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	Somethings’s Off- Wive’s POV

	Getbugged

	 

	1

	 

	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.
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	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.
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	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

	 

	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.
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	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.
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	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.
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	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?
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	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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	 I was still shaken. We sat together in silence, the room heavy with fear and fatigue. Every sound made me jump. My hands wouldn’t stop trembling. My husband pulled me into his arms, and I clung to him like a frightened child. I needed to feel him there—to believe we were really safe now.

	 

	Thankfully, the intruders hadn’t taken much. Just a few old things. But that didn’t matter. What they stole most was our peace. He quickly got the door rewired and added extra locks too. We tried to sleep that night, but it was broken and restless. I kept waking up at every creak, every whisper of wind. His arms were tight around me, like he could shield me from the nightmares.

	 

	The next morning, everything looked the same—but nothing felt the same. I tried to go about my routine, but the night lingered in my bones. My husband left for work, and I tried to clean up the mess from the break-in, but I kept losing myself in thought. The futon closet, the sounds, the closeness… everything kept replaying in my head. Ray’s voice echoed again and again—“Don’t tell your husband we were in there together. He might misunderstand.”

	 

	At the time, it made sense. I nodded silently, agreeing. I didn’t want to cause unnecessary doubts. It wasn’t like anything wrong had happened. It was just fear. Just survival. Still… I couldn’t meet my husband’s eyes fully that day. I wasn’t hiding something, I told myself. I was just trying to protect our peace.

	 

	When he came home that evening with my favorite food, I smiled the best I could. I was touched. He was trying so hard to cheer me up. I was thankful, but I knew something was off in me. My heart was too heavy. At night, I held him tightly, almost desperate. He probably thought I was scared. And maybe I was. But part of me… I don’t know. I just needed to hold on to something that felt right and good.

	 

	But the next morning, we saw the old man return. He was walking slowly, with a limp. My heart sank with guilt. I had pushed him. I hadn’t meant to hurt him, I was just so scared that day. Seeing him like that… it made something inside me ache.

	 

	I asked my husband if we could bring him some fruits—just something small, something kind. At first, he seemed reluctant, but I think he saw how much it meant to me. He agreed, and that warmed my heart. He always tries to understand me, even when he doesn’t fully agree.

	 

	That evening, we went to the old man’s house. The smell hit us before we even knocked—damp, musty, like something rotting. I wanted to turn away, but I stood there, determined. We had to at least say sorry.

	 

	He opened the door, and he didn’t look well. His face was twisted in pain and irritation, not the usual odd smile he wore. I stepped forward first, softly apologizing, telling him I never meant to hurt him. He didn’t speak—just waved us inside and gestured to a dusty old sofa.

	 

	We sat, trying not to breathe too deeply.

	 

	He lowered himself into a chair with difficulty, groaning as he sat. His hand pressed to his back, his face tight with pain. I couldn’t help myself—I leaned forward with concern and asked if he was okay.

	 

	He snapped, “No, lady. I’m not okay. You pushed me, and now my back’s worse than ever.”

	 

	My heart dropped. I tried to say something, but he didn’t stop. He kept going, telling us how much pain he was in, how life had been so unfair to him. I listened, genuinely sorry. My eyes burned with guilt.

	 

	Then he said it—how he couldn’t move much, how the doctor told him to rest for a week, how he had no one to help him. No family. No one to cook or clean or even fetch water.

	 

	Something inside me tugged.

	 

	I looked at him, then at the state of his house. It was horrible, yes, but he was old. Alone. And I had pushed him. Even if it was fear, even if it wasn’t entirely my fault… it didn’t feel right to walk away.

	 

	“If you really need rest for a week,” I said, my voice small, “I can help. I’ll come by and do the chores. Just until you're better.”

	 

	I heard my husband sigh next to me. I could feel his gaze, the concern in his silence. But I couldn’t back down. I had to do what I felt was right. I had to make up for what I’d done.

	 

	The old man smiled—truly smiled this time—and his eyes even looked a little teary.

	 

	“You’re an angel,” he said. “Truly a godsend.”

	 

	Those words embarrassed me. I wasn’t trying to be anything special. Just… human.

	 

	On the way home, I tried to explain myself, but my husband stopped me gently. He said he understood. That he respected my decision. That he knew my heart.

	 

	But then he added something that made me pause.

	 

	“Just be careful around him. If he tries anything—anything strange—tell me. Promise me.”

	 

	I promised, of course. But I couldn’t imagine anything like that. He was just a lonely, hurting old man. And I had hurt him more. Helping him was the least I could do.

	 

	That’s who I was. That’s who I always wanted to be.
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	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.

	 

	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.
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	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.”
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	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.
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	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.

	 

	 

	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.

	 

	14.2

	 

	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.

	--

	
15.

	 

	The next morning unfolded just like any other—or at least it seemed that way. I woke up to the familiar clatter of kitchen utensils and the faint aroma of breakfast drifting into the bedroom. She was already up and moving, her rhythm calm and practiced, as if nothing at all had changed.

	 

	I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, sat up slowly, and stretched before heading to the bathroom to freshen up. On the way, I passed her in the hallway. She smiled at me, soft and welcoming, and I gave her a quick nod.

	 

	I stepped into the bathroom and shut the door behind me, mind still half-asleep. But something caught my eye.

	 

	There it was again—the hole. Not big enough to be alarming, but definitely too precise to be an accident. I remembered noticing it once before, back when I first pointed it out to her. I had assumed it might be for some piping or structural reason, but I also knew what lay just beyond that wall—the neighbor’s bathroom.

	 

	Back then, I told myself it was fine. That it was sealed on the other side.

	 

	But today, for some reason, it wasn’t the hole itself that unsettled me. It was the board now covering it. A simple wooden piece, snugly placed to block it from our side. I hadn’t put it there.

	 

	So she must have.

	 

	Maybe she just wanted a little extra peace of mind. Maybe she felt uncomfortable having an opening—no matter how small—connected to another house. That seemed reasonable and rational. I stared at it for a moment longer, then let it go.

	 

	I stepped under the water, trying to wash away the tension from my shoulders.

	 

	Breakfast was good—simple, but warm and filling. I told her I had a lot on my plate today, that I really needed to focus, and I'd be heading straight to the room. We didn’t talk much apart from this and maybe that was for the best. I didn’t want to fall into overthinking again. Not today. I was going to focus. Just get through the work, and everything else could wait.

	 

	Once I settled into my desk, the hours melted away. Reports, spreadsheets, endless messages. The clicking of the keyboard became a kind of white noise, a rhythm I could lose myself in. I didn’t even notice when she slipped out to the old man’s house. She must have left quietly, like she always did. Still, I caught a glimpse of her from the window across the way.

	 

	She was moving around inside, the curtains thankfully left open. That one small thing—being able to see her now and then—helped keep me grounded. It reassured me that she was there, that things were still normal.

	 

	An hour passed.

	 

	Then a gentle knock came at my door.

	 

	I looked up and found her standing there, holding a plate of food with a soft smile that reached her eyes. That moment, fleeting and simple, hit me with an odd wave of emotion. Gratitude, maybe. A sense of peace. She didn’t need to do any of this, but she always did.

	 

	Sometimes I really wondered what I had done to deserve someone like her.

	 

	And yet, even as I smiled and thanked her, I felt that small shadow of uncertainty still flickering at the edge of my thoughts. It never truly disappeared. Not completely.

	 

	But for now, I pushed it away again. Work demanded my attention—and I couldn’t afford to slip.

	 

	By the time I wrapped up my work for the day, my shoulders were aching and my eyes were sore from staring at the screen too long. I leaned back in the chair, stretched, and took a long breath. I needed air—real, open air—and maybe a change of scenery to help shake off the weight pressing down on me lately.

	 

	I stepped out of the room and found her in the kitchen.

	 

	“Let’s go out for a bit,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “Just a walk. I need some fresh air.”

	 

	She looked up and smiled. “Sure,” she said softly, wiping her hands and slipping on her sandals.

	 

	We headed out together, walking in no particular direction, just letting our feet guide us. The cool breeze kissed my skin, refreshing and light. It felt like it was washing something off me—the lingering overthinking, the doubts, the tension. For a little while, I let myself breathe again.

	 

	We stopped by a corner stall and shared some ice cream. She laughed when mine started melting faster than I could eat it, and I couldn't help but smile at the sound. It was good to see her like that—relaxed, playful. Just… us.

	 

	As we turned a corner to head back home, a voice called out from behind.

	 

	“Hey!”

	 

	I turned and saw Ray walking toward us, his hand raised in greeting. He looked different today—lighter, more casual, more like how he was the first time we met.

	 

	“Good to see you two,” he said, stopping in front of us. “You know… I realized something.”

	 

	“What’s that?” I asked, still catching my breath from the walk.

	 

	“It’s kinda rude of me,” he said, flashing a half-smile, “you guys already invited me over, and I haven’t returned the favor yet.”

	 

	He looked at both of us, then back at me. “I know it’s a little late, but I’d love to have you both over for dinner tomorrow. My treat.”

	 

	His tone was warm, casual, and familiar. It threw me off, in a good way. I nodded, a bit caught off guard.

	 

	“Yeah, sure,” I replied. “That sounds nice.”

	 

	We exchanged numbers.

	 

	Ray smiled, and walked off with a wave.

	 

	As we turned and continued our way back, I couldn’t help but replay his voice and expression in my mind. He felt… normal. Approachable. Not like that night when he was at our house and something about him felt off. Maybe I had just imagined it. Maybe it was my own tension coloring things that weren’t really there.

	 

	After all, he was the only one around here who seemed remotely grounded in this strange, half-silent neighborhood.

	 

	We got back home, changed, and went through the usual nighttime routine. By the time we were in bed, my body felt heavy, but my mind was strangely quiet for once.

	 

	Just as I was fading into sleep, I felt her hand wrap around my cock.

	 

	Not gentle. Not shy. Firm, hot fingers gripping me like she knew exactly what she wanted. I turned my head and saw her already half-naked, eyes burning in the dim light, her breathing heavy.

	 

	Without saying a word, she shoved the blanket off, got between my legs, and stuffed my cock into her mouth. She was ravenous. Her lips slid all the way down until my tip hit the back of her throat. She didn’t hold back. She gagged on me, spit dripping everywhere, her hand pumping whatever her mouth couldn’t reach.

	 

	"Fuck—" I hissed, grabbing the sheets.

	 

	She moaned around my cock like she was in heat. Wet slurping, her tongue swirling all over me, loud and messy. She wasn't teasing me—she was using me. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, daring me to stop her.

	 

	Then she pulled off with a wet pop, straddled me fast, and grabbed my cock with one hand. She didn't even guide me carefully. She just lined it up, lowered herself, and shoved it in—wet, hot, and so fucking tight it made my back arch.

	 

	“God, yes,” she groaned, and immediately started riding me like a woman possessed.

	 

	There was no tenderness tonight. No slow grinding. Just pure, raw hunger. She bounced on my cock fast, aggressive, her hips slamming down with a wave that made the headboard thump against the wall. Her tits bounced wildly under her shirt, the slap of our bodies echoing through the room.

	 

	But she was going so hard, so high with every bounce—too high.

	 

	My cock slipped out.

	 

	Her rhythm broke.

	 

	She grunted in annoyance and reached down to grab me, repositioning it, stuffing me back inside her dripping pussy like she didn’t want to waste a second.

	 

	She started again. Rougher. Faster.

	 

	She was moaning louder now, eyes clenched, sweat glistening at her collarbone, her ass smacking down on my thighs.

	 

	But again—my dick slipped out.

	 

	Her pussy was so wet, and the way she bounced—fast and long—meant I couldn’t stay buried deep the way she clearly needed. The moment she pulled up too far, I’d slip out again, and again.

	 

	And every time it happened, I could see her frustration.

	 

	Her lips pressed into a thin line. Her hips jerking in annoyance. She didn’t say anything—but I felt it. She wanted more. Harder. Deeper.

	 

	I tried to grab her waist, help her keep rhythm, but she slapped my hands away—not angrily, just impatiently, like I was interrupting her focus.

	 

	It hit me then: she wanted this rough. She wasn’t chasing connection—she was chasing release.

	 

	I’d never seen her like this. We always made love. Passionate, slow, with kisses, eye contact, hands holding each other. This wasn’t that. This was animal. Her body needed to cum so badly, she was using mine like a tool.

	 

	She grunted as she dropped down on me again, her pussy clenching tight, dripping all over my cock, soaking the base. She growled under her breath and bounced even faster, trying to ride through her frustration.

	 

	But I couldn’t take it anymore. She was too tight, too wet, too fucking wild.

	 

	"Shit—I’m gonna—"

	 

	I exploded inside her, cock twitching hard as I emptied every drop into her pussy.

	 

	She froze.

	 

	Her body stayed tense on top of me, and for a moment, she didn’t move.

	 

	I felt her walls flutter around my cock, but she hadn’t finished. I knew that. She didn’t need to say a word—her heavy breathing, the stiff set of her shoulders, and the way her hands clenched the sheets told me everything.

	 

	Slowly, she pulled off me. I watched my cum leak from between her lips, glistening down her inner thighs. She lay beside me quietly, her face turned away.

	 

	I turned to her, brushing a hand down her side. “Was that... okay?”

	 

	She looked at me, her expression softening a little. “Yeah. Of course,” she said with a small smile. “I really needed that.”

	 

	But something in her voice felt off. Not cold—just... unfinished.

	 

	Then she leaned in, kissed my cheek, and got up to go to the bathroom.

	 

	I watched her walk away, legs trembling slightly, shirt clinging to her damp skin. I heard the lock click behind her.

	 

	And then I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, heart still pounding.

	 

	It was the first time I’d ever seen her like that.

	 

	And the first time I felt like I couldn’t give her what she really wanted.

	 

	 

	My eyes opened. Morning already.

	 

	I groaned and cursed the endless workload under my breath. Another day, another mess of emails and deadlines. Nothing changed.

	 

	The scent of breakfast drifted faintly from the kitchen. Just like always, she was already up, moving quietly through the morning like a soft routine. No words, just the familiar clinks of cookware, the low hum of the stove. I dragged myself out of bed, shuffled to the bathroom, and took a long shower to wake myself up.

	 

	We had breakfast together, mostly in silence. It wasn’t awkward, just normal. Peaceful, even. A quiet kind of routine we’d settled into. She seemed calm today. Not distracted, not moody. Just... composed.

	 

	I gave her a small nod as I finished my coffee, then sighed and made my way to the workroom. The chair creaked as I sat down, already rubbing my temples. Work started pulling me in immediately—calls, files, numbers, endless clicks and messages. It was a blur.

	 

	I didn’t even glance out the window today. Not once.

	 

	Didn’t realize how fast time flew until my stomach reminded me I hadn’t eaten since morning. A little while later, she stepped in. Wordless, she placed a plate of food on the table beside me and turned away. No eye contact. No conversation.

	 

	Something about that quiet made me pause... but only for a second.

	 

	My phone buzzed on the desk. A message.

	 

	Ray.

	Dinner. 8PM. [address attached]

	 

	“Eight o’clock, huh…” I muttered, tapping a reply.

	 

	“We’ll be there on time,”I replied.

	 

	Back to work. No time to think about anything else.

	 

	When I finally wrapped up for the day, I stretched back in my chair and exhaled slowly. My back ached. My eyes burned. I walked out into the living room and found her folding some laundry on the couch.

	 

	“We’ve got dinner at Ray’s tonight,” I said. “He sent the address. We need to be there by eight.”

	 

	She paused slightly, then nodded.

	 

	I sat down and just... existed for a moment. Let the stillness sink in. That brief pocket of silence before the evening dragged us out again.

	 

	Eventually, we both got up and started getting ready. Same clothes, same mirror, same small moments. Everything felt normal.

	 

	We both got ready.

	 

	She stepped out in a dress I hadn’t seen her wear in a while—something tight, cleanly cut, shaping her curves just right. It ended at her knees, modest in theory, but the way it shaped her figure... her ass, her chest—it demanded attention. The fabric clung to her like it had been tailored for temptation.

	 

	I exhaled slowly. I already knew what was coming.

	 

	As we stepped out and walked along the street, it didn’t take long. The stares came from all directions—shameless, hungry gazes from the creeps who hung around the area. Some leaned against their gates, some sat on their porches pretending to be on their phones. But their eyes weren’t subtle.

	 

	One guy openly fixated on her ass, another traced her chest like he was memorizing every curve. They didn’t even look at me. I was invisible. A ghost beside her. To them, I was just the guy who happened to walk next to the real attraction.

	 

	She noticed too. Her pace hesitated for a second. Eyes darted sideways, uncomfortable.

	 

	But what could we do? Start a fight with every bastard in the neighborhood? Stir up some street drama just to defend what was already obvious? No... we both kept walking, silent. Trying to ignore the weight of those gazes crawling all over her.

	 

	Eventually, we reached the address Ray had sent.

	 

	I paused.

	 

	It wasn’t a house. It was a goddamn mansion.

	 

	Three stories tall, surrounded by high walls, with modern black-and-glass architecture that looked like something out of a design magazine. The kind of place you drive past, not walk into.

	 

	“How the hell does a guy working at a medical store afford this?” I muttered to myself.

	 

	As if on cue, Ray appeared in the window. He waved, smiled, and disappeared. A few moments later, he was at the door, beaming like we were old friends.

	 

	“Hey! You made it!” he said warmly, stepping aside and motioning us in.

	 

	I forced a polite smile. “Yeah. Thanks for inviting us.”

	 

	The inside was somehow even more impressive than the outside. Everything was sleek, stylish, a mix of dark wood and ambient lighting that made the place feel both luxurious and... strange. Like every room held a secret.

	 

	“Damn,” I said, glancing around. “This place is incredible.”

	 

	Ray grinned with pride. “Thanks, man. Designed most of it myself. I’m a bit obsessive with interiors—like, I want every part of the house to feel... alive, y’know?”

	 

	He led us further in. The halls were wide, the lighting soft, the decor oddly sensual—nothing over-the-top, just subtle touches: deep red accents, plush textures, art that felt too intimate for guests.

	 

	“I’ve got different rooms for different moods,” Ray continued, gesturing casually. “Some for relaxing, some for... private stuff. Got a few hidden rooms too. Just for fun.”

	 

	He winked.

	 

	I let out a short laugh, trying to play along. “Hidden rooms, huh? Sounds like a movie.”

	 

	He smirked. “You’ll see.”

	 

	Ray clapped his hands together. “Before we eat, let me give you both a quick tour. Just a small part of the house—you’ll like it.”

	 

	We exchanged glances and nodded. “Sure, why not,” I said.

	 

	He led us down a dim hallway that ended at a quiet room filled with old portraits. Thick frames, sepia-toned photos, paintings of people I didn’t recognize—some elegant, some grim, all staring back through the years. The room had an eerie charm to it, like a forgotten museum tucked inside a mansion.

	 

	My wife stood in front of one of the larger portraits, her fingers gently brushing the edge of the frame. Her eyes sparkled, more taken with the artwork than anything else.

	 

	“This one’s beautiful,” she murmured.

	 

	But Ray had other plans.

	 

	He walked up to one of the portraits and, with a smirk, lifted it to the side—revealing a hidden hole behind the wall. Not just one. There were three of them. Three separate holes concealed behind three separate portraits.

	 

	I blinked in surprise. “What the hell...”

	 

	Ray chuckled. “Secret passages. Built them myself. Just for fun. Come on, follow me.”

	 

	Without waiting, he ducked into the nearest one. I gave my wife a quick look, assuming she was right behind me, and crawled in after him. The passage was narrow and dark, just wide enough to squeeze through on all fours. The air smelled faintly of cedar and dust.

	 

	After about a minute of crawling, we emerged into a small, candle-lit room with soft cushions on the floor and intricate carvings on the walls.

	 

	“This one’s my meditation room,” Ray said, stretching his back. “No noise, no distractions. Just silence.”

	 

	I turned around.

	 

	She wasn’t there

	 

	 

	I frowned. "Wait... she is not here?"

	 

	Ray looked behind me, just as confused. "She didn't follow you?"

	 

	"No," I said quickly, concern rising. "She might be scared alone—let's go back."

	 

	We crawled back into the hole and re-entered the portrait room... empty.

	 

	"She's not here," I said sharply, my voice low but tense.

	 

	Ray nodded. "Alright, I'll check the second passage. You try the third."

	 

	I agreed without hesitation and quickly slipped into the other hole. This one opened up into a completely different space—brighter, with neon lights, a karaoke setup, multiple mics, and a grand TV mounted on the wall. A weird contrast to the quiet art room.

	 

	But she wasn't there either.

	 

	I rushed back through the passage, expecting to meet Ray in the main room... but he wasn't there. Neither was she.

	 

	My stomach twisted.

	 

	Were they still searching? Did they run into each other? I was about to call out when I heard the creak of a door swinging open.

	 

	I turned sharply.

	 

	There they were—both of them—stepping through a door on the far end of the hallway.

	 

	I moved toward her. "Are you okay?"

	 

	She gave me a soft smile, her voice calm. "Yeah, don't worry. I was just looking at the paintings and didn't notice you guys were gone. So I just guessed and went into one of the passages."

	 

	My eyes flicked toward Ray. "How come you didn't come through the hole?"

	 

	Ray gave a light shrug. "That room's got a hidden exit. Built a few of those. Figured we'd just use the shortcut."

	 

	I nodded slowly, still unsettled but trying to shake it off. "Your house is... fascinating. But honestly? Slightly creepy."

	 

	He laughed. "Fair. Next time, come by just for the tour. It'll take half a day at least."

	 

	We moved to the dining area. The atmosphere shifted. Bright lights, warm food, and the scent of grilled spices filled the air. The table was set beautifully—he had a surprising flair for hospitality.

	 

	Dinner was delicious. Not just decent—legitimately great. The flavors were rich, the meat perfectly cooked, and the wine smooth. We talked, we laughed. Ray told stories that were oddly entertaining, full of wit and strange details. My wife smiled, even laughed a few times.

	 

	Everything felt... normal again.

	 

	Still... something in my gut whispered otherwise.

	 

	Dinner was winding down. The room glowing with warm light and soft music pulsing in the background. We were full, a little buzzed, and oddly relaxed—at least on the surface.

	 

	Ray leaned back in his chair and stretched, the kind of stretch that drew attention without meaning to. “You know,” he said, swirling his glass, “I used to be a pretty damn good dancer. Latin, hip-hop, even some ballroom stuff.”

	 

	I raised a brow. “Seriously?”

	 

	She perked up beside me, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “I actually used to love dancing,” she said, brushing her hair behind her ear. “It’s been forever, though.”

	 

	Ray leaned forward, eyes lighting up like he’d been waiting for that. “No way. You too?” He stood up and extended his hand dramatically, like he was on stage. “Then come on. Let’s stretch those legs. I can teach a few moves—something simple, fun.”

	 

	She laughed, glancing at me. “I don’t know…”

	 

	I chuckled, shaking my head. “I’ll make a fool of myself.”

	 

	Ray clapped my shoulder. “Then you’ll fit right in. Come on. I’ll teach both of you. How bad can it be?”

	 

	The way he said it—it didn’t sound like a challenge, more like an invitation. Something easy. Casual.

	 

	We moved into the living room. The lights were dimmer there, music a little louder. A pulsing beat vibrated through the floor. Ray connected his phone to the speakers, scrolling through a playlist until something smoother came on. A sensual rhythm. Not too fast. Not too slow. Just… suggestive.

	 

	“Alright, come here,” he said, motioning to me. “Let’s start with something basic.”

	 

	I laughed nervously and stepped up.

	 

	We tried. God, we tried. I was stiff as hell. Missed the beat, stepped the wrong way, got too focused on counting in my head. She tried not to giggle too much while Ray called out instructions.

	 

	Ray chuckled, looking at me after another clumsy step. "No offense, but you really suck at this."

	 

	I scratched my head, trying to laugh it off. "Yeah… never been a dancer."

	 

	"You're ruining her moves," he added, pointing at the couch. "Sit. Let me show you how it's done."

	 

	I looked at my wife. She hesitated, then glanced back at me. I didn't say anything. I just gave a small nod and stepped aside.

	 

	She smiled politely and turned to him. That was it. No hesitation after that.

	 

	He stepped in front of her, took her hand in his, and placed his other hand straight on her ass. Not her back. Not her side. He grabbed her ass fully, fingers sinking in.

	 

	My stomach clenched.

	 

	The music started, and he pulled her close. Their bodies molded together. His chest to hers. His hips locked into hers.

	 

	And then they moved.

	 

	It wasn't dancing. It was grinding. Dirty, rhythmic, slow. She followed his lead like her body already knew how. Her hips rolled against his. Their rhythm was too smooth, too natural.

	 

	He cupped her ass fully, pulling her into his bulge with every sway. Her dress rode up little by little. Each grind pushed her deeper into him. I could see it. I could hear it. Her breathing grew louder.

	 

	I sat frozen, watching.

	 

	Something twisted inside me. It wasn't just jealousy. It was something else. A strange ache that started low in my gut and crawled up into my chest. A sick mix of arousal and dread. Like I was seeing something I should look away from—but couldn't.

	 

	He spun her around and caught her from behind. His crotch pressed flush against her ass. His hands on her waist again, pushing her into him. The rhythm didn't stop. If anything, it got filthier.

	 

	She leaned back. Just slightly, but she did. Her head tipped, her eyes fluttered closed for a second.

	 

	Then he bent her.

	 

	Hands to the floor.

	 

	Not her knees. Not some elegant pose. Her palms slapped the ground. Her legs bent slightly. Her back arched. Her ass jutted out high. And Ray stepped in.

	 

	He gripped her hips. His hips started to move. Slow grinds. Long, deep motions. Humping into her from behind. Every push of his pelvis drove her forward. Her fingers curled into the carpet. Her hair falling all over her face. 

	 

	The fabric of her dress shifted upward with every thrust. Her ass was nearly bare. My heart pounded. 

	 

	He was dry-humping her. Right there. In front of me. And, for a moment. I saw it. She was throwing it back. Intentional push of her ass to his cock.

	 

	Then he turned his back to me.

	 

	Blocked everything.

	 

	All I could see were her legs. Her movements. I couldn't see her face, couldn't read her expression. But her body said enough. Her hips were meeting his now. Her ass was bouncing back with every thrust. It was like watching her forget I was even in the room.

	 

	I shifted in my seat, an urge building inside me that I didn't understand. I was watching my wife move like that with someone else, and something inside me was curling up, trying to hide from what I was feeling. Shame? Anger? Arousal?

