darkness of the futon closet and whispered quickly, "Don't tell your husband we were hiding in here together. He might take it the wrong way."
I paused--but I understood. He was right. The situation already felt... strange. Saying it out loud would only create questions I didn't want to answer. So I just nodded.
He slipped out first, calm and composed. I followed, quietly agreeing with myself--best to leave it unsaid.
When the lights flicked on, I saw my husband crawling out from under the table, his eyes immediately finding me.
He looked concerned. "What happened to you?"
I forced a small smile. "The closet was too hot."
He didn't push further. He looked exhausted. Maybe grateful it was all over.
Ray gave him a pat on the back. Too casual. Too familiar.
"You okay, man?" he asked.
"Yeah," my husband replied, slow and unsure.
I stayed silent the entire time, only nodding at Ray's goodbye. When my husband took my hand, I let him. It was cold. I don't think he noticed.
As the door shut, the silence came back--heavy, uncertain.
He thought the danger was outside.
But me? I wasn't so sure anymore.
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Chapter 9: One Week of Regret
Still terrified from the ordeal, we sat down in silence, taking deep, shaky breaths, trying to steady our nerves. The question that haunted us both was simple but terrifying: was our safety truly guaranteed here? I pulled her into my arms, and she clung to me like a lifeline. Thankfully, it seemed the intruders hadn't taken much--just an old vase or two. I immediately got the door rewired and added extra locks. We tried to sleep, but it was a restless, half-aware sleep, always alert, waiting for the next shock. I held her close, unwilling to let go, as if my presence alone could shield us both.
The next morning, life followed its usual routine, but the events of the last night lingered like a dark shadow. Ray's behavior felt... off. Or maybe it was me--maybe the creeping paranoia was twisting my perception. I wasn't sure who to trust anymore, and that uncertainty suffocated me. Despite the anxiety, I forced myself to go to work. When I returned, I brought home some of her favorite food, hoping to lift her spirits. She seemed genuinely delighted, but something in her demeanor was unusual--an uneasy guilt shadowed her eyes, or maybe it was just the lingering fear of that night.
We talked quietly, tried to find normalcy, but when night fell, she cuddled me tightly, as if trying to say sorry for something unspoken. Her grip was desperate, as if her conscience was pleading to confess a secret she couldn't yet voice.
The next morning, nearly a week after the old man's injury, we saw him--limping but alive, slowly walking into his home. He looked better than expected, which brought a strange disappointment. My wife, with a soft voice, asked if I could bring some fruits for him after work--a small gesture of apology for what had happened that day. I hesitated, reluctant to show kindness to someone so unsettling, but the gentle guilt in her eyes softened me. How could I refuse when she carried so much compassion, even when I struggled to understand it?
Back from work, I picked up some fresh fruits, just as she had asked. I didn't want to, but I did--maybe for her more than for him.
Once home and freshened up, we both headed to that miserable, foul-smelling house. The stench hit us even before we knocked--it was something so potent, so vile, I swear even a demon would faint at the door. Still, we stood there, holding our breaths, and knocked on the door.
He opened it. Same torn clothes, same unkempt look--but something was different. The usual creepy grin was gone. His face was twisted in a kind of bitter anger, like he'd been waiting to see us just to scowl.
Maybe it was for that push... if so, it was expected.
My wife noticed too and stepped forward to apologize immediately, her voice soft, guilt-ridden. I followed, offering a half-hearted apology. He said nothing at first--just stepped aside and pointed towards the filthy sofa like it was a throne. We sat down, careful not to breathe too deeply, as he groaned and lowered himself onto the chair opposite us.
But his walk... it wasn't the same as the morning. He limped heavily now, one hand clutching his back. Even sitting down seemed like agony for him. My wife leaned forward with concern, asking, "Are you okay?"
He shot back, "No, lady. I'm not okay. You pushed an old man who already had back problems. And now, it's worse than ever."
And just like that, the floodgates opened.
We sat through a long, melodramatic monologue--how much pain he was in, how the injury had worsened, how unfair life was. My wife kept whispering apologies, truly feeling sorry. But I was listening with narrowed eyes, seeing right through it. He wasn't just venting--he was baiting her, guilt-tripping her with every carefully chosen word.
Then came the clincher.
"Now tell me, who's going to clean the house, wash the dishes, do the laundry? I can't even move properly! The doctor told me I need at least a week's rest, and I have no one. No family. No help."
I knew where this was going. He was setting her up. And it worked.
My wife, with a shaky voice, said, "If you really need rest for a week... I can help. I'll come by to do your chores until you're well. It's the least I can do after what happened."
I turned to her, eyes wide, shaking my head slightly--"Don't say that"--but she wouldn't look at me. Her mind was made up. That was who she was. She couldn't sleep at night knowing she hadn't done what she felt was right, even if the fault wasn't hers to begin with.
The old man's face lit up--smiling through what looked like fake tears. "Thank you, dear. You're an angel. Truly a godsend."
His words made my stomach turn.
We left soon after. She tried to apologize again, saying she couldn't help herself. I stopped her.
"I get it," I said quietly. "You did what you felt was right. I won't question that. I know you better than anyone, and I respect your choice."But then I added, "Still... just be careful around him. He's not as innocent as he makes himself out to be. If he tries anything weird--even the slightest--tell me. Promise me."
She nodded, but in her eyes, I saw something fragile--like she wanted to believe the world was still good.
Chapter 10: Growing Paranoia
Her decision was a dagger in my chest. She may have had good intentions, but that old man didn't sit right with me--not for a second. Thankfully, starting tomorrow, I was working from home. That gave me some relief. At least I'd be around. If something went wrong, I could rush over. I told myself that over and over, like a broken prayer.
She, on the other hand, seemed lighter--like she was finally getting rid of the guilt that had lingered since that first encounter. I couldn't understand it. She wanted to help him. To make amends. But I could only see danger wrapped in his weak frame and tired voice.
We slept early that night. The morning came too soon. She woke up early, busied herself with the chores--washed, cooked, cleaned. Breakfast was already laid out on the table when I walked into the kitchen. She was hurrying. That made me pause.
"Are you going somewhere?" I asked, half-knowing the answer.
Then it hit me. Like a punch in my stomach.
Yesterday. The old man. The promise.
She got freshened up quickly, tied her hair, wore something plain, and said, "That house is way too dirty to even clean properly... beyond saving, honestly. But I can still wash the utensils and maybe sweep a little."
I nodded, hesitantly. "Be safe," I said, trying to smile.
I walked up to the room on the first floor--the one I had set up for work. From the window, I could see a partial view of the old man's house. Not the whole room, just a sliver. But enough. Enough to keep an eye out. Enough to ease the storm inside me.
Or so I thought.
Fifteen minutes into my work, I peeked through the window again. There she was, mopping the floor. She had her face turned slightly away, almost as if holding her breath from the stink. I watched for a moment longer... and then I saw him.
The old man.
His legs appeared in the corner of the view. He seemed to be saying something to her. I couldn't make out what. She straightened up, listened, and then... she was gone.
Gone from my line of sight.
Five minutes passed. Ten. Fifteen.
I stared at the screen in front of me, my fingers frozen on the keyboard. My chest grew tight. My mind conjured images I didn't want to see. I wasn't sure what was happening, but I didn't like it. I didn't like it one bit.
I jumped to my feet.
By the time I reached the door, I was already sweating. I ran. I didn't think. Just sprinted to the neighbor's gate and banged on it with the side of my fist.
Thud. Thud. Thud.
The door creaked open slowly. The old man stood there, his face a mix of anger and confusion.
I peered over his shoulder, eyes searching.
She was inside. By the sink. Washing utensils.
She seemed startled. Her brows furrowed. "What... what are you doing?"
I opened my mouth, but the words tangled up in guilt. "H-hi," I muttered awkwardly.
The old man scowled. "What is wrong with you? You come banging on my door like a lunatic?"
She came closer. "What's going on? Why are you so worked up?"
I couldn't answer.
I looked at her face, then at the old man. I had no excuse--only a gut feeling, an irrational panic. I felt pathetic.
"I... I was just worried," I finally said. "Sorry. I didn't mean to--"
The old man shook his head in disgust. "If you didn't want your wife helping me, you should've said no. Don't come here behaving like I've kidnapped her. She's the one who insisted on helping me. Thirty minutes of kindness, and you lose your mind?"
She looked at me, disappointed. Hurt. Like I had stabbed her trust with the same dagger I had felt the night before.
I apologized, profusely. To the old man. To her. But nothing could undo what had just happened.
We left together.
She stormed inside, her footsteps heavy with disappointment, not looking back even once. I stood frozen for a moment outside that house, shame pulsing through me like heat on my skin. She hadn't said much, but her eyes--those usually soft, kind eyes--held a sting I wasn't ready for. It hurt more than I thought it would.
I slowly walked back to my room, closed the door behind me, and sank into my chair. The laptop screen was still on, the cursor blinking as if mocking me. I couldn't focus on work anymore. My thoughts were louder than any notification or email.
Why did I do that? Why did I bang the door like some maniac? Was it that hard to trust her for just 30 minutes?
My heart had been in the right place, hadn't it? I was just worried... but the way she looked at me, it felt like I'd shattered something between us. That hurt. What was I trying to protect her from? An old man with a limp? Or my own irrational fears?
I sat back, ran both hands over my face, and sighed.
"This place," I mumbled. "This goddamn place."
I wasn't like this before. I used to be calm, secure, rational. But something about this neighborhood--its strangeness, the air of unease, the constant feeling of being watched or judged--it was changing me. Twisting me into someone I didn't even recognize.
The clock ticked on as my thoughts spiraled, until a soft knock on the door interrupted them. I turned. It was her. My wife. Holding a plate of food in her hands.
"You didn't come out," she said softly. Her voice wasn't angry. Just tired.
I didn't say a word. I was too full of guilt, of self-loathing.
She walked in slowly, placed the plate on the table beside me, then surprised me--she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me.
I didn't hesitate. I hugged her back tightly. There was comfort in that moment. Warmth. Regret.
"I'm sorry," I whispered against her shoulder.
She didn't say anything for a moment. Then quietly, but firmly, she said, "Don't do that again."
I nodded against her shoulder, a silent agreement. I couldn't meet her eyes, not yet.
She stepped back and sat beside me.
"I was mopping the floor," she began. "It really stinks in there, I was holding my breath. Then he asked me to help him with his medicines--he couldn't read the labels properly."
That's what it was. That's what I had seen from the window--the moment she disappeared from my view.
Of course. It made sense now.
"I read the dosages and placed them on the table for him. That's all," she said.
And just like that, something inside me unclenched.
So, the old man wasn't trying anything inappropriate. Maybe his creepy vibe was just... a face, a habit. Maybe he wasn't a threat. Just a bitter, broken man trying to get by.
I felt relieved. But even more than that, I felt ashamed of myself for ever doubting her.
She stood up after a while. "Eat your lunch before it gets cold."
I nodded again, still too ashamed to speak. But as she left the room, I caught a glimpse of something in her eyes--not just disappointment anymore, but a flicker of understanding. Like she saw how torn I was inside. Maybe, just maybe, she knew I didn't mean to hurt her.
But I had to admit to myself--I needed to get a grip. Before this place and my own mind pushed me off the edge.
Chapter 11: She Smelled like him
The paranoia had started clawing at my sanity. Every moment of peace seemed to be followed by a wave of irrational thoughts, like shadows trailing too closely behind my back. I couldn't believe what I had done earlier. Couldn't trust my wife... for 30 minutes? With an old man? The thought alone made me bury my face in my hands and sigh hard. I need to get a grip. I need to stay anchored to reality before I drift too far from it.
I dove into my work to distract myself, forcing myself to reply to emails and stare at spreadsheets that meant nothing to me. When I finally looked up, it was already evening. The sun had dipped low behind the horizon, casting our house in golden hues.
I stepped out of the room and saw my wife in the kitchen, humming softly while doing her chores. A small part of me felt better seeing her like that--normal, peaceful. I walked up and wrapped my arms around her from behind, resting my chin on her shoulder.
"I saw you from the window earlier," I whispered, trying to sound casual. "You looked like you were dying holding your breath in that stench. You made this face--like this..."
I contorted my face in a dramatic, exaggerated expression of disgust.
She burst out laughing. That kind of laugh that bubbles up uncontrollably. That was the moment I realized I needed to stop feeding the paranoia. I have a wife who loves me, who's kind, who chose to help someone when she didn't have to. And I doubted her. No more.
"I'll be back in a bit," I told her casually. "Just stepping out for some air."
But I wasn't just going for air. I needed to do something--something that had been gnawing at my conscience all day.
I walked straight to the old man's house. My chest tightened as I approached the door. I didn't know what I was going to say exactly, but I had to say something.
He opened the door slowly, eyebrows raised.
The moment he saw me, he gave a half-smile and said mockingly, "I don't have your wife, boy."
That stung. A bitter, hot sting. But I deserved it.
I swallowed the lump in my throat and took a deep breath.
"I came to apologize," I said sincerely. "For earlier. For banging your door. For being... out of line. I had a nightmare, and I panicked. I thought something had happened. It won't happen again."
He said nothing at first, just stared at me for a few seconds that felt like a lifetime. Then, placing a wrinkled hand on my shoulder, he gave a dry smile and said,
"Good. Make sure you. Don't. Do it. Again."
He didn't say it exactly like that. Not with that pause. But my mind... my damn mind kept replaying it that way. Word by word. As if there was a hidden threat tucked between his syllables.
Stop it.
I shook the thoughts away. You're doing it again. Paranoia. This isn't healthy.