	 

	I wasn't sure.

	 

	Then his hand moved upward—right into her hair. I saw him wrap a few strands around his fingers and give a small tug. Not hard, just enough to tilt her head.

	 

	Her mouth opened slightly. A quiet breath escaped her lips. And she didn't pull away.

	 

	Something crawled up my spine.

	 

	I stared. Frozen. Eyes wide. My throat tight.

	 

	What the hell was this?

	 

	I tried to reason with myself. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe I'd had just enough to make this feel worse than it really was. Maybe it was just a dance, a strange one, but still a dance.

	 

	But that lie collapsed the moment he turned again.

	 

	He spun her up into his arms. Then dipped her low. Her head dropped back. Her body limp in his grip. His hands weren't on her waist. They slid under her dress.

	 

	And then he lifted her.

	 

	Off the ground.

	 

	Her legs dangled. Her dress slid up all the way.

	 

	Bare ass. Fully exposed.

	 

	His hands gripped each cheek. He wasn't hiding it. He spread them, just slightly. Just enough to humiliate me.

	 

	Her hole flashed in my view. Her thighs relaxed around his sides.

	 

	He looked at me. Dead in the eyes.

	 

	He was showing her off. Holding her up like a prize. Like she was his now.

	 

	Then slowly, slowly, he lowered her down. His face stayed close to hers, their foreheads almost touching. Her eyes were locked on his. Lips parted. Breathless.

	 

	She didn't look for me. She didn't say a word.

	 

	I sat there.

	 

	My chest hollow. My limbs heavy.

	 

	Ashamed and defeated. Still watching.

	 

	 

	 

	I didn’t know what to say. My tongue felt like dead weight in my mouth, thick and dry. Ray had said something as we stood there, maybe a joke or a casual remark—but the words bounced off me, meaningless. I couldn’t reply. I didn’t even look at him. My mind was still stuck on what I had just seen.

	 

	It felt like I’d lost something. Not her, not entirely, but something else. Dignity. Control. The right to even be angry. I hadn’t fought. Hadn’t protested. I just sat there while another man put his hands all over my wife, bent her over like she was nothing more than a prop for his amusement. I never stepped in, never said stop, never pulled her away. It felt like I had surrendered—without even realizing the fight had started. Like I’d been outplayed in a game I didn’t even know I was part of.

	 

	I forced myself to move. I reached out and took her hand. No resistance, no words. Just the faintest tension in her fingers. I mumbled a goodbye to Ray—polite, robotic, hollow and we left.

	 

	The air outside was cool but offered no relief. It couldn’t erase the heat that had settled in my chest, or the twisting sickness crawling through my gut. She walked beside me in silence, our hands still joined, but it felt like we were walking out of something we couldn’t come back from. My thoughts wouldn’t stop racing. They looped, over and over, to that room. That music. That moment.

	 

	She had been grinding on him. Not just dancing—grinding. Her ass locked against his crotch. Every move of her ass had pressed tighter into the hard bulge between his legs. She had moved with him like her body had done it before, like she knew the rhythm by instinct. Her dress had climbed up inch by inch, her bare skin flashing every time he pulled her closer. I saw her ass jiggle when he humped against her from behind, slow and deep, as if they were fucking fully clothed.

	 

	And I watched. I watched every second. Like a pervert. Like a coward.

	 

	I kept trying to tell myself it wasn’t her fault. Maybe she was surprised. Maybe she just followed along because stopping would have made it worse. Maybe it was the wine, the mood, the music. But no matter how I tried to justify it, my mind kept dragging me back to how she moved. The way she pushed back into him. The way her fingers gripped the carpet when he bent her down. The way she let him lift her, spread her, show me everything. Her pussy flashed between her thighs like some trophy he’d earned.

	 

	I should have stopped it. I should have pulled her away the moment his hand slid down to her ass. But I didn’t. I sat there like I was chained to the couch, eyes wide, breathing shallow, watching her get handled like a fucking toy. And God help me, I was getting hard watching it. I felt it throbbing—trapped in my pants, aching while my wife was dry-humped like a bitch in heat right in front of me. That’s the part I can’t get over. Not that she let it happen. Not that he took it too far. But that some disgusting part of me wanted it to keep going.

	 

	What the hell is wrong with me?

	 

	Was it jealousy? Was it fear? Or something even lower, some sick need to see how far she’d let it go? A part of me wanted to see her moan. To see her hips push harder. To see Ray unzip and take it to the next step. It was buried deep, but it was there. And it makes me hate myself more than anything else.

	 

	She didn’t look at me while we walked. Her face was stiff, almost embarrassed. She had to know it wasn’t okay. She had to feel how close she got to something irreversible. But she didn’t apologize. Didn’t explain. Just silence. Maybe she was hoping I wouldn’t bring it up. Maybe she didn’t know how to.

	 

	And honestly, neither did I.

	 

	What was I supposed to say? That she let another man grope her, grind into her, expose her body while I sat there like a neutered idiot? That I saw her hole spread open for someone else? That I saw her lips part, her eyes flutter shut, like she was lost in the pleasure of it? That I was hard while it all happened? I couldn’t say those things. I couldn’t even admit them fully to myself.

	 

	But I could feel it in my chest. The sickness. The heat. The shame. I could still feel the pressure in my cock from when I saw her thrown over his lap and bounced like she belonged to him. It’s wrong. All of it. And yet… I wanted to see it again. Not because I wanted to lose her—but because I wanted to understand what the fuck I was feeling. I wanted to know how something so filthy could make me feel both destroyed and aroused at the same time.

	 

	Ray didn’t even try to hide it. The way he grabbed her, the way he looked at me while exposing her—it was all deliberate. Like he was telling me she wasn’t mine anymore. Or maybe he was daring me to stop him. Testing me. And I failed.

	 

	I failed completely.

	 

	And now here we were. Walking home, quiet, pretending we hadn’t just crossed a line none of us were ready for. My hand was still holding hers, but it didn’t feel like connection. It felt like a grip on something slipping away.

	 

	I could’ve said something. I could’ve stopped and made her look at me. But instead, I swallowed the lump in my throat and kept walking beside her, drowning in silence. Maybe she was ashamed. Maybe she was confused. Or maybe she had felt something in his touch—something that part of her didn’t want to admit.

	 

	God, I didn’t know what was worse. But I knew one thing. That dance wasn’t just a dance. And I would never forget what it did to me.

	 

	We reached home without a word. The silence felt thicker than the night air, clinging to us like sweat. As soon as we stepped in, she muttered something about taking a bath and slipped away into the bathroom. I just nodded, not trusting myself to say anything. The sound of running water came a few minutes later, soft and distant, like the echo of something I’d lost.

	 

	I dropped onto the couch and stared blankly at the floor. My shoulders slumped, my arms heavy. Every muscle in my body felt like it carried the weight of my shame. I wasn’t angry at her—not really. Not even at Ray. I was angry at myself. For what I felt. For what I didn’t do.

	 

	I hated that I let it happen. I hated that I sat there, frozen, like some useless prop watching my wife get handled like a piece of meat. But more than that, I hated the part of me that got aroused watching it. That sick, buried part of me that twitched when Ray bent her over and humped against her like he owned her. The part that wanted to see what would’ve happened if I hadn’t been there at all.

	 

	I told myself I wouldn’t bring it up. No good would come from it. It was just a dance. A bad one. A mistake. Ray went too far, sure, but maybe she didn’t know how to stop it without making a scene. She probably hated herself for letting it get that far. She was probably in that bathroom right now, cursing herself in silence. Washing off his scent. Scrubbing away the shame.

	 

	And here I was, sitting on this couch like a coward.

	 

	It wasn’t her fault. It was mine. I should’ve stopped it the second his hands went low. I should’ve pulled her away when I saw the look in his eyes. But I didn’t. I froze. I watched. I let it happen.

	 

	I failed her.

	 

	I was supposed to protect her—from men like Ray, from moments like that. And I didn’t. I let it play out right in front of me, like some sick voyeur. I had no right to blame her. She trusted me to be strong, and I sat there with my cock stiff and my mouth shut while another man grabbed her ass and made her moan to the rhythm of his hips.

	 

	I leaned back, eyes burning, chest tight. The sound of the water still ran behind the bathroom door, and it made it worse somehow. I imagined her in there, naked, her skin still warm from the heat of that dance. Her thighs sticky. Her lips red and swollen. And I hated myself for thinking it.

	 

	Maybe it was the guilt. Maybe the exhaustion. I don’t know. But I couldn’t stay awake anymore. I didn’t even say goodnight. I just let my eyes close, still fully dressed, my body sinking into the couch like I was trying to disappear into it.

	 

	Sleep didn’t bring peace. Just silence.

	 

	And the bitter taste of defeat still lingering on my tongue.

	 

	 

	 

	I woke up with a hazy head and a blurred dream I couldn’t quite remember. My mind felt heavy, like it had forgotten something it wasn’t ready to face. Still, I pushed the fog aside and greeted my wife like everything was normal, like she hadn’t just last night been humped by Ray like a dog in heat.

	 

	“Good morning,” I said, casually.

	 

	She looked at me with that same gentle face, but behind her smile… there was guilt. Her “good morning” came soft, sweet, and slightly delayed. I didn’t press her. I didn’t want to look too deep into it, not yet.

	 

	I got up, freshened myself, and sat down at the table for breakfast. That’s when I noticed. Perfectly cooked eggs, buttered toast just the way I liked it, even my favorite spiced potatoes and also my favourite smoothie. It wasn’t just a normal breakfast. It was my breakfast. The kind she only made when something was special.

	 

	I chuckled and asked, “What’s up with all this? Is it my birthday or something?”

	 

	There was a small pause before she replied. Her smile didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Today’s your free day, so I thought it should start with your favourite breakfast.”

	 

	Ah. That’s right. Sunday. No office, no reports, no deadlines. But my head was still throbbing—not because of work, but for some different reason. I tried to brush it off and took a bite. It was delicious, exactly as I liked it.

	 

	But then I glanced up at her face—so beautiful, sitting there across the table. 

	 

	Suddenly, like a switch being flipped in my head, like someone had turned on a projector inside my skull, the image from last night came crashing back.

	 

	A flash from last night. Her face twisted in ecstasy, her eyes closed, her fingers digging into the mat, hair covering her face while Ray ground into her from behind. That image hit me like a knife.

	 

	The food in my mouth suddenly lost all taste. The warmth in my chest turned cold. My beautiful wife, this woman sitting in front of me so sweetly—had shown me a face I didn’t know she had. That image wouldn’t leave me. And worse… there was a shameful under my pants, a disgusting reaction I hated myself for. Why did my body react like that?

	 

	I forced myself to finish eating, then moved to the living room to watch TV. It was Sunday, after all, and I tried to treat it like any other weekend. But my mind wouldn’t stay still. I kept trying to push last night’s images down, to suppress the thoughts crawling up from that dark place inside me. But it wasn’t easy. I was walking a path I never even knew existed, a place full of doubt, shame, and something else I couldn’t name.

	 

	A while later, she came into the room and let me know she was heading to the old man’s house again.

	 

	I simply nodded.

	 

	Once she left, I caught myself counting on my fingers. How many days had it been? It was just for one week, right? After counting, I realized, today was the sixth day. Just one more to go. One more day, and it would all be over. Or so I hoped.

	 

	I sighed and checked my phone, hoping to distract myself. A new message blinked on the screen. It was from Ray.

	 

	“Had a great time yesterday. Hope we can hang out again soon.”

	 

	I stared at the message, disturbed. Was he mocking me? Or did he actually think nothing about his actions was wrong? Was it all just… normal to him? Like some casual weekend activity? Was it not normal for him to grope and grind on another man’s wife like that, right in front of him?

	 

	I gritted my teeth. Like hell I’d bring my wife near him again. That wasn’t happening. Not ever.

	 

	After a while, I got up and walked to my workroom. I stood by the window, hands in my pockets. I had promised myself I wouldn’t go there again, that I wouldn’t peek, wouldn’t doubt. I had told her I trusted her.

	 

	But all those talks about trust were shattering now. My thoughts, my beliefs, my pride, they were breaking apart, piece by piece. And before I realized it, I found myself at the window again, my eyes scanning for any glimpse of her.

	 

	I saw her. A few times. She was inside the house. But then I noticed something else. The old man. He kept moving. Again and again. Always walking in the direction where she was headed. Back and forth. Pacing.

	 

	What the hell was he doing?

	 

	My chest tightened. My throat felt dry. Something about the way he was moving made me anxious, like he was waiting for something, or someone.

	 

	Doubt crept in. I didn’t want to feel it, but I did. I began questioning everything. My wife. The old man. Myself. Was I paranoid? Or was I seeing something real?

	 

	I wanted peace of mind. I wanted the spinning in my head to stop. And after a few more minutes of tormenting myself, I decided to do something I never thought I’d be capable of.

	 

	I was going to sneak over to the old man’s house. Quietly. Just to take a look from the window. I knew how pathetic it sounded, jealous of an old man. Insecure. Weak. But I needed to know. I needed to see.

	 

	With shaky resolve, I crept out and approached his house. Step by step. Silent and careful.

	 

	When I reached the window, I took a sharp, sneaky glance inside. My heart pounded like a drum.

	 

	The kitchen was the first thing I saw. Empty. No one there.

	 

	I slowly shifted my position, trying to expand my view. Bit by bit, the room unfolded before my eyes. The couch came into view.

	 

	Still nothing. No old man. No wife. No one.

	 

	My heart started racing. Louder. Harder. My shirt clung to my back with sweat. I wiped my forehead, feeling the chill of panic set in.

	 

	Where the hell were they?

	 

	My heart kept pounding louder as I stared into the empty living room.

	 

	No one.

	 

	Neither my wife nor the old man was there. The couch sat undisturbed. The kitchen silent.

	 

	Where had they gone?

	 

	I tried to reason with myself. Maybe the old man was resting in his bedroom, and my wife had stepped out to run some errands? That had to be it. It made sense. She mentioned she might need to pick something up. I nodded quietly to myself, convincing myself that was the only logical answer.

	 

	But logic wasn’t helping the unease in my chest. I didn’t want to keep guessing.

	 

	So I slowly moved toward the side of the house, quietly, nervously. Before I reached the bedroom window, I noticed the bathroom window glowing softly—the light inside was on.

	 

	I paused.

	 

	Something about it made me uneasy.

	 

	I stepped closer, slowly, careful not to draw attention. The window was frosted, but not enough to block everything. I narrowed my eyes and focused on the hazy reflection inside.

	 

	I noticed movements. There was someone in there. It had to be the old man. Who else would it be? I leaned in slightly, trying to make sense of the shifting silhouette.

	 

	Then… I saw it.

	 

	A crouch. His upper body dipped low, like he was bending down for something. He stayed like that for a few seconds, still and frozen.

	 

	I tilted my head, puzzled.

	 

	Was he picking something up? Searching for something?

	 

	But then I noticed something strange. A small push forward, just a bit, and then stillness again. Then, slowly, a similar movement… back. And then forward once more. Very slow and controlled.

	 

	I couldn’t tell what he was doing.

	 

	Why would he crouch like that? And why those slow, deliberate shifts?

	 

	I stared harder, trying to find something, anything—that would make it make sense.

	 

	Maybe he dropped something? Maybe he was hurt? I don't know. It was hard to tell.

	 

	The window gave no clarity—just shapes and shadows. It made no sense.

	 

	I leaned just a little closer. On my final glance, I saw something that made my stomach twist. His arm was raised, and from the outline, it looked like he was resting his hand against something in front of him. It definitely wasnt the wall. It was low. Maybe a small sitting chair? Or something else?

	 

	I stared harder, but the window revealed nothing more. Just shadows, shapes, movement I couldn’t quite define. And my own reflection staring back at me, uncertain and confused.

	 

	I let out a long breath and pulled away, still unsure what I had just seen. It wasn’t enough to make any assumptions. It wasn’t anything I could be certain of.

	 

	Still, a strange weight settled in my chest as I turned and walked back home.

	 

	Few minutes later, I heard the door open. She was back.

	 

	She passed me quick, vanishing into the bathroom, and I sat there, staring at the wall, unsure whether I was overthinking everything… or not thinking hard enough.
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	After she returned from the old man’s house, she quickly went in to bathe. I sat there, mind still fogged from everything. Even though I had seen nothing through the window earlier, the tension refused to fade. My thoughts were noisy, restless, swirling with doubts and emotions I couldn’t even name properly. I shifted my focus to the TV, trying to distract myself. I didn’t know what movie was playing, just some random channel, but it didn’t matter. I needed anything to help me escape my own head.

	 

	It seemed like a simple romantic drama at first. A happy married couple. They looked like the kind who smiled over coffee, joked during breakfast, cuddled on the couch during rainy nights. A normal family. I let myself sink into it for a while, pretending to enjoy the mundane comfort it showed. But then, a new character appeared on screen. A third man, smiling a bit too much, speaking a bit too gently to the wife.

	 

	Disgusting.

	 

	I muttered the word under my breath. What kind of man does that? How can such people even exist—people who look at a married woman and still try to worm their way into her life? Why not go after someone single? Why this need to ruin a family, to take someone who’s already chosen a partner?

	 

	But I kept watching. I couldn’t look away.

	 

	The film progressed. The third man kept showing up. Little conversations at first, casual, friendly. A playful chat while the husband was busy or distracted. The husband, clueless as ever, treated it all casually. He smiled, even joked about it, not sensing the change that was slowly creeping into his wife’s behavior. And the wife… her tone began to shift. Her eyes lingered longer. She smiled more freely with the other man. Something about her had started to change.

	 

	I swallowed hard.

	 

	They started talking more—secretly. The messages between them became more frequent, longer, and more flirtatious. She began hiding her phone when the husband walked into the room. She laughed at her screen and put it away quickly. She started returning home a little late, with poor excuses. And the husband still didn’t know. Still trusted. Still loved.

	 

	I could feel a strange tension rising in me, but it wasn’t because of the affair on screen. It was the husband. That blind, faithful, trusting husband who couldn’t see what was happening right in front of him. He reminded me of someone. I didn’t want to admit who. But the connection was there, eating at the back of my mind.

	 

	The more I watched, the worse it got. The wife and the other man began meeting secretly. Touching and whispering. And the husband went on, loving her, smiling at her, while she had already started giving herself to someone else behind his back. The betrayal wasn’t loud. It was subtle, patient, slow. A gentle corruption, quiet enough that the husband didn’t even realize it was happening until it was too late.

	 

	Something twisted inside me.

	 

	It wasn’t just discomfort. It wasn’t just anger.

	 

	I felt something darker. Something confusing.

	 

	As I watched that man slowly lose his wife, as she started responding to the other man’s touch, started giving in more easily, I noticed a slow and shameful throb under my shorts.

	 

	I didn’t even realize when it had started. But now I was fully hard. My cock was standing, stiff and pulsing, pressing against the fabric of my shorts in full view.

	 

	Why?

	 

	For what reason?

	 

	Was it because the film was erotic?

	 

	No. It wasn’t that. It wasn’t even that explicit.

	 

	Then why?

	 

	Was it the idea?

	 

	The idea that this man’s wife, someone he loved deeply, trusted entirely—was being taken from him, slowly, sneakily, right under his nose? Was it the image of her bouncing her ass on another man’s cock while the husband still kissed her forehead and made her breakfast? Was it that loss of control? That helplessness?

	 

	I placed my hand over my hard cock, pressing lightly, as if to suppress it. My fingers curled. I whispered to myself, angry and confused.

	 

	Why the hell are you standing?

	 

	I don’t even like this shitty movie. I didn’t want to watch this. I wasn’t enjoying this.

	 

	And yet, my body… disagreed.

	 

	I stayed frozen like that, confused and disgusted with myself, staring at the screen. The husband was still in the dark, sitting there with a smile, still thinking he had everything. And I kept staring, breath a little uneven, unable to stop watching.

	 

	I didn’t even realize she had come out of the shower until I heard the soft clink of utensils in the kitchen.

	 

	My heart jumped. Panic rushed in.

	 

	I grabbed the remote and quickly turned off the TV. I didn’t want her to see what I was watching. I didn’t want her to even guess what I might have been feeling. The bulge in my shorts was obvious, impossible to hide. I was wearing something loose, and the outline was painfully clear.

	 

	I got up awkwardly, walking in a slightly hunched posture, trying to shift the fabric and keep my front hidden. I avoided her eyes completely and headed straight to the bathroom. I didn’t say a word.

	 

	I didn’t want her to think anything. I didn’t want her to know that I was getting a hard-on from… whatever the hell that was. Even after everything. Even while she was out there, acting normal. Even with a wife like her—so beautiful, so sensual. I didn’t want her to see me like that, not in that moment.

	 

	Not when I didn’t even understand what the hell was happening inside me.

	 

	After locking myself in the bathroom for a few minutes, I managed to calm down. The throb had finally faded, but the weight in my chest remained. I splashed my face with cold water, stared at my reflection, and forced myself to breathe normally. I needed to act natural, pretend everything was fine. I couldn’t let her sense how messed up my mind was.

	 

	Eventually, I stepped out and walked back into the living room. She was still in the kitchen, her back turned to me, moving like everything was normal. But I wasn’t. I could feel a tension rising inside me, a quiet storm I kept trying to suppress. The silence between us was starting to grow heavier, and I couldn’t bear it anymore.

	 

	Trying to do something—anything—to bridge the invisible gap forming between us, I spoke.

	 

	“Let’s go out,” I said, trying to keep my voice light, casual. 

	 

	She turned slightly, glanced at me, and smiled. “Sure,” she replied.

	 

	We both got ready. There was a strange, artificial cheer in the air, as if we were both forcing smiles for the sake of it. But I needed this outing. I needed to feel like things were okay again.

	 

	The movie I had watched earlier still lingered in my mind. It was a bit of an eye-opener. Not because of how it ended or what the characters did, but because it felt like a subtle warning. A glimpse into what might happen if I kept ignoring the signs around me. It felt like a mirror, reflecting a version of my life I didn’t want to see. I found myself glancing at her as she applied light makeup. I loved her—deeply. And the idea of losing her to someone else… it would break me.

	 

	We headed out just as the sun was dipping into the horizon. The evening breeze was pleasant, and for a while, things felt somewhat normal again. We ended up visiting a nearby zoo. It wasn’t anything grand, but walking together, watching animals, laughing at silly moments—it helped. It made me feel like we were still us. We even had dinner at a quiet restaurant nearby. Nothing fancy, but it felt comforting.

	 

	On the way back home, just as we were turning the corner into our street, something unusual caught our eye.

	 

	There was a large vehicle parked near the end of the block, loaded with furniture and boxes. Someone was clearly moving in. At night? It wasn’t too late, but still, most people didn’t choose this time to shift an entire house.

	 

	As we got closer, we saw a man carrying things from the truck. He was tall, muscular, and broad-shouldered, lifting heavy boxes like they were nothing. His arms were thick, veins visible even in the dim light, and his whole build looked like someone who spent hours every day at the gym. He looked like the kind of guy who didn’t need to say anything to demand attention.

	 

	Then, a woman appeared beside him. She was stunning. A seductive face with high cheekbones and full lips. Her body was curvy in all the right places, with full breasts and wide hips that swayed as she walked. She was hot—undeniably so. Of course, not more than my wife. Still, it was hard to ignore her presence.

	 

	She noticed us and walked over with a warm smile.

	 

	“Hi,” she greeted us cheerfully. “We’re new here. Just moved in. It’s nice to meet neighbors so soon.”

	 

	We smiled and returned the greeting. She was polite and respectful in her tone, nothing overbearing, just pleasant.

	 

	A moment later, the man walked over and stood beside her. Up close, he looked even more intimidating. His shoulders were like slabs of stone, and his expression, while friendly, had the calm confidence of someone who knew he didn’t need to prove himself. This was her husband.

	 

	We shook hands and exchanged names. They both seemed decent—relaxed, polite, even friendly. Out of concern, and maybe a little caution, I decided to say something.

	 

	“It’s a nice locality,” I told them, “but you might notice some people around here act a little… shameless. Weird, sometimes.”

	 

	The man chuckled lightly. “Who would dare mess with us?” he said, smirking as he placed an arm around his wife’s waist. “Not like anyone’s going to look twice at her if I’m around.”

	 

	He wasn’t wrong. Just standing beside him made it feel like no one would dare cross them. He gave off that dangerous aura—controlled but obvious. Like the kind of guy who wouldn’t even need to raise his voice to shut down a threat.

	 

	We told them where we lived and welcomed them to the area. It was getting late, so we didn’t linger. We all agreed to continue the conversation another day when they were more settled in.

	 

	As we walked away, I glanced back once, catching a glimpse of them standing by their new home.

	 

	A married couple, just like us.

	 

	Maybe it was a good thing. Maybe it would be nice having neighbors who could understand our dynamic, share some common ground. At the very least, they didn’t seem like the weird, twisted types we’d gotten used to encountering lately.

	 

	We continued on toward our house, side by side.

	 

	At that moment, I wanted to believe everything would go back to normal.

	 

	20

	 

	I woke up with a jolt, gasping lightly, my breath caught somewhere between confusion and dread. It was pitch black. My room... this was my room, but something was wrong. I blinked rapidly, eyes struggling to adjust. Why was it so dark? Not a single sliver of moonlight came through the windows. I turned instinctively to my right, expecting the comforting warmth of my wife's body.

	 

	The bed was empty.

	 

	My chest tightened. Where was she? Maybe she went to get water… or to the bathroom? But even then, the silence felt unnatural. The kind of quiet that screamed. My eyes scanned the bed again, desperate for any sign. That’s when I noticed it, something cold resting by my thigh.

	 

	A flashlight.

	 

	I didn’t remember putting it there. Still, I grabbed it, flicked the switch, and a narrow beam of white light cut through the darkness. I aimed it towards the usual spot on the wall where the light switch was. But… nothing.

	 

	No board.

	 

	Frowning, I moved the light to the other side. Nothing again. I swept the flashlight across the room. Walls. Just walls. No paintings, no switches, nothing... just the bed and four cold, empty barriers around me. I slowly stood up, flashlight shaking in my hand. My breath was getting heavier. Something about this wasn’t right. Was I still dreaming?

	 

	I gulped.

	 

	The beam hit the bedroom door, wide open. I hadn’t noticed it before. Beyond it lay more darkness, except for one thing, a faint red glow. A painted arrow pointing down the hall, glowing faintly like blood under blacklight. I didn’t move.

	 

	But my legs did.

	 

	I felt them shift on their own, dragging me forward step by step, as if I were on puppet strings. I tried to stop myself, to push back, but I couldn’t. It was as though an invisible leash was wrapped around my neck, pulling me toward something I wasn’t ready to face.

	 

	I passed through the threshold.

	 

	Another red mark. Down the hall. Then another. And another. I kept walking. My mouth was dry, and my body cold, except for the uncomfortable heat building between my legs again. It was happening like before… I didn’t want it to, but something about the weight in my shorts made me feel sick.

	 

	That’s when I saw it.

	 

	A large screen flickering in the hallway. A movie was playing. My legs stopped moving. As if ordered to pay attention.

	 

	I turned my gaze toward the screen.

	 

	The woman on it… I recognized her. She was the same one from yesterday's film, the one who had slowly fallen into the arms, and then onto the cock... of another man. A once-loving wife, corrupted slowly by teasing, touches, and secrets.

	 

	Only now, she wasn’t teasing anymore.

	 

	Her eyes were glazed, her lips slightly opened as she bounced shamelessly on top of a thick, veiny cock. Her ass clapped loudly against the man’s thighs, back arched, breasts swinging with each thrust. Her moans were feral, broken, hungry.

	 

	"Yes! Harder! Break me, fuck—break my married pussy!"

	 

	My cock throbbed painfully.

	 

	I blinked and looked down. I was hard again. My dick strained against my shorts, pulsing with heat and shame. My throat clenched. Why? Why did those words make me twitch?

	 

	"Ahhh! Yes! This cock… it's nothing like my husband’s! You're splitting me in half!" she howled.

	 

	Throb.

	 

	I wanted to look away.

	 

	"My husband's so boring. I was made for this... made to be a dirty little toy!"

	 

	Throb. Throb.

	 

	I bit my lip. My face burned with shame. My heart was breaking while my cock refused to listen.

	 

	"Use me like you own me… make me forget that loser even exists!"

	 

	I clenched my fists, angry at myself. Why was I hard? Why did hearing this turn my body into a traitor? This woman… she wasn’t even mine. But she reminded me of her—my wife. That same voice, that same soft moan I used to hear whisper sweet things to me. Now those lips were screaming filth.

	 

	The moans faded into the distance. My legs started walking again. Out the door. Deeper into the dark.

	 

	My forehead broke into a cold sweat. The grip around my throat, that invisible leash, tugged again, and I found myself heading toward the old man’s house, not inside, but to the side of the house, my steps eerily quiet.

	 

	And then I saw something I couldn’t comprehend.

	 

	It was me.

	 

	I was already there.

	 

	Crouched beneath the curtains, peeking inside. Same clothes, same posture. Just like yesterday. My mind reeled—how was this possible? I wasn’t just reliving the moment, I was watching myself live it. Watching my own actions like some cursed spectator.

	 

	The other me whispered something I couldn’t catch, then quietly moved toward the back of the house. I knew what he was about to do. I had done it. I remembered.

	 

	The other me moved around the back of the house, the same exact way I had yesterday. Without meaning to, my legs followed him, like I had no control over them. I saw him crouching again near the bathroom window, his face tense, eyes focused—just like mine had been.

	 

	He muttered something, voice too low to hear, maybe confused, frustrated… I couldn’t tell. Then, he turned and walked past me. Not around me and... through me. Like I wasn’t even there. Or maybe… I really wasn’t. Maybe I was just an observer now. Maybe I was only supposed to watch.

	 

	I swallowed hard, thinking that maybe this was the end of the dream. Maybe now I’d wake up. I closed my eyes tightly, wanting to be in bed next to her again. I counted slowly in my head. One. Two. Three.

	 

	But nothing changed.

	 

	When I opened my eyes, I was still standing in the same place. Silence. It was just me again—alone.

	 

	My legs began to move on their own once more, this time pulling me to the same bathroom window. The same impossible, shadowy place I had been before. The window was misted and dark, and just like before, I couldn’t make out anything clearly. Only vague, shifting shapes. I squinted, tilted my head, closed one eye and tried to focus.

	 

	I couldn’t see a damn thing.

	 

	Frustrated, my hand trembled as it reached for the flashlight still clenched in my grip. I raised it sharply, pointing the beam right at the window—and everything changed.

	 

	Suddenly, the shapes became clearer.

	 

	Too clear.

	 

	The old man was crouched. But not to pick something up.

	 

	His position, his posture… It was unmistakable.

	 

	In front of him was a woman, bent over the sink or some kind of ledge, her body positioned low, her arms braced. Her hair spilled down her back, her legs trembling slightly under her.

	 

	My breath caught in my throat.

	 

	Was that… was that my wife?

	 

	I couldn’t see the faces, but the silhouette was horrifyingly familiar. Her figure. Her shape. The curve of her waist, the slope of her back—I knew that body.

	 

	I knew it like the back of my hand.

	 

	My shorts tightened painfully. I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to believe it.

	 

	Suddenly, the old man leaned in. I saw his thick shaft appear in silhouette, swelling with power. He pushed it against her from behind—and then slowly began to slide it in.

	 

	"Unngh..." her voice whimpered faintly from the wall—barely a moan, almost like a suppressed cry. Her knees buckled slightly, her silhouette quivering with the slow intrusion. My cock throbbed, stiff and aching inside my shorts, twitching at the sound.

	 

	“You feel that?” I heard his low, mocking voice. “That’s what you were waiting for, isn’t it? Knew you were a slut the moment I saw you.”

	 

	“No...” I whispered, but no sound came out.

	 

	He started moving. Slowly at first—just enough to make her body rock forward and back, then faster, harder. His hands dug into her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with wet slaps echoing faintly through the window. My hand hung useless at my side, but my cock… it pulsed on its own. I wasn’t even touching it, but it twitched and leaked, rubbing against the inside of my shorts with every pounding thrust I watched.

	 

	The old man grunted, rough and brutal. “Look at you. Married... and here you are getting stuffed full of another man's cock like it's the only thing you've ever needed.”

	 

	“Ahh... nnnh... fuck... yes,” she gasped, her voice full of desperate arousal. “Don’t stop—f-fuck me... harder... yes, yes...”

	 

	I bit down on my lip, feeling something drip down my thigh. My cock twitched violently. It was moving... all on its own. I could feel the friction. My body was betraying me.

	 

	“Say it,” the old man growled, grabbing her hair and puller her head back. “Say what you want.”

	 

	“Fill me... nngh... fill me with that disgusting semen... ahhh, yes... breed me like a filthy bitch...!”

	 

	I buckled. My hips twitched forward—my cock rubbing against my shorts, then again, grinding into nothing, ike my own body was thrusting. I couldn’t stop it. I wasn't doing it. My hands were shaking, but I wasn't moving—yet I was fucking the air like an animal.

	 

	“Look at your useless husband,” the old man groaned, slamming his cock harder. “Probably watching while leaking like a damn virgin. He can't even stop his dick from throbbing.”

	 

	“Ahhh... ahhh... yes...!” her cries were louder now, every slap of their bodies making me wince and throb harder. “So full... I’m so full...!”

	 

	I couldn’t hold it.

	 

	My whole body jerked.

	 

	Cum shot out inside my shorts in thick, hot bursts—pulse after pulse—without a single touch. My cock was leaking uncontrollably, humping the air while the moans of my wife and the brutal groans of the old man filled my ears.

	 

	Their bodies moved faster, frenzied. And then—

	 

	“Fucking take it...!” he growled.

	 

	“Cumming...! Hnnnnghh!” she cried, her voice shaking.

	 

	My vision blurred.

	 

	And all three of us came together. The room spun. My knees gave out. Darkness swallowed everything again.

	 

	 

	15.1 

	 

	 

	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.

	 

	15.2

	 

	 

	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.

	16.1 ontbreekt

	16.2

	 

	 

	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.

	 

	17.1

	 

	 

	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.

	 

	17.2

	 

	 

	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.

	 

	18.1

	 

	I was breathless.

	 

	This thrill… this filthy, dangerous thrill was unlike anything I had ever experienced. My thighs were still trembling where he’d pressed himself against me seconds ago. I remained by the kitchen counter, not moving, still loosely gripping for balance—the same spot where I’d just been bent over, where the old man’s cock had been grinding hard against my ass through his pants, his breath hot on my back. My body was still buzzing from it.

	 

	He said nothing after. Just sat down on the couch like it was routine. Like he knew this was enough for today’s game. No smugness, no words. Just that silent posture, that slight nod as he settled into the cushions, like a man satisfied after marking something that now belonged to him.

	 

	I glanced once, and that was enough to understand—he was done. For now.

	 

	I quickly stepped out of the house. My legs weren’t steady. My lungs still felt tight, but I forced myself to walk like nothing happened. Just a quiet wife heading home.

	 

	I hoped and prayed that he wasn’t downstairs. If he was in the hallway… if he caught me walking in like this—panting, cheeks flushed, the unbearable stench of the old man still stuck to my clothes, to my skin—he’d know. He’d smell it. That thick, sour musk, the faint dampness between my thighs, the leftover guilt. It was still all over me.

	 

	And if he suspected something... if he looked me in the eyes right now...

	 

	It could be the end.

	 

	I swallowed hard.

	 

	No. I didn’t want this to end. I didn’t want to give up this... whatever this was. This fun. This thrill. This slow, dangerous spiral I was pretending not to enjoy.

	 

	I quietly slipped into the house. The hallway was empty.

	 

	Thank god.

	 

	I stood still for a moment, listening. No footsteps, no creak of the stairs. Just silence upstairs.

	 

	That meant he was still in the workroom. Still sitting at his desk, headphones on, eyes buried in that glowing screen.

	 

	Clueless.

	 

	Not because he was stupid—because he wasn’t here when it mattered.

	 

	It was his fault.

	 

	If only he had come downstairs. If only he had just been here when I walked in. He could have smelled it on me. Could’ve caught that scent—the stink of another man’s lust all over his wife. One word from him, one suspicious glance… and maybe it would’ve stopped. Maybe I would’ve come to my senses.

	 

	But he wasn’t here.

	 

	So now he lost the chance to stop me.

	 

	And I wasn’t going to take the blame for that.

	 

	I made my way to the bathroom. Closed the door.

	 

	The panties were ruined. Damp and sticky. I didn’t want to even look at them. I tossed them into the laundry basket, turned the tap on, and bathed again.

	 

	After the bath, I changed into fresh clothes—modest, soft, familiar. I even pulled my hair back like I used to.

	 

	I brought him food without a word. Left the tray near his desk while he typed away. He gave me a small smile, thanked me softly.

	 

	He didn’t even look at me properly.

	 

	And that was what made it worse.

	 

	Even now, even today, after everything—he didn’t notice a thing.

	 

	Even when I stood right there, freshly washed but still hiding a body that had been used moments ago. He didn’t sense anything.

	 

	And I hated that.

	 

	Later, when the sun dipped low, he came downstairs and told me it was time to leave for dinner at Ray’s place.

	 

	I nodded. Smiled like I was excited.

	 

	Then I walked back upstairs and stood before the wardrobe. I paused. Just stared at the dresses hanging neatly before me. Most were safe. Some even frumpy. But I reached for a snug one. Not revealing, not trashy. Just tight. A simple black number that clung softly to my curves. One I hadn’t worn in a while.

	 

	I held it up.

	 

	It looked harmless and elegant.

	 

	But I knew how it fit.

	 

	I slipped into it anyway.

	 

	Told myself it was just a dress.

	 

	But deep down, maybe I wanted to see how many stares it would pull.

	 

	We stepped outside not long after. The air was cooling, but my body still felt warm from earlier. I walked beside him quietly, arms folded, pretending to enjoy the weather.

	 

	But I could feel them.

	 

	The eyes.

	 

	From the corners. From the shadows.

	 

	It started slow. A head turning here. A glance there. Then came the full-on stares. Hungry. Brazen. Their eyes locked on my ass, some trailing upward across my back, others dropping shamelessly to my chest.

	 

	One of them—one of the same greasy men from the neighborhood I’d caught peeking once before—actually raised his eyebrows and made a gesture with his tongue. A slow, wet drag across his lip, followed by a cock-sucking motion with his hand.

	 

	Another one smirked and tilted his head toward a narrow alley, like he was silently inviting me.

	 

	Did they think I was some cheap whore?

	 

	Did I look like that now?

	 

	Maybe I did.

	 

	But I didn’t flinch. I didn’t look at them. I just kept walking, pretending none of it reached me. Pretending I didn’t feel their gaze burning into my skin.

	 

	My husband walked beside me. He didn’t notice. Or maybe he didn’t want to.

	 

	We turned the corner, and Ray’s house came into view.

	 

	Ray’s house was… huge.

	 

	As we stepped inside, both of us fell quiet. My husband looked around, clearly impressed, and I, though still trying to shake off the earlier tension from the walk—couldn’t help but feel a small sense of awe too. The ceilings stretched high above us, the lighting was soft but expensive, and the layout had a strange, elegant symmetry to it. 

	 

	Ray came down from the upper floor, smiling like it was the most casual thing in the world. He greeted us warmly, and before long he and my husband were already chatting like old friends. 

	 

	But my eyes couldn’t stop drifting.

	 

	The house… it was designed. Not just lived in. Every wall had an artistic texture, every room seemed to flow into the next with hidden passages and deliberate curves. There were alcoves filled with antique sculptures, velvet-lined furniture in corners no one used. Every detail whispered of something intimate and private.

	 

	Ray offered to give us a quick tour before dinner. Just to show off a little, he said with a smirk.

	 

	We followed him down one of the wide corridors. Eventually, he led us into a room lined with old portraits. Dozens of them. All shapes and sizes. The lighting in the room was dim, but warm—like a museum, carefully arranged to draw your attention.

	 

	I felt… mesmerized.

	 

	The faces on the canvas were striking. Painted with incredible detail. Some were of women, some of men, some couples. But they all had one thing in common: every expression held something just beneath the surface. A secret hunger.

	 

	As I moved deeper into the room, taking it all in, I heard Ray speaking behind me—mentioning something about three holes. I turned just in time to see him gesture toward three separate entrances placed against different walls, each behind a painting.

	 

	“Part of the original design,” Ray said casually. “Go ahead, take a look around. I’ll show you something fun.”

	 

	I was too caught up in one of the paintings to notice them walking away. Just a whisper of footsteps and then nothing.

	 

	I blinked, turned around—and the room was empty. Noone.

	 

	Just me.

	 

	My breath caught in my throat.

	 

	Where the hell did they go?

	 

	I glanced at the three holes again, each identical. No labels. No markings. My mind raced. They must’ve gone into one of these. But which one?

	 

	I hesitated. For a moment, I considered waiting. But something pulled at me. An odd curiosity. That same thrill that had been pulsing just beneath my skin all evening. I told myself I had no choice. That I just didn’t want to get lost.

	 

	So I picked the left one. Crawled inside.

	 

	The air inside felt different.

	 

	I stepped in.

	 

	The hallway curved inward, darker the deeper it went. Each step I took seemed to echo, muffled strangely. The walls were painted a dark burgundy and lit only by dim recessed lights. The deeper I went, the more something strange stirred inside me—like a crawling tension in my stomach.

	 

	A sensation I couldn’t name. Not fear. Not exactly.

	 

	Something darker.

	 

	Finally, I reached the room.

	 

	It was dimly lit in red. No windows. Just a quiet hum coming from somewhere above. Velvet curtains lined the corners, and in the center stood a massive, floor-length mirror.

	 

	Nothing else.

	 

	I walked toward it, confused. The floor was soft beneath my heels. I looked around, unsure if this was some gallery or guest room—or some kind of… exhibit.

	 

	Then I faced the mirror.

	 

	It showed me. Just me.

	 

	Same black dress. Same pinned-back hair. I looked tired. Maybe a little flushed.

	 

	But as I stared, something began to feel off.

	 

	My face didn’t move. It just… held still. Eyes locked onto mine.

	 

	Something about it felt wrong. Like I was being watched from the other side.

	 

	I tried to blink, but my reflection didn’t.

	 

	It just stared.

	 

	And then—it changed.

	 

	The shift was subtle at first. My hair became messier. My face flushed deeper, mouth slightly opened. Then the clothes began to… disappear.

	 

	The black dress melted away into sheer, nearly invisible lingerie.

	 

	A see-through bra. Tiny, transparent panties.

	 

	I gasped. Instinctively took a step back. But I couldn’t look away.

	 

	The mirror shifted again—and suddenly, they appeared.

	 

	Men.

	 

	Countless, faceless, towering silhouettes, surrounding the other me. All of them hard. All of them naked. Their cocks bobbed as they closed in on me—on her—and I… I looked excited.

	 

	No... Insane.

	 

	Grinning, lips open, eyes wild with desire. My reflection moaned silently as she dropped to her knees and began kissing one dick after another. Letting them slap her cheeks, spank her ass. Two of them grabbed her neck, bent her forward. A third shoved himself inside her mouth.

	 

	Another was already sliding into her from behind.

	 

	I froze.

	 

	My heart slammed in my chest. My hands felt cold.

	 

	It was me.

	 

	It was me. The face was mine. The body, the voice, the movements.

	 

	But it couldn’t be.

	 

	That wasn’t real.

	 

	That wasn’t me.

	 

	I would never—

	 

	The image blurred, twisted—a cock sliding between my tits, another one pushing against my lips, another stretching me open from behind. I was moaning like a whore. Smiling, begging, writhing in their hands. Cum streaking across my belly. My legs trembling.

	 

	My body… loving it.

	 

	No. No, this was sick. This wasn’t me.

	 

	This was some twisted illusion. Some trick. Or maybe—

	 

	Maybe my mind was playing a sick joke.

	 

	I tore my eyes away, stumbling back a step.

	 

	That couldn’t be me. That version of me… it was too far gone. Too filthy. Too willing.

	 

	And yet, deep in my chest, behind the shame, something pulsed.

	 

	Arousal.

	 

	I stood there, breathless, staring at the mirror again—now just showing my normal reflection, calm, innocent.

	 

	Like none of it ever happened.

	 

	I heard footsteps behind me.

	 

	I turned, and there he was... Ray. Coming from the dim hallway like he’d known exactly where I was all along. His face was calm, casual… but that smile—

	 

	It was weird.

	 

	As if he knew something.

	 

	As if he saw something.
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	I turned, and there he was... Ray. Coming from the dim hallway like he’d known exactly where I was all along. His face was calm, casual… but that smile—

	 

	It was weird.

	 

	As if he knew something.

	 

	As if he saw something.

	 

	I quickly looked away, pretending I hadn’t been shaken, pretending I hadn’t just witnessed something I still couldn’t explain. My heart was still racing, the image from the mirror refusing to leave me. That version of me—on her knees, surrounded, filled—haunted the edges of my vision.

	 

	Ray didn’t say anything at first. Just looked at me.

	 

	Then, finally, in that low, smooth voice:

	“Seems like you lost us.”

	 

	I managed a nervous chuckle, trying to play it off.

	“Yeah, I guess I got a little distracted…”

	 

	He stepped closer, not breaking eye contact. “We thought you might’ve wandered into the other room. Your husband’s been a little worried.”

	 

	That made my stomach twist. I swallowed hard.

	 

	Worried? That meant he noticed I was gone. How long had I been standing in front of that mirror? Lost in that—vision?

	 

	Ray tilted his head slightly and gestured to the side. “This way. Shortcut.”

	 

	I followed.

	 

	He led me to a hidden panel tucked just beside a curtain. A quiet push, and the wall clicked open, revealing a narrow, concealed hallway that cut straight across the house. No signs, no noise—just another secret in a house that seemed to be full of them.

	 

	We walked in silence.

	 

	I could feel his eyes on me now and then, but he didn’t say a word. Just kept that little smirk on his lips.

	 

	Within moments, we reached the original hallway. The noise returned—light laughter, muffled voices, the scent of food drifting from the dining area. I adjusted my dress, checked my expression in the reflection of a glass cabinet. I had to look normal. Composed.

	 

	Ray opened the door and stepped aside, letting me go first.

	 

	He moved toward me the moment I stepped in. His face was tense, eyes scanning me with concern.

	 

	"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice gentle.

	 

	I forced a soft smile, steadying my breath. I didn’t want him to see anything unusual. Nothing of what just happened.

	“Yeah, don’t worry,” I said as calmly as I could. “I was just looking at the paintings and didn’t notice you guys were gone. So I just guessed and went into one of the passages.”

	 

	We moved into the dining area, and the mood instantly changed. The space was warm and glowing, the lights casting a cozy softness over everything. The table was set so neatly it almost caught me off guard—Ray had a surprising sense of presentation, down to the folded napkins and elegant wine glasses.

	 

	The smell of grilled spices hung in the air, mouthwatering and rich. I sat down, forcing myself to smile as my husband pulled out my chair. The food… it wasn’t just good—it was amazing. Every bite was perfectly cooked, seasoned just right. I let myself enjoy it, sip the wine slowly, nod along to the conversation as if I were truly present.

	 

	Ray was charming in a way that made it dangerous. He had that odd charisma, telling strange little stories, making my husband laugh. I joined in too—smiled, even giggled once or twice, catching myself slipping into ease.

	 

	For a little while, everything felt normal again. Like we were just neighbors, friends, sitting down for a pleasant meal.

	Like I hadn’t just seen that thing in the mirror. Like my body didn’t still feel… awake from it.

	 

	But underneath the warmth of the wine and laughter, I could feel a faint stirring in my gut. A tension. Like I was waiting for something I couldn’t name.

	 

	After dinner, the music started. Something playful, old-school. My husband awkwardly accepted Ray’s offer to dance, but I could already see it—his stiff shoulders, unsure steps. He was sweet but hopeless. I tried not to laugh.

	 

	Ray chuckled, watching him fumble. “No offense,” he said, flashing that easy grin, “but you really suck at this.”

	 

	My husband scratched his head, chuckling too. “Yeah… never been a dancer.”

	 

	Ray’s eyes slid toward me as he spoke again. “You’re ruining her moves. Sit. Let me show you how it’s done.”

	 

	I froze for just a second. I looked at my husband, waiting, giving him a chance to say no. To keep my hand, pull me back to him.

	 

	But he didn’t.

	 

	He just gave a small nod and stepped aside.

	 

	That was it. No resistance.

	 

	I smiled, polite, small. Then I turned to Ray.

	 

	The music started just as Ray stepped in close, so close his chest nearly touched mine. He reached down without hesitation, took my hand like it was already his, and placed his other hand straight onto my ass—no teasing, no pretending it was something else. Full grab. His fingers sank in deep, spreading slightly, taking possession of it in a single move. I stiffened at first, but then… something inside me loosened. My husband was right there, just a few feet away. Watching. And he didn’t say anything.

	 

	Ray moved even closer.

	 

	Then I felt it—his thigh sliding between mine.

	 

	He stepped into my stance, spreading my legs just a little. I didn’t stop him. I let him part me, gently, like he was opening me up right in front of my husband. My breath hitched. My nipples hardened under the fabric of my dress, and something warm bloomed low in my belly.

	 

	Then we moved.

	 

	No. He moved. I just followed.

	 

	It wasn’t a dance. Not a normal one. It was slow, heavy grinding. Dirty. Our hips rolled together like we were in a bedroom, not a living room. His bulge rubbed directly against me—over my pussy through my dress—again and again. He cupped my ass tighter each time, pulling me harder into his cock, as if he wanted me to feel just how hard he was. And I did. God, I did. I felt everything.

	 

	And I didn’t stop it.

	 

	I could feel my panties sticking to me. Wet. Soaked already. My body was reacting, betraying me. Like it didn’t care my husband was sitting right there watching the whole thing, doing nothing. Not standing up. Not saying a single word. Just watching his wife being touched like that.

	 

	Ray moved with such control. I barely had to think—my body just followed. I didn’t plan it. I didn’t know how it looked. I didn’t know if it had crossed the line yet. All I knew was that I was breathing harder, getting wetter, and letting it happen. Letting him take over.

	 

	And then he spun me.

	 

	Quick and rough, like he was already used to moving my body however he wanted. Suddenly his cock was grinding into my ass. I felt him pressing in—hard—like he knew I was dripping for it. His hands gripped my waist and pulled me hard against him. He didn’t just dance with me. He dry-humped me. Slow, heavy thrusts that made my breath catch in my throat.

	 

	My husband was still watching.

	 

	Still not saying a word.

	 

	That thought burned into me.

	 

	I’m his wife. His. And he was just sitting there while another man grabbed my ass, humped me like a toy, held me like I wasn’t even married. And worse... I was letting it happen. Not just letting—I was moving back. Matching Ray’s hips. Throwing my ass back into his cock like I wanted him deeper.

	 

	A small moan slipped from my lips when his hands gripped tighter—one hand sliding lower, between my cheeks, pressing right against my pussy. Right over my soaked panties. His fingers pushed into the fabric, right between my lips. He didn’t even try to hide it. I froze. Shuddered. A flash of guilt and heat raced through me, and I still didn’t stop him.

	 

	He was doing this in front of my husband.

	 

	And my husband just sat there. Pathetically watching his wife get used.

	 

	Was he enjoying it? Was he frozen? Scared?

	 

	What kind of man watches his wife get dominated by someone else in his own house, and says nothing?

	 

	Ray’s hands slid back down my body like they owned me. I barely had time to catch my breath when he grabbed my waist, turned me again, and bent me forward.

	 

	Bent me.

	 

	His palm pressed on my back, forcing me down until my knees trembled and my hands dropped to the carpet for balance. My hair fell over my face, wild and messy. I could feel the heat of his crotch lining up behind me, his thick bulge grinding right into my ass like he was about to fuck me. And I just stayed there—hands on the carpet, ass in the air—like I was ready for it.

	 

	My fingers curled against the mat.

	 

	I didn’t even fight it.

	 

	I didn’t stop him.

	 

	I didn’t even look at my husband.

	 

	Because I knew what he’d see. His wife, bent over in front of another man. Getting dry-humped like a slut while he sat there doing nothing. I didn’t want to face him. I didn’t want to see what kind of man he was—the kind who lets this happen.

	 

	Ray’s hips rolled forward, grinding into my ass with steady pressure. He didn’t even hide it anymore. It wasn’t a dance. It wasn’t even a performance. He was using me. Rubbing his cock between my cheeks, pulling me back into him with both hands like I belonged to him.

	 

	And fuck me, I was soaked.

	 

	I felt disgusting. Wrong. So fucking wet I could feel it soaking my panties, dripping against the heat of my thighs.

	 

	And still, I didn’t stop him.