I nodded politely and walked away from his house, trying to stay calm. I needed something--anything--that could help me quiet these spiraling thoughts. That's when I decided to go to the medical shop.
Ray was there. And oddly enough, he seemed like his old self again--the way he had been when I first met him. That first conversation, when he had this genuine charm, this friendly vibe.
"Need something for overthinking?" he said with a half-laugh, handing me the tablets.
I smiled weakly. "Yeah. Something to shut my brain off."
We chatted for a bit--casual stuff. Weather. Neighborhood gossip. It was strangely comforting. That Ray, the one at the shop, felt real. Grounded.
But I couldn't shake the thought... When he came to our house that day, he felt... different. Colder. Off.
Today, he was warm and friendly. The kind of guy you'd want to have a beer with. But still... Why do I feel something's not right with him?
The thoughts wouldn't leave.
Not about the old man. Not about Ray.
But I knew one thing--if I didn't get control over them soon, they were going to ruin everything.
And deep down, I had a creeping feeling that this was just the beginning.
The next morning was eerily quiet. The kind of quiet that doesn't feel peaceful, but creepy.
She told me she was heading to the old man's house again.
I nodded, trying to sound normal. "Take care."
But inside, I was reluctant. Uneasy. A battle already waging within me before the door had even shut behind her.
I went up to my room. Not today, I told myself.
You don't need to look through the window. You trust your wife. There's nothing to see.
But it wasn't that easy. No matter how many times I tried to convince myself, there was this part of my brain--small, persistent, clawing--that wouldn't let me rest. It felt like it had a grip on my neck, dragging me toward the window, whispering in my ear, "Look. There's something you need to know."
But I didn't want to know. I didn't want to look.
What could possibly be there? She was just helping the old man, doing a good deed. The man may have an odd stare, sure--but maybe that's just age. Maybe he's not capable of anything sinister. Maybe he sees her like a daughter.
Maybe... maybe... maybe...
Despite the desperate logic, my feet moved on their own. I found myself by the window again, pulling the curtain back just a sliver.
I saw glimpses--her moving around, a shadow here, a shape there.
Time ticked on.
Thirty minutes passed.
That's how long it usually takes, I reminded myself. She'll be back any moment.
But then another ten minutes passed.
And another twenty.
Now it had been an hour.
My heart began thudding against my chest. I tried to rationalize again--Maybe there were extra chores. Maybe she had to clean something unusual. Maybe she was just being helpful... again.
But my brain wouldn't shut up. My thoughts were eating me alive.
Each second passed like a stone dropping into my stomach.
Finally, after seventy agonizing minutes, I'd had enough.
I walked toward the door, fueled by panic and a growing storm of dread.
I don't care if the old man gets offended.
I don't care if she gets mad at me again.
I need to know if she's okay.
Just as I reached for the handle, the door opened.
There she was--my wife--cheerful, glowing, normal.
She flashed me a smile. "Sorry I'm late! I had to go buy some medicines. That's why it took a bit longer."
I stared at her, still tense, still in that panicked state.
She noticed and reached out to squeeze my hand. "Hey, everything's fine."
I exhaled. A heavy, shaky sigh.
But as she brushed past me...
That's when it hit me.
The smell.
That same smell I remembered when I hugged the old man.
Rotten. Musty. Thick and putrid.
She smelled like him.
It latched onto me, coated my nostrils, crawled into my thoughts.
Instantly, my mind started spinning stories. Why would she smell like him?
But... maybe she was just cleaning again. Maybe she was close to him while handing over the medicines. Maybe she had to touch something in his room that reeked. Maybe...
Maybe, maybe, maybe...
I tried to force belief into my brain. Like stuffing a blanket into a box already full of doubts.
There's no other reason. She was just helping. It's just the smell of that place. That's all.
But my mind wasn't listening.
The paranoia was creeping back in again.



And this time, it smelled like rot.
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CHAPTER 10
I wasn't sure what woke me up maybe the birds, maybe the rising heat but the moment my eyes opened, I felt it. That weird heaviness in my chest again. Not fear, exactly. Not even guilt. It was something darker, messier. A mix of awareness and tension sitting low in my stomach, crawling up my spine like an itch I couldn't scratch.
I lay there a while, staring at the ceiling fan as it squeaked in lazy circles. I hadn't forgotten. I was supposed to go help the old man today. And the thing was, I could've made an excuse. I could've told my husband I wasn't feeling well, or I had chores at home. But I didn't. I got up, changed, and tied my hair like it was just any other day. Only, it wasn't.
When wearing my clothes, my mind registered the way the fabric stretched across my hips, the slight curve of my ass visible when I bent or reached. I told myself it didn't matter. But I still looked at myself a second longer in the mirror before stepping out.
The air outside was still, thick with the kind of silence that hangs before a storm. As I neared his door, my steps slowed. My fingers trembled just a little when I rang the bell. When he opened the door, the smell of him hit me--cheap soap, musty clothes, and something sharp underneath. He smiled in that quiet, eerie way he always did. Eyes shameless. He never even tried to hide the way he looked at me.
"You came," he said, stepping aside, letting me in. His eyes swept over me like always--lingering where they had no business lingering.
I nodded, stepping inside, already regretting it but too proud to walk away. "I'll start with the kitchen," I said, and didn't wait for a reply.
The floor was dusty. The kitchen reeked of damp wood and old spices. I took a deep breath and got to work--sweeping, wiping, pretending I couldn't feel his eyes following every movement. Every time I bent over, I could feel him behind me, like a shadow pressed against my ass even if he wasn't touching. The air between us grew heavier with each passing minute. My throat dried up, and yet I didn't stop. I kept cleaning like a woman possessed, like I had something to prove.
Halfway through scrubbing the counter, he passed by me--slowly, deliberately close. I could smell the stale sweat on him. I knew it wasn't an accident. His hand brushed mine. Just for a second. Enough to make me pause.
"You alright?" he asked, his voice gruff but smooth like he enjoyed watching me flinch.
"Yeah," I lied, too quickly. "Just tired."
He laughed softly. "Your man keeping you busy?"
I didn't answer. I turned and reached for the mop. As I bent, my skirt rose slightly, and I felt it--his eyes burning into my backside. That's when the heat crawled up my neck again. Embarrassment? Shame? Or something worse--something like thrill.
I hated myself for it.
He didn't say much after that. Just watched. Like I was some personal performance meant for him alone. I could feel him getting off on the silence, the obedience. I could hear the tick of the wall clock growing louder. The longer I stayed, the more I felt like something was cracking inside me. Some old layer of me peeling back--wife, mother, maid. Beneath it, a woman who had been looked at like that once. A woman who used to be aware of her own body. Of her own power.
It disgusted me that he saw that before my own husband did.
After a while, he called out, "Can you read the names on these tablets? My eyes are going bad."
I moved to the table, stood beside him. He handed me a strip of pills, his fingers brushing mine again, slow and sticky like honey. I read out the names, my voice low, almost hoarse. He just kept staring at me, his lips slightly parted, like he wasn't listening to a damn word--just watching the shape of my mouth.
When I turned back to the sink to finish the last few dishes, I bent over a bit too much. I knew it. I could feel the fabric stretch across my ass, hear the creak of his chair as he adjusted himself. He wasn't even subtle anymore.
But I didn't stop. I let him look. It was shameful. But for some reason, I was enjoying this game.
I should be ashamed. My actions felt like a betrayal to my husband but my body chose to disagree.
And just when I thought the moment couldn't get any thicker, the door banged open.
It was loud, sudden, stupid.
I froze.
And then I heard it--his voice. My husband.
"What... what are you doing?" I asked, stepping forward. Confused.
The old man scowled at him. "What is wrong with you? You come banging like I've locked her inside?"
I stared at my husband. He looked... lost. Guilt was written across his face, even before he spoke.
"I was just worried," he said softly. "Sorry. I didn't mean to--"
I didn't say anything right then. I didn't trust what might come out. Anger. Shame. Embarrassment.
We left quietly. I didn't look back at the old man's face.
At home, I walked straight to the kitchen, it stung me when I recalled how my actions were infront of the old man. That wasn't me. That was somebody else. I still love my husband and thats it.
I pulled out the leftovers, and reheated them. My hands moved fast, but my heart was slow. Heavy.
When I knocked on the study door and stepped in with his plate, I saw the weight on his shoulders. He looked like a child caught lying.
I placed the plate on the table.
"You didn't come out," I said.
He didn't answer. Just looked at me with those sorry eyes.
So I hugged him.
I didn't know why. Maybe to comfort him. Maybe to comfort myself. He wrapped his arms around me too, tightly. And in that moment, we were quiet. Together.
"I'm sorry," he whispered.
I didn't reply for a few seconds. Then, "Don't do that again."
He nodded.
I sat beside him and explained what happened.
"I was mopping. It really stank in there. He just asked for help with his medicines. I read the labels and put them on the table. That's all."
His shoulders eased a little. His eyes softened. I saw relief--and something else. Shame.
I stood up.
"Eat your lunch before it gets cold," I said and walked out.
But I didn't forget the way the old man looked at me. Or how my knees felt weak when his feet came near. Or the strange, silent thing inside me that had stirred when I saw him watching.
I didn't have a name for it.
But I knew it hadn't been there before.
And now, I wasn't sure how to make it go away.
Chapter 11
After handing him his lunch and giving him a quick peck on the cheek, I left him in the living room with his laptop open and that blank stare he always had when work swallowed him whole. I told myself I needed to focus on my own day, but the truth was, even after stepping into the hallway, I could still feel it--the heat burning in my belly. That lingering, shameful little flame I tried to convince myself didn't exist. The same one I felt earlier when I bent over to wipe the floor in front of the old man and knew, without question, that he was watching me.
I should've straightened up right away. Should've turned, glared, done something. But I didn't. I stayed there longer than I needed to, ass stuck out, tits hanging forward inside my shirt, the whole damn pose like some slutty display. And I knew it. I fucking knew it.
I kept telling myself it wasn't intentional. That it was innocent. But it wasn't. Somewhere deep down, I liked knowing his eyes were on me. That thrill... that tight flutter between my thighs. It made no sense, and I hated that I felt it. No, I refused to accept it. I wasn't some bored wife looking for attention. Tomorrow, I'd go again to clean, and I'd be careful. Focused. I wouldn't let myself act like that again. I'd be normal.
The next morning came. When I told him I was heading back to the old man's place, he gave me that awkward little smile and told me to take care. I could see it in his eyes though. That worry. That hesitation. I didn't want to add to it. So I smiled like I always do and stepped out.
But I felt it again. The little thump in my chest. That soft tingling spark just above my mound, like nerves or something more. I tried to shake it off. Just cleaning. Just chores. I told myself again and again.
The old man greeted me with a smile when I arrived. Too polite. Too calm. Like nothing happened yesterday. Good. That's how it should be. I walked inside, trying to stay focused, trying not to breathe too deeply because that fucking stench still clung to everything. That old, musty, almost rotten smell that made my nose wrinkle and my stomach twist.
I kept myself busy. Mopping. Dishes. Keeping my ass low, my shirt tucked, refusing to give him a repeat show. He sat quietly on the couch most of the time, staring at some photo frame like it meant the world to him. I didn't ask. Wasn't my place. But I didn't trust him. I knew he was the kind to sneak glances, to "accidentally" brush too close. He hadn't yet. But I knew better.
Then he got up and disappeared into his bedroom. That felt... off. He usually just sat around and gave unnecessary comments. But now? Quiet and gone?
I wiped my hands dry and figured I'd tell him I was done and leave. But part of me... part of me said no. It told me to stay the fuck out of that bedroom. That nothing good would come from walking in there. But my feet moved anyway.
He was sitting on the bed. Head down. Shoulders slumped. I squinted, trying to see his face. Was he crying? Or just pretending?
I cleared my throat. "I think I'm done, I'll head out now."
He looked up at me with this pitiful, almost broken expression. Like a kicked dog. I don't know why, but something inside me softened. He reminded me of my grandpa. That same lonely, sad look. So I stepped closer and sat beside him on the edge of the bed.
He was holding a picture. I glanced at it--probably his grandson or someone he lost. We made small talk. Stiff and awkward. But the kind you do when someone's hurting. He told me he felt alone. That no one visited anymore. That being old meant being invisible. And maybe it was the way he said it, or maybe it was how familiar it felt, but I forgot for a second about the stench and the weird energy and everything else.
Then he asked--quiet, hesitant--if he could get a hug.
I hesitated. I should've said no. But something in me cracked. "Sure," I said, soft. Like an idiot.
He leaned in. I wrapped my arms around his back, and he did the same. Only... not the same. His mouth landed on my neck. Hot, wet breath brushing my skin. I shivered, telling myself it was just the height difference. That his arms were just... misplaced. But one was climbing up my back and the other was clearly moving too low, dragging across the top of my ass like he was trying not to grope, but couldn't help it.
I froze. I didn't stop him. Why didn't I pull away?
His fingers pressed into my flesh. Not hard enough to call it out, but just enough that I could feel the intent. Feel the heat from his palm spreading across my ass like a dirty secret. His mouth lingered near my collarbone, the breath getting hotter, closer.
It disgusted me. Or maybe I disgusted myself. Because even as I told myself this was wrong, something disgusting in me was stirring. That same flicker of heat. That pulse between my legs that I couldn't explain or kill.
Then his lips actually touched my neck. Full contact. Just once. But I felt it. Felt every wrinkle, every damn nerve fire off at once like an electric jolt of shame and arousal. I shot up, finally, heart racing, breath caught in my throat.