	 

	He kept me bent. One hand on my hip. The other pressing on the middle of my back, keeping me down, like he wanted my husband to see me like this—humiliated, folded in half, shaking on all fours. My face was half-hidden in my hair, but I could still see through it, just enough to know my husband was watching.

	 

	Still fucking watching.

	 

	Not standing up. Not yelling. Not saying a word.

	 

	Just watching his wife get rubbed and used like a plaything in front of him.

	 

	I felt a rush of heat in my cheeks. My mouth opened, breath catching as Ray pushed in harder. His cock—his fucking cock—was grinding up and down the split of my ass like he was dry-fucking me through my panties. He bent lower, chest over my back, and I felt his breath in my ear.

	 

	“You’re doing perfect,” he whispered.

	 

	God help me—I clenched.

	 

	My hands squeezed the mat tighter, and my hips pushed back without thinking. I moved with him. Matched his rhythm. My ass bouncing with every thrust. I could feel the fabric of my panties riding up, wedging deep between my cheeks. The slick mess inside them. My legs trembling from how badly I wanted more.

	 

	And my husband was still sitting there.

	 

	Still saying nothing.

	 

	What kind of man just… watches this? Watches his wife get bent over by another man, dominated, humped, groped like this—and doesn’t even get off the couch?

	 

	He’s pathetic.

	 

	That word hit me like a slap. Pathetic. Useless.

	 

	And somehow, that made my pussy pulse even harder.

	 

	I didn’t want to think that. I didn’t want to like this. But something inside me was opening up. Falling. Breaking. Letting go.

	 

	I was being bent, used, shown off—and my husband just sat there and watched me.

	 

	Watched Ray rub his cock on me.

	 

	Watched his wife grip the mat with her fingers curled tight, her dress riding up, her ass on display, like she wanted to be fucked.

	 

	And the truth?

	 

	In that moment... I did.

	 

	Ray stepped around me, cutting me off from view. I knew what he was doing. He didn’t want my husband to see anymore. He wanted me for himself. And I let him block me. I let him take over.

	 

	My hips were moving harder now. My ass bounced with every grind. I was fucking back. Giving him everything, like I didn’t even care who was in the room. My body had chosen for me, and my brain couldn’t catch up.

	 

	Then he grabbed my hair.

	 

	A handful. Firm. Tugged it back until my head tilted.

	 

	My mouth opened on its own. A soft moan escaped.

	 

	God, I was soaked.

	 

	And I didn’t want him to stop.

	 

	He spun me again, caught me in his arms, and I went limp—just breathing, panting, letting him move me wherever he wanted. My dress clung to my skin. My body felt like it was melting.

	 

	His hands slid up my thighs, underneath, finding bare skin.

	 

	Then he lifted me.

	 

	Just like that.

	 

	My feet left the ground, my legs dangled. My dress slid up completely, exposing my ass—bare, right there in front of my husband. I didn’t even try to pull it down. Ray’s hands grabbed each cheek. He squeezed, spread them a little. Just enough. I could feel my pussy open, my hole flash into the room.

	 

	And still… my husband did nothing.

	 

	I didn’t look at him.

	 

	I didn’t want to look at him.

	 

	Because I knew I’d see shame on his face. Or worse—excitement.

	 

	He was watching his precious wife get manhandled, humped, grabbed and shown off like some cheap trophy, and he hadn’t done a damn thing to stop it. He just sat there. Weak. Useless.

	 

	And I...

	 

	I let it happen.

	 

	No. I wanted it.

	 

	That thought scared me.

	 

	But it was true.

	 

	Ray slowly lowered me, face still close to mine, his forehead nearly touching. His eyes locked on me. I was breathing hard, lips parted. My body still pulsing from everything he just did. My heart thumped like I’d just been fucked.

	 

	And maybe... in some way, I had been.
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	I couldn’t look at him.

	 

	Not properly, not for more than a second. Every time I tried, my heart twisted and my throat tightened with something too heavy to swallow. Shame, maybe. Or guilt. Or the sickening mix of both, crawling just beneath my skin.

	 

	His hand was warm in mine, but it didn’t feel like warmth. It felt like accusation. A quiet one. Like he was holding me not because he wanted to—but because he didn’t know what else to do.

	 

	We walked in silence, the soft thud of our shoes against the pavement the only sound between us. I glanced at his face, hoping to read something—anger, confusion, disgust, anything but he just stared ahead, like he wasn’t really there. Like he is still not able to process what just happened. Like part of him had stayed behind in that room, staring at the way Ray had bent me over and dry-humped me in front of everyone.

	 

	No, not everyone.

	 

	Just him.

	 

	My husband.

	 

	And I let it happen.

	 

	I should’ve stopped. The moment Ray’s hands grabbed me, when he pressed himself into me, when his crotch locked tight against my ass and I felt the thick shape of his erection—God, even thinking about it now made my legs weak. I should have pulled away. I should have ended it. But I didn’t. I allowed it. I moved with him. I let him grab me, touch me, grind into me like it was his right. I gave in so easily, too easily. And worse—I knew my husband was watching.

	 

	That thought alone made my heart sink and my pussy clench at the same time.

	 

	What kind of woman does that?

	 

	A part of me wanted to believe it was the music. The heat of the room. I hadn’t planned it. I hadn’t gone there thinking I’d let another man paw at me like that. It just happened. Slowly, naturally and wrongly. Ray was bold, and I didn’t stop him. I didn’t even resist. And when I bent over for him, feeling the stretch of my dress lift up, exposing my bare ass—I knew my husband could see. I knew he was watching.

	 

	And it made me wetter.

	 

	That’s what scared me the most.

	 

	It wasn’t just what Ray did. It was how I reacted to it. My breath had hitched when he grabbed me. My hips had started moving with his. My fingers had curled into the rug when he bent me low and rutted against me like a beast. It wasn’t just dancing. We both knew it. It was filthy and brazen. And I had played along like it was normal, like my husband wasn’t sitting there with wide eyes.

	 

	Because I saw it. I saw the way he stared. And instead of feeling shame… I felt power. Sick, twisted, dangerous power. The power of being watched. Of being claimed and used by one man while my husband sat helpless and humiliated just a few feet away.

	 

	That shouldn’t have excited me. It should have made me recoil. But my body had a mind of its own. My nipples had stiffened inside my bra. My thighs had clenched around the slippery wet heat that had soaked my panties. Every time Ray’s hips ground into my ass, I felt it—my arousal, my guilt, my betrayal, all turning sticky between my legs.

	 

	And now here I was, walking beside him in silence, too ashamed to speak.

	 

	He hadn’t said a word the entire way. Not one. And his silence hurt more than shouting ever could. 

	 

	I risked another glance. He looked pale. Distant. Broken in a quiet, private way. I wanted to reach for him. To say something. Anything. But what could I possibly say? “Sorry I let another man hump me while you watched”? “It didn’t mean anything”? I didn’t even believe that last one myself.

	 

	Because it had meant something.

	 

	Ray’s hands had been firm. Possessive. The way he touched me—it wasn’t random. It was deliberate. He was showing off. Flaunting me like a toy. Marking me, in a way. And I let him. I even responded. I moved with him like my body had been waiting for it. Like it knew exactly what to do.

	 

	And my husband had done nothing to stop it.

	 

	Nothing.

	 

	That, too, filled me with emotions I didn’t know how to sort. Guilt, yes—but also disappointment. Where was he? Where was the man who should’ve stood up, pulled me away, demanded it end? Instead, he sat there, watching, his face blank. And maybe that’s why I didn’t stop either. Maybe some part of me needed to know—how far would he let it go? How far would I?

	 

	I hated that part of me. The one that craved being desired, even at the cost of his pain. The one that found thrill in the wrongness of it all. But it was there. And the more I thought about it, the wetter I felt. I could still feel the ghost of Ray’s bulge grinding between my cheeks, the memory of his fingers gripping me like I was already his. And him sitting there watching everything happen.

	 

	Maybe he was confused? Shocked?. Maybe he hadn’t expected for ray to push things this far, excusing it as a dance and honestly, neither did I.

	 

	We reached the house. I thought maybe he would question me, ask me why did I let things go this far. He didn’t stop me. Didn’t even try. Maybe he knew he was as guilty as I was. Heavy with everything that unfolded, we didn't speak a word. I muttered slowly about taking a bath, I was also not mentally prepared for him to question and I hoped he stayed silent. I couldn’t face him. Not now. Not yet.

	 

	Inside the bathroom, I locked the door behind me. My fingers trembled as I undressed, remving the dress that still clung to the scent of sweat, heat, and something else—something lewd. Something filthy. The cool air hit my skin and I shivered, not from cold, but from memory.

	 

	I looked down at myself. My thighs still sticky. My pussy red and puffy. A dark patch soaked into my panties, undeniable proof of how much I had enjoyed what happened. I hated it. I hated how wet I had gotten. How aroused I still was.

	 

	I stepped into the tub and let the hot water rise around me, hoping it would scrub the guilt off my skin. But it didn’t. It couldn’t. It clung to me, thick and heavy, echoing in my mind like a whisper I couldn’t silence.

	 

	Why didn’t he stop me?

	 

	Why didn’t I stop myself?

	 

	Was it a test? Had Ray known exactly what he was doing? He must have. He had looked right at my husband while grinding into me, daring him to react. And when he didn’t—when he sat there frozen—it was like permission. Like a green light to go even further. And we had. God help me, we had. 

	 

	That scared me more than anything.

	 

	Not the act itself. But how easily I might’ve let it happen. He let it happen.

	 

	And yet, I still loved my husband.

	 

	That’s the part that made it worse. I loved him. I didn’t want to hurt him. I didn’t want to humiliate him. But some part of me had wanted him to feel it. To see it. To know what it looked like when another man touched me. Claimed me. Dominated me. Maybe I wanted to shake something awake inside him. Maybe I wanted him to fight for me. To be the man I could lean into, knowing he’d never let me go that far.

	 

	But he didn’t.

	 

	And now, here we were. Two people with too many words and not enough courage to say any of them.

	 

	I sunk deeper into the water, hugging my knees to my chest. I wanted to cry, but the tears wouldn’t come. I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. 

	 

	And maybe now, I was starting to fear for what’s in store for us, for our future.
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	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.
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	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.
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	I stood just outside his door, my legs shaking, barely able to keep myself steady. I could feel drops of my orgasm still dripping down my thighs. My whole body was burning, heat pulising through every nerve. I could still feel his fingers inside my pussy, the way he fingered  them fiercely while feeding filthy words in my ear, each one making my cunt throb even harder. 

	 

	The pleasure—fuck. It was still rolling through me. And it was crazy.

	 

	The air felt cold against my flushed skin as I tried to steady my breath, to slow the wild thundering of my heart. If I hadn’t pulled away… if I’d stayed just a moment longer… he would’ve been inside me right now, fucking me like an animal. Ruthless and unstoppable. That thick cock slamming into me again and again, each brutal thrust spreading me wide open, kissing my womb.

	 

	And how would I have reacted?

	 

	Would I have kept up the act—pretending to be innocent, hiding behind that sweet, naive mask even as he slammed inside me like I was his personal fucktoy, something filthy, made just to take his cock.

	 

	Or would I have broken completely—Or would I have shattered completely—moaning like a desperate whore, surrendering to it all, my voice cracking, tears of twisted pleasure spilling down my cheeks?

	 

	I don’t know. I didn’t want to know 

	Or maybe... I wanted to know.

	 

	But still… a part of me felt proud. Proud that I didn’t let my lust win completely. That in the end, I chose not to betray my husband. Doesn’t that mean something? Doesn’t that prove I still love him?

	 

	Even though the line had been almost crossed. Even though my panties had been pulled aside, my wet pussy and asshole exposed to that filthy old man. Even though i felt the air on my exposed holes. Even though I let him finger me,  grind on my pussy with his dick, so close… one thrust away from crossing the final line. I didn’t let it happen. I stopped it. I pulled away.

	 

	So shouldn’t I be proud?

	 

	Or… should I be ashamed? Ashamed that I even let it go that far. That I allowed him to lift my skirt slowly, deliberately, bunching it up around my waist as if I were already his. That I let him grab and squeeze my ass, fingers digging in, playing with it. That I said nothing when he pulled my panties aside. He saw it all. I let him see it all. And I didn’t move. I stood there, staring ahead like a statue, pretending it wasn’t happening, while deep down… I was enjoying every second of it.

	 

	If he had seen me in there… bent over in that tiny bathroom with that old man standing behind me, his hands all over me, my skirt lifted up…

	 

	Would he have even recognized me?

	 

	He can never even in his wildest dreams imagine me like that, let alone reality. That’s the kind of trust he has on me. And thats the trust I am breaking day by day.

	 

	Honestly, shame on me.

	 

	It would have shattered him to pieces.

	 

	That I didn’t scream. That I didn’t stop it. That I wanted it.

	 

	Even after what I did to him last night…I was still shameless enough to go even further today.

	 

	It wasn’t just a mistake anymore. Not some moment of weakness. I let it happen. I invited it.

	 

	I’ve betrayed him. Not in theory, not in passing thought—but in the raw, physical, undeniable way that no apology can fix. And it wasn’t just that I didn’t stop it.

	 

	It’s that I enjoyed it.

	 

	Every filthy second. Every stolen touch. Every humiliating detail burned into my memory like a brand. I felt desirable, wicked and corrupted. I wanted to be seen like that. Treated like that. Handled and used. And deep down, a part of me is still throbbing from it.

	 

	How can I even look my husband in the eyes now?

	 

	How can I pretend to be the same woman he married when I know... I know that something inside me has already been stained?

	 

	Not by a cock. Not by force. But by my own choices.

	 

	My legs felt like jelly, barely holding me up. Every step was wobbly, unsteady, my knees threatening to give out beneath me. My thighs were still trembling, wet, and shamefully warm. I couldn’t even walk straight. My chest rose and fell in shallow pants, my head spinning with the filthy chaos I had just let happen.

	 

	I wrapped my arms around myself, trying to hold my body together, trying to look normal. But there was no hiding the raw ache between my legs, not the sticky dampness on my panties, not the scent clinging to my clothes. I could feel it. It was still on me. Still inside me.

	 

	And then my foot stumbled on something. My body lurched forward.

	 

	“Aah—!”

	 

	I braced for the fall, but hands caught me. Strong, steady hands.

	 

	“Whoa there. You need to be careful, miss,” a familiar voice said, amused.

	 

	I froze.

	 

	I looked up, and my heart dropped straight to my stomach. Of all people, it had to be him. The Young  Neighbor next door. His sharp eyes scanned me too quickly, too knowingly. He saw the dazed look in my eyes, the redness in my cheeks, the faint tremble in my legs. And worse, he stepped in a little closer, nostrils flaring subtly.

	 

	“You okay?” he asked again, but slower this time. “You look kinda... off.”

	 

	I opened my mouth but nothing came out. What could I possibly say? That I’d been helping fix a pipe? That I slipped in some water? No excuse would cover the way my thighs were clenching or the mess leaking between them. I stood there, helpless.

	 

	And then came the smile. That same casual, cocky grin.

	 

	His voice dropped to a murmur. “Hmm… so you’re not so innocent after all.”

	 

	My heart slammed in my chest. My eyes widened.

	 

	He saw it. Not just the scent or the stumble, he saw me. He knew. Maybe not the details, but enough to strip me naked in his gaze. Enough to know I’d been onto something dirty, behind my husband’s back. And I hadn’t said no.

	 

	I’d fallen to his level. No, even below it.

	 

	I wasn’t their sweet little neighbor anymore. I wasn’t a devoted wife. I was just another woman they could look at like that. Another body to be whispered about behind closed doors. The kind of woman whose scent gave her away.

	 

	I didn’t say a word. I just pulled away from him quietly, heart pounding, and kept walking toward the house, legs still shaky.

	 

	I stood outside the door and took a quick look at the window to check my reflection, to fix anything that might stand out. My hair, my clothes, my face. Anything that might betray what had just happened. 

	 

	I entered the house, went straight to the bathroom, and cleaned myself up. The panties had to go.

	 

	This… this had become routine now.

	 

	Every time I came back from his house, my panties were soaked. Shamefully, undeniably wet. It was like some cruel new habit, coming home aroused, drenched, thighs sticky, carrying the scent of someone else on my skin. 

	 

	I rinsed them, wiped myself thoroughly, and splashed cold water over my face. Trying to reset. Trying to calm the heat burning in my body. I kept my eyes on my reflection. My pupils were still dilated. My cheeks still flushed. No amount of scrubbing could wash off the guilt.

	 

	Or the memory of what he did to me.

	 

	When I stepped out, I found him sitting on the couch, watching a movie. He didn’t even turn his head. Just kept watching with a calm, blank expression, his body still, like nothing had happened. It was… comforting. And heartbreaking. All at once.

	 

	I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to interrupt him. I didn’t want to draw attention to myself. So I quietly stepped into the kitchen and started preparing things. Moving as naturally as I could. Acting like everything was fine.

	 

	But I wish that was true. The distance between was growing loudly and sharply.

	 

	I focused on my tasks. Chopping, arranging, tidying. Anything to keep my hands busy. Anything to silence the thoughts screaming in my head.

	 

	Why did it feel even worse pretending everything was normal?

	 

	A few minutes later, I felt him approach behind me. The man I had promised myself to.

	 

	“Let’s go out,” he said suddenly, voice calm, casual, but… hopeful. Like he wanted to fix something he couldn’t quite name.

	 

	I turned, smiled, and said, “Sure.”

	 

	That one word felt like a lie.

	 

	Not because I didn’t want to go, but because part of me wanted to pretend I was still worthy of him. That nothing had changed. That I was still the same woman he trusted with his heart.

	 

	We got ready quietly. I applied a little makeup. Not too much. Just enough to hide the redness in my cheeks and the guilt in my eyes. We left the house just as the sun began to dip, the light soft and forgiving.

	 

	And for a while… it felt nice.

	 

	We walked around the zoo, laughed at the animals, shared silly comments. It reminded me of what we used to be. What we could be. I clung to that feeling. I needed it. I needed something, anything—to remind me things can still go back to the way it was.

	 

	Dinner was simple but warm. He was trying. I could see it. And I hated myself for lying with every smile.

	 

	On the way back, just when I started to relax, we saw a truck down the block.

	 

	I spotted them almost instantly.

	 

	The man was massive—tall, broad, muscles pushing against his shirt. The woman beside him was gorgeous. Curvy, confident, and elegant in a way that turned heads without trying. And when she walked over to greet us, I instinctively stood a little straighter, trying to match her energy.

	 

	She was polite. And her husband… intimidating in a quiet, dominant way. I couldn’t help but glance at them side by side. They looked powerful and secure.

	 

	We exchanged names and pleasantries. My husband even warned them lightly about the neighborhood’s weirdness. He meant it innocently, but my heart skipped. Did he suspect something? Was he referring to what I was doing? No, of course not. He didn’t know.

	 

	But it made me nervous.

	 

	We parted ways shortly after, walking back in silence. I could feel his hand lightly brush mine. And I quickly took a hold of it. I didn’t want to hurt him anymore. I wanted to assure him that the woman he married was still there, even if little lost...but there.
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	It felt surreal. Us laughing like that, giggling over breakfast like nothing ever went wrong. Like the distance between us had never even been there. Maybe it just needed a small push. And thank god I took that step.

	 

	After we finished breakfast, I started cleaning the dishes while she went to take a bath. The clinks of plates and running water felt oddly peaceful, like things were settling. Like maybe we could go back to how we used to be.

	 

	She came back a little later, drying her hair with a towel. I turned and asked her, casually, “Today’s the last day, right? Helping the old man?”

	 

	She was quiet for a second, then nodded slowly. Her voice cracked slightly when she spoke.

	 

	“Hmm… I don’t think I have to help out anymore.”

	 

	I smiled. “Really?” I asked.

	 

	She looked a bit low on energy, like she didn’t really want to talk about it. She replied, “He said he’s okay now. Doesn’t need help anymore.”

	 

	Honestly, I was just glad. No more going to the old man’s house. That alone felt like a weight off my chest.

	 

	"To be honest," I said, "I’m actually pretty surprised and impressed. You managed to stick with it all this time. Honestly, I thought you'd regret it after two days, but not a single complaint from you."

	 

	She replied with a half-smile, “Well… even I’m surprised by a lot of things about myself lately.”

	 

	The way she said sounded weird. Lately??... 

	 

	Maybe she was just tired. I didn’t want to press. Not after the kind of morning we just had. I didn’t want to ruin that. 

	 

	She quickly added, “Anyway! It’s a brilliant day, don’t you think? How about we go watch a movie today?”

	 

	Her sudden enthusiasm felt like a jolt of fresh air. I smiled, relieved and happy with her suggestion. “Sounds perfect. I’ll wrap up my work quickly.”

	 

	I headed to the workroom upstairs. There wasn’t much pending today. I finished everything in a few hours and came back down.

	 

	As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I heard laughters. Hers, and another woman’s?

	 

	I stepped closer to the living room and peeked around the corner.

	 

	It was her. The new neighbor. Both of them sitting on the couch, already giggling like they’d known each other for years. The sound of her laughter, so carefree and light, made something warm rest in my chest.

	 

	Still, I cleared my throat and called out, “Ahem, ahem… mind if I interrupt?”

	 

	The neighbor turned to me with a playful grin and said, “Of course! It’s rude to interrupt two beautiful women having a deep, important conversation.” She winked. “But I’ll let it slide this time.”

	 

	I chuckled and made my way to the couch to join the conversation. Her name was Lina. Last night during their move-in, I didn’t get a proper look at her in the dim lighting, but now with the morning sun pouring in through the windows and her sitting this close, it was impossible not to notice how stunning she was. 

	 

	Her features were soft yet striking, the kind that caught your eye without demanding attention. I caught myself staring at her. She wasn’t more beautiful than my wife, of course not, but something about her aura pulled at the senses in a way that was hard to ignore.

	 

	She noticed my gaze and turned with a polite smile, her eyes holding mine gently. Not flirtatiously, not directly, just enough to make the space between us feel warmer.

	 

	“We’re really so glad to have met you both,” lina said, her voice as smooth as honey. “It’s nice seeing another young married couple around. You two… just fit. You can feel the connection.”

	 

	I nodded, smiling. “We feel the same. It’s good to have neighbors we can actually talk to.”

	 

	“It’s more than talk,” lina said lightly, glancing between me and my wife. “You two look so good together. It’s like your energy balances each other out. You can see the care, the way she looks at you. That doesn’t happen in every marriage.”

	 

	My wife chuckled softly. “You’re too kind. I mean, look at you.”

	 

	She touched her chest with playful surprise. “Me? Please, I look like I’ve just moved a hundred boxes. You’re glowing.”

	 

	They both laughed, a warm and easy air that settled between them like old friends. It was nice, watching them bond so quickly. Just yesterday we hadn’t even known their names, and now they were sitting close, sipping tea, complimenting each other like they’d grown up on the same street.

	 

	Then she grinned. “Hey, let’s not forget about our husband's. They aren’t so bad themselves.”

	 

	We all laughed together, enjoying the conversation. Then my wife stood up, brushing invisible crumbs off her lap as she headed toward the kitchen.

	 

	“I’ll grab the other tray,” she said cheerfully. “Be right back.”

	 

	As soon as she left the room, there was a shift. Not in the air, but in Lina’s focus. She turned to me with that same soft smile but held her eyes on mine longer this time. There was nothing inappropriate in her expression, and yet I felt it—something delicate, like an invisible hand brushing across my chest.

	 

	“I hope I’m not overstepping,” she said quietly, “but… you seem little tensed. Like something’s been weighing on you.”

	 

	Her voice was calm, sincere. Still, her words caught me off guard. I hadn’t realized it was that visible on my face.

	 

	“I guess I’ve had a lot on my mind,” I said, choosing my words carefully.

	 

	“I can guess the reason,” she said, her tone dropping into something hushed, almost conspiratorial. “Honestly, if I had a wife like yours… I’d be stressed too.”

	 

	I looked at her, unsure how to respond. She wasn’t teasing. There was no mockery in her tone. She was being open and comforting.

	 

	“It’s normal,” she added softly, “for men to feel that way when they’re with someone like her. You want to protect her. Watch over her. It’s natural.”

	 

	Her words echoed something buried deep inside me, something I had been wrestling with silently for days now.

	 

	“Doesn’t your husband get… bothered by that?” I asked, lowering my voice instinctively. “The attention you must get?”

	 

	She let out a quiet breath, then smiled again. “Never. He has always been very secured about me, about our relationship and the reason was TRUST. It was about us. About trust. And maybe thats the reason I am so in love with him. You can’t tie your wife down with fear. That only drives a wedge. She needs your support… not your worry.”

	 

	I swallowed the lump in my throat. It sounded so simple when she said it.

	 

	Her words worked their way in.

	 

	“I know,” I said quietly. “Maybe I’m just holding onto things I should’ve let go.

	 

	She nodded slowly. “Exactly. You know, most marriages don’t fall apart because of what one person does. They break down from the doubts that grows in silence. Insecurity eats away at connection. And honestly, you have nothing to worry about.”

	 

	I looked at her, trying to read past her eyes, but there was only calm there. A strange calm that made me feel both comforted and disarmed.

	 

	“She loves you,” she added. “It’s obvious. You’re a good man. Just give her the space to be herself, without fear. Trust is the most sensual thing in a marriage.”

	 

	Her words settled into me slowly, each one vanishing away a little of the tension I hadn’t even realized I was carrying. I took a deep breath, and for the first time in days, it felt like I wasn’t bracing for something.

	 

	My wife returned just then, tray in hand and smile still bright. The moment passed like it had never happened. Lina stood with a soft stretch and said she should probably head back.

	 

	“It was lovely talking to you both,” she said, adjusting her loose cardigan gently. “And hey, I’m always around. You know, I dabble a little in relationship coaching. If you two ever feel any weird tension or just want to talk things out… I’m here.”

	 

	She stood by the door and turned back with a bright smile. “Anyway, I’ll let you two enjoy the rest of your day. It really was lovely meeting you both.”

	 

	My wife smiled back warmly. “You too. Let’s definitely catch up again soon.”

	 

	Lina gave a small wave, then glanced at me one last time with a soft, knowing smile. Just… warm. Like she was reminding me about the conversation. 

	 

	And then she was gone.

	 

	I stood there quietly. My wife moved around in the background, but I stayed still for a moment, just letting the silence settle.

	 

	I felt refreshed. Clear-headed. Like I'd taken a long breath after being underwater for too long.

	 

	This was exactly what I needed.

	 

	Like someone shows up at just the right moment, says the right thing, and somehow makes you believe again. The conversation, brief as it was, left a hopeful warmth in my chest.

	 

	She felt like a godsend.

	 

	Maybe not just for me, but for this relationship I’d been holding together with unsure hands.

	 

	Maybe she’d help me find the strength to hold it a little tighter. A little better.
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	It was late afternoon when we got ready for the movie. She looked absolutely stunning—simple and graceful. Effortless glow oozing out of her body.

	 

	No overthinking anymore.

	 

	I walked over, gently placed a hand on her waist, and said, “You look amazing.”

	 

	She blinked, caught off guard, then blushed slightly and smiled. That smile softened things I’d been holding in.

	 

	We headed out. On the way, I remembered Lina’s words. Strange how a few sentences could shift something inside you. I felt… steadier and calmer.

	 

	The usual stares were there. Men with wandering eyes. But I ignored them. Let them look. That’s all they could do. I was the one holding her hand, hearing her laugh, kissing her goodnight.

	 

	We picked a wholesome film. She chose it. A movie about family, love, and memories. I watched her more than the screen. She cried near the end, eyes glistening in the dim light.

	 

	“You’re seriously crying?” I whispered, half-laughing.

	 

	She turned and smacked my arm with mock anger. “Shut up.”

	 

	That earned a grin from me. She pouted all the way out of the theater, and I playfully lured her toward her favorite restaurant. Nothing fancy—just her favourite food and a cozy corner table.

	 

	It worked.

	 

	One bite into her meal, and she was already teasing me back, eyes bright again. She even stole bites from my plate, making those puppy eyes that left me completely defenseless—I just gave in without a fight.

	 

	What stood out the most was that it wasn’t just me trying anymore. She was trying too. I could feel it in the way she clung to my arm as we walked, the way her fingers traced along my jaw when I wasn’t expecting it. There were small glances, playful touches, soft laughs tucked between sips of water.

	 

	It felt… good.

	 

	Maybe all this time, I was the one holding us back. My overthinking had clouded everything, filling my head with doubts that didn’t deserve that much space. All I really had to do was reach out, just a simple stretch of my hand toward her. And maybe she had already been waiting there, halfway, hoping I’d finally reach out and close the gap between us.

	 

	Spending time like this brought back memories of how simple and happy things were before we moved here. There was no insecurity, no jealousy, only love. Just the two of us. Everything felt so easy back then. We laughed, we teased, we held each other without a single doubt. But after moving here, I let my thoughts get the better of me. I let doubt creep in and twist everything until it started ruining what we had.

	 

	But sitting beside her now, watching her laugh and reach for my hand, I realized it was never that complicated. It never needed to be. All it really took was letting go of these unnecessary doubts and thoughts. I just have to trust her like before. That was it.

	 

	I started laughing quietly, placing my hand on my forehead. What an idiot I had been.

	 

	She held my hand, watching me laugh like a maniac out of nowhere, her eyes filled with concern.

	“Are you okay?” she asked softly.

	 

	I placed my hand over hers and just looked at her, really looked. No words, just a smile and a quiet gaze that held everything I couldn’t say.

	 

	She blushed hard, her cheeks turning red in the cutest way. That alone was enough to send me into another round of teasing, and she smacked my arm with a pout, trying to hide her smile.

	 

	We stepped out of the restaurant as the night settled around us. The air was calm, and there was a quiet comfort in walking while holding her hands. The day had come to an end, but it left behind moments I knew I would cherish and carry with me for a long time. 

	 

	We were inside the house, exhausted but satisfied. The day had left us drained in the best way, like our bodies had soaked up every bit of joy they could handle. After washing up, we collapsed into bed. I wrapped my arm around her, and within minutes, sleep took over.

	 

	Around midnight, I woke up. My mouth was dry, my throat hurt because of dryness. I blinked a few times, adjusting to the darkness, then reached out instinctively to her side of the bed.

	 

	It was empty.

	 

	My hand met only the cold sheets.

	 

	For a moment, I froze.

	 

	A chill ran down my spine as the quiet pressed in. A déjà vu. It felt too familiar. That strange dream I’d had once, where I woke up to find her missing, rushed back to me. The way the house had felt hollow in that dream, the stillness, the unanswered questions.

	 

	I sat up slowly, heart starting to pound. This couldn’t be another dream. Just to be sure, I pinched my cheek, hard enough to sting.

	 

	The pain was real.

	 

	No dream.

	 

	I got out of bed and grabbed a glass from the side table, trying to calm my racing thoughts. I stepped into the hallway, squinting as I looked around. The house was dark and quiet. No creaking floors, no distant hum of sound. Just silence.

	 

	Then I noticed the faint golden glow from the bathroom door.

	 

	There it was. A soft light spilling out just enough to guide me.

	 

	I let out a breath of relief. My shoulders dropped slightly as tension slipped away.

	 

	What the hell was I getting so worked up for?

	 

	Out of frustration, I gave myself a light slap on the cheek, just enough to jolt me back. “Stop overthinking,” I muttered under my breath. “She’s here. With me. Everything’s fine.”

	 

	But then, I noticed.

	 

	A sound. Faint, almost too quiet to notice at first.

	 

	I froze, ears sharpening. It was coming from the bathroom. I tilted my head, trying to catch it again. There it was—soft, irregular, almost like a whisper.

	 

	I took a step closer. My heart picked up. The hallway felt colder now. The bathroom door was closed, and a thin strip of light glowed from beneath it. The sounds continued. Low and faint. Mumbling. Too soft to make out clearly.

	 

	I stood there for a few seconds, staring at the door, unsure if I should knock or just walk away. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe I was just being paranoid again. Imagining things. My mind playing tricks on me.

	 

	Still, I couldn’t ignore the tightness in my chest. The unease.

	 

	My hand hesitated for a moment before I finally knocked, not too hard. “Hey… everything okay in there, honey?”

	 

	For a second, there was nothing. Just silence. Then came her voice, a little too quick, a little shaky. “O-of course. I’m fine. I am really sorry. I hope I didn’t make you worry. I’m sure you got worried not seeing me in bed.”

	 

	Something about the way she said that made my chest tighten. I forced a chuckle to ease my nerves. “Yeah, kind of. I woke up and you weren’t there. Thought I heard something weird, like… faint noises or something. Just wanted to check in.”

	 

	A beat passed before she answered again, her voice trying to sound casual. “Oh… that? Just my stomach. It started acting up. I was cursing a little, probably what you heard.”

	 

	“Right,” I said slowly, trying to hide the doubt in my tone. “That makes sense.”

	 

	“Don’t worry,” she added quickly. “I’ll be out in a few minutes. You go back to bed.”

	 

	“I’ll leave the medicine on the table, okay? Just in case. You should take something.”

	 

	There was another short pause. Then, softer now, she replied, “Thank you so much. And don’t worry about me, I’ll be okay. You better not disturb your sleep any longer because of me.”

	 

	I stood there for a second longer, staring at the door, my hand still resting against the door. I didn’t know what I was expecting—maybe the door to swing open, maybe her voice to crack again. But nothing came. Just the soft hum of the light from inside.

	 

	I turned away, letting out a quiet breath and walking back down the hallway. She said she was fine. That should’ve been enough. So why did my chest still feel tight?

	 

	I gave one last glance at the bathroom door, then turned around and walked back to the bed. Letting out a slow breath, I reminded myself of Lina’s words. 

	 

	Why was I even getting worked up for? Just because of that stupid dream. Dreams aren’t reality. I needed to stop letting such silly things get to me. I closed my eyes and tried to slip back into sleep,

	 

	But sleep refused to come. I shifted on the bed, staring at the ceiling in the dim light, my ears picking up every creak in the house. The sheets felt colder on her side, and the silence only made it worse. Maybe it was just that—her absence beside me. That warmth, that quiet rhythm of her breathing, the comfort of knowing she was there. Without it, something felt... off.

	 

	I turned on my side, eyes half-lidded, trying to force myself to stop thinking. To stop feeling that unease still lingering at the edge of my chest. I breathed out slowly and closed my eyes again.

	 

	A few minutes passed before I heard them—soft, almost timid footsteps approaching from down the hall. I didn’t move. I just listened.

	 

	The door creaked open gently. Then I felt the bed dip slightly. She slipped under the covers with practiced care, doing her best not to disturb me. She thought I was asleep. But I wasn’t. Not yet.

	 

	Her presence next to me, the faint brush of her warmth against my back, was all it took. The heaviness in my chest loosened. That irrational worry I had been carrying started to melt. My eyelids grew heavier, my body finally relaxing.

	 

	And just like that, I drifted into sleep.
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	A fresh day. A fresh morning.

	 

	After a deep sleep, I woke up to the mouthwatering aroma of breakfast drifting in from the kitchen. My stomach growled the moment I caught the scent, loud enough to make me chuckle as I rubbed my eyes.

	 

	I got out of bed and walked towards the kitchen, the smell growing stronger with every step. As I entered, I saw her standing there by the stove, bathed in the soft morning light. She looked beautiful as always.

	 

	“Good morning,” I said with a smile.

	 

	She turned to me, beaming. “Good morning.”

	 

	I sniffed dramatically. “The smell is dangerous. You’re testing my limits. I need to get that food in my stomach right now.”

	 

	She let out a small laugh and replied, “Alright, alright. Take a seat and for today’s special: mac and cheese. Made with extra cheese... and lots of love.”

	 

	“Wow,” I grinned, already pulling up a chair. I sat, holding spoons in both of my hands, looking at her like a starved puppy.

	 

	She placed the breakfast and I dived in, the first bite melting in my mouth. It was rich, creamy, and comforting in a way only her cooking could be. 

	 

	After finishing, I stood up, stretched, and headed for the bathroom. “That was amazing. I needed that.”

	 

	She called out behind me playfully, “There’s more if your stomach decides to keep growling.”

	 

	I laughed under my breath, closing the door behind me.

	 

	After freshening up, I headed into my workroom and sat down at the desk, shifting all my focus toward the tasks in front of me. Hours slipped by quietly, the silence only broken by the occasional rustle of paper or click of the mouse. Before I knew it, the clock had crept close to lunchtime.

	 

	I glanced up and smiled to myself. Any minute now, she would walk in with a plate of food, just like always. It had become such a comforting routine, something I didn’t even need to ask for. She always remembered.

	 

	But twenty minutes passed. Still nothing.

	 

	I stared at the door for a few seconds. Strange. She was usually right on time. Maybe she got caught up in something... or maybe she was resting.

	 

	Then my thoughts went back to last night. She mentioned her stomach had been hurting. Was it acting up again? Was she feeling worse today?

	 

	Concern began to rise in my chest. I stood up, leaving the work behind for now. I needed to check on her, just to be sure everything was okay.

	 

	I stepped out of the workroom and checked the living room first. Empty. I moved into the kitchen, then peeked into the bedroom. Nothing. She wasn’t home.

	 

	That explained why lunch never came.

	 

	But where had she gone?

	 

	I rubbed the back of my neck, trying to piece it together. Groceries? No, she usually went for those later in the afternoon, not this early. Maybe she’d gone out to pick up some medicine? That made sense. She had mentioned her stomach was hurting last night. Maybe it had flared up again, and she decided to get something for it.

	 

	I sighed and sat down on the edge of the couch, still halfway lost in my thoughts. Just as my mind began to wander further, I heard the front door open.

	 

	I didn’t need to guess. I already knew who it was.

	 

	I got up and walked over as she stepped inside. She looked a little rushed, holding a small bag in one hand.

	 

	“Where were you?” I asked, trying to keep my tone light but curious.

	 

	She gave me a sheepish smile. “I’m so sorry. I was at Lina’s place. I know I should’ve told you before going,” she said, her voice gentle. “I just got caught up talking with Lina and completely lost track of time. I’m really sorry if I made you worry.”

	 

	“Well well,” I said with a smile, “looks like you and Lina are getting along really well."

	 

	She smiled and said, "Yeah, seems like it." Then added, "You must be hungry... just give me a few minutes, I'll get your lunch ready."

	 

	I chuckled and said, “Relax and Take your time.”

	 

	I let out a small breath. So, that’s where she was, feeling my shoulders relax.

	 

	The rest of the day moved slowly, peacefully. No rush. No anxiety. I was beginning to understand that sometimes, the storm was only in my head. I had been carrying so much doubt, so much overthinking, that it clouded everything. But lately, something was changing.

	 

	I was learning to let go.

	 

	I was chasing away the insecurities one by one, not letting them take root like before.

	 

	I trusted her. Fully and completely.

	 

	And right now, that was more than enough.

	 

	The next day felt much like the one before—calm, quiet, peaceful in the best possible way. She looked cheerful as ever, humming to herself while cooking or cleaning, smiling easily whenever I spoke. There was something soft and warm in the air, like the house itself had started breathing easier. Maybe it was just us finally settling down. Or maybe it was her.

	 

	She had started visiting Lina's place regularly now, but unlike before, she always told me beforehand. “I’m heading to Lina’s for a bit,” she’d say with a quick smile, “We might bake something new, or just chill.” Sometimes she’d even offer to bring back something Lina made. I appreciated that. It showed she thought of me. It made me feel included.

	 

	At least she had someone she could talk to. Someone she could laugh and gossip with, someone other than me. And that made me happy too. I mean, isn’t that what you want in a relationship? For your partner to feel happy?

	 

	Nothing seemed out of the ordinary. Days passed in the blink of an eye, and I found myself feeling lighter, more grounded. I wasn’t overthinking anymore. I wasn’t getting stuck in my head, second-guessing things. My trust in her had never been stronger.

	 

	Sometimes Lina would come over to our place instead. The two of them would laugh in the kitchen or chat quietly in the living room. I'd catch a few giggles through the walls while working, their voices low and teasing. I'd smile to myself. They really had become best friends. That bond between them only seemed to deepen each day.

	 

	Lina, for her part, would occasionally drop small bits of advice here and there—little things that strangely helped. She had this way of talking that made me feel reassured. Nothing intrusive. Just subtle, calming insights. “You’re doing great,” she’d say once in a while, looking at me with a smile that felt oddly knowing. I never questioned it. I appreciated the kindness.

	 

	And then… there was us.

	Our nights had changed too. Slowly, steadily.

	 

	Our sex life had improved. She’d started taking more initiative, often catching me off guard. No longer waiting for my touch, but reaching out for me with hungry hands, pulling me close with quiet urgency. She didn’t ask for permission—she didn’t need to. Her body spoke louder than words.

	 

	There were nights where she’d climb on top of me without a word, grinding herself against me like she couldn’t wait a second longer. She’d move rougher than I expected, her hips slamming down hard, over and over, until I was left breathless. Her nails would dig into my chest. It was raw and desperate. And beautiful in its own way.

	 

	She was being expressive with her needs and I welcomed it. I loved it. Even if I struggled to match her energy sometimes, I gave her everything I had.

	 

	Whatever it was, I was happy.

	She seemed beautiful than ever.

	 

	And I was lucky to be the man she desired.

	 

	And the neighbors... well, even they didn’t seem as strange as I used to think. Maybe it was just me back then—tense, paranoid, overanalyzing everything. Because lately, when I stepped out for a walk or went to the store, I’d bump into them here and there, and they looked like normal people. Nothing bizarre. Nothing unsettling.

	 

	The old man would still sit outside on his yard from time to time. I’d give him a polite nod or a “hello,” and he’d respond with a smile. Yes, that smile was still disgusting. It still made my skin crawl a little—but for some reason, it didn’t sit as heavy on my chest anymore. That weird tension I used to feel around him? Gone.

	 

	And the younger neighbor, the one with that cocky attitude and smug expression—he wasn’t much different. If we crossed paths, he’d casually say hello. Brief, indifferent, but civil. He still had that arrogant air about him, the way he walked like the world owed him something, but maybe that was just his nature. Some guys are just like that. It didn’t necessarily mean he had anything against me.

	 

	I guess I started realizing that people aren't always how we picture them in our heads. Maybe I’d been projecting things that weren’t there. Maybe I was just overthinking before. I mean, they hadn’t done anything wrong.

	 

	 And more importantly—my wife was here, with me. Happy and smiling. The house felt warm again. That was all that mattered.

	 

	I even caught myself smiling back at them now. A quick nod. A friendly greeting. Nothing forced. Just… natural. Like I’d finally learned to let go of the anxiety. To stop seeing shadows where there were none.
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	A new day started… and just like that, a whole week had already passed.

	 

	It was strange how quickly the fog in my head had cleared up lately. The tension, the doubts, the unease that used to grip my chest so often—it had all faded into something calmer, something quieter. I couldn’t have asked for anything else. This peace, this rhythm of life with her… I wanted it to last forever.

	 

	Breakfast was simple and nice. We didn’t talk much over the table, but we didn’t need to. The quiet was warm, content. 

	 

	Once I finished eating, I headed into the workroom. Just the usual pile of mails and client calls, but I found myself more focused these days. The stress didn’t eat at me the way it used to. Maybe it was the routine, or maybe… maybe it was her. She just seemed lighter and  brighter. And that, in turn, made everything easier.

	 

	By early evening, I’d managed to wrap up most of the work. I stretched, cracked my neck a little, and leaned back in my chair, soaking in that rare, satisfying feeling of getting ahead of schedule.

	 

	She wasn’t home again.

	 

	But by now, I’d grown used to that.

	 

	It had practically become part of the daily schedule—breakfast together, then I’d lock myself in the workroom, and by late afternoon, she’d be gone. Usually to Lina’s, I assumed. They’d become close lately, inseparable almost. And I didn’t mind. In fact, I liked knowing she had someone to share laughs with, someone who could help her unwind in ways I probably couldn’t.

	 

	I strolled into the living room. The silence in the house was calm—not empty. I turned on the TV and let it fill the air with mindless sound, my body relaxed but my eyes drifting every now and then toward the door.

	 

	Then I heard it, the soft creak of the door opening.

	 

	I smiled.

	 

	“Wifeeyyy,” I called out playfully, hopping off the couch and heading toward her like a puppy welcoming its favorite person. 

	 

	She had just stepped inside, pulling the door behind her when I reached her. Her body gave a tiny start, like she hadn’t expected me to come rushing out. I wrapped my arms around her waist without thinking and leaned in for a kiss, a welcome-home kind of kiss.

	 

	She hesitated for a split second, probably caught off guard. She took a small step back, her eyes blinking wide in surprise.

	 

	But then her lips opened slightly not completely. She leaned in.

	 

	Our lips met, and for a moment, the world felt full again. Her mouth was soft and warm, her breath still quick from outside. I closed my eyes and melted into the kiss.

	 

	But as we pulled apart… something caught on my tongue.

	 

	Not the usual sweet taste. But something different.

	 

	Salty and earthy. A faintly bitter aftertaste I couldn’t quite place. Not food. Not lip—stick. Not anything I could recognize.

	 

	I couldn't swallow. My throat clenching, stopping me from swallowing.

	 

	It wasn’t toothpaste. Not coffee either. Almost… stale? Like something faintly metallic. Faint enough to ignore. Strong enough that I didn’t.

	 

	Maybe she had eaten something odd at Lina’s. Maybe a snack with too much soy sauce or something weird and fermented. I didn't want to make her feel self-conscious.

	 

	I smiled at her retreating back as she walked past me into the house.

	 

	But me?

	 

	I just stood there for a moment, lips pressed together, the strange aftertaste inside my mouth.

	 

	I tried to ignore it. Really, I did.

	 

	But something about it just wouldn’t go down. For some reason, I was unable to swallow it. My throat clenched, like it was telling me not to swallow.

	 

	I tried.

	 

	No use.

	 

	I turned and made my way toward the bathroom.

	 

	I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it. God, no. Maybe she ate something strange. Or maybe it was something she applied on her lips. Lip balm? Herbal medicine? 

	 

	I spat it out, trying not to gag. I rinsed my mouth, once, then again.

	 

	“It’s nothing,” I muttered quietly to myself, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

	 

	I wouldn’t tell her. She’d probably feel bad, or worse, embarrassed. And it’s not like I wanted to ruin the light mood we had going. No need to make a weird comment over something so small.

	 

	I turned back to the couch, sat down again, reached for the remote to watch some shows to keep myself entertained.

	 

	The day passed by like any other, smooth and uneventful, and before I knew it, Sunday rolled around. Finally, a day of rest. No alarms, no deadlines, no tasks waiting to be checked off. I slept in, waking up long after the sun had climbed past its early glow. Breakfast was late, leisurely. Toast, eggs, and some tea. It was nice to slow down for once, to just breathe without the weight of time pressing on my shoulders.

	 

	Around noon, she told me she’d be heading to Lina’s place. I gave her a nod, offering a small smile, and watched her slip on her shoes and step outside. 

	 

	I sighed, not out of anger or irritation, just something softer. A rising thought. I understood, she had found a friend, someone she could talk to, laugh with. I was thankful for that, for Lina’s presence. It had done wonders for her mood and, in turn, our relationship. But still, the visits were… frequent. Almost daily. I reminded myself that it wasn’t anything to be worried about. Lina wasn’t a bad person. Quite the opposite. She’d given us advice, helped rekindle sparks I thought were fading. But still, something nagged at the back of my mind.

	 

	Shaking the thought away, I turned to the television. A few programs came and went, none of them particularly engaging. I flipped through channels aimlessly, then turned it off altogether. The silence felt heavier than usual. I stood, stretched, and decided—why not drop by Lina’s place myself? It had been a while since I spoke to her husband, and despite his slightly intense demeanor, he was courteous, even charming in his own intimidating way. Maybe a short conversation would pass the time.

	 

	I slipped on my slippers, locked the door behind me, and walked toward their house. The afternoon was warm, quiet, save for the chirp of distant birds and the occasional rustle of wind. When I reached their porch, the door opened before I could knock. Her husband stood there, towering as always, but wearing a disarmingly warm smile.

	 

	"Ah, look who it is," he said, voice deep but pleasant.

	 

	I chuckled nervously. "Hope I'm not intruding. Just thought I’d drop by."

	 

	"Not at all," he said, stepping aside and motioning me in. "It’s actually, good to see you."

	 

	The living room was tidy, lived-in but clean. I took a seat on the couch, and he brought out two glasses of cold water. We chatted about the usual things—weather, recent news, small neighborhood gossip. It was surprisingly easygoing.

	 

	"Seems like our wives are inseparable now," I said with a smile. "It’s nice, seeing them get along so well.”

	 

	He nodded, lifting his glass.  “Helps to have someone to talk to."

	 

	I glanced around. "Speaking of which, they still inside chatting away? What are they doing for so long? Their husbands are here, and they’re still tucked away somewhere."

	 

	He paused for a second, just a flicker of something in his eyes. Then he shrugged casually. "Actually, they’re not here. They went out—shopping or something. Lina wanted to check out a few clothing stores, and your wife tagged along."

	 

	"Oh," I said, surprised. "Is that so? That’s odd, she didn’t mention anything about shopping."

	 

	He responded quickly, almost too quickly. "Ah, probably slipped her mind. They left in a bit of a rush. Lina gets these impulsive ideas and drags her along."

	 

	He laughed lightly, but the sound didn’t sit right with me. It wasn’t the content of his words, but the way he said them—like he had rehearsed it.

	 

	I offered a smile, thanked him for the drink, and stood up to leave. He walked me to the door and waved me off.

	 

	I stepped out, hands in my pockets, and started walking back home. The street was quiet, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows. My mind wandered as I walked, still lightly unsettled by the odd tone in his voice. 

	 

	And then, just as I was walking towards my house. I heard it. A laugh. Faint but unmistakable. High-pitched, carefree, familiar.

	 

	Lina.

	 

	I stopped. My ears perked, eyes narrowing slightly. It had come from nearby. I glanced around. The only house within earshot was the young man’s. His gate was slightly ajar, and the curtains on the window facing the street fluttered gently. The window was cracked open just enough to let a breeze pass—or a voice.

	 

	Was it just the wind playing tricks on me? Maybe the sound carried from farther down the street. Still, I couldn’t shake the clarity of it. I knew her voice. That brief burst of laughter—it was hers.

	 

	I stood there for a few seconds, uncertain. It didn’t make sense. If they were out shopping, why would I hear her laughter here, coming from this house?

	 

	I shook my head and chuckled to myself. "You're imagining things," I muttered under my breath. "Overthinking again."

	 

	With that, I walked on, trying to dismiss the unease curling in my chest.

	 

	Maybe it was nothing.

	 

	Maybe it was something.
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	Every little effort he puts into our relationship just breaks my heart more. His warmth, his trust, his innocence. Everything wraps around me like a blanket I don’t deserve. And still, I shamelessly take shelter in it. He still trusts me, still believes that I’m the same woman he fell in love with. I don’t know how he does it. Or maybe I do. 

	 

	It was time to sleep. I could tell the stress was wearing him down these days, even if he tried to hide it. He changed and slipped under the blanket. He barely said a word. His breathing had already slowed, gentle and calm, his chest rising and falling with soft breaths. He had dozed off quickly, like someone desperate to escape the day.

	 

	Eventually, I turned off the lights and made my way to the bed. He was deep in sleep. One arm tucked under his pillow, lips slightly opened, his face calm. Peaceful and pure.

	 

	I slipped in beside him slowly, careful not to wake him. The cushion pressed slightly under my weight, and I turned toward him, folding my hands beneath my cheek. I watched him in the dim light for a few moments. His mouth twitched slightly, and I smiled.  His face had that relaxed, squishy look he always got when he was deep asleep—like a sleepy potato.

	 

	I reached out and gently poked his nose. Just once. It twitched, and his lips puckered slightly. I had to press my hand over my mouth to stop myself from laughing out loud. He always did that. Every time I touched his nose in his sleep, he’d react like that. It was such a small thing, but in that moment, it felt so big. Like a memory I didn’t deserve to have anymore.

	 

	I brought my palm up to his cheek and brushed it softly. He leaned into the touch, completely unaware. The warmth of his skin, he leaned into it without even knowing. My thumb brushed over the soft skin just below his eye, and I felt a lump rise in my throat.

	 

	“I’m sorry,” I whispered, very softly.

	 

	The words didn’t fix anything. They were selfish. I didn’t know what else to say. I didn’t have the right to say anything more. They weren’t enough. But I said them anyway.

	 

	I closed my eyes, still facing him. His scent was warm, familiar and safe. I let his breathing guide me. Maybe I can still make things right. It’s still not too late.