What the hell was I doing? Why did I let it get that far?
I mumbled something about leaving. Couldn't meet his eyes. Could barely stand the feel of my own skin.
He asked one last thing, voice low. Told me there was a list on the table for some medicines. I didn't even respond. I just nodded, grabbed the slip, and walked out of that house like it was on fire.
Except the flames weren't outside. They were in me.
And that was the most terrifying part.
Chapter 12
After picking the list placed on the table. I stepped out of that house feeling dizzy--not from the heat, or the exhaustion--but from something deeper. Something I didn't want to name.
His scent still clung to me.
That old, musty, heavy stench from his unwashed clothes, from his breath so close to my cheek when he leaned in too long for that hug. It had crept onto me, soaked into the fabric of my clothes, maybe even into my skin.
I walked home briskly, still flustered. I kept touching my side where his arm had lingered--where his fingers had pressed into the curve of my ass and briefly, unmistakably, softly pressed. My chest felt tight... not with fear exactly... but with something messier.
As soon as I stepped through the gate, I remembered the paper--the small list he had placed on the table, half-folded, with the names of a few medicines scribbled down. I walked quickly toward the nearby pharmacy.
But when I reached the shop, I glanced at my phone and froze.
Over an hour. Shit.
Had I really been gone that long? My stomach flipped. He must be freaking out. And on top of it all... I reeked of that place. Of that man. It wasn't just the scent anymore--it was the weight of everything that had happened in there. His touch. The way I hadn't pushed him away fast enough. The flicker of something wrong... or thrilling... I didn't know anymore.
I caught a faint whiff of it again as I stood there--him, on me.
My panic grew sharper, rising in my throat.
Clutching the medicine bag tightly in one hand, I rushed back toward the house, my footsteps quick, my breath uneven. The further I got from the old man's place, the more the guilt started clawing up my spine. I shouldn't have let it happen. That hug. That touch. My silence.
I shouldn't have liked any of it. But a part of me had.
I rang the bell and left the medicines on the doorstep of the old man's house. And now I was walking toward our door, drenched in guilt and sweat and something darker. A storm built in my chest as I reached out, hand trembling slightly.
Just as I touched the handle, the door opened.
And there he was--my husband.
His face was stiff, eyes wild with the kind of worry I knew too well. He must've been pacing inside, sick with fear. And here I was... the cause of it all.
I quickly straightened up and forced a smile, cheerful like nothing had happened. "Sorry I'm late! I had to go buy some medicines. That's why it took a bit longer," I said lightly, hoping my voice sounded natural.
But I saw it in his eyes--he was still tense, still locked in the fear that something had gone wrong.
I reached out, took his hand, gave it a gentle squeeze. "Hey," I said softly, "everything's fine."
And for a moment, I thought maybe that was enough. That it would ease the storm I had left behind in him.
The odor hung heavy--sour, musky, corrupted. My chest tightened in panic. My body was betraying me. Again. I didn't stop to explain. I didn't dare. I could feel his eyes trailing behind me, confused but cautious, the way he gets when he doesn't want to start another fight. I headed straight to the bathroom without saying a word. My heart was racing the entire way.
I stripped quickly, throwing my clothes into the basket like they were contaminated. Maybe they were. Maybe I was. Under the harsh shower spray, I rubbed harder than usual, scrubbing at my thighs, my breasts, between my legs--anywhere that he might've touched or looked at with those disgusting eyes or anywhere I let him touch. Because I hadn't pulled away. When the old man wrapped his arms around me earlier, alone with him in that quiet, empty room, I hadn't protested. I should've. But instead... I stood there. Frozen. His hand had slid down my back, gripping my ass--his fingers pressing into the softness just enough to leave a trace of heat behind.
I let out a small, involuntary moan at the memory. My face burned with shame. I hadn't just tolerated it. Part of me had enjoyed it. My legs had gone weak, my breath hitched in my throat. It wasn't love. It wasn't even lust. It was something else--something wrong and twisted and buried so deep inside me I didn't want to name it.
I stepped out wrapped in a towel, my skin red from the water and the guilt. I saw him waiting for me at the table, lunch already prepared. His smile was soft, gentle. It should've made me feel better. But instead, it pierced through me. He was being kind. Thoughtful. Loving. And all I could think about was another man's hands all over me. The way Ray had grabbed my waist back during the burglary, thinking I was a pillow. The way he didn't let go even after realizing I wasn't. His breath had brushed my neck. My body had trembled back then too... not from fear.
I sat down and forced a smile. My husband spoke kindly. We ate in peace. But I wasn't at peace. Not inside. The food tasted bland, like it wasn't reaching me. I kept replaying everything--those strange moments with Ray, the hug from the old man, the eyes of strangers whenever I stepped outside. Was it my fault? Was I dressing differently? Was I... inviting it?
After lunch, I excused myself and went to lie down. He went out for some air. I could hear the door shut behind him and only then did I finally breathe again.
My body was still burning. The memories wouldn't stop circling my mind. Ray's hand, firm on my waist. That moment his lips almost brushed my ear. The hug earlier today, where I felt the old man's chest press against mine and his hand cup my ass, not by accident but deliberately. I didn't push him away. Not immediately. I froze. And somewhere, deep in the pit of my stomach, something fluttered--something dark, electric.
I closed my eyes, hand sliding under the waistband of my skirt before I even realized what I was doing. My fingers found the heat instantly. My pussy was already wet. Not damp--soaked. I hesitated for a second, swallowing hard, but then I pushed further, spreading the lips with two fingers and stroking along my slit slowly. The slickness made my fingertips glide easily.
I bit my lip. My body arched slightly as I circled my clit, soft at first, then faster. My other hand slid under my shirt, squeezing my breast--imagining someone else's hands there instead. Not his. The old man's rough grip. Ray's accidental hold in the dark. I started fingering myself, rough now, hungry. Two fingers in, then three. I gasped, trying not to make noise, but the waves were building.
Each thrust of my fingers reminded me how dirty this was. How wrong it was. But that's what made it hotter. My husband was out, trusting me. Loving me. And here I was, fucking myself with shaking fingers, imagining the way another man's hand slid under my ass like it belonged there.
The orgasm hit hard. I shuddered, lips parted, chest rising and falling like I'd just run a mile. My inner thighs were slick, my fingers coated. The shame settled in like a blanket afterward. I just lay there, motionless, breathing hard, eyes fixed on the ceiling.
What the hell was happening to me?
This place. These people. Me.
I cleaned myself up quickly, tossed the tissues in the trash, and stumbled into the living room. I turned on the TV just for the noise. I couldn't even focus on what was playing. My heart was still thudding with the aftershock of what I'd just done.
The front door opened a while later. He stepped in, calm and refreshed. His eyes scanned the room, found me, softened again.
He came over. Sat beside me. Put an arm around me.
I leaned into him automatically, resting my head on his chest. He smelled clean. Warm. Familiar.
We cuddled in silence. The TV buzzed softly in the background. On the outside, we looked like any other couple enjoying a lazy afternoon together.
But inside me, something wasn't the same anymore.
I had tasted something. Something I wasn't supposed to. And now I didn't know if I could ever go back.



Chapter 13
The moment he fell asleep that night, after dinner and a movie that felt too normal to be real, I stared up at the ceiling, wide awake. His arms were around me, warm and familiar, but inside... inside I wasn't the same. Not anymore. That afternoon had changed something. Or maybe the change had already started when we moved here. That accidental hug, the old man's rough fingers grazing my curves, his breath grazing my neck--it shouldn't have happened, and yet it did. I told myself it meant nothing. I told myself it was just a slip. But my body... it had responded.
I could still feel the phantom weight of his touch on my skin, like a stain I couldn't wash off. A part of me hated it. Another part... didn't.
The next morning, everything looked calm on the surface. We laughed over breakfast, my husband cracked a lame joke, and I forced myself to laugh along. But guilt clawed at my stomach, twisting it every time I looked at his face. If he ever knew what happened yesterday... what I let happen... No. I shook that thought out of my head and stood up.
"It's time I head to the old man's house," I said casually, like I wasn't on the verge of falling apart inside.
He didn't say anything, just nodded with a forced smile.
But as I walked down the lane, my heart was pounding harder with every step. I hated myself for feeling this way. Like I was walking into something I wanted, something I shouldn't.
When I reached, the door opened before I could knock--like he'd been waiting. That same slow, creepy smile on his face. As if yesterday's intimacy never happened, or maybe he just didn't think it was wrong. Maybe he thought this was all normal now.
I stepped inside. And that's when I noticed the curtains. Drawn shut. Thick. Blocking every drop of sunlight.
My mouth went dry. It felt like he'd planned it. Was this some kind of setup?
He greeted me casually and waved me toward the cleaning supplies. I tried to act normal, like my body wasn't already tense from head to toe. I started mopping the floor, moving around the room. But I could feel it. His gaze. Every time I bent forward, every time my skirt rode up slightly--his eyes were on me. He didn't even try to hide it anymore or maybe he was always like this. Shameless.
When I was near the sink, he came up behind me--too close--and pointed at the dishes like I didn't already know what to do. His hand brushed against my hip. Not rough. Just soft enough to feel deliberate. I didn't even react. I was used to it now. That was the worst part. This kind of touch, this kind of invasion... had become familiar.
I wanted to scream at him, shove him back, leave this house and never come back.
But I didn't. My legs didn't move.
And then, just as I was finishing the utensils, I heard him groan loudly from the couch.
I turned sharply. "What happened?"
He winced, rubbing his thigh. "Cramps... my knee again. The pain is worse today."
Before I could offer help, he looked at me with those tired, needy eyes and said, "Could you help me to the bedroom? I can't walk properly."
I hesitated. But then, silently, I stepped forward and wrapped his arm over my shoulder. His body leaned into mine, heavier than I remembered, his breath hitting my cheek again. That same scent from yesterday--dirty and masculine, clinging to my skin even before we reached the bed.
I lowered him down, trying not to make eye contact. "Anything else you need?" I asked, already wanting to get out of there.
He pointed to the shelf by the bed. "There's a bottle of oil. Massage it into my legs, please. Just a little. It helps with the pain."
I stood there for a moment, frozen. I knew what this could lead to. But I also knew what I'd already let happen.
And worse... part of me was curious. I hated that part.
I grabbed the oil, knelt beside the bed, and began with his foot. Slow, controlled motions. Trying to make it quick and professional.
But then he started making noises. Soft groans of pleasure.
"Mmm... your hands... they're so soft. Must be heaven for your husband."
I pretended not to hear it. Pretended my heart wasn't racing.
As I moved to his calf, he let out a deeper groan. "Such a gentle touch... you're like magic."
His words weren't just compliments anymore. They were suggestions. Teasing and dirty.
I swallowed hard and moved higher, brushing over his knee. That's when I saw it.
A twitch under his loose shorts. A bulge, pressing out, stiff and rising.
I froze. My hand hovered near his thigh.
Had I caused that?
I wanted to stop. I should have stopped. But I didn't.
He looked down at me, completely unashamed. "Just a little more... here," he said, gesturing to his upper thigh. "It's the worst part."
I nodded slowly, unable to speak.
My fingers pressed into the muscle, moving in slow, rhythmic circles. His skin was warm. His breathing grew heavier.
Every stroke I made, the fabric of his shorts twitched again, the tip of his cock barely restrained underneath.
I told myself I was just helping. Just finishing what I started.
But my heart was pounding, and between my legs--I could feel it. That heat. That ache.
I hated myself. But I kept going.
My hands slick with oil, massaging it slowly into his thigh, and I could feel the heat from his skin seeping into my palms. The scent of the oil was thick and sweet--floral but oddly sensual. It coated my hands, clung to my wrists, even began to warm my skin like it was meant to linger. I hadn't noticed it earlier when I took it from the shelf, but now? Now it was everywhere. It was... intoxicating.
And he was watching me.
Not just in the way he always did. His gaze had dropped--blatantly, shamelessly--to my chest. My top had tugged down just enough while I leaned forward, the curve of my breasts pushed out, rising and falling as I breathed. I saw his eyes glued there, his stare heavy and unapologetic, almost like he could see through the fabric. And I swear, he licked his lips.
His thigh was tense beneath my fingers, the muscle twitching as I worked the oil in. I tried to keep my eyes fixed on my hands, on the motion, on the excuse I kept repeating in my head: I'm just helping. This is just for his pain. I'm not doing anything wrong.
Disgust twisted in my gut.
But it didn't stop the little flutter deep inside me either.
But then I felt it again.
That twitch.
That obvious pulse of arousal, hidden barely by the thin, wrinkled fabric of his shorts. It pressed up with each breath, rising higher, thicker. I didn't need to look. I felt it. That growing hardness radiating heat right next to my hand. One more inch, and I'd be touching it.
I should've stopped.
I knew I should've stopped.
But my hands didn't move away. They slowed down. They hovered there on his thigh, coated in oil, my palms slick and warm--just like he liked it. His breath had deepened, rough now, almost like a low growl of satisfaction. I could hear it.
His cock pulsed again under those loose shorts. And this time... I looked.
I didn't mean to. But I did.
It was hard--thick. Heavy. So much bigger than I'd expected for someone his age. The fabric of his shorts wasn't doing much to hide it anymore. It was right there. And for a moment, a dangerous second too long, I imagined what it might feel like in my palm. How it might twitch... react... stretch...
Stop it. What the hell is wrong with me?
I shook the thought from my head and forced my eyes away, back to his thigh, focusing on the circular motion of my hands.
"You've got magic in your fingers, sweetheart..." he groaned, voice deep and hoarse. "Mmm, your husband ever beg for these massages?"