	 

	Early morning already, the scent hit me before I had even opened my eyes properly. Warm, rich, savory. Not the cheap scent of takeout or something burning like when I’d messed up rice. This was different. This was… made with care.

	 

	I blinked, slowly sitting up, and rubbed the last traces of sleep from my eyes. My stomach growled, my nose twitched. 

	 

	The smell grew stronger as I stepped into the hallway. I could feel the warmth coming from the kitchen. My feet moved on their own, and I followed it like a sleepwalker chasing a dream.

	 

	The scent was so lovely, and to be honest, I couldn’t even think straight. I was just being pulled toward it, whatever it was… I kept moving, as if the fragrance itself was calling me.

	 

	That’s when my feet suddenly stopped, because I saw—

	 

	The table.

	 

	Set for two.

	 

	Steam rising gently from the plates.

	 

	And him, standing near the table, with a hopeful smile directed at me. His hair was messy, sweaty and he was wearing those ridiculous loose boxers that always rode up at the sides. But he looked so proud. So genuine. So happy to be doing something for me.

	 

	My eyes flicked from the food to him, and the weight of it all dropped on me like a stone.

	 

	I frozen, unable to breathe properly. It felt like someone had covered my mouth and nose shut and my whole body had gone numb… completely paralyzed. I couldn’t move, couldn’t think. Just frozen in that moment.

	 

	A single tear slipped down my cheek. I didn’t bother to wipe it. What was the point?

	 

	More tears followed and it didn’t stop.

	 

	He stepped closer, gently, concerned. His voice came softly, like he was afraid to break me. He said something—I barely heard it.

	 

	I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

	 

	I just moved toward him, my body on autopilot, and wrapped my arms around him like I’d fall apart if I didn’t. My face pressed against his chest, and the second I felt the warmth of him, I broke down.

	 

	Tears spilled out freely now, hot and fast. My body shook with each breath. I clung to him desperately, like maybe I could squeeze out the sin that had infected me. Like maybe I could bury all of it in his kindness. I said I loved him. Over and over. Because it was true. Because it was the only truth I still had.

	 

	He held me back, whispering it in return, like none of this was strange. Like I was just a woman overwhelmed by love. He didn’t know.

	 

	And that made it worse.

	 

	Because if he did know… if he had seen me with the old man… if he had heard what I said, how I sounded, how willingly I had started to fall...

	 

	Would he still be holding me now?

	 

	I wasn’t crying from happiness. I was crying because he was too good. Because I didn’t deserve this man. Because every little act of kindness from him now felt like a punishment. 

	 

	He started saying his usual stupid and cheesy things which always worked to lighten my mood. His ridiculous, childish jokes that normally would’ve made me roll my eyes. But today, it broke the dam inside me in a different way.

	 

	I laughed.

	 

	Not because it was funny.

	 

	But because it was him.

	 

	Because his very presence, his effort, his innocence—it was enough to break through all the darkness in my chest, even if just for a second.

	 

	And the laughter came loud, sudden and ugly.

	 

	He cracked another joke. Then another. I couldn’t stop laughing. The tension inside me snapped and spilled out through those gasping breaths. I laughed so hard it made my eyes teary. It was a mess.

	 

	He tripped and fell off the chair like an idiot.

	 

	I burst out into a new wave of giggles.

	 

	He looked so ridiculous on the floor, arms flailing like a cartoon. 

	 

	I rushed to him, still wobbling from laughing, and knelt beside him. I leaned into his chest and just stayed there, my forehead resting against him, feeling his breath, his warmth, his stupid heartbeat that still raced for me.

	 

	He wrapped his arms around me.

	 

	And in that embrace, I cursed myself.

	 

	I wanted to scream at myself for ever being tempted. I wanted to rewind time and slap my own face before I ever stepped foot in that old man's house. I wanted to burn every thought I’d had since that moment when this all began

	 

	How do I tell him I don't deserve any of this??

	 

	He had woken up early. He had cooked everything himself. He had thought of me first thing in the morning. He still believed I was someone worth doing this for.

	 

	I squeezed my eyes shut. 

	 

	I hated myself.

	 

	No. It was more than hate.

	 

	It was disgust. It was grief. It was shame so deep it burned through every inch of me like acid.

	 

	I was about to betray this gem of a husband. How could I even think of doing that? He’s here, working so hard day and night for us, putting every bit of effort in this relationship and there I was—ready to throw it all away like some... What the hell was wrong with me? When did I become this… this person? Just look at him. Look at this face. Look at this smile. This heart that still beats for me, even when I don’t deserve it.

	 

	Maybe I can't undo what I’ve done. Maybe he’ll never know the things I let happen. But watching him smile at me like I’m still his whole world… I know one thing for sure. I can't keep going down the path I was on.

	 

	I have to be better. For him. For us. Because this love—it’s still here. And I won’t let it slip through my hands again.
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	My head hurt from all the crying, and my stomach ached from the laughter. It was such a strange contrast—pain and joy swirling together like they didn’t know where one ended and the other began. But in that confusing, ridiculous moment, I realized something. Something I had been trying to suppress. Things I was deliberately ignoring. Desires I kept justifying under the guise of innocence.

	 

	I walked to the mirror and stood still, staring at the woman looking back at me. My face was a mess. My eyes were puffy, red around the edges. My cheeks were marked with faint lines from the dried tears, looking like a ghost. I raised a hand and touched my own cheek, feeling the swollen skin beneath my fingertips.

	 

	I let out a soft, broken laugh.

	 

	Pathetic.

	 

	That’s what I looked like. That’s what I felt like. Never in my life did I imagine I would end up like this—caught in such an emotional mess, torn between guilt and desire, love and betrayal.

	 

	How did I let it get this far?

	 

	Watching my own ruined face in the mirror. Thinking about the man who just made me laugh so hard my stomach cramped. The man who was continuously putting efforts with a warm smile, trying his best to make me feel special and appreciated. 

	 

	How did I even think of hurting him?

	 

	I closed my eyes and drew in a long breath.

	 

	No more lies. No more pretending that this is normal or okay. I know the things I’ve done. I know what I had been walking toward. And I know I’m still dangerously close.

	 

	But I also know what I want now.

	 

	And it's not the thrill. It’s not the secrecy. It’s not the temptation pulling me back to that other house.

	 

	I want him.

	 

	I want us.

	 

	I want to be worthy of the love he gives me so freely.

	 

	I opened my eyes again, still staring at myself. The same ruined face. But this time, I didn’t look away.

	 

	And the first step towards it would be keeping myself away from that house—the house that kept pulling me further down a path I should  have never walked. Even though today was supposed to be the last day I helped him, according to the promise I made… I have no other option but to break this promise that I made out of sympathy and foolishness.

	 

	Because keeping this promise would come at the expense of something far more precious. Something irreplaceable.

	 

	My husband.

	 

	If I go to that house today, I already know... what’s awaiting me there.

	 

	Him.

	 

	The moment the thought surfaced, I felt a familiar throb between my legs. My pussy tingled, and I swallowed hard, ashamed of the reaction my body still had to him.

	 

	And I also knew, it would be the end of me. So, while my brain is still functioning properly to understand the gravity of the situation. I better stop. I better put an end to it. I dont want to lose whatever little shame I had left. I wouldn’t be able to face him. Not after everything he’s done for me. Not after the way he held me this morning, warm and full of love. Not after how he made me feel cherished and loved. 

	 

	I dont want to walk into a place that dragged me further away from the man who still saw the best in me. I can’t keep walking toward the fire and pretending I won’t get burned.

	 

	And I couldn’t do that. Not anymore.

	 

	I walked outside, drying my hair with a towel, and he looked up at me with a gentle expression.

	 

	“Today’s the last day, right? Helping the old man?”

	 

	Hearing those words from his mouth hit me sharp. So casually spoken, so innocent. He was still trusting me. All these days, he’d believed in me without question. Without doubt. 

	 

	I tried to keep my tone casual as I replied, “Hmm… I don’t think I have to help out anymore.”

	 

	His face lit up instantly with a bright, boyish smile. “Really??”

	 

	I gave a faint nod, keeping my voice low. “He said he’s okay now. Doesn’t need help anymore.”

	 

	“To be honest,” he said, chuckling, “I’m actually pretty surprised and impressed. You managed to stick with it all this time. Honestly, I thought you’d regret it after two days, but not a single complaint from you.”

	 

	I offered a half-smile, trying not to let anything show. “Well… even I’m surprised by a lot of things about myself lately.”

	 

	There was a pause. Something tight pressed against my chest. I didn’t let it stay. I pushed a smile back onto my face and quickly changed the subject.

	 

	“Anyway! It’s a brilliant day, don’t you think? How about we go watch a movie today?”

	 

	He replied with a happy smile, with the thought of spending the evening together. He went back to finish his work, clearly trying to get everything done as quickly as possible.

	 

	By early afternoon, I had completed all the chores. The house was quiet. I collapsed onto the sofa, slightly exhausted. I needed this silence. This peace. A moment to breathe.

	 

	I leaned back, my head sinking into the cushion, eyes shut, face turned toward the ceiling. The emptiness around me should’ve been comforting. But it wasn’t.

	 

	Because inside me, there was noise.

	 

	His voice. Not my husband’s. 

	 

	"You’ll be back. You’ll be begging next time."

	 

	Stop it, I hissed inside my head. Shut up. Shut up.

	 

	But memory is cruel. It doesn’t listen. It kept echoing like a cursed chant again and again.

	 

	And like a sickness, it spread through me—my mind dragging me back to that moment. That humiliating moment.

	 

	His cock. Slapping my ass with an authority.

	 

	His rough fingers grabbing my ass so hard they’d left marks. I could still feel them. I could still hear his breathless laugh, his crude words growled into my ear.

	 

	"This cock belongs right here."

	 

	My breath hitched.

	 

	I raised both hands and covered my face, pressing my palms tight against my cheeks. As if I could hide from myself. As if shame could suffocate arousal.

	 

	But it didn’t. It never did.

	 

	My face burned.

	 

	And between my legs... that horrible, aching tingle. That warmth. The wetness. The slow, traitorous throb of my pussy remembering the way his cock rubbed over my ass. The way he touched me like I wasn’t even a person, just a hole meant to be used.

	 

	I clenched my thighs together. Too late.

	 

	The shame bloomed hot across my chest, but it was no match for what pulsed lower.

	 

	No. Please...

	 

	But the voice returned—smoother this time, filthier. It wasn’t his voice anymore. It was mine. A twisted, corrupted version of myself, whispering filth right into my ear.

	 

	You loved it.

	 

	Don’t lie. You were dripping when he bent you over, or should I say... you bent yourself over knowingly.

	 

	You were moaning when he rubbed that cock against your pussy. Up and down, again and again. He kept rubbing and you kept moaning like a whore.

	 

	You want to feel it again, don’t you?

	 

	You want to spread your legs and let him fuck your married cunt like it belongs to him. You want to bounce on that old cock.

	 

	Just admit it.

	 

	I whimpered under my breath.

	 

	My fingers dug into my face, trying to silence the moan building in my throat. But my pussy... it clenched again. Wet, needy and shameless.

	 

	You’re going to go back. You’ll crawl if you have to. Beg if he makes you. Isn’t that what you want?

	 

	No. No.

	I dont. His smile this morning. His laughter. The way he held me like I mattered.

	 

	Not after that.

	 

	Not after how he kissed my forehead like I was something to treasure.

	 

	Not after how he made me feel loved when I was rotting inside.

	 

	Somebody… please… help me escape from this misery. From this torture.

	 

	Just then... the doorbell rang.

	 

	The doorbell rang snapped me out of my spiraling thoughts.

	 

	My eyes shot open.

	 

	Was it him?

	Did he come to get me? Was he here to make me fulfill the promise I had decided to break?

	 

	My heart started pounding. My breath caught halfway up my throat.

	 

	No... he wouldn’t. Would he?

	 

	I sat up slowly, legs trembling slightly as I stood. Heat pulsing between my thighs again, almost as if my body had recognized the possibility before my mind could catch up. My pussy tingled, subtly but unmistakably, and I hated the way it responded to just the thought of him.

	 

	Is he really going to take me now? While my husband is working? While he’s looking forward to the time we are going to spend together.

	 

	Is he going to take me back to that house, just the two of us... to finish what was left undone?

	 

	I took one step toward the door. Then another. Each one slower than the last, my breathing getting heavier. I had already made my decision. I wasn’t going back there. I had promised myself I’d resist this time.

	 

	I was not giving in to lust again.

	 

	This was just... me checking. I was just checking who came. That’s it.

	 

	It’s not like I was hoping it was him.

	Not like I wanted him to be standing there.

	Not like I wanted him to grab my wrist and lead me back to his house and shut the door behind us.

	 

	I wasn’t hoping for any of that...
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	I opened the door and of course, it wasn’t him. Not that I really thought he’d be bold enough to actually show up and drag me back to his house in the middle of the day. I mean, seriously, what am I even thinking? I should be relieved that it wasn’t him at the door. That’s what a normal, decent woman would feel. 

	 

	Still, a small, shameful part of me...it was curious. It wanted to know what I would’ve done if it actually had been him, asking me to come to his house. Would I have just followed him quietly without a word? Or maybe... pretended to resist a little, just to make it seem like I wasn’t interested, but deep down, every part of me wanted it and liked it.

	 

	Though, it was her, the woman who had moved in last night, standing there with a soft smile and a little plastic bag dangling from her fingers.

	 

	I didn’t even realize how flushed my cheeks were, how heavy and fast my breathing was, all because of those ridiculous and made-up scenarios rampaging inside my head, about him. But she definitely realized. It felt like her eyes were scanning me, quietly reading every little reaction and understanding exactly what was going on. 

	 

	Then she gave a teasing smirk and lifted her eyebrows, as if silently saying, “You naughty girl.”

	 

	“I hope I’m not interrupting anything IMPORTANT,” she said, her tone light but covered with a teasing edge.

	 

	I quickly steadied myself and returned the smile. “Not at all. You’re not disturbing anything.”

	 

	Her eyes flicked over my face for a second, “Mm, you just looked a little... caught up in something,” she said with a small grin, like she was hinting at something but keeping it playful. “Anyway, I thought I’d drop by properly. We didn’t really have a proper conversation last night.”

	 

	“Of course. Please, come in,” I said, stepping aside as she walked in.

	 

	She looked around briefly and turned back toward me. “It’s nice to meet someone close to my age around here. This neighborbood is very... creepily quiet.

	 

	I laughed softly. “Yeah, this neighborhood’s a bit... quiet that way.”

	 

	She sat on the couch, and I brought out some tea with a small plate of cookies. The air was calm, just the quiet clink of cups. We properly introduced ourselves. Her name was Lina.

	 

	Now that I was seeing her up close, I couldn’t help but notice just how beautiful she really was. 

	 

	She took a sip of tea, her expression shifting into something more thoughtful. “I don’t know if I’m just overthinking it,” she said, her voice dropping slightly, “but the people I’ve run into here… aside from one neighbor, everyone’s felt kind of weird and creepy. 

	 

	I looked at her carefully.

	 

	“Just now, while I was walking here,” she added, her tone firmer, “a couple of men on the street didn’t even pretend to be subtle. They were staring so shamelessly, like they were invisible.”

	 

	I wasn’t surprised. That sounded all too familiar.

	 

	I offered a polite nod and replied gently, “I hope it didn’t make you too uncomfortable.”

	 

	She let out a short chuckle, brushing her fingers through a strand of hair. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ve learned not to let things like that bother me. I mean… you can’t really control how others look at you, right? You just have to develop a thick skin.”

	 

	Her words felt like an advise.

	 

	She actually seemed happy by the attention. She leaned back slightly, her eyes glinting with that same teasing confidence.

	 

	She didn’t seem like someone who shrunk herself to avoid attention. And I couldn’t help but admire her confidence.

	 

	“Honestly, all that staring… it just makes me admire myself a little more,” she said with a smile. “I mean, am I wrong?”

	 

	I blinked, caught slightly off guard by her tone. She gave a light laugh and looked at me, eyes narrowing with mock curiosity.

	 

	“So, how have you settled in so far?” she asked, dragging the words slightly, like she was expecting a juicy story to tumble out. “With all these weirdos lurking around… I’m sure it’s the same for you, isn’t it?” She winked.

	 

	I let out a soft breath, then nodded. “Yeah… you’re right. The people here are definitely a bit shameless and the best thing to do is just avoid and ignore them.”

	 

	Lina grinned, swirling her tea lazily before giving me a glance “Sure, ignoring works… if you’ve got nothing better to do. But if you’re bored? Trust me, it’s way more fun to play along than to pretend you don’t notice.”

	 

	I replied, a bit startled, "Ho-How can you even say something like that?"

	 

	She tilted her head, eyes glinting with amusement as she sipped her tea. "Aww, look at you, getting all flustered." Her smile curved with a teasing edge. "That innocent reaction… it's adorable, really."

	 

	I opened my mouth to say something, but she laughed softly before I could. “Relax, I’m just messing with you. Don’t tell me you’ve never had a friend like me before.”

	 

	My reaction felt hypocritical. Acting all startled over a harmless statement... when just yesterday, I was on the verge of being fucked by an old man. My heart skipped at the memory, a shiver crawling down my spine. The way I reacted now felt  laughable, like I was still pretending to be the same innocent woman I used to be. 

	 

	We continued chatting, and her energy was infectious. She spoke freely, playfully, almost like we had known each other for more than just a few minutes.

	 

	“Don’t be so stiff,” she said after a sip of tea, nudging my knee lightly with hers. “You’ve got to enjoy yourself a little. You know, you get old quick, and I’m pretty sure one day you’ll miss those stares.”

	 

	My eyes widened. I felt my cheeks heat up almost immediately.

	 

	“N-no! No way… what are you even saying,” I mumbled, covering my mouth slightly, half-laughing, half-horrified.

	 

	Lina burst into a laugh, waving her hand as if to brush off my embarrassment. “Relax, its just a joke. Come on, loosen up a little. It’s just us girls here. You don’t have to be so shy with me.”

	 

	Her voice had a softness underneath the teasing. Not mocking but more like she was luring something buried inside me to come out and breathe.

	 

	“I guess I’ll have to teach you how to be yourself again,” she added with a small wink. “Don’t worry… I have a feeling we’ll get along really well.”

	 

	Despite her cheeky personality, she was actually really charming and fun. She kept pulling my leg like we were old best friends, poking fun at little things.

	 

	And I… found myself laughing genuinely. Maybe a little flustered, but still, it felt oddly nice. 

	 

	A few more minutes passed with us laughing like we had known each other for years. She kept teasing me in that playful, cheeky way of hers, and I couldn’t help but tease her back. It felt strange how quickly I had loosened up, how easily I was smiling and laughing with her. Lina mentioned I should drop by her place whenever I was free or just bored, and added that she would do the same. I told her I would, and I actually meant it. For someone I had just properly met today, she already felt oddly familiar.

	 

	Not long after, my husband walked in. He caught sight of us on the couch and threw in one of his usual cheeky comments as he joined the conversation. The three of us chatted for a bit, and the energy stayed light and playful. I felt surprisingly at ease, like I could breathe freely.

	 

	Eventually, Lina stood up, and said she had to get going. We walked her to the door, exchanged smiles, and said our goodbyes. 

	 

	For the first time in days, I felt calm. It was refreshing. This conversation, her presence, it was something I didn’t know I had been craving. Maybe, it was because she was a woman that made it better. Regardless, it was much needed.

	 

	It was late afternoon when I stepped out of the shower and began getting ready for the movie. I kept it simple. A soft, flowy dress, light makeup, and the earrings he always said looked best on me. I stared at myself in the mirror, admiring myself. Adjusting my hair with a smile.

	 

	He walked in a moment later and placed his hand on my waist. The warmth in his voice was enough to make my heart flutter.

	 

	“You look amazing.”

	 

	I blinked, caught off guard, then smiled. His gaze stuck on me with a warm smile, and I could feel the weight of something soft between us, like a forgotten comfort trying to return. I touched his hand briefly.

	 

	We headed out. I held onto his arm, and he seemed a little surprised by that. Maybe I was too. The sun was setting, and the streets were filled with that lazy golden light. We walked together, but my thoughts weren’t entirely beside him.

	 

	I couldn’t help but notice them. The eyes—shameless as ever. I felt them sliding up and down my body.

	 

	I don’t know why. Maybe it was Lina. Maybe what she said did stuck with me. These stares made her admire herself more. So, why can’t I do the same? She found positive’s even in negatives’s and I need to start doing the same.

	 

	The movie was sweet. It made me tear up a little, just a little. I swear I didn’t cry that much, though he still found a way to tease me. But honestly, I didn’t mind. His teasing was his way of showing love.

	 

	We ended up at my favorite restaurant, and the food was perfect. We laughed, stole bites off each other’s plates, and for once, everything felt light. I pushed all the heavy thoughts aside and just let myself enjoy being with him. Though he did creep me out and made me worry, by laughing like a maniac out of nowhere.

	 

	 

	By the time we got home, we were tired but in a good way. Warm, full, and happy. It had been a long time since I felt that. And hopefully, days like this will come more often.
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	you will be the one begging next time. 

	 

	…Hnng..? 

	 

	You will be the one begging next time. 

	 

	Wh-What…

	 

	YOU WILL BE THE ONE BEGGING NEXT TIME. 

	 

	Th-This voic… It's hi… 

	 

	YOU WILL BE THE ONE BEGGING NEXT TIME. 

	 

	My eyes shot open like lightning cracking through a blackout—

	 SSSSHHHHHNNNNNNNNNNNNGGG

	 

	“H-huff… huff… huff…”

	 

	A loud, piercing hum filled my head, like static behind my skull. Everything was blurred. My breathing was heavy like I'd been pulled from underwater. The air was thick, strange, the scent familiar. My eyes staring ahead in a dim area.

	 

	This… What is this? 

	 

	The tiles felt cold beneath my knees. My palms pressed against the floor, my body angled awkwardly. I blinked, confused, trying to understand what I was doing here. This room was familiar. 

	 

	I slowly turned my head to the left, the door—it was closed. 

	 

	No.

	 

	This room…

	 

	A sudden chill went down my spine. Everything started to make sense. 

	 

	Then I heard it. That voice. Cruel in the way it curled around every syllable.

	 

	“Look at you… dripping like a broken faucet.”

	 

	The words slammed into me, ripping through my confusion and replacing it with something raw. I turned my head, just enough to see over my shoulder.

	 

	My skirt… lifted up over my hips. I could feel my panties pulled aside as the cold air kissed both my holes, completely exposed, twitching, wet, open. My pussy was leaking, the mess trickling down my thighs. And behind me… he was there. The old man. His rough hands on my ass, fingers spreading and stretching me apart like trying to see what’s inside them. His cock rested heavy on my pussy, throbbing against my pussy lips, making my womb tingle.

	 

	He chuckled behind me, low and pleased. “You came here to clean, didn’t you? But look at this filthy cunt. You’re making a bigger mess.”

	 

	He started smacking his cock against my soaked cunt. A strong, wet pat… pat… pat… echoing through the tiled room. Each slap made me flinch, not in pain, but in shameful desire. He was playing with it, dragging the head through the mess, then slapping it against my swollen folds like it was nothing more than a toy.

	 

	He grunted behind me, amused. “Just listen to this,” he said, slapping his cock harder now. Pat… pat… splat. “So fucking wet already. And I haven’t even stuck it in yet.”

	 

	I tried to buried my face into my arms, but he leaned closer, still rubbing his cock up and down my slit.

	 

	“Your husband ever made you drip like this?” he asked. This hole right here…” He gave my cunt a rough smack with his palm, making my whole body jolt. “This was made for something mean. Something real.”

	 

	I whimpered into my arm, but I didn’t move. I didn’t stop him. My legs trembled, my thighs spreading even more.

	 

	He gripped my soaked pussy even harder, his rough fingers digging into my flesh, making me whimper and moan without control. Every squeeze sent a jolt through me, my body trembling as the pain only made the pleasure sharper.

	 

	Then, a loud smack cracked through the bathroom.

	 

	I jolted forward, arms buckling under me, ass stinging from the sudden blow. My breath hitched, a helpless moan escaping my lips before I could stop it.

	 

	“That's it,” he muttered, voice low and rough. “Make them sounds. Nothing sweeter than a bitch who whines when her ass gets what it deserves.”

	 

	Another smack, harder. My ass twitched. My pussy clenched around nothing. The pain bloomed hot and fast, but it only made the heat inside me worse. My face flushed, shame burning through my skin.

	 

	“Goddamn,” he muttered, grabbing my ass and spreading it wide. “Look at this. How filthy. Your husband sees this every day and still don’t know what to do with it. What a waste.”

	 

	He leaned in, spitting on his cock, then spreading it across my soaked pussy.

	 

	“Bet he spends his whole time trying to make love and whisper’s sweet things. Meanwhile, this cunt right here’s screaming for filth. Ain’t that right?”

	 

	Another slap. 

	 

	This is what happens when a good-for-nothing husband lets his wife come clean an old man’s house. You end up like this. Bent over. Cunt twitching like it’s got a heartbeat.”

	 

	I squeezed my eyes shut, but the sting from the smacks made my thighs tremble. My mouth hung open. I didn’t say a word. I Couldn’t. My whole body was wound tight, responding to every dirty thing he said with deeper need.

	 

	“You’re wasted on that man,” he growled. “Probably still thinks you’re innocent. Meanwhile, here you are. Dripping on my tiles. Leaving a mess I have to clean with my cock.”

	 

	“I should bring that husband of yours in here. Make him sit down and watch. Bet he’d cry. Bet he’d beg me not to ruin his lovely wife.”

	 

	Another slap, and I moaned again—sharp, sudden, ashamed.

	 

	“But it’s too late for that, ain’t it? You were made for this. This hole was wasted on bedtime kisses and soft little nothings. You were built to take dick. My dick.”

	 

	He leaned in close, his cock grinding along my folds.

	 

	“I’ll show him what this pussy really sounds like when it’s used right.”

	 

	“Now, stop hiding that face,” he growled behind me. “Come here. Let me see that face which is hiding behind that innocent housewife mask.”

	 

	Before I could react, his hand fisted my hair and pulled my head back. I gasped, a sharp moan slipping out as I was forced to turn toward him. My mouth hung open, a thin line of drool trailing down my lip. My eyes were swirling, heavy with pleasure and heat, unfocused like I was drunk on him.

	 

	He looked down at me, grinning. “Look at you… absolutely pathetic. And I’ve barely even started.”

	 

	I whimpered as he lowered his cock, the thick tip brushing against my dripping entrance.

	 

	“You want this?” he muttered, pressing just the head inside. It stretched me just slightly, enough to make me twitch, then he stopped. “Then show me. Go on. You know what to do.”

	 

	He didn’t move. Just stood there.

	 

	I trembled. Every nerve screamed for more. My thighs shook as I hesitated, breath shaky and uneven. Then I slowly pushed back, easing my ass against him, taking him in inch by inch, the stretch making me whimper softly.

	 

	“That’s it,” he said, slapping my ass hard. I whimpered again, the sound coming from deep in my throat. “Such a good girl now, huh? So eager to take what doesn’t belong to you.”

	 

	I moaned louder, helpless, my body trembling.

	 

	Then he growled, pushing just a little deeper, just enough to make me feel that burning stretch—and stopped again.

	 

	“Beg for it,” he whispered. 

	 

	“I-I…” I stammered, breath trembling, body frozen with tension.

	 

	“Beg for it,” he growled again, voice gravelly and sharp against my ear.

	 

	He grabbed my hair even harder, pulling it back rough and sudden. My head snapped back, spine arching. My face twisted toward him, exposed and helpless, drool slipping from the corner of my mouth as my eyes met his smirk.

	 

	“I-I wan—”
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	Hoooooonnkkkkkk

	 

	A sharp noise split the air.

	 

	My eyes flew open.

	 

	“H-Haaah…! Haaah…!”

	 

	Chest heaving, heart slamming against my ribs like it was trying to escape. My hair stuck to my forehead with sweat. The room was dark.

	 

	It was pitch-black except for the soft glow of the moonlight.

	 

	I gasped again, sat upright, blinking fast, trying to adjust. The sound that woke me—maybe it was a car passing, a creak in the walls, I didn’t know. My body felt hot. My skin was slick.

	 

	And my pussy was throbbing.

	 

	I grabbed the bedsheet with one hand, the other pressed between my thighs as I sat there, stunned, trying to remember where I was. My mouth was dry.

	 

	I turned toward him, he was asleep peacefully. 

	 

	It was just a dream.

	 

	Thank God.

	 

	I let out a shaky breath and wiped the sweat from my brow with the back of my hand. I was still in our bedroom. The ceiling fan was spinning slow and steady. The window was slightly open, letting in a cool breeze.

	 

	He wasn’t here. The old man wasn’t here.

	 

	I should be relieved that it was just a dream, but the heat between my legs were telling a different story. Sticky and wrong. I shifted my hips, and I felt it. The mess. That slick, wet cling beneath my panties, making them stick to my folds like glue.

	 

	Oh God.

	 

	I swallowed hard and reached down, hesitating. My fingers brushed over the thin cotton. It was soaked. My breath hitched. I pulled my hand away immediately, heart thudding with a cocktail of disgust and... disappointment.

	 

	It was just a dream.

	 

	Thank God.

	 

	But...

	 

	No. I shouldn’t.

	 

	I had to clean up. That’s all. Just clean up.

	 

	I slipped out from under the blanket, tiptoeing through the dark, the wetness between my legs a humiliating reminder of what my body had done on its own. In the bathroom, I flipped on the light, squinting at the sudden brightness.

	 

	My reflection looked flushed. My skin glowed with sweat. My eyes were glassy, dazed. My thighs were glistening. The crotch of my panties clung to my pussy lips, completely soaked through. A thin thread of slick clung between the fabric and my skin.

	 

	I stared at the mess. My breath trembled.

	 

	This… this wasn’t normal.

	 

	It was just a dream. It didn’t happen. But the ache wouldn’t leave. My pussy pulsed softly. like begging me to relieve her. I tried to ignore it. I grabbed a towel. I’d clean, then go back to bed. That was the plan.

	 

	Damn it…

	 

	I shut my eyes tight.

	 

	No. Don’t.

	 

	But I was already leaning back against the bathroom wall, the towel falling from my hand. My fingers hovered for a moment… then slowly slipped down inside my cunt. The wetness was still there, still warm. Still begging.

	 

	I sighed, a shaky, pathetic sound. I told myself it was just to relieve the pressure. Just to quiet the ache. Just to sleep.

	 

	God… How low can I get?

	 

	My fingers started moving. Slow little circles at first, lazy and teasing, like I was testing myself. But that dream came roaring back—me on all fours, his cock resting on my pussy, humiliating me.

	 

	“Oh god,” I whimpered, biting my lip. “I-I wanted it…”

	 

	I felt my other hand sliding up under my shirt, fingers tweaking my nipple, already stiff and aching.

	 

	“You’re disgusting,” I hissed to myself. “You woke up this wet from dreaming about someone else’s cock… some filthy old man’s cock…”

	 

	I moaned, louder. My thighs were trembling.

	“You were begging for it… bouncing back on him like a desperate slut. How pathetic and shameless.”

	 

	I rubbed faster, harder, the wet sounds of my fingers against my cunt filling the small bathroom. I didn’t care anymore. I needed it.

	 

	“He’s not even your husband… and you… shame on you. You didn’t care. You fucking wanted to get used like a cumrag…”

	 

	I gasped, hips jerking up into my palm.

	 

	“Wanted to get destroyed…”

	 

	I was close. So close. My back arched. My toes curled against the tile.

	 

	“You don’t deserve your husband,” I panted. 

	My fingers wouldn’t stop.

	 

	The old man’s voice kept echoing in my head. That low growl in my ear. Mocking and humiliating.

	 

	“Mnn... dirty little thing,” I whispered under my breath, “I was gonna take it... I wanted him to... I wanted it so bad…”

	 

	I bit my lip, back arching slightly as I rubbed harder, eyes half-closed, hips lifting from the toilet lid I’d sat on.

	 

	Knock knock.

	 

	My breath caught. I froze, eyes flying open, heart slamming against my ribs.

	 

	Shit.

	 

	“Hey… everything okay in there, honey?” His voice was muffled through the door, calm, warm—but it made my skin crawl with panic.

	 

	I swallowed hard, blinking rapidly, hand still hovering on my soaked pussy.

	 

	No. No, no, no.

	 

	Did he hear me?? No way, Was I saying it out loud?? Shit.

	 

	He was right outside. I felt my cheeks burn. I should’ve felt horrified. And I did—partly.

	 

	But another part of me… throbbed.

	 

	He was worried. He thought I was sick or hurting. Meanwhile I was here with my legs spread, panting into my palm, soaked from a dream about being fucked by another man. And something about that contrast made me throb even harder. The guilt, the secret, the filthy ache.

	 

	I had to answer. Fast.

	 

	“O-of course,” I called out, forcing my voice to sound lighter than it was. My throat felt dry. “I’m fine. I am really sorry. I hope I didn’t make you worry. I’m sure you got worried not seeing me in bed.”

	 

	There was a pause.

	 

	“Yeah, kind of,” he said after a beat. “I woke up and you weren’t there. Thought I heard something weird, like… faint noises or something. Just wanted to check in.”

	 

	I swallowed again, forcing a breath into my lungs. My heart still hadn’t slowed. “Oh… that? Just my stomach. It started acting up. I was cursing a little, probably what you heard.”

	 

	My voice sounded fake even to me, but I hoped it passed.

	 

	“Right,” he said slowly. I could hear the doubt behind it. “That makes sense.”

	 

	I winced and added quickly, “Don’t worry. I’ll be out in a few minutes. You go back to bed.”

	 

	“I’ll leave the medicine on the table, okay? Just in case. You should take something.”

	 

	His kindness made it worse.

	 

	“Thank you so much,” I said softly, meaning every word but also hating myself a little more. “And don’t worry about me, I’ll be okay. You better not disturb your sleep any longer because of me.”

	 

	I waited. Silence followed. I didn’t dare move. I just sat there, panties pushed to the side, the evidence of my shame still slick on my fingers. Then I heard it—soft footsteps walking away.

	 

	My body trembled again, but not from guilt.

	 

	That… that rush.

	 

	The knowledge that I was still wet for someone else, while my husband stood right outside the door worried, loving, trying to help twisted something darker coil inside me. Like some hidden, filthy part of me was being pulled further into the mess I couldn’t seem to crawl out of.

	 

	I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror, looking absolutely...

	 

	I swallowed hard.

	 

	No. I don’t need this.

	 

	I don’t need to do this.

	 

	My fingers twitched.

	 

	One touch. Just one.

	 

	I could already feel the relief it would bring. That delicious rush. The fantasy of being pinned, used, stretched wide. His cock buried deep inside me, forcing filthy words out of my mouth.

	 

	My thighs clenched.

	 

	I squeezed my eyes shut and backed away from the mirror.

	 

	“No,” I whispered, half to myself, half in desperation. “You don’t need this. You can stop. You’re not… that weak.”

	 

	I am not weak.

	 

	No… Alright, I accept that I am weak. I did't know there was a side of me this disappointing.

	 

	But at this point, stopping myself from masturbating would be no less than an achievement.

	 

	It would be a huge boost to my confidence. A step towards my better future.

	 

	My fingers hovered again, betraying me. My body begged.

	 

	But I forced a step back.

	 

	“You don’t need to do this,” I whispered again, stronger this time. “You can walk away. You can clean up, change, go back to bed. It’s just a dream. You’re in control.”

	 

	My legs trembled. My body didn’t believe me. But I kept saying it anyway.

	 

	You’re in control. You don’t need this. You’re better than this.

	 

	I grabbed a tissue and wiped the slickness away in silence, the cold paper brushing against my tender skin. It wasn’t satisfying. It wasn’t enough. But it had to be.

	 

	I dropped the tissue in the bin, reached for a fresh pair of panties, and slipped them on with shaking hands. Loose shorts followed. I washed my hands without looking at the mirror again.

	 

	When I stepped out of the bathroom, the hallway was still. No sound but the ticking of the distant clock.

	 

	I walked back into the bedroom slowly, quietly, easing into the bed beside my husband. I listened to his breathing—deep, steady, unaware.

	 

	I pulled the blanket up and faced the wall, pressing my thighs together to dull the pulse still burning low in my belly.

	 

	I didn’t need to touch myself.

	 

	I didn’t need to finish.

	 

	I can overcome this.

	 

	I took a breath, firm and slow.

	 

	I could fight this.

	 

	I had to.
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	The next morning arrived like any other, soft sunlight piercing through the curtains as I stood in the kitchen, stirring the creamy mixture on the stove. I’d decided to make mac and cheese which is one of his favorite’s. A simple dish, but the way his face lights up with that first bite always makes it worth it. I didn’t even have to call him. I knew the smell alone would bring him here.

	 

	And it did.

	 

	His footsteps echoed down the hallway just as I added the final layer of cheese, and there he was, with that sleepy smile and eager eyes like a boy chasing his favorite treat. It always made me feel warm, the way he appreciated these little things. He sat at the table, murmuring his usual compliments between bites, eyes closing slightly as if savoring each mouthful.

	 

	I watched him quietly, silently sipping my tea. He looked content, so easily pleased by comfort food and a quiet morning. Just seeing him satisfied made my efforts worthwhile.

	 

	He finished quickly, thanked me and went to bathe. 

	 

	The shower was still running. He always took his sweet time in there. Just like every other morning: wake up, eat breakfast, take a long shower, then disappear into his workroom. His schedule was so predictable, I could practically set a clock to it.

	 

	By 11 a.m., I’d already wrapped up most of my chores: Dishes, quick sweep, laundry running. Nothing much left to do. 

	 

	I sat at the edge of the sofa for a moment, staring blankly at the wall. It was quiet. And I... didn’t like it.

	 

	Back when I used to go to the old man’s house, Time didn’t drag like this. I’d head over, help him with cleaning or odd little tasks... and, well, sometimes things got a little... out of hand.

	 

	I bit my lip, it wasn’t like I meant to think about those moments, but they came back anyway. Those fun, silent games. How I’d pretend not to notice to his advances, his words.

	 

	I felt a tingle in my stomach, remembering about those moments.

	 

	It’s not like I miss him. But... ever since I stopped going over there, a part of me feels bored. I’ve got more time to myself than I know what to do with... 

	 

	“…Maybe I’ll visit Lina,” I murmured.

	Yeah. This is better.

	 

	She’s fun to be around. Easy to talk to. Slightly cheeky and maybe bold with her words. But maybe that’s exactly what I like about her. 

	 

	It’s better than sitting around the house letting my thoughts drift where they shouldn’t.

	 

	I stood up, straightened out my skirt. A short walk wouldn’t hurt.

	 

	And besides… wasting a little time with Lina sounds a lot safer than remembering how I used to waste my time with him.

	 

	I stepped outside and started walking toward Lina’s house. The air felt nice and calm... until I turned the corner.

	 

	It was her.

	 

	Lina.

	 

	But she wasn’t alone.

	 

	She was standing by the gate, smiling, laughing… with him. That young neighbor. The cocky one.

	 

	My steps slowed.

	 

	What? Why the hell is she talking to him?

	 

	He stood there with one hand in his pocket, smiling and talking with a smile on his face.

	 

	And she was smiling as well. Like, two friendly neighbor's having a morning chat. 

	 

	She might not see it yet, but I know very well what kind of guy he is. She doesn't know this bastard peeks at a married woman when she bathes.

	 

	Though honestly, I don’t really have the right to curse him. Because regardless of how shameless he is... I am just as shameless. 

	 

	Maybe... he is hitting on her? Was she stuck, trying to be polite, waiting for a moment to slip away? Should I go over there and pull her out of it?

	 

	Or Is this something else?

	 

	Maybe... maybe it's nothing. Just a normal chat. Maybe there is some part of him that's actually decent, with no hidden ulterior motives.

	 

	Lina noticed me. She waved with a soft smile, like everything was perfectly normal.

	 

	“Oh! There you are,” she called out. “I was just about to head to your place.”

	 

	Her voice was calm and friendly. Not nervous. Just her usual warm, easygoing self. The young neighbor turned too, offering me a small nod and a polite smile.

	 

	“Good morning,” he said smoothly. His tone respectful and polite.

	 

	I greeted him back with a casual “Good morning,” trying to keep my voice light. Nothing overly friendly, but not cold either. Just… normal.

	 

	Lina smiled between us. “I don’t think I need to introduce you two. You must already know each other, right?”

	 

	Before I could say anything, he spoke first. “Of course.”

	His eyes were on me when he said it, with a smile. Like those words were actually true.

	 

	I gave a quick nod. “Y-Yeah.”

	 

	I didn’t want to say “not really” after his “Ofcourse” and risk Lina raising an eyebrow or teasing me about it later. Knowing her, she'd pick up on it in a heartbeat. Sometimes it's just safer to play along.

	 

	Then Lina clapped her hands softly and said, “Oh right! Didn’t I mention yesterday about finding one decent neighbor?”

	She turned toward him with a grin. “I was talking about him.”

	 

	My eyes flicked to him again.

	 

	Decent?

	 

	Him?

	 

	Those words didn’t sit right. Not at all.

	 

	He stood there with that same innocent expression—gentle smile, relaxed shoulders, polite posture. Like someone you’d never second guess. Like someone your husband would trust. Someone your friend might call safe.

	 

	But I knew better. Or at least, I thought I did.

	 

	Still… decent?

	 

	I wasn’t sure if Lina really couldn’t see it, or if she was just ignoring it. Maybe she thought he was harmless. Maybe she just had a good impression of him.

	 

	And looking at him now, so calm, so respectful, it was hard to say otherwise.

	Maybe… he did have a decent side.

	Maybe I’d misread him. Or maybe he just knew how to play the game better than most.

	 

	I wasn’t convinced. Not fully.

	But still…

	 

	Maybe he deserved the benefit of the doubt.

	At least for now.

	 

	Lina held my fingers gently. “It’s nice that you’re already here.”

	She turned to him with a smirk, then looked at me. “Now you’ve saved me the trouble of bringing you here.”

	 

	Her eyes sparkled with something… playful and  mischievous.

	 

	Then she added, “So let’s start.”

	 

	“Start? Start what?”

	I blinked, looking between the two of them.

	 

	He didn’t even ask for clarification. He just smiled and said, “Sure. Follow me.”

	 

	What?

	 

	Before I could say a word, Lina grabbed my arm firmly. Like I didn’t really have a say in the matter.

	 

	“U-uhm, Lina… what are you doing?” I asked, my steps stuttering as she pulled me along.

	 

	She looked over her shoulder, eyes dancing.

	 

	“Don’t worry. Just trust me.”

	 

	There was something about the way she said it. A hint of mischief under that cheerful voice. Not suspicious… just enough to make my stomach flutter a little.

	 

	I glanced back at him. He was walking ahead quietly.

	 

	What’s going on?

	 

	Lina didn’t give me the chance to resist. Her grip stayed firm, and I found myself being led straight toward his house. Not hers. His.

	 

	I felt my chest tighten.

	 

	Why his house?

	 

	I swallowed.

	 

	What could possibly be in his house? Something worth Lina dragging me here without explaining?

	 

	She seemed so casual about it, like this was all perfectly normal.

	 

	And now I was curious too.

	 

	Inside the house, I was little surprised. The house wasn’t what I expected.

	 

	I thought it would be messy… maybe like the old man’s place. A little unkempt, filled with the kind of clutter that made sense for a man living alone. But this? It was surprisingly clean. Not spotless, but well-kept. Lived in, but neat.

	 

	We stepped inside, and after exchanging a few polite words, we found ourselves heading straight toward the kitchen.

	 

	Kitchen?

	 

	My brows raised together. I turned to Lina, my voice dipping with confusion.

	“Uhm… Lina? This is what you were so excited about? The kitchen?”

	 

	She grinned at me playfully, like she was waiting for me to ask.

	“Okay, okay. Let me explain.”

	 

	She leaned a little closer, dropping her voice slightly like we were sharing a secret.

	“Apparently, he’s a great cook. Yesterday, when we were chatting, he mentioned it casually—said he’s actually really good at it. I’ve always wanted to take cooking lessons, so I figured… why not?”

	 

	I blinked. “So… why bring me along?”

	 

	She gave me a cheeky smirk, that glint in her eyes unmistakable.

	“Oh please, you want a married woman to go to a young guy’s house alone?” She nudged me gently with her elbow. “Maybe I would have, if I wasn’t married… but things are different now.”

	 

	I didn’t say anything, just stared at her. That teasing little smile was still on her face.

	 

	“And hey,” she added, “not like you won’t enjoy it. I thought we could both learn a few things. See if he’s all talk or actually knows what he’s doing.”

	 

	I let out a soft breath, unsure. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt.

	 

	He glanced between us, clearly picking up the shift in tone.

	 

	“Alright, ladies,” he said,  that familiar cocky smile tugging at his lips. “Let’s get to it. I’ll make you a quick, tasty dish—something you’ve probably never had before. Let me know what you think of my cooking… who knows, maybe you’ll both end up wanting cooking lessons.”

	 

	He moved to the stove with an ease that caught me off guard. Confident, measured, not at all like he was just showing off. Ingredients came out, the pan sizzled, and the smell hit the air—warm, buttery, with something spicy teasing my nose.

	 

	Lina and I exchanged a surprised glance as we sat by the counter. I wasn’t expecting much, honestly. I thought he was just talking big. But the way he moved, the way he handled everything—it was clear this wasn’t some random hobby.

	 

	And then he plated it. Simple, nothing too flashy. But the moment I took the first bite, my eyes widened slightly.

	 

	It was good.

	 

	Really good.

	 

	Rich flavor, soft texture, a perfect blend of seasoning. Way beyond anything I expected.

	 

	Even Lina blinked, nodding as she took another bite. “Okay… okay, wow. This is actually amazing.”

	 

	He just gave a smug shrug like he knew all along.

	 

	Lina wiped her lips and grinned at him. “Sign us in. From tomorrow onwards, we’ll be here on time.”

	 

	I opened my mouth, unsure. “Uh-uhm, I’m not sure—”

	 

	But she cut me off before I could finish, standing and grabbing my wrist again. “Alright, we’ll head back now,” she announced cheerfully, already dragging me toward the door.

	 

	Once outside, I turned to her. “Lina, what are you doing?”

	 

	She looked at me with an exaggerated pout. “You think I’m gonna take cooking lessons alone? Come on, please help me out.”

	 

	I paused, brushing my fingers together while glancing back toward the door. It’s true—he really did seem like a great cook. And honestly, it wouldn’t hurt to learn something new. 

	 

	I sighed. “Alright. I guess.”

	 

	Lina lit up with a smile, slipping her arm around mine. “That’s the spirit.”

	 

	I let her pull me along again. 

	 

	Cooking lessons, huh?

	 

	I just hoped that was all I’d be learning there.
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	We walked side by side, the buzz of the earlier cooking session still hanging in the air.

	 

	"So," Lina said, tone annoyingly casual, "you gonna tell me why you were acting like a high school girl who just walked into the boys' locker room?"

	 

	I blinked. "What do you mean?"

	 

	She turned her head toward me with a dramatic sigh. "Don't play dumb. You barely said two words in there. Avoided eye contact with him like it was contagious. You were acting weird. I thought you were gonna pass out when he asked if the food was okay."

	 

	I felt heat rise up my neck. Shit. Did I make it that obvious?

	 

	"I was just… shy," I replied quickly, trying to sound casual. "I get little awkward, that is all."

	 

	"Oh, I see," she grinned. "Is that why you kept fiddling with your hands and staring at the counter the whole time, lost in some wonderland?"

	 

	"I wasn't—" I started, but she raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying it.

	 

	"Hm," she tapped her chin. "I'm starting to think there's something you're not telling me. A little neighborhood secret? Maybe a tiny crush?"

	 

	"Lina!" I gave her a wide-eyed look. "Stop it. Don't say weird things like that."

	 

	She burst out laughing. "Oh my god, look at your face! You're actually blushing. This is gold."

	 

	"I'm not blushing."

	 

	"Right. And I'm a nun." She smirked. "I mean… I did think you two had a bit of a vibe. Nothing big. Just—something."

	 

	"There's no vibe," I muttered.

	 

	She grinned and gave a sly tilt of her head. "Suuure."

	 

	I sighed and looked away. "You're being ridiculous."

	 

	"Maybe. Or maybe I've just got good eyes." She leaned in a little. "Anyway, I didn't know you had that side. Kinda cute, honestly."

	 

	I gave her a weak glare. "Seriously, cut it out."

	 

	She chuckled, clearly enjoying herself far too much. "Alright, alright, I'll stop... for now."

	 

	We walked the rest of the way with her still grinning beside me, like she'd uncovered some juicy little secret—even if there wasn't one.

	 

	Right?

	 

	Just as we reached the corner where our paths split, Lina suddenly stopped and blurted out, "Oh shit! Look at me, forgetting the most important thing."

	 

	She quickly started rummaging through her purse. "Thank god I remembered," she added with a grin, like she was about to pull out something secret or special.

	 

	She handed me a small plastic bag, casually pressing it into my hands.

	 

	"Here," she said with a wink. "Some sweets I bought earlier. Don't even think about saying no."

	 

	I blinked, a little surprised. "Oh—thanks. You didn't have to."

	 

	"Also, Remember—be on time tomorrow," she added, wagging a playful finger. "If you're late, I'll come get you myself."

	 

	I gave lina a totally dramatic and exhausted look on purpose, like the kind you give your friend when something's happening against your will and you have no choice but to say yes. That playful, exaggerated expression. 

	 

	She let out a light laugh before heading inside. 

	 

	I turned as well and stepped inside the house and found him waiting, a hint of concern on his face that eased as soon as our eyes met. I apologized softly, explaining I'd been at Lina's and lost track of time.

	 

	He didn't make a fuss, just gave me that easy smile and teased me about how well Lina and I were getting along. I smiled back, said I'd get lunch ready, but he just chuckled and asked me to take my time.

	 

	I could feel him easing last few days. The flicker of doubts were nowhere to be seen in his eyes. It... made me feel good. 

	 

	The rest of the day passed quickly, filled with the usual routines—cleaning up after lunch, folding clothes, sorting things around the house. Nothing out of the ordinary. And yet… something felt different.

	 

	I noticed it in small moments.

	 

	Like when I bent down to pick up the laundry basket—there was a sudden, shameful tingle between my legs and how I found myself looking back quickly, wondering if anyone is standing behind me. Or when I leaned over to reach something in the back of a cabinet, and my breath caught for no real reason.

	 

	It wasn't just once or twice.

	 

	It kept happening.

	 

	My body felt warmer than usual, more sensitive. Things that never used to register now sparked the smallest, inappropriate reactions. I hated to admit it—even to myself—but it felt like some switch had been flipped.

	 

	And I was trying to ignore it. Trying to focus on anything else. Every time I pushed it down, it returned stronger.

	 

	I didn't want this. I was trying, really trying not to feed that side of me.

	 

	But it was getting harder to control.

	 

	It was next morning already. I quickly finished the chores, knowing I had to head out for the cooking lessons. If I got late, Lina would definitely throw a fit.

	 

	Well, it wasn't just because of her.

	 

	He is a great cook. Sure... there had been a few strange moments between us. Nothing obvious, nothing anyone could call out, but it was there. That undercurrent. That strange, quiet pull.

	 

	And really, I couldn't blame him either. Young blood, full of energy. At his age, it's normal to try and pull stunts like that. Hoping to get under the pants of a married woman.

	 

	And honestly, I think he already did.

	 

	That woman I saw that day on his doorsteps—yeah, she was married.

	 

	...How shameless.

	 

	Him... or that woman?

	 

	I took a deep breath to shake off these thoughts. Whatever. I'll just stay close to Lina and not think too hard.

	 

	That should be enough.

	 

	I informed my husband about heading to lina's place. I couldn't possibly tell him that it was actually the young neighbor next door. It would unnecessarily make him tense, and definitely not when he is starting to relax.

	 

	I walked around normally, trying not to overthink anything. As I neared the gate to the young neighbor's house, I spotted Lina approaching from the other side. She gave me a bright, happy smile, one of those excited ones that made it hard to be tense around her.

	 

	We reached the door together and knocked a few times.

	 

	A moment later, he opened it, greeting us with a polite smile and a small wave, stepping aside to let us in.

	 

	He led us toward the kitchen like before. Lina, as always, took over the conversation—chatting, laughing, throwing in her usual energy while I mostly listened.

	 

	Then he turned to face us, hands casually at his sides. "Alright ladies, today marks our first official cooking lesson. I hope to be a great teacher," he said with a slight grin.

	 

	Lina clapped mockingly like it was some grand event. "Oh we're in good hands, chef," she teased, nudging me lightly with her elbow.

	 

	I gave a small smile, y-yeah. 