I didn't answer. I couldn't.
My breath was shallow, skin flushed. My hands moved slower, less confident. I was spiraling.
The scent of oil mixed with his stench, it wrapped around me, made my stomach twist. It should have disgusted me. Instead, I felt... dizzy. Flushed.
Wrong.
He groaned again, shifting slightly, his knee parting just a bit more, opening space for me. For my hand.
"Don't stop," he muttered. "You're doing it just right. That's the spot... ahh, yes."
His voice dripped with intent, and I looked up. His eyes weren't closed. He was watching me. Studying my expression, my hesitation, the tremble in my lips.
And he knew.
He could see it--the way my thighs pressed together involuntarily, the way my breaths were shorter now, quicker. He could see that I wasn't just embarrassed.
I was turned on.
He smiled, slow and dirty. His cock throbbed visibly through his shorts, fully hard. Proud and Shameless.
I hated how close it was. I hated how I couldn't look away.
And still, I didn't pull my hand back.
I rubbed higher. Gently. Testing him. Testing myself. His thigh muscles jumped beneath my touch. I reached the hem of his shorts, just brushing it--and I froze.
It was there. Right there.
If I moved my hand even half an inch up... I'd feel it.
I closed my eyes.
This isn't me. I'm not like this. I'm a wife. I have a husband who loves me. This is wrong. This is sick.
But my nipples were hard under my bra. My panties--already wet. I could feel my arousal, spreading across the inside of my thighs like a shameful confession I couldn't hide.
His voice cut through my thoughts, soft and hoarse. "If your husband knew how good your hands felt, he'd never let you out of bed."
I flinched.
He said it so casually, like we were just flirting. Like I wasn't kneeling here, one motion away from stroking his cock.
Then I glanced up--by accident really--and saw the clock.
Shit.
I had been there over an hour again. Time had slipped away from me, just like last time. Only now... I had no errands. No groceries. No fabricated list to fall back on.
Panic hit me hard and fast.
I jumped to my feet, wiping my palms on the hem of my skirt, trying to look casual. Normal. As if I hadn't just been massaging his legs, eyeing the shape of his cock.
"I--I think that's enough. The oil should start working."
He didn't argue. He just lay back with that same amused grin, like he knew exactly what had just happened. Like he had already won something, even if I hadn't touched him there.
I turned to leave the room, my legs shaky. I needed space.
The second I stepped outside his house, the air felt different. Cooler. Cleaner. My body was hot, my thoughts a mess, and I was covered in that oil. I sniffed my hands, then my clothes. It was everywhere. That goddamn scent--sweet and floral but wrapped in something distinctly masculine now that it had mixed with his skin. I didn't even need to imagine what it would smell like to someone else.
Oh god.
I was screwed. I reached our door, pulse hammering in my chest. I paused. Waited. Listened.
Quiet.
He's probably still working, I told myself. I'll sneak in, take a quick shower, maybe say I picked up something at the store.
I opened the door carefully, pushing it gently so it wouldn't creak. My footsteps were light, deliberate. I moved like a thief. Slow. Quiet. Each step carefully placed on the floor to avoid the boards that creaked.
If I could just make it to the bathroom...I turned to the living room.
And froze.
He was there. Looking directly at me.
My stomach dropped.
I flinched, just for a second. My smile came out stiff, too rehearsed. "H-hey, honey. Sorry I'm a bit late. I had to pick up a few things on the way back. You know... errand stuff."
His eyes narrowed--not angry, but alert. Watching me too closely. I tried to act normal. My hands still smelled like that oil. My clothes clung to me in places it hadn't before. I didn't know if it was the heat or my own damn arousal, but I felt sticky, exposed.
He stood, took a step toward me.
I panicked.
"I'm all sweaty from the walk. Let me just go clean up real quick," I said quickly, forcing a laugh, trying to sound breezy.
Before he could get closer--before he could smell me--I darted past him, heart thudding, practically running toward the bathroom.
The moment the door shut, I leaned against it and finally breathed.
That scent. Still on me. Still thick in the air.
I peeled off my clothes, one by one, holding them like evidence. Everything reeked of him. Of the oil. Of his skin. Of something filthy.
I tossed it in the hamper, turned on the shower, and stepped in under the hot water.
And as it washed over me, all I could think was--
I let him get to me again. I'm letting this happen. I'm letting myself change.
And worst of all?
A part of me didn't want to stop.
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14. Wife's POV
The moment I stepped into the bathroom, I let out a breath I hadn't realized I was holding. My heart was pounding, and I could still feel the oil on my fingers, the smell clinging to my skin. I scrubbed harder than necessary, trying to get rid of it--no, trying to erase what it reminded me of. That room. That old man. That... moment.
I wasn't proud of how long I stayed there. But I didn't want him--my husband--to smell it. That strange, musky oil that didn't belong in our house. I didn't even want to look him in the eye just yet. Not when my thoughts were this tainted. Not when I could still feel that man's eyes on my chest and that thick shape twitching under his shorts.
God.
I shouldn't be thinking about that.
But I was.
Even as I stood under the water, even as I lathered soap up and down my thighs, that moment kept replaying. His eyes--blatantly watching my breasts move as I massaged his legs. The slow way he asked me to massage higher. The way his length reacted to my touch, thick and heavy under the fabric. I shouldn't have looked. But I did. And it shocked me--how big he was, especially for a man his age. It was the kind of sight you didn't just forget.
I wasn't supposed to enjoy it. I knew that. But the heat between my legs as I rubbed that oil on him, the way my breath caught when his thigh shifted and brushed against my hand--I can't lie to myself. A part of me was excited. Scared, but excited.
I told myself I was just helping. Just being polite. But I felt the shift inside me. Something was starting to crack. This game between us--it had started without me noticing. And now... I wasn't sure I wanted to stop it.
The afternoon was passing like a blur. Later, around lunchtime, I stepped quietly into his workspace with a plate of food in my hands. I didn't say anything--just set it down gently on his desk, letting the soft clink of the plate speak for itself. I didn't want to break his concentration, just be there, offer something simple and warm.
He looked up and smiled, and that made something loosen in my chest. We started talking while he ate--about his projects, the deadlines piling up, the tiny wins that helped him keep going.
I listened, nodded, gave small replies where I could.
I'd glance at him--my husband--sitting right across from me. I saw him smile, joke, talk about work as if nothing had changed.
But something had.
Something in me.
It was hard to sit still. I could still feel that oil between my fingers, the slippery texture of it on my palms. I had washed my hands, yes. Twice. But I could still feel it. Worse, I could still smell it. The old man's scent. That thick, musky heat that now felt like it was soaked into my skin. And buried beneath it, something more disturbing--my own arousal.
I had touched something I shouldn't have. I had watched it twitch, felt the heat of it even without ever wrapping my fingers around it. That flinch from beneath his shorts had branded itself into my mind. The thickness. The length. Shameless, bold. Not what I expected from an old man. And now, even as I sat across from my husband, I couldn't stop remembering how close I'd come to touching it.
It was eating at me. And the worst part? A piece of me wanted to feel it again.
I needed air. I needed to get out.
Groceries. I told him I needed groceries. It was the only excuse I could grab in the moment. He didn't ask questions, just nodded and waved me off like always. He trusted me. That trust made my chest hurt.
The air outside was warm, a bit too still, but the walk back home helped steady my nerves after what happened earlier in the day. My legs still felt weak from the oil massage incident--his words, the way he stared, the way he moaned... it was all too much. I had barely managed to stop myself from looking down between his legs again. I kept telling myself it wasn't right. That I was married. That I was loyal. That I loved my husband. But then why was I... curious?
My arms were full of grocery bags when it happened.
I heard the soft thud before I saw it.
A small box hit the ground right in front of me. I bent down instinctively to pick it up, expecting a wallet or keys--but froze the second I read what it was.
A condom box.
Not just any condom. Extra large.
I froze for a second, blinking as if I might've misread the label. But it was right there--bold, clear. My cheeks flushed with heat as my eyes instinctively tried to guess just how big that size must be. I remembered the shape I saw under the old man's shorts--thick, swollen--but the idea that this young man needed this size too?
I quickly turned and noticed him--walking ahead, completely casual.
"Hey!" I called out, forcing myself to sound neutral.
He turned, and I almost wished he hadn't. The same cocky, slow smirk spread across his face. That lazy, confident kind of look that said he knew exactly what I was holding.
He walked back slowly, not hurried. Like he wanted me to keep looking at that box.
When he got closer, he noticed the condoms in my hand. His eyes flicked from the condom to my face, then slowly--intentionally--down to my chest. I could feel it. The way his gaze paused there. I was wearing a fairly snug top, and I knew how my breasts moved when I walked. My breathing had quickened, which probably wasn't helping.
I held out the box. He took a second, and then smirked.
"Oh?" he said lazily, not even reaching for it. "What's this?"
His eyes dropped to the box and then slowly crawled back up to meet mine. "Wow. I didn't know you go around giving condoms to random guys, ma'am."
The way he said "ma'am"--mocking, teasing, almost dripping with something filthier--made my skin tingle uncomfortably. I looked away, flustered. "It just fell from your pocket."
A pause.
Then he laughed, low and deep. "Right. My bad. That's mine. The large size, of course. Can't believe I didn't feel it fall. I was on my way to meet my girl--you know how it is. Gotta be prepared."
His grin widened. "I'm sure you understand. A married woman like you... you'd know how important this kind of thing is."
He finally took it from my hand, but his fingers brushed against mine as he did, slow and deliberate. I pulled back, heart pounding. I turned quickly and hurried back toward the house, my heels clacking faster than they should.
And that's when I saw him--my husband--watching me from the balcony. My stomach sank. I didn't know how much he had seen. I raised the grocery bags like it was just any other day. "Look at all this!" I called, voice way too cheerful, praying he didn't notice the way my hands trembled.
Back inside, I headed to the kitchen and forced myself to focus on sorting the groceries. I couldn't stop thinking about that stupid box. About the size. About the way he had looked at me--like I was something to be tasted.
And it didn't help that I kept remembering the sounds I'd heard that night--the same young man, with the married woman. Her moans. Loud, wild, raw. There was no pretense. No shame. She had screamed for it, for him. Like a woman completely undone.
I had hated hearing it at first. But now... now it played on loop in my head.
The lights were dim. The house had finally quieted down. My husband had fallen asleep on the bed beside me, his breathing soft, even. He looked so peaceful... like always. That same gentle look on his face that had never changed. Kind. Trusting. Safe.
And yet--I wasn't.
I lay there beside him, my eyes open in the dark, wide awake and restless. My thighs shifted slowly, quietly under the blanket. There was a throb between my legs again. That ache that wouldn't go away. It wasn't because of the man sleeping next to me.
It was because of them.
The neighbors.
That young guy. That smug bastard who dropped a condom right in front of me like it meant nothing. But it wasn't just a condom. It was large size. Thick. Heavy in the box. That wasn't something I could unsee, unfeel. He didn't even bother hiding it. And when I offered it back, he looked at me with that same slow, daring stare--like he wanted me to notice exactly what he was packing. Like he knew it would get under my skin.
And worse... it did.
My husband stirred a little beside me, murmured something in his sleep, and then settled again. I turned to look at him. His lips were slightly parted. His face relaxed. He always looked so... harmless. So sweet. He wouldn't hurt anyone. He wouldn't lie. He wouldn't even think of doing the things that man next door did.
The contrast made my heart sink and my pussy throb harder.
My fingers curled under the blanket, nails slightly digging into my thigh as I tried to fight it. But my mind wouldn't stop spinning. I remembered it clearly--that night we had returned from watching movie.
The raw, filthy moans from the young man's house. The sounds of a woman getting fucked, not made love to. Loud, sharp cries, gasps--wet, obscene noises that echoed through the night. The way her voice cracked like she couldn't take it anymore and yet wanted more.
And then another day. That other woman who later turned out to be married. The one who sneaked up to his door, her eyes darting around like a teenager having an affair. My husband thought noticed as well. But I saw more. The way the young man yanked her wrist, grabbed her ass like it belonged to him. That grin--filthy, arrogant, dominant. His eyes flicked to me for a moment as he pulled her inside. He knew I was watching. He wanted me to see. He wanted me to imagine what would happen once that door closed.
I started imagining it.
She was probably bent over his couch, her ass red from the slaps, her legs shaking from the force of each deep thrust. His cock--thick, long, young--stretching her open in ways her husband probably hadn't in years. I imagined her gasping for air as he held her by the neck, whispering filth into her ears, pounding her like she was nothing but his personal plaything. I pictured her face twisted in pleasure, drool on her lips, eyes unfocused from the intensity of it all.
And what shook me most was the thought that she wanted this. That she craved it. That she let him--a man younger than her.
And I--what was I doing?
Lying beside a kind man who never raised his voice. A man who smiled at me even when he was tired. Who trusted me to go out and come back without question. Who never suspected a thing.
I turned my head slowly and looked at him.
My husband.
Peaceful. Loving. Everything a good man should be.
But my pussy ached--and not for him.
It throbbed with a need I couldn't tame, a heat that had built up not from the man beside me... but from those other men. The old man and his obscene thickness twitching under his shorts. The young neighbor with that cock so big it needed an extra-large condom. The way he talked to me like I was already halfway his.
I wasn't touching myself anymore.
I was fucking myself with my fingers now--two,three deep inside, slick and fast, my other hand smothering the sounds in my mouth as I tried not to wake him. My legs trembled as the thoughts spun faster in my head. I imagined the old man grabbing me from behind, oil slick on my back as he pushed his cock between my thighs. I imagined the young guy holding me down, condom tight around his thick shaft, shoving himself into me until I broke.
My husband stirred lightly and turned in his sleep.
I froze.
Guilt stabbed at my chest. What the fuck was I doing?
But the throbbing between my legs didn't stop. It begged for more. My soaked fingers curled again. I shut my eyes, trapped in that wicked place between shame and raw lust.
This wasn't me. This wasn't who I was. But I didn't stop. I couldn't.
Because even as my body shuddered and I came silently in the dark, my mind was already drifting toward the next excuse, the next visit... the next time I might hear those moans--or maybe, become the one making them.
Chapter 15
I woke up slowly, my body sinking into the sheets with a strange sense of peace. For the first time in a while, I felt... relieved. I glanced to my side.
He was still sleeping, face turned slightly toward me, his lips parted just a bit as he breathed softly. My husband looked so calm. So trusting. My heart squeezed with a pang of guilt.
He had no idea.
No idea that just hours ago, his wife lay beside him with her fingers buried between her thighs, soaking the sheets in silence, muffling her cries of pleasure with trembling lips. And all for what? Not for him.
But for the men around me--the ones who've been slowly, shamelessly sinking into my mind. Their words, their stares, the sounds I heard, the images I imagined... they all haunted me. I came like a filthy woman, twitching and dripping beside the man who'd never hurt me, who never even questioned me.
What am I becoming?
I sat up quietly and let the morning sunlight touch my skin. My thighs still tingled. My pussy was tender, slightly sore--no doubt from how desperately I had fingered myself last night. I closed my eyes for a second, remembering it. The way I bit my lip, trembling with every stroke. My husband's soft breathing right beside me, completely unaware that his wife was getting off to thoughts of other men.
My heart pounded again. Disgusting. Wrong. But god, the relief I felt afterward...
I got up from the bed, wrapped myself in a towel, and stepped into the bathroom. The moment the warm water splashed against my skin, I exhaled deeply. I ran my fingers through my wet hair, trying to clear my head. I poured some soap into my hand and lathered it across my breasts, my belly, down to my thighs. I moved slower than usual, my fingers lingering where they shouldn't.
And that's when I noticed it.
A flicker. A shadow. A shift in movement.
My body froze.
The hole.
The same damn hole in the bathroom wall. The one my husband had pointed out weeks ago. "It's sealed from the other side," he'd said. "Don't worry."
But that flicker wasn't nothing.
My heart thudded.
The other side of that wall... it was the young man's bathroom. That bold, cocky guy with the devil in his grin. The one who dropped that condom right in front of me, like a message. Like a dare. And now... what if he's been watching me? What if it was never sealed at all?
My legs wobbled slightly.
All this time... has he seen me? Has he watched me every time I bathed? My naked body... my tits... my ass... My breathing turned shallow. My nipples hardened against the warm air. And down there--my pussy pulsed sharply. Heat flushed through me like wildfire.
God.
I'm a married woman.
And this bastard... he might've been staring at my naked body for days, for weeks. Stroking himself off to my soapy skin, to my nipples, to the shape of my cunt as I bent to wash myself.
I should've screamed. I should've covered myself. I should've done something.
But I didn't.
Instead, I stared at that hole, frozen, skin prickling with something terrifying and exciting. A sick part of me wondered... is he watching right now? Am I turning him on?
No. What the hell am I thinking? This isn't me.
But what if it is?
What if I like this tension? What if I like knowing someone is desperate to see me, touch me--even if it's wrong? Even if it's dangerous?
I couldn't help myself--I shifted slightly, as if accidentally turning to give him a better angle. My soap-slicked breasts moved softly as I reached for the shampoo. My thighs pressed together because... my pussy wouldn't stop throbbing.
Am I seriously doing this?
A low moan slipped out before I could catch it. I gasped and slapped a hand over my mouth. My other hand trembled against my thigh.
I peeked again toward the hole. There it was--another movement. He was still there. Still watching.
Oh my god... he's watching.
My legs shook. Not in fear. But in something worse. Something darker.
The thought that maybe... I liked being watched.
Maybe I wanted him to see me.
I imagined his eyes wide, his cock stiff in his hand, stroking harder with every curve of my body. I imagined him cumming to me. My body. My married body. My nipples ached just from the image alone.
And for a second, I didn't care.
I just wanted to be seen. To be desired that badly.
I'm going insane.
But then... I saw it again. That flash of movement made me snap back. My heart hammered. This wasn't fantasy anymore. This was real.
And that terrified me.
Enough is enough.
I can't do this. I'm not some filthy woman who gets off to strangers watching her behind her husband's back. I'm not.
I reached for a nearby board and stepped closer to the wall. I pressed the wood firmly against the hole, sealing it as best as I could. My hands shook, but I held it there.
"No more," I whispered to myself. "No more of this."
I finished bathing in silence, barely touching myself. Guilt and shame sat heavy in my chest. But underneath all that... was still that unbearable heat between my thighs. I hated that it didn't go away.
Because deep down, something inside me had changed.
And I didn't know how much longer I could pretend otherwise.
The moment he shut himself in the room for work, I let out a deep sigh.
Four more days.
How was I supposed to survive the next four days like this? Every morning was starting to feel heavier, not because of anything he did, but because of what I had become. The way I smiled at him just now, acted calm, cooked breakfast like always... it all felt like I was wearing a mask that was starting to crack.
Every step I took toward the old man's house pulled me deeper into something I didn't want to name.
And yet... My chest felt tight with anticipation.
Was I getting excited? Was I actually expecting something to happen today too??
I shook the thought off and tried to convince myself that it was just anxiety. Just nerves. But even I didn't believe that anymore. Not really. Not with the way my thighs clenched every time I walked through that gate.
He opened the door as usual, disgusting smile on his face--but behind those smile, I knew something waited. Something that had already begun corrupting me.
I quickly got to work--dusting, tidying, folding some of his clothes. The routine helped me forget my thoughts. For a little while.
Then came the mopping. Then the dishes. He sat behind me on the couch, eyes boring into my back. Once, that stare used to make my skin crawl. Now? My body didn't flinch. My pulse still jumped every time he stood up, but not from fear. Not exactly.
I was... tuned to his movements. Every small sound, every footstep. I kept wondering when he would walk up behind me again. Look for ways to touch me.
I hated how part of me looked forward to it.
A few more minutes passed before he finally said something.
"Hmm, the pipe under the sink's acting up again," he muttered casually. "Can't fix it myself. Would you mind holding it in place from below while I tighten it from above?"
I nodded, voice tight in my throat. "Sure."
The sink did seem to be dripping. Not heavily, but enough to justify his claim. I crouched down, reached under, and gripped the pipe with both hands, adjusting my position until it felt steady. My focus narrowed to that one task--holding it firm and doing it quickly so I could leave.
He stood beside me a moment later, some tools in hand. His presence was close. Too close. But I didn't dare glance at him yet.
And then-- A musky and sharp scent hit me. Familiar.
I turned slightly, and there it was.
His cock.
Inches from my face.
I froze. Not touching--but so close. I could feel its heat. I stared in shock, my eyes locked on that thick shaft. One slight movement of my head and...
God.
I swallowed hard, heat rushing up my chest to my cheeks. I tried to focus back on the pipe. On the job. But my mind was spinning. That dick--I'd seen it before. Massaging its thick, veiny shape through his pants. The size was unmistakable.



And now it was right in front of me.
So close I could smell it.
My pussy clenched.
A warm itch spread from deep in my belly to between my legs. My grip on the pipe tightened, knuckles turning white, like I was holding on to my last scrap of control.
I turned my face again, this time not accidentally. I looked at it--long and thick, outlined perfectly beneath his loose shorts.
Wetness gathered in my panties.
What was wrong with me? Why couldn't I look away?
And then--he shifted. Just a little.
Closer.
Now it was right there.
I didn't move. Didn't speak. What could I say? You're disgusting? Move away? But my mouth stayed shut. After all... I wasn't the one doing it. It was him. The shameless old man bringing his dick to my face.
I sneaked a glance up at him, lifting my brows in a silent question--what are you doing?
And I saw it.
That stare.
Mocking. Humiliating. Degrading.
He didn't even try to pretend. His eyes told me everything: You know where you belong.
I quickly looked away, face flushed, heart hammering. My hands shook slightly on the pipe. I could hear him rummaging through the tools again, like none of this was happening.
Was this a game to him?
Why did my body feel like it was on fire?
I cursed under my breath, and still--still--I turned my face back one more time.
One last look.
That cock was bulging now.
Throbbing slightly beneath the fabric.
I was soaked. My panties clung to my folds, slick and needy. My thighs squeezed together in a hopeless effort to soothe the pulsing between them.
But I couldn't.
And I didn't know how long I could keep pretending.
His cock was boldly pushing through the soft fabric of his shorts, hanging thick and low, not even trying to hide. It was so close. Barely inches from my face. The tip formed a clear shape beneath the cloth, full and heavy and hard.
I froze.
My lips opened the smallest bit, and I immediately regretted it. Because now, they felt... dry, exposed and hungry.
I should've pulled away. I should've gasped. I should've screamed in disgust. But I didn't.
I couldn't stop looking.
God... it was big and thick. I could see the outline of the veins through the thin material. My breath caught in my throat, and I realized I was staring like some desperate, depraved woman... lips twitching like they wanted to be used.
What the fuck is wrong with me?
I shouldn't be thinking about how that cock would feel inside my mouth. I shouldn't be wondering what it tastes like, how heavy it would feel resting on my tongue. But my lips were tingling...literally tingling--with shame and something darker.
And then... he moved.
Just an innocent shift forward. A half-step. A lean.
But it wasn't innocent at all.
His cock pressed right against my lips.
I didn't even get time to react.
The soft fabric touched my mouth--warm, slightly damp and underneath, the firm, pulsing shape of his dick pushed right into me. Not harsh. Just enough to feel it. And I did. Every curve. The blunt head. The heat.
My mouth stayed open like a fucking idiot.
I didn't pull away. Not right away. I just knelt there, letting his cock rest on my lips like they belonged there.
Oh my God.
My thighs squeezed together. My nipples hardened instantly. My whole face burned. But worse than the embarrassment was the... craving.
My tongue twitched in my mouth, desperate to flick out and lick him through the cloth. I hated it. I hated that I wanted it. That I hadn't moved. That some filthy part of me wanted him to push harder--to shove it in.
When I finally realized what I was doing, what I'd allowed--I pulled my head to the side with a quiet gasp. My lips stayed parted, wet and trembling. I felt them still tingling from the contact.
And I hated how empty my mouth felt without it.
He said nothing. Just kept working. Pretending.
But I knew. We both did.
His cock had just kissed my mouth.
And my mouth... wanted more.
He finally stopped, tossed the wrench aside, and stepped back. I heard him walk a few feet away. But I still hadn't moved.
I was still kneeling there, face hot, thighs clenched, breathing uneven.
Then I heard his voice, calm and casual:
"You're not going to stand up?"
I looked up, startled. He had turned slightly, glancing at me over his shoulder.
His lips curled into a smirk.
"Looks like you're enjoying sitting there."
My entire body stiffened. I scrambled to stand, muttering, "I--No, I was just--"
But he was already walking away. Whistling again. Like none of it mattered.
My lips still tingled. My knees still ached from how long I'd knelt.
And deep between my legs, I felt a pulsing heat that refused to die down.
Chapter 16
I stood up slowly, my legs trembling beneath me. My knees almost gave out from sitting like that and from what had just happened. I was weak. Not just in the body, but in the mind. My pussy was still tingling even throbbing, like it was alive and pulsing with need.
And I hated it. I hated how wet I felt from that disgusting, filthy moment. I didn't even look at him--I couldn't. If I had met his eyes, I might've fallen apart right there.
His magic was working on me. That thick, dirty energy he carried in his presence, that shameless, overpowering masculinity that soaked into the air like smoke. It had taken hold of me, crawled under my skin, into my thoughts. I didn't trust myself to stay another second near him. I needed to get out of that house immediately or I didn't know what I'd do.
I pushed the door open and stepped outside, heart pounding, hands clammy. My body was moving on its own, but my mind was swirling. It was all I could think about.
Did he really... press his cock on my lips?
Not brush. Not graze.
Pressed.
Was it a mistake?? That's not possible. It was deliberate. Firm, warm, heavy... right against my mouth through that flimsy fabric. And I had let it happen. I didn't pull away. I didn't flinch. I sat there like a fucking whore with my lips slightly opened, practically offering my mouth to him.
His thick cock, resting on my lips like it belonged there. And the worst part? The part that made my pussy clench as I walked? I liked it.
I liked the way it felt.
I liked how thick and hot and bold it was.
Inside the house, he was still working. Still sweet. Still blind to what had just happened to his wife, mere minutes ago, not even a full block away.
How that old man was making advances on his wife. And how his wife was letting it happen.
I slipped into the bathroom, my breaths shallow, chest rising and falling too fast. I shut the door and locked it quietly. My hands were shaking as I pulled down my panties.
Fuck.
The fabric clung to my pussy lips, sticking lewdly to my skin. When I took them off, a string of wetness stretched between the cotton and my swollen folds. I'd never been this wet in my life. Not even for my husband.
But for that old man... For his cock. His smell. His audacity.
I stared at my own reflection in the mirror, panting, cheeks flushed, shame burning through me.
I slowly brought one finger slowly up to my mouth and pressed it against my lips.
The same spot. The same place his cock had rested just minutes ago.
My eyes fluttered at the memory.
Right here. His cock was right fucking here.
And my lips had twitched. They wanted to wrap around him. My mouth had been slightly open.
What if--What if my mouth had been open wider? What if I'd pushed my face just a little more? His cock would've slipped between my lips. He would've filled my mouth in one smooth push. I wouldn't even have had time to react. He would've been inside me, leaving me gasping for air.
My tongue twitched just thinking about it. The weight of it. The salt of his skin. The way my jaw would've ached trying to take all of it in. How my lips would've stretched, spit dripping as he forced it deeper and deeper and
I whimpered softly, thighs clenching together.
No. No. Stop it. Stop it.
These disgusting thoughts.
I gripped the sink, breathing hard. "You can't betray him," I whispered to my reflection. "You love your husband. You're not this person."
But I couldn't stop imagining it. His cock inside my mouth. My tongue sliding under the thick shaft, tasting him. My lips wrapped around him, eyes wide with shock as he held my head down, made me choke on him.
I slapped cold water on my face, trying to ground myself.
I should've pulled away when he leaned in.
But deep down, a filthy voice whispered:
Why didn't you open your mouth, slut?
If I had... if I had just opened wider... maybe I'd finally know how he tasted. Maybe he would've shoved it deeper, fed me every inch, made me gag on his cock.
I shook my head hard and stared at myself like I was looking at a stranger. My thighs were still rubbing together. My nipples poked hard against my shirt, aching for attention.
I should be ashamed. I was ashamed.
But that shame only made me wetter.
I closed my eyes and bit my lip. Deep down... I was wishing. Wishing that my mouth had been just a little more open. Just wide enough for that cock to slide past my lips. I could've finally tasted him. That cock that haunts my thoughts now. That thick, old, filthy cock. I would've sucked it. I know I would've. I wanted to. Even now, part of me still wants to run back and finish what he started.
My fingers twitched at my side, aching to touch my pussy. Just one rub. One little stroke. Just enough to--
No.
No.
I slapped my face lightly and stood up, panting. I took my panties off, stuffed them deep in the laundry basket, and grabbed a clean pair from the drawer. I didn't even wipe. I wanted to feel that slickness between my thighs. I deserved to feel it. Like a mark of shame. A reminder of what I almost let happen.
I threw myself into chores after that, trying to keep busy. Trying to not think about his cock. His smell. The way my lips had welcomed him.
Eventually, I made my way into the kitchen and fixed his meal.
I handed him the plate of food.
He smiled at me, soft and grateful.
I wanted to cry.
He had no idea that just an hour ago, his wife had been on her knees with another man's cock pressed to her lips--wishing, aching, that she had just opened her mouth and sucked it in.
He found me in the kitchen, drying off my hands after rinsing the dishes.
"Let's go out for a bit," he said, rubbing the back of his neck. "Just a walk. I need some fresh air."
I nodded softly. "Sure."
It was the first time in a while he asked to go anywhere with me. Not for groceries. Not errands. Not for movies. Just a walk. As we stepped out, I glanced at his face and noticed the tension easing from it. He really needed this.
But so did I.
The cool breeze brushed against my skin, and I felt my own shoulders relax. Not because of the air or the silence, but because we were outside the house. Away from the things I'd done. Away from that pipe under the old man's sink. From the way he positioned himself. From his thick cock inches from my lips. From the way I couldn't stop staring. Couldn't stop imagining the things I'd never dared before.
We stopped at a corner stall and shared ice cream. He laughed when his started dripping and he couldn't keep up with it, and something in me cracked open. I smiled. I even laughed a little. For a few moments, we felt normal. Like a real couple. Like everything hadn't changed.
But then... we turned a corner.
"Hey!"
Ray's voice cut through the quiet, and I stiffened before I even turned around.
He walked up to us, hand raised in that easy, friendly way. He looked more relaxed than usual. Not like the man who stood inside our house that night. Not like the man whose body had been pressed tight against mine in that futon closet, breathing against my neck while we waited for the burglar to leave.
I remembered the feeling of his chest against my back, the warmth of his breath near my ear. I told myself it was just the situation. That it didn't mean anything. That it was an accident. A necessity.
But now, standing in front of us, Ray smiled easily, casually inviting us to his place for dinner like nothing had ever happened. Like he hadn't lingered so close in the dark while I pretended not to notice.
I stayed polite. Smiled. Let my husband do the talking. He exchanged numbers, and Ray walked off.
At home, everything returned to routine. We changed. Brushed teeth. Got into bed.
But I didn't want to sleep.
Not yet.
The tightness in my chest had crawled lower, settling between my thighs. I needed to let it out. I needed release. I needed to stop thinking about pipes, and closets, and the way the old man's cock throbbed right near my face while I knelt helplessly beneath his sink. The way he didn't flinch or adjust. The way he knew I saw it.
I didn't want to think about that.
But I needed something.
So I slid out of my underwear, let my fingers wrap around my husband's cock, and took what I needed.
No teasing. No slow touches. I needed to be filled. Fucked. Used. I wrapped my lips around him and sucked hard. I didn't care how messy it got. I didn't care that he looked surprised. I wanted him hard. Now. I wanted to ride until I couldn't think straight.
And I tried.
I climbed over him and shoved his cock into my mouth before he could say anything. He groaned, startled, his thighs tensing under my arms. I didn't tease or play. I buried him deep, gagged, spit trailing down my chin. My head bobbed fast, wet, sloppy, sucking him with no rhythm, just hunger.
I wasn't doing it for him--I was doing it for me.
God, I was so wet already. I could feel it soaking my inner thighs, my clit throbbing. I pulled off, eyes locked on him as I straddled his hips and grabbed his cock.
He looked dazed, still catching up.
I didn't wait.
I lined him up and shoved him inside. My pussy clenched tight around him as I dropped all the way down, groaning with frustration because it still wasn't enough. He felt good--but not enough.
I started riding, hard and fast. No grinding, no tenderness. Just bouncing. Slapping. Using his cock like it was nothing but a toy.
His hands reached up to touch me, to steady me.
I slapped them away.
Don't slow me down.
He tried to moan my name, to kiss me--I ignored it. I wasn't here for love. I was chasing something brutal. Something dirty.
But it wasn't working.
Every time I bounced high, his cock slipped out. Over and over.
Each time, my frustration grew sharper. My pussy was dripping, clenching, begging. But his cock wouldn't stay. My body couldn't grab hold the way it needed to.
And all I could think was--
If it was the old man... if that thick, veiny cock had been inside me... it wouldn't have slipped out. No matter how high I bounced. No matter how soaked I was. That heavy cock would've stayed buried inside me, stretching me, ruining me.
He wouldn't let me ride him like this. I wouldn't need to do all the work. He would've grabbed my hips, slammed me down, called me his filthy little whore and fucked the breath out of my lungs. He'd make me scream until I broke.
This cock--my husband's cock--it twitched like it was trying. But it wasn't enough.
I wanted to cum. I needed to. My pussy was soaked, swollen, and still it wasn't enough.
My clit rubbed against his skin but it wasn't hitting right. I bounced harder, cursed under my breath. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cum like a slut and forget my name. But it kept slipping out, and every time it did, that ugly thought returned.
If only he were bigger. If only this cock could fuck me the way the old man would. I'd already be cumming. I'd already be wrecked.
I shoved him back in again, forcing myself to focus.
Then I felt his body tense beneath me.
"Shit--I'm gonna--"
And just like that, he exploded inside me.
Warm pulses filled my pussy. His face scrunched up, hips jerking under me as his cum spilled out in spurts. And I... I didn't feel a damn thing.
My orgasm never came.
I stayed still, his cock twitching inside me, my thighs aching, pussy dripping--but empty. My walls fluttered around him out of habit, not pleasure.
He looked at me, touched my side, asked gently, "Was that... okay?"
I smiled. "Yeah. Of course. I really needed that."
I kissed his cheek, got up, and walked to the bathroom, locking the door behind me.
But I wasn't done.
Not even close.
I sat on the toilet, legs still trembling, then grabbed a towel, laid it out on the cold tile, and dropped to my knees.
My hand shot between my thighs, fingers sliding through the cum still leaking from my pussy, mixing with my own arousal. I rubbed furiously, two fingers pressing into my dripping hole while my other hand circled my clit.
And the image came back immediately.
The old man. That thick cock on my lips. The weight of it. The veins. The scent. That shameless display. That arrogant confidence like he already owned me.
No," her mind screamed. "You're married. You love your husband. You just had sex with him--why are you thinking about--"
"Shut up," she growled, breath ragged.
"You're sick. That's an old man. That's disgusting. You're disgusting."
"He's not your husband."
"You're going to ruin everything."
SHUT UP. Fuck these thoughts. Fuck every voice trying to shame me.
Let me masturbate to his thick cock. Let me fucking cum to that image.
I imagined myself on my knees. The old man towering over me, that monstrous cock in hand, slapping it across my face. "You want it, don't you?" he'd growl. "You need something real."
"Fuck... yes..."
In my mind, I imagined him grabbing my hair, pulling my head back, whispering in that gravelly voice, "You need to be fucked right, girl."
Yes. God, yes.
He'd bend me over the bathroom sink, shove that monstrous cock between my legs without asking, spit down on it, and rub the tip against my pussy until I begged. Begged.
And when he finally pushed in...
My fingers slipped lower, two of them thrusting inside. My walls were so tight I moaned out loud, teeth clenched.
I imagined the old man pushing deeper. And deeper. Stretching me past what I thought I could take. My pussy trying to fight it, but failing. His cock forcing its way in, inch after inch, until my belly bulged and I cried out his name.
Not my husband's.
His.
I pumped my fingers harder. My wrist ached, but I didn't care.
In my head, I pictured myself bent over, tits pressed to the cold counter, ass up, while he grabbed my hips and fucked me with slow, punishing thrusts. His balls slapping against my soaked skin. My moans echoing in the small bathroom. And him--grinning, growling, watching me fall apart.
"Is this what you wanted?" I imagined him snarling. "Some real cock? Not that little thing your husband gives you?"
My pussy clenched again. My legs twitched.
Yes. Yes. Yes.
I fucked myself faster, fingers thrusting deep, grinding my palm against my clit until I was right there--right on the edge.
I pictured him cumming inside me. Not gentle. Not sweet. But deep, possessive. Like he was claiming me.
I imagined his cum leaking out afterward, not dribbling like my husband's, but pouring, thick and heavy, soaking my thighs, dripping onto the tiles. I wouldn't be able to hide it. I'd walk funny. Smell like him. Be marked.
Ruined.
That was what I wanted.
And then I came.
Hard.
My whole body shuddered, fingers buried inside, palm crushed to my clit as the orgasm ripped through me like a wave. My mouth hung open, but no sound came out--just the raw, shaking breath of someone who had just fallen apart.
I stayed there, slumped, sweat beading on my chest, thighs soaked.
When I finally looked down, my fingers were still glistening. My pussy red and swollen. Used.



I wiped my hand slowly on the towel and stood up, legs trembling again--but this time, not from frustration.
From aftershocks. And guilt. But I didn't regret it. Not even a little.
Chapter 17
I woke up with my mind feeling fresh and relaxed. As if the storm of last night had passed.
Beside me, my husband slept peacefully--his mouth slightly open, his arms tucked in close like a child's. I leaned in and kissed his cheek softly. He looked so cute. So sweet. So innocent. It made my heart ache.
And then it all came back.
The bath. The moaning. The way I'd lost control. The words I had whispered like a woman possessed.
"Fuck you, I want to think about that cock..."
My breath caught in my throat.
Who was that woman last night? Who said those things with such hunger, such filth, such shamelessness? That wasn't me. It couldn't have been me.
I sat on the edge of the bed, staring blankly at the floor. The memory of my own voice echoed inside me, raw and soaked in lust--calling myself a slut, moaning for a cock that wasn't my husband's. That man. The old man.
My body remembered every second of it.
A cold shiver ran through me. That wasn't me... That wasn't me...
I shook the thoughts away with a tight jaw. No. I still have time. I can fix this. I can pull back. The line hasn't been crossed yet.
I bathed quickly, scrubbing away every trace of last night as if water could erase desire. As if it could purify what I had let happen inside me. After dressing, I moved into the kitchen and prepared breakfast, keeping myself busy so I wouldn't think.
He came out smiling, warm as ever. He ate his meal and gave me a gentle nod before heading to his workroom.
I smiled back, forcing it, even as I swallowed the lump in my throat.
Because even with all the determination in the world, something inside me was twitching. My gut tightened. My senses tingled.
It's about time.
Those words kept echoing in my mind, uninvited.
Time to go to his house. Time to be alone with the old man.
I gulped hard, bracing myself.
The moment I stepped into his house, that same familiar grin welcomed me. That damned creepy smile that used to make me uneasy now made my stomach flutter.
He didn't say anything. Just waved me in.
My heart thudded, thudded, thudded. I told myself: What happened yesterday should never happen again. I'm going to stay professional. Be normal.
And I believed that.
But my body... my body was telling a different story. I couldn't stop stealing glances. Ten minutes passed in silence. My hands were working, but my eyes kept flicking toward him. His posture. His expression. Sometimes... his cock.
I couldn't help it. I was watching, waiting.
Waiting for him to do something.
But he didn't.
He didn't look at me. He didn't stare. He didn't ogle my legs or my chest or my ass. And I wasn't ready for the blow that hit me because of that.
Why... why did that hurt?
Why did I feel out of place?
Had I... wanted him to stare? To touch?
What the fuck is wrong with me?
I didn't know anymore. I was just... following whatever my body did on its own.
Another ten minutes passed. Still nothing from him.
I started to feel rejected. Unwanted.
And then I moved, not with purpose, not with plan, but from something darker inside me. Something that needed to be seen.
I crawled into his view, heart hammering in my chest. I crouched low to the ground, my knees pressing into the floor, hands sweeping a spot I had already cleaned earlier.
I didn't need to be there.
I just needed him to see me.
I peeked up, discreetly. Still, his eyes weren't on me.
The rejection burned hotter.
It felt like a silent challenge. Like he was saying: You're not worth it. You're not tempting enough anymore.
And I took that as a challenge.
I shifted lower, deliberately. My skirt lifted up little by little as I arched my back. My ass began to peek out, just slightly, just enough. I didn't fix it. I didn't pull the skirt down.
I wanted him to see.
My panties were clinging tight from the heat growing between my legs. I should've stopped. I knew I should have.
But some sick part of me... wanted his gaze back.
I wanted to feel that dirty thrill again. That shame. That heat. That silent, humiliating confirmation that he was looking--because I was worth looking at.
I moved even slower, hips tilting, deliberately exaggerating my posture.
I still didn't hear anything from him.
And yet, I couldn't stop. I couldn't stop tempting fate. My breath was already getting heavy again.
Was I doing all this... just to get his attention?
God help me, I think I was.
I saw him glance at me.
Just for a moment. A flick of his eyes.
And then... he turned away.
As if it meant nothing.
He stood up slowly and walked toward his bedroom. But just before slipping inside, he looked straight at me and held it. His gaze remained long enough to say something without words. Something dangerous. Something filthy.
My heart skipped.
That look--it wasn't casual. It was an invitation.
Like he was daring me. Come on, woman. Step in. Let me ruin you.
I froze on the floor, sponge limp in my hand, thighs trembling.
It hit me like lightning.
If I follow him into that room... that's it. That's the line. Once I cross that door, I become something else. Something I can't take back.
I would betray my husband.
For his cock.
The old man's cock. That thick, vulgar thing I couldn't get out of my mind. The one I called better, the one I begged for in whispers when my husband was sleeping beside me.
I clenched my thighs shut and breathed hard.
Just a few steps. That's all it would take.
Three steps, maybe four, and I'd be inside. I'd see it again. I'd probably drop to my knees before he even asked.
My pussy pulsed at the thought.
What have I become?
I couldn't believe I was even considering it. That it was a real decision in my head. That there was a part of me--some rotten, perverted, hungry part--that actually wanted to go in.
I bit my lip hard.
And then, before I could move, he came back out.
Calm. Normal. Sat back on the couch like nothing happened.
Was I imagining it?
My mind spun in circles. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe he really just went in to grab something. I was overthinking. Maybe I wanted there to be some meaning behind that glance. Maybe I wanted it too much.
But the damage was done.
That door in my head had opened.
And I knew now, with full clarity: I wasn't ready to cross the line. Not yet.
But the line... it was closer now. Way closer than yesterday. And just the idea of standing at its edge gave me a rush. A forbidden thrill that soaked straight into my bones.
It was like an addiction.
To be looked at. Desired. Tempted. Corrupted... but not yet ruined.
The teasing. The danger. The arousal.
It was its own kind of drug.
So I played it safe. I stood up, walked into the kitchen, started rinsing the mop. Breathed deeply.
Tried to act normal.
And then--
I heard it.
Slow, heavy footsteps behind me.
Getting closer.
Thud. Thud. Thud.
Each step made my breath catch. My hands paused under the running water.
He was coming towards me.
He stood behind me.
My body knew it before my eyes confirmed it--my skin prickled, my chest tightened, and my breath caught somewhere between my lungs and throat. But I didn't move. I didn't even let myself flinch. I kept washing the plate, my hands steady, my back straight, pretending not to notice him. Pretending like my heart wasn't pounding so hard I thought it might echo in the kitchen walls.
But then I noticed something. He wasn't standing too close. There was space. A small gap between his cock and my ass--one he deliberately kept. That confused me. Frustrated me. My thoughts started racing.
Why wasn't he pressing against me?
Why that distance?
Was he testing me again?
Did he want me to do something?
It felt like a silent game. A filthy, wordless game that only we knew how to play. One where each small movement was calculated, loaded, teasing.
My eyes flicked down toward the lower cabinet where the plates were stacked. That was the excuse. That would be my move.
I crouched slowly in front of the lower cabinet, pretending to reach for a plate I didn't actually need. My back arched instinctively, and I shifted my hips--subtly but deliberately--until I felt it.
His cock.
Right there.
Firm. Waiting.
Pressed snug between my ass cheeks, still clothed, but so close, so obvious, so real.
I held my breath, as if I hadn't done anything. As if I hadn't just aligned my body to feel that thick heat resting exactly where I wanted it. I acted innocent--like a clueless housewife just trying to get a dish.
And for a moment, he stayed still.
Then he started to move.
Slowly.
His hips rolled forward. Barely. Just a gentle, deliberate nudge of his cock into my ass. Then again. And again. Humping me. Quiet. Minimal. As if to ask, Is this what you wanted, slut?
I clenched around nothing. My pussy throbbed at every soft grind of his clothed cock against me. The humiliating part was--I didn't move away. I didn't flinch. I stayed bent, face down in the cabinet, hands trembling slightly as I fake-searched for the same damn plate I had already seen.
He was using me like that. Humping my ass through my panties while I pretended to not even notice.
And worse?
I loved it.
Each little thrust pressed his length between my cheeks, right up my crack. The thick shape of it slid higher with every roll of his hips, getting bolder, more confident. He wasn't even trying to hide it anymore--and neither was I.
My breathing hitched. My thighs started to twitch, knees squeezing together as wet heat soaked into my panties. I could feel my arousal dripping down--my body was betraying me completely.
I bit my bottom lip, struggling not to moan.
My cheeks flushed, not just from pleasure but from the sheer shame of what I was doing.
Bent over like this, offering my ass to him. Letting him grind on me like a fucking toy, while I acted innocent. My husband was at work. Trusting me. And here I was--letting this filthy old man rub himself on me, making me so wet I could feel my slick soaking the inside of my thighs.
I could feel the thick ridge of his cock now, straining through his pants, nudging higher--poking right between my cheeks.
I adjusted slightly, just a little more arch, making sure he had full access. And he took it. Another grind. Another humiliating, needy push of his hips.
God.
My fingers gripped the edge of the cabinet.
I wanted him to keep doing it.
Even if I didn't want to admit it out loud, my body was screaming it.
His cock twitched. I could feel it throb against me through the fabric. That one twitch sent another bolt of heat straight to my pussy.
Stop this, a small voice whispered.
But the louder one, the one pulsing between my legs, moaned back:
No. Not yet. Not when it feels this good.
I stood up then, slowly, pretending to finally find the right plate. My breath had turned heavy, and I knew if he looked closely, he'd see the flush in my cheeks, the way my thighs were pressing together. I was wet. Completely soaked. And I didn't know how to stop this anymore.
I didn't even want to.
I wanted more.
I wanted it again. More.
That friction. That depraved heat. That thick, stiff pressure against my ass.
I didn't care anymore. I needed it.
I remembered the pipe from yesterday--the excuse, the position, the thrill--and before I could stop myself, I bent over again. Deep. Intentional. Offering. My face lowered beneath the sink, hands resting on either side for support as I pressed my ass back, aiming directly where I knew he'd be standing.
And just like I imagined...
His cock found me.
Hard.
Stiff.
Pointed right at my asshole.
It wasn't even subtle this time. I could feel the full heat of him through my panties. The thick ridge of his cock head dug into me like it belonged there, like my hole was just waiting for it. My body twitched from the contact, but I kept still, pretending, playing innocent.
"Hm..." I murmured, trying to make it sound casual. "Seems like the pipe's completely repaired."
I paused, back arched so far it almost hurt. My ass was pressed against him now, deliberately grinding on that filthy bulge.
"No leaking here..."
I smirked internally.
The leaking was somewhere else. Me.
He answered with that low, raspy voice that made my legs shake. "I'm an expert at repairing leakages."
My pussy clenched.
I understood exactly what he meant.
Before I could even respond, he leaned forward. Slowly. Powerfully.
His cock pressed harder into me--deeper, thicker, almost pushing the fabric into my skin. My hands gripped the edge of the sink as his weight pinned me down. My thighs twitched uncontrollably, my breath hitched from the sudden force.
He didn't thrust.
He pressed. Controlled. Deliberate. Torturing me.
And I fucking loved it.
His breath was hot on my back. His face leaned in until I could feel his lips grazing my skin. My nipples stiffened, my whole body trembling in helpless arousal.
"You're such a nice woman..." he whispered, voice thick with filth. "Always helping this old man. So generous. So obedient. Always giving when I ask."
My pussy throbbed so hard it almost hurt.
I was dripping--panties soaked, my slick probably staining my thighs, and all he'd done was grind.
He pressed himself in harder, and I felt it--his cockhead nudging the center of my asshole, right through the cloth. The sheer wrongness of that sent waves of pleasure through me. I gasped, quietly, trying to hold it in.
My hands dug into the edge of the sink. My nails clawed. My face lowered until it nearly touched the metal.
He was all over me now.
Pressed tight.
Cock twitching.
His lips hovered on my back again. "I hope you'll still help me... even when your little seven-day promise ends."
I couldn't say anything. I didn't want to say anything. Words would only betray the truth I couldn't admit--not even to myself.
That I'd help him.
That I wanted to help him.
Even after the seven days. Even after forever.
Because I couldn't stop.
Even though he hadn't even been inside me, it felt like my body had already been claimed. I was riding waves of forbidden pleasure just from this filth--just from his cock grinding against my ass like it was his to use.
He pressed again. Harder this time.
My back arched more. My mouth dropped open. My legs trembled.
A tiny sound escaped me.
Not a moan.
Not a word.
Just a twitching, breathy whimper--a pathetic little gasp that proved what I really was.
His lips met my back again. A small peck. Gentle.
Degrading.
Then he pulled back.
The heat vanished.
My skin cooled, but my insides still burned.
I was still bent over. Still twitching. Still soaked.
My fingers loosened their grip on the sink, but my thighs were clenched tight. My panties stuck to me like glue, soaked in my own filth. I didn't move. Couldn't move. My body was still reacting like a needy slut who didn't get her fix.
And that's what I was.
Twitching like a whore.
A shameless housewife begging for more through her body.
And the worst part?
I wanted to bend again.
I wanted to make him press again.
I wanted to feel what came next.
Even if it meant crossing the final line.
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Chapter 20: Wife's POV
I woke up feeling heavy. My head was foggy, and my chest ached. It wasn't from sleep. It was guilt. My body had slept, but my mind hadn't. It kept replaying everything that happened last night. I didn't want to remember, but I couldn't forget either.
He was still asleep beside me. Like nothing was wrong. Like I hadn't let Ray do those things to me just a few hours ago. Or maybe this was the only time his face looked calm, no tension, no worries. Away from reality. Relaxed and peaceful.
I got up quietly and went to the kitchen. It was Sunday. He didn't have work today. I tried to act normal. I told myself if I just kept moving, if I kept pretending, then maybe he'd forget what he saw. Or maybe he didn't see anything. Maybe it was all in my head.
So I cooked.
I made his favorite breakfast. The one I only made on his birthday or when I wanted to cheer him up. Eggs the way he liked them. Toast with just the right amount of butter. Spiced potatoes. His smoothie. I put everything on the table like it was just another normal morning.
He came out a little while later. He smiled at me like usual.
"Good morning," he said.
I froze for a second. Then I forced a smile. "Good morning."
He went to the bathroom, washed up, then sat down at the table. I held my breath. I watched every little thing he did. He didn't look angry. He didn't look upset. He looked normal. Like he had no idea what happened last night. Like he hadn't seen anything.
He took a bite and looked at the table.
"What's up with all this? Is it my birthday or something?"
I almost laughed from relief. My hands were still shaking a little, but I smiled.
"Today's your free day, so I thought it should start with your favorite breakfast."
He nodded. Took another bite. For a moment, I felt okay. I thought maybe I got away with it. Maybe last night wouldn't come back to hurt either of us. Maybe things could go back to how they were.
But then I saw it.
He didn't say anything. He didn't ask questions. But something changed. His chewing slowed. His face went a little blank. He didn't look up. He just stared at the plate like his thoughts were somewhere else.
Like he remembered.
My stomach dropped. I looked away and stared at the table. I couldn't look at him anymore. I didn't want to see his eyes. I didn't want to see what he might be thinking.
He finished eating without saying another word. Then he stood up and went to the living room to watch TV.
I stayed at the table, trying to calm my breathing. I cleaned up slowly, just to stay busy. My hands moved, but my mind was stuck. I could feel the space between us getting bigger. I could feel it in the way he didn't look at me. In the way he didn't ask if something was wrong.
After a while, I went to him.
"I am heading out now," I said.
He nodded. That was it.
No smile. No small talk. Just a nod.
I stood there for a second. I wanted him to say something or anything. But he didn't.
So I left. I stepped outside and closed the door behind me.
The air felt cold even though the sun was out.
My heart felt heavier than usual. Guilt sat in my chest like a rock. I couldn't stop thinking about how hurt he looked. How quiet he was. The things I've done... they weren't small. I've changed. I didn't even notice how far I'd fallen, how much I might've broken him without realizing.
The excitement I usually felt when heading to the old man's house wasn't there. No dirty thrill. No secret arousal. Just a sick feeling in my stomach. I kept thinking about him, still trusting me, still smiling, still trying to act normal. And me? Even after he had warned me about his intentions before. I had been doing things with him behind his back. Shameless things. Things I let happen. Things I wanted. Things I enjoyed.
I knocked on the old man's door, but I couldn't even look at him. Not today. I just walked in and quietly started doing the chores like I was supposed to. My movements were stiff. I didn't bend the way I normally would. I didn't give him a peek or a hint. Every time he walked close to me, I stepped away. I kept space between us.
It was hard.
Because no matter how guilty I felt, my body still remembered everything. Every touch. Every time he made me gasp. Every time I begged without words. And deep inside, I still craved it. I still wanted to feel it again. I wanted to grind on him. I wanted him to pull me close, press against me, make me forget everything.
But I couldn't let it happen. Not today. Not after seeing my husband's eyes lose their light at breakfast. Not after seeing that moment where he suddenly went quiet.
So I tried. I really tried to keep my distance. But the old man noticed. His eyes followed me more than usual. His steps were slower, like he was testing me. He reached for things he didn't need, walked closer than he had to, and I felt it all. My skin burned from how close he got. My breath hitched even when I told myself to stop reacting.
And worst of all--my body didn't listen. Even when I pulled away, I still clenched deep inside. I still felt heat spreading between my legs. It was sick. Disgusting. I hated it. I hated how I ignored his little touches, but secretly wanted more. I hated how I acted cold, but inside, I was hoping he'd keep pushing. That he'd break through the wall I was trying to build. That he'd grab me, like before, and make me feel those twisted dirty pleasures again.
Because the guilt was real. But so was the craving.
He disappeared into the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist. Said he was going to bathe. I let out a soft sigh, thinking maybe that was it. Maybe today, nothing would happen. Maybe I could just finish cleaning and leave before he came back out. A part of me felt relieved.
But there was another part of me that... didn't.
A part of me was disappointed. That he didn't push further. That he didn't try anything yet. Maybe if he had... maybe I would've given in again. Maybe I wanted him to.
I stayed quiet, wiped the table, forced myself to focus. But then, after just a few minutes, I heard the bathroom door open. My hands froze.
He came out with the towel still on. Still dry. He hadn't bathed. His skin wasn't wet, not a single drop. No steam in the air. No shampoo smell. Nothing. Just him standing there, like a man who'd walked in only to set up a scene.
Then he spoke.
"There's something wrong with the tap," he said casually, with a genuine face, pretending like it was just another chore. "Can you come take a look?"
My heart skipped. My chest tightened. My pussy throbbed.
No. This wasn't about the tap. I knew that. This was about us. About the thick, dirty sexual tension hanging between our bodies every time we were close. That wasn't going away. It was only getting stronger. And now, stepping into that small bathroom with him, with the door closed behind us, with only a towel covering his cock... it felt like walking into a trap. A trap I wanted to fall into.
I felt it deep in my pussy, the hotness, the way my pussy clenched just from his stare. My thoughts screamed.
He wasn't even trying to be subtle. He just wanted to get me in there. Alone and close. Just a towel between us. That disgusting old man wanted another chance to do things with me. To touch me. Rub up against me. Trap me in that tiny space and make me feel that way again.
My heart was pounding in my chest. I looked at him standing there, waiting for my answer.
"No. I can't. You filthy old man. I know what you're up to. You just want to get close again, don't you? You're disgusting. You just want to press your body against mine and feel me up. Sick bastard."
That's what I said.
But then... he smiled.
Not annoyed. Not caught off guard. No reaction to my curse at all. He just smiled wide, like I'd said exactly what he wanted to hear. And then, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, he stepped aside. Opened the way toward the bathroom. His hand gently gestured.
"You first."
My legs trembled. I blinked, confused for a moment.
Wait.
Why... why did he look so pleased? Why did he act like I'd agreed?
And then it hit me.
I hadn't said any of that out loud.
All those filthy curses, all those angry words--I thought I'd said them, but my mouth had stayed shut.
What actually came out... was something else entirely.
"Sure."
That was the word I'd actually spoken.
I had agreed. I had already accepted. My voice had betrayed everything my thoughts were screaming. And that was why he was smiling. That was why he looked so damn smug. Because he heard the truth. Not the curses in my head, but the weak, obedient little sure that slipped past my lips.
I stepped forward.
My feet moved on their own. Past him. Into the bathroom.
It smelled like him. The room was still dry, clean, quiet. No sound of running water. Just silence. And heat. That heavy heat between my legs.
Just the two of us now. Just this small space. And that towel still clinging to his waist.
I didn't look back.
But inside, I was already bracing myself.
Because I knew--this was never about the tap.
His footsteps followed behind me, slow and steady. Then I heard it. The click of the lock turning. My breath caught. My throat tightened. He wasn't letting me leave.
I stood still, staring at the tiles ahead, pretending like this was normal. But it wasn't. I could feel the air shift behind me, his presence getting closer.
He moved in front of me, his body just a breath away. And then, without a word, his towel fell to the floor.
My eyes widened before I could stop them. His cock hung right there. Thick, dark and heavy. My breath stuck. I turned my face away in shock, cheeks burning, heart hammering. But the image was already printed into my eyes. That thing... so close. So vulgar. My thighs squeezed together, and I hated how wet I already was.
He let out a lazy chuckle. "Hmm, could you give me the towel?" he said, like it was the most innocent request in the world. "I can't bend down, you see."
He didn't need to say anything more. I knew what this was. I knew what he was doing. I knew where this could lead. And still, I stayed frozen. My face turned away, but my body wouldn't move. I reached my hand down blindly, searching for the towel on the floor, trying not to look. But my fingers grabbed nothing. I leaned lower, my hand still fumbling. Still nothing.
I finally gave in and turned to look.
And there it was.
Not the towel.
His cock.
Right there.
Swinging at my eye level. So close I could feel the heat from it. So thick, so real, it almost brushed my cheek.
My lips opened without realizing it. My breath shallow. I stared. My body trembled. My knees weakened. My pussy was pulsing, aching, begging. All the guilt I had been trying to carry crumbled under the weight of this moment.
Was this the time? The moment I crossed the line completely? Just him and me. Alone in a locked bathroom. His cock right in front of me like an offering, and I was just staring like a desperate woman.
Then he smirked and said, "How about giving me the towel first and doing the staring or maybe more later?"
My heart dropped. Shame crashed into me. I had been caught.
I blinked and snapped out of it, cheeks on fire. I looked down, quickly grabbed the towel from where it had fallen between us, and shoved it into his hand without a word.
I didn't meet his eyes. I couldn't. I felt humiliated, exposed, turned on in the worst possible way.
I finally asked him what was wrong, trying to sound normal. My voice cracked a bit.
He didn't answer right away. Just looked at me. That smug, knowing grin still on his face, like he could already see me bent over.
"There's a valve under there," he said casually. "Right under the basin. It controls the hot water. I need you to twist it open. I hope you dont mind helping this old man again.
Mind? Not anymore.
I crouched down, knees spread, pretending like I was focused on the valve. My fingers fumbled under the sink, brushing against pipes, but my mind wasn't there. It was on him. Behind me. His bare feet. The quiet huff of his breath. The towel around his waist. The way he hadn't even bothered to get wet in the shower.
This wasn't about any valve.
I swallowed hard and tried to keep my body still, but I could feel myself clenching. My thighs. My pussy. Everything was tight and hot and wanting.
His footsteps shuffled closer. My body tensed. He crouched as well, right behind me.
What happened to his back problem now? How can he crouch now?
Though, who am I to question him? I knew it was a bait and I willingly lured myself. There's no point complaining now. I need to pay the price.
My belly fluttered.
Really lucky to have someone like you," he said lightly, like it meant nothing. "You do all the little things no one else bothers with."
His voice was smooth. Innocent on the surface.
I stayed frozen. My heart thudded in my throat.
Then I felt it. His cock poking my asshole, right through my clothes.
My breath caught. My hands gripped the valve under the basin. I didn't move. Didn't say a word.
"You're shaking," he murmured. His voice was so calm. "Must be chilly down there. Or maybe it's just nerves."
He continued poking my asshole. Every push on my asshole made me gasp. Pushed and pulled. He kept repeating it till my legs started shaking.
I bit my lip hard.
"Valve stuck?" he asked casually. "You're working hard down there."
My face flushed. He knew I wasn't even trying anymore. My hands were just holding on to the valve.
Then I felt his hand. Right on my ass. Not squeezing, just placed. While he continued poking me with his dick and I was shamelessly getting poked. At every poke, he only pushed himself more deep, making me twitch, gasp.
He grabbed a full handful of my ass. He squeezed hard. Squeezed again. Then used both hands to slowly lift my skirt up, gathering the fabric bunch by bunch, until my ass was fully out. My panties were the only thing covering me now. A small, tight pair. The only cloth left between him and me. It was a full view, he probably noticed how wet I was.
I stayed quiet, the horniness was making my mind go crazy. I didn't care about anything anymore. My body wanted more. And that's all it mattered.
He grabbed my ass hard, both hands digging into the skin like a starving man finally getting his first bite. It felt desperate, greedy like he'd been craving this from the moment he first hugged me. He gave a little shake to my juicy ass--he played with it, kneading and jiggling my cheeks, spreading them just enough to make me squirm. His grip was rough, possessive, and each squeeze sent a shiver through me. I couldn't help it. I let out soft, breathy moans slipped out of my mouth as his hands played with my ass.
I noticed a sensation on my leg, like a cloth. I took a sneaky glance on my leg and saw the towel. He was completely naked behind me, digging his dick and the only thing left was my panty that was stopping him to enter me.
I tried swallowing, but couldn't swallow. My pussy felt his dick, rubbing up and down on my soaked panties and giving a tight press. With every rub, his dick was getting covered in my mess.
His cock slid lower. I gasped when I felt it brush right along my lips. My panties clung to me, soaked through. The fabric gave him no resistance. He could feel everything. And I could feel him.
Every vein. Every pulse. Every goddamn inch.
I wanted to twist the valve. Just to do something. To distract myself. But my hands were shaking. I twisted. It didn't move. Tried again. Nothing. It was stuck. Or maybe I didn't have any strength left.
He kept rubbing. Slow and steady. His cock dragged over my slit again and again, using the thin layer of my soaked panties to tease me.
Then his fingers slid over my ass. He found the side of my panties and pulled it aside. Just like that. A soft pull.
I gasped.
His fingers grazed my bare pussy. My lips. Just a brush, but I felt it all over.
I let out a moan. Loud enough for him to hear.
He chuckled lightly.
The air was hitting cold on my pussy and asshole. I was bent over, exposed. If my husband ever saw me like this, exposed in front of this disgusting old man--what would he think? I had no answer. And the worst part was, I knew the old man was now fully naked. His hand was holding his cock, and my pussy lips were visible, slightly opened, already wet.
This was the moment. The line.
I felt it--his cock touched my pussy lips. Not inside, just rubbing. Wet against wet. His size--thick and hot--slid across my opening slowly, then harder. I gasped. My hips trembled. He was rubbing himself on me, back and forth, and I was losing control. It felt insane, sinful--and unbelievably good.
I was dripping. He was big. My body wanted him. I needed to feel him inside.
Then something hit me. A thought, like a slap. Will you carry the weight of this guilt? He still loves you so much. After what happened last night, he's already hurting. And here you are, opening your legs in a stranger's bathroom. Is the sexual pleasure really more important than your husband??
Yes. My husband.
What was I doing?
The old man was still rubbing. Still teasing. Still close.
Then--he pressed forward, like he was ready to push in.
I flinched.
My hand shot back. I grabbed his cock and stopped him.
He looked confused, maybe even surprised. His thick cock throbbed in my hand. This thing was about to enter me. Would have made me go crazy. My body was soaked, my pussy still twitching. Even I was shocked that I had stopped him. I had been so close.
I stood up quickly, fixing my clothes. My heart was racing, my thighs wet. I was panting and aroused. He stepped closer. His hand grabbed my skirt, he pulled me hard, his mouth landed on my neck. He started sucking hard. His fingers slipped between my legs and inside my pussy.
I moaned.
He started fingering my pussy. "Look at this... you're soaked. Your body wants it even if you deny."
He kept fingering me harder, rough and relentless, like he'd been waiting forever to do this. His fingers moved fast and deep, curling inside me just right, making my knees shake. And his voice... God, his voice was filthier than his touch.
"You know what you are, don't you?" he muttered close to my ear, his breath hot. "You're no saint. This mask you wear, pretending to be innocent... how long can you keep it on?"
I moaned, louder than I should have, my body giving in even as my mind screamed confusion. His fingers didn't stop. The way he curled them inside, pressing deep, hitting just the right spot, it made my stomach twist with heat. Every nasty word he whispered made me throb harder.
And then it hit. My climax crashed over me like a wave, uncontrollable. My back arched, my hips bucked against his hand, and I couldn't hold back the loud, helpless sound that tore out of my throat. I was shaking, twitching, gasping for air like I'd been drowning.
While I was still coming down, still pulsing and trembling, he stepped in closer, and I felt it. His thick cock slapping my ass, heavy and hot. It wasn't just an accident. He was doing it on purpose. A teasing strike with his cock, claiming it, sending a message.
"You feel this?" he said, voice low and smug. "This... this belongs right here. You know it. I know it."
I didn't answer. I couldn't. My body was already betraying
"You'll be back," he said. "You'll be the one begging next time."
I fixed my clothes and left in a rush. My legs were shaking. My panties were drenched. And deep down, I didn't even know what scared me more--that I had almost crossed the line... or that I wanted to.



        