	 

	He handed us aprons, tossing one on himself with practiced ease. I took mine, already dreading the next part. I always had a hard time knotting it from behind. With a quiet sigh, I gave Lina a quick side-eye, hoping she'd get the message.

	 

	She smirked immediately and said aloud, "Chef, could you help her out?"

	 

	My eyes widened in disbelief. "Lina…" I whispered, but she just giggled and quickly stepped aside, pretending to busy herself.

	 

	He stepped behind me slowly. "Oh, you want me to help with the apron?" he asked, already catching the loose strings behind me.

	 

	Before I could answer, he pulled the straps back sharply to tighten them. The sudden force pulled me backwards a little, making my back hit against his chest. I froze.

	 

	"Don't move, please," he murmured calmly.

	 

	His fingers worked on the knot behind me. Tight. Tighter than necessary.

	 

	I swallowed as I felt the fabric clinch around my body, wrapped around my curves too tightly. My tits and stomach were both pressed forward by the force, clearly outlined under the apron. I could feel the tension all over again. 

	 

	The outline was embarrassingly clear. My breasts pushed forward, my waist pulled tight, the fabric gripped me in all the wrong places. I could feel every inch of it. He walked off, his footsteps fading toward the counter.

	 

	I stepped over to Lina and leaned in slightly, keeping my voice low. "Can you loosen this a bit?"

	 

	She looked at me, confused. "Loosen what?"

	 

	I gestured vaguely at the apron. "This. Don't you think it looks... weird from the front?"

	 

	She blinked, gave me a quick glance, then smirked. "Nope. Looks fine to me. You're just thinking too much."

	 

	I opened my mouth to protest, but she added with a playful nudge, "Come on. Let's pay attention. He's about to start."

	 

	I gave a small nod, biting the inside of my cheek. Maybe she was right. Maybe I was just overthinking it. But still... it felt a little too snug
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	He asked us to listen up, said he'd quickly walk us through the ingredients and the first dish. I stood still, nodding, trying to focus on his voice. But I could feel it, his eyes—not on me but my body. More than my eyes, I felt it on my chest. Like I was putting up a show to motivate him, to encourage him. Those quick glances…

	 

	Lina said it didn't look weird, the apron. So I tried to believe her. I told myself to stop thinking too much and just listen.

	 

	He explained everything smoothly—what spices went with what, the timing, the cuts—and Lina, as expected, jumped in with her usual questions. I didn't mean to join in, but somehow I found myself asking a few too. He answered them all without missing a beat, with confidence.

	 

	He then handed me some onions and some tomatoes to Lina. I took them without a word and moved to the cutting board, reminding myself again to just focus.

	 

	After giving him the ingredients, he went on explaining the next steps. His instructions were clear, and both Lina and I tried our best to follow along. I kept my head down, focused on cutting and measuring, trying not to think about anything else.

	 

	The kitchen was already getting messy. Vegetable peels, wrappers, and scraps were piling up everywhere. I figured I might as well clean a bit, so I gathered some of the waste into my hands and walked over to the bin in the corner.

	 

	I lifted the lid.

	 

	The stench hit me instantly. My face twisted in disgust. It was strong, sharp, and unmistakable. I blinked hard, trying to process what I was seeing.

	 

	Used condoms. A lot of them. Crammed, sticky, tied up. Some looked newer than others. A few had tissues stuck to them. The sight made my stomach twist, but more than that, my brain couldn't help but started counting them. One, two... five... ten... fifteen...

	 

	What the fuck.

	 

	I froze, still staring, heart thudding in disbelief. Is he an animal? How is it even possible? My brain kept trying to calculate. How many women would that take? Or how many times in a day?

	 

	I didn't even hear him come up behind me.

	 

	"Hmm," he said casually, like we were just chatting about the weather. "I was wondering what's taking you so long. And here you are... completely focused, staring inside the bin?"

	 

	My whole body jolted. I flinched like a guilty child caught red-handed. "Oh. I—I'm sorry. I was just—"

	 

	I quickly tossed the trash in and closed the lid, walking away without finishing the sentence. My face burned, breath quick. I didn't dare look at him.

	 

	"Forty-seven," he said behind me, loud enough that only I could hear it.

	 

	I stopped in my tracks. My spine stiffened. My heart thumped harder.

	 

	He added, casually, like he was just giving a grocery number, "That's from the last two weeks."

	 

	Two weeks?

	 

	What?

	 

	Forty-seven? In fourteen days?

	 

	I didn't respond. My lips stayed sealed. My thoughts weren't even forming complete words anymore. Just messes of panic and confusion. What the hell was I doing counting? Why did I even care?

	 

	He called out again, tone playful, teasing. "How about focusing on cooking? That's what you're here for, right?" A beat passed, and then he added, in a low voice, "Of course, I wouldn't mind if you wanted to focus on something else. I'm always free."

	 

	My skin prickled. His words hit like a shock to my nerves, shooting straight through my legs. I walked faster, heat spreading to my cheeks. What the hell was wrong with me?

	 

	I went back to Lina, head down, lips sealed. I avoided eye contact with her and just started working again. She didn't say anything at first, just glanced my way.

	 

	A moment later, he walked back into the kitchen.

	 

	Lina looked up at him and grinned. "Hmm? Now where are you coming from, Mr. Chef? Is there a private lesson going on I don't know about?"

	 

	I gave her a quick pinch on her arm, hoping to shut her up. She winced and laughed.

	 

	He chuckled too, completely unbothered, like it was just another joke. Like nothing had happened.

	 

	Trying not to let her jokes get out of hand, I forced a smile and said to him, "Please don't mind her. She makes these weird jokes all the time."

	 

	He met my eyes briefly, then said with that same calm voice, "Oh, I absolutely don't mind."

	 

	And I didn't doubt that for a second.

	 

	My thoughts were spiraling, no matter how much I tried to focus. Lina wasn't helping either. She kept making small jokes, teasing me, pulling my leg like always. I forced a few smiles here and there, pretending everything was normal.

	 

	We were almost done with the dish. The kitchen smelled amazing, rich and savory. Even I had to admit, it was turning out much better than I expected. The aroma alone made my mouth water.

	 

	Lina was grinning ear to ear, clearly proud of how it looked. When we finally plated it and took a bite, it was—well, there was only one word. Delicious.

	 

	We devoured it. All three of us. Barely anything was left on the plates.

	 

	He leaned back and said he'd write the recipe down for us. Told us to wait a few minutes.

	 

	We nodded and sat quietly. I stared at the table, but my head wasn't here. It was spinning with that stupid image again. That dustbin. Those condoms. The number he said. Forty-seven. No way that was real. That had to be a joke.

	 

	But… what if it wasn't?

	 

	What if someone actually went through that?

	 

	What kind of woman would be able to take that much? No matter how I looked at it, the idea was insane. And still, the thought wouldn't leave. The bin. The count. The stench. My eyes staring like an idiot while he walked up behind me.

	 

	Lina suddenly elbowed me lightly.

	 

	I blinked and looked at her.

	 

	She smiled. "What do you think? Wasn't I right about him?"

	 

	I didn't answer.

	 

	She leaned closer, still teasing. "So I don't have to beg you to come anymore, right?"

	 

	I gave her a faint smile, not really sure what to say. My stomach felt weird. Not because of the food.

	 

	Something deeper.

	 

	He handed us the recipe sheet.

	 

	"I hope I didn't disappoint you two," he said, eyes flicking between us. "And I hope… you'll both keep coming here."

	 

	Lina grinned, cheerful as ever. "Of course. Don't you worry about that."

	 

	She was already untying her apron, humming to herself, while I was still fumbling with mine. I hadn't even started when he stepped closer.

	 

	"Let me help you with that."

	 

	Before I could respond, he was already behind me. His fingers tugged at the knot. It was too tight. I could feel it as he was clearly struggling a bit to get it loose.

	 

	I stood there, silent, trying not to shift or breathe too hard. My skin felt too aware. Each tug sent a strange flutter through my stomach.

	 

	He didn't say anything. Neither did I.

	 

	Just his hands, at my back, working slowly.

	 

	And for some reason, that small silence was louder than anything Lina could've teased me with.

	 

	Lina noticed the awkward silence and finally stepped in.

	 

	"Here, let me," she said quickly, moving behind me.

	 

	Within seconds, the knot finally came loose. I exhaled, the relief flooding through my chest as the apron slackened. My breasts dropped from the pressure release. I didn't notice before, but my nipples were hard from the pressure. 

	 

	Lina chuckled. "Seems like it didn't want to let you go."

	 

	I shot her a look, flustered, but she just winked.

	 

	We started walking toward the door, chatting casually about how well the dish had turned out. I kept my eyes forward, pretending everything was normal.

	 

	But just as I stepped outside, something made me glance back.

	 

	And there he was.

	 

	Standing, holding my apron—pressed to his face.

	 

	He wasn't smiling. Just staring at me from the corner of his eye, like a madman caught in a moment he didn't care to hide. My eyes were on him but my feet kept moving toward the door.

	 

	That look was hungry, dirty. I turned around immediately, pretending I hadn't seen it. 

	 

	I stepped out quietly. The cooking lesson didn't make me full. If anything… it left me hungrier.
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	We walked out the gate, heading home, and I already knew Lina wasn’t going to let it slide. She turned to me with that damn look—half innocent, half mischief—eyebrows raised, lips curling up like she’d caught something fun.

	 

	"So... where had you been?" she asked, voice light but teasing. "Both of you vanished at the same time. Should I be suspicious?"

	 

	I rolled my eyes. “Come on, Lina...”

	 

	She laughed, bumping her shoulder into mine. "I’m just asking. I mean, you were gone for a while. And when I saw you come back... you looked a little flushed, if you ask me."

	 

	"You are imagining things. I was just throwing trash, that’s it," I muttered.

	 

	But even as I said it, I felt it. My voice didn’t sound firm.

	 

	Lina smirked. "Trash, huh? I mean, its alright if you don’t want to tell me.”

	 

	I gave her a look. "Lina—"

	 

	She cut me off. "Don’t lie. I saw the way he looked at you. His eyes were all over you the whole time."

	 

	"Rea—" I froze, the word slipping out before I even realized it. My mouth shut instantly. 

	 

	Lina smirked, catching it right away. "Oh? Look at you. Getting curious now, aren't you? Want me to tell you more?"

	 

	She raised an eyebrow. "I swear, there was this one moment he was standing behind you, and his hand was... kinda near his crotch. But hey, maybe I misunderstood, who knows..." 

	 

	I stopped in my tracks for a second, heartbeat skipping. My mouth opened, but nothing came out.

	 

	She laughed louder, clearly loving the reaction. "See? Look at your face. You’re all red again."

	 

	"I am not," I mumbled, walking a little faster.

	 

	But she followed right beside me, relentless. "You didn’t deny it, though. Come on, admit it... it felt kinda nice, didn’t it? Having someone else look at you. Someone who’s not your husband."

	 

	My breath hitched. The flutter in my stomach was back. No, not just fluttering—twisting, tightening. And she was right. That was exactly what made it feel so wrong and so exciting.

	 

	She leaned in closer. "God, you’re enjoying this. Look at you. I’ve teased you before, and you always shut me up. Now you’re all quiet and weirdly flushed. Don't tell me the housewife’s getting a little wild?"

	 

	She was right. Before, I would brush her off without a second thought. I never let her words get to me. But now, I wasn't sure why they were starting to stick. Was it the thrill? The idea of being teased about a man who wasn’t my husband? 

	 

	Mustering up some courage "Shut up," I said under my breath, but it came out soft. Not even convincing.

	 

	Because part of me didn’t want her to stop.

	 

	Lina grinned like she could see straight through me. "Mmm. I knew it. Knew there was something going on. You’re acting different. More... distracted. And he’s definitely into you.

	 

	I looked away, chest tight. I didn’t want to admit anything. Not even to myself.

	 

	But she wasn’t wrong.

	 

	And that’s what made her teasing so much worse. So much better.

	 

	It was the way she spoke about him, not my husband. The way she whispered dirty little guesses in my ear. The way it stirred something deep in my gut, like I was being exposed—like someone had caught me doing something I wasn’t even supposed to want.

	 

	I hated it.

	 

	But I also wanted more.

	 

	She nudged me again, smirking. "So? Still want to tell me nothing happened?"

	 

	I replied, "Hmm, do you intend to follow me all the way into my house?" I gave her a look. "And please, don’t get any weird ideas. I’m not responding because I know you wouldn’t listen anyway."

	 

	She gave a playful smirk. "Surrre, Ms. Innocent."

	 

	Ms. Innocent…

	Those words rang in my ear like a bell. I bit my lip without even realizing it.

	It felt good. Strangely good. Not because it was true, but maybe because it wasn’t.

	 

	Inside the house, I was met with silence. The usual, he would be working in his workroom. I walked in slowly, took off my shoes, and dropped lunch in his room like I always did. He didn’t say much. Maybe he sensed something off. Or maybe I was just too wrapped up in my own head to notice anything else.

	 

	I tried to go about the usual routine, but my mind wasn’t cooperating.

	 

	Forty-seven.

	 

	That number kept echoing in my brain like it had been carved there. Forty-seven used condoms in two weeks. No, that couldn't be real. It sounds ridiculous. No, not just ridiculous—impossible. He had to be joking. That had to be his idea of humor. Maybe just something he said to get under my skin. But... was it really?

	 

	Because the moment I opened that bin, the smell, the sight, the sheer amount… it wasn’t a joke. It had been real. Even if not exactly forty-seven, there were many. Too many. It hadn’t been a prank. That was the worst part. I saw them. Dozens. All tied, used, full. I felt nauseous, but not entirely in a bad way. My throat tightened and I swallowed slowly, my mind scrambling for logic.

	 

	Who were they all for?

	 

	That married woman? The one I’d seen before? Was she the one being filled day after day? My chest felt tight at the thought. Was she okay? How could someone handle that kind of pounding? That much sex in such a short time?

	 

	I couldn’t wrap my head around it. It didn’t make sense.

	 

	Two weeks. Fourteen days. That meant at least three times a day. Every single day. Probably more. Did she even walk straight after that? Was she begging for it or just... used to it now?

	 

	I caught myself breathing heavier. I stood frozen in the hallway, thoughts stacking on top of each other, building something I didn’t want to name.

	 

	Could I take that?

	 

	The question hit me out of nowhere. My body tensed. I didn’t mean to ask that. But it was there now, and I couldn’t take it back.

	 

	No. I couldn’t. I’d never even done it that often. Twice a week—maybe. Sometimes less. My husband was gentle, quiet, loving. But this... this was something else.

	 

	A completely different world. And the idea of someone being ruined like that and yet coming back for more… it sent an ache down my spine. A slow burn that made my pussy hurt. I shifted, pressing them together, hoping to smother whatever that heat was.

	 

	It was wrong. I shouldn’t even be thinking this.

	 

	I turned quickly, went to the bedroom, and sat on the edge of the bed. My legs felt weak. I touched my face. My heart wouldn’t calm down.

	 

	Stop it. Enough. My husband is enough. I don’t need to know and I don’t want to know. These thoughts—they don’t belong here. I don’t belong in them.

	 

	I climbed into bed and pulled the blanket over myself, forcing my eyes shut. A nap. That’s all I needed. Just a short nap to reset my brain, to wash all of this away.

	 

	When I woke up later, the sun was already fading. I got up quietly and went to the kitchen, pulled out the paper with his recipe on it, and started preparing dinner. I followed every step. Measured every spoon carefully. Focused on the smell, the heat, the way the oil crackled. It was easier to focus when my hands were busy.

	 

	He took a bite and his face lit up instantly. “Wow,” he said with genuine surprise, “seems like hanging out with Lina is really changing you for good.”

	 

	I froze for a second, the words sinking in deeper.

	 

	Changing me.

	 

	Yes, it was. Just not in the way he meant.

	 

	I smiled, soft and careful. “Yeah… I’m sure it’s changing me for good.”

	 

	I said it playfully, teasing on the surface. But inside, the sentence clung to me. Echoed. I teased myself with it, let it roll around in my head like a secret only I knew the taste of.

	 

	Changing me for good.

	 

	I didn’t know why it made my stomach flutter the way it did. Maybe because it was true. Maybe because I wanted it to be true. Maybe because the version of me that was forming… wasn’t someone I could stop anymore.
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	We were turning in for the night. The room was dark and still, the only sound was his steady breathing beside me. My eyes were closed, but I wasn’t anywhere near sleep. My mind was wide awake, restless and full.

	 

	And, like always lately, it wandered... to them.

	 

	I sighed quietly, frustrated with myself. No matter how hard I tried to push the thoughts away, they kept slipping back in. Creeping through the cracks, whispering temptations I didn’t ask for. 

	 

	What the hell am I supposed to do?

	 

	Frustrated, I pulled over the blanket covering me entirely. I wanted to hide myself away from these thoughts, from all the filth hat was breaking me down, brick by brick.

	 

	What if... the words hit me sharp and clear in my head.

	 

	What if I wasn’t married?

	 

	The question slipped in like a knife. I sucked my lower lip, feeling the ache between my legs pulse. My hand slid lower, almost instinctively, pressing between my thighs. My cunt throbbed under the thin fabric of my panties. I wasn’t even trying to pleasure myself. I just needed to calm it down, to stop it from burning.

	 

	If I wasn’t married, I wouldn’t have to go through all this mental tug-of-war. No guilt, no second thoughts, no pretending like I didn’t want it. There would be nothing stopping me. No morality, integrity, vows, loyalty. Nothing.

	 

	And it’s not like I’m unhappy. I love him. I really do. I don’t want to hurt him. I don’t want to ruin what we have.

	 

	But I also can’t keep pretending that I don’t feel this. That I don’t want to know what it would be like. I can’t lie to myself forever.

	 

	It’s just sex, anyway.

	 

	I swallowed hard, fingers lightly rubbing over the panty. Why does it have to be such a big deal? Why does everyone act like it’s this sacred thing once you're married? Shouldn’t we be allowed to enjoy ourselves? Even if we’re taken? I’m still human. I still have... desires. Yes, the desires are wrong. But I never asked for this. So why am I the one being punished? Why make me feel things I never wanted to feel?

	 

	I love my husband. That doesn’t change. But the thoughts... they don’t stop.

	 

	That married woman I saw leaving his house. The way he had his hands all over her, only to see her a few hours later walking hand-in-hand with her husband, smiling like she hadn't just been bent over and fucked. She looked happy and normal.

	 

	Maybe it really is that simple.

	 

	Maybe it’s not as complicated as I’m making it out to be. Maybe love and lust don’t have to sit in the same place. Maybe It can be separated.

	 

	My fingers kept rubbing, slow, small circles. I gasped quietly and closed my eyes.

	 

	We’re allowed to have thoughts. We’re allowed to want things. We’re human. And humans... make mistakes.

	 

	My other hand slid under my shirt and fondled my breast, squeezing gently. My nipple tightened against my palm. My body was burning, trembling.

	 

	It’s not like I’m saying I want to cheat. Ofcourse, I will never. But if it ever happened... if I slipped... it would just be sex. Just my body taking what it needs.

	 

	I would still love him. I would still come home. I would still lie beside him just like this, heart full. It wouldn’t change how I feel. It would just be me using someone else’s cock to satisfy this unbearable ache. That’s all.

	 

	Just a body. Just release. Nothing more.

	 

	My heart still belongs to him.

	 

	So if I fuck someone else... that shouldn’t matter, right?

	 

	I kept whispering it to myself. It’s just sex. It doesn’t mean I love my husband any less. It wouldn’t change how I feel about him. It wouldn’t erase our memories.

	 

	It would just be... my body. Giving in. Once. Maybe twice. Just to see. Just to silence this insane heat that’s been building inside me.

	 

	It doesn't mean anything if it's only physical. It’s not like I’d fall in love with someone else.

	 

	Maybe it’s not so wrong if it’s just for my own release.

	 

	Maybe I’m not a bad wife for thinking these things... as long as I still choose him in the end.

	 

	I pressed my lips together and turned toward him under the blanket, breathing softly into the dark.

	 

	"I love you," I whispered.

	 

	And I meant it. Even as my wet panties stuck to my cunt and my fingers refused to stop.

	 

	 

	 

	The next morning felt clearer than the last. As if I had finally managed to put a restless thought to sleep. I went about the usual chores, keeping my mind distracted, until I heard a knock at the door. I wiped my hands and walked over to check.

	 

	It was Lina.

	 

	I blinked, confused. There was still some time left before the cooking lesson. What was she doing here this early?

	 

	She greeted me with her usual bright smile. “Good morning! Are you busy?”

	 

	I tilted my head, puzzled. “Not really? Why, what happened? I think we still have, what… half an hour before the lesson?”

	 

	“You’re right,” she said, still grinning. “I’m not here to take you to the lesson. I need you to come with me somewhere else.”

	 

	“Hmm? Where?” I asked, raising a brow.

	 

	She pointed toward the old man’s house next door. “Just there. It’ll take only a few minutes, I promise. Last time I went to introduce myself, no one answered the door. But that house... I don’t know. It gives me weird, creepy vibes. I don’t want to go alone. So, mind tagging along?”

	 

	My heart thumped hard. Heat crept up my neck. I went dead silent the moment she mentioned that house. My heart pounded so loud it felt like it might burst out of my chest.

	 

	She snapped her fingers in front of my face. “Hey. You okay? Did I say something I shouldn’t have?”

	 

	There was concern in her voice, but also that usual curiosity she never tried to hide.

	 

	I gave a hesitant smile, trying to think fast. “Hmm… how about your husband? I just remembered I might have a few chores left. Some laundry maybe… I think I need to check.” I reached for the door. “Alright then, see you at the cooking lesson.”

	 

	I started to close it slowly, hoping she wouldn’t press.

	 

	But her hand shot out, stopping the door before it could shut. “Come on,” she whined playfully, her voice dragging with that overly sweet tone. “Pleassseee?”

	 

	I blinked at her, heart pounding, fingers tightening around the doorknob.

	 

	“I would’ve taken my husband, but he’s busy working today.” She leaned in with a grin. “I promise. It’ll take just a few minutes, tops. Then we’re back.”

	 

	I stayed frozen, still trying to find a way out. My brain was blank, racing too fast to form words. Then suddenly—she grabbed my arm.

	 

	“Honestly,” she teased, pulling gently, “we could’ve come and gone already if only you just said yes. You just wasted quite a bit of time, bestie.”

	 

	“H-hey, wait—” I protested lightly.

	 

	“Please, it’s literally next door.”

	 

	I sighed, pulse fluttering. “Alright, alright. I’m coming… just let me close the door.”

	 

	Her face lit up immediately. She pulled me into a hug. “That’s my bestie!”

	 

	My hands trembled slightly behind her back as I returned the hug, weakly. I tried to swallow the lump rising in my throat.

	 

	I was walking right back into the fire.

	 

	I hesitated at the doorway, fingers lingering on the knob, trying to stall just a bit longer. Maybe I could still come up with something—anything—that would get me out of this. But Lina, cheerful and determined, reached past me and pushed the door shut with a light click.

	 

	“Come on, let’s hurry,” she said, grabbing my hand and tugging me forward.

	 

	We started walking, and with every step, my chest grew tighter. My mind wouldn’t stop racing. How am I going to face him after everything we did together? My throat felt dry. Will he smirk when he sees me? Say something?

	 

	I could already picture that look—those eyes, gleaming with something filthy, shameless. He wouldn’t need to say much. Just one glance and he’d be reminding me of the way I acted around him.

	 

	My foot stopped dead just as we reached the edge of his gate. A terrifying thought slipped in. What if he says something in front of Lina? Something suggestive. Something I couldn’t explain away.

	 

	No. I can’t let that happen. She’s already too quick to tease. I don’t want to give her another reason to get suspicious.

	 

	Lina reached for the gate and almost opened it when she paused. She looked at me, noticing I wasn’t beside her anymore.

	 

	She sighed, clearly sensing my hesitation. “Alright, you can wait here if you want. I’ll just—”

	 

	Then it happened.

	 

	A voice growled from behind the gate, casual and thick with amusement. “Oh? What’s this? So many beautiful ladies standing outside my house this morning?”

	 

	My heart jumped violently. I froze.

	 

	It was him.

	 

	Lina stepped forward quickly, giving a polite little bow and smile. “Hello, sir. I’m your neighbor—just moved in a few days ago. I thought I’d introduce myself today.”

	 

	He sounded surprised, but too welcoming. “Oohhh, I see. Well then, please come in, come in. No need to stand out here.”

	 

	I kept my eyes low, staring at the ground, my fingers twisting nervously at the hem of my top. I didn’t dare look at him.

	 

	I could feel his eyes on me.

	 

	And I lov-... hated how it made me feel.

	 

	He walked past me, not saying a word. Just the scent of him was enough to make my stomach knot.

	 

	Lina pulled my hand, dragging me with her as we followed behind. Her voice lowered as she leaned close to my ear, trying to whisper without being rude.

	 

	“Ugh… it smells awful. Doesn’t he clean? The air feels thick, like something rotting,” she muttered, her nose scrunched.

	 

	I know, Lina. I know it a lot better than you ever will, I thought bitterly. That smell—sweat, dampness, old wood and something else entirely. I had breathed it with his breath hot against my neck.

	 

	He stood in front of the old door, fumbling with the handle before finally pushing it open.

	 

	“Come in,” he said casually.

	 

	Lina entered first, stepping inside with that polite curiosity of a new neighbor, glancing around with thinly disguised disgust. She made a face but said nothing aloud.

	 

	I hesitated at the entrance. I looked down, unable to bring myself to meet his eyes. But I could feel it—the weight of his stare.

	 

	When I finally lifted my head slightly, just a peek, I saw it.

	 

	That disgusting, wrinkled face… smiling with filth all over his face.

	 

	Not at Lina. 

	 

	His eyes were on me.

	 

	And that made my stomach fluttered.

	 

	I lov-hated it.

	 

	Was it because of his stare? Or… was it because he was still staring at me, even with a woman like Lina beside me?

	 

	I didn’t know. I didn’t want to know.

	 

	He didn't even glance at her.

	 

	And something about that made me hap- 

	 

	No. I felt disgusted.

	 

	As I moved to cross past him into the house, that’s when it happened.

	 

	H-Hiek.

	 

	My whole body shuddered violently. A sharp electric jolt ran up my body. 

	 

	His hand—his filthy, veined, possessive hand—was on my ass. Gripping. Squeezing. Like it was his right.

	 

	I almost gasped aloud, but clamped my mouth shut. I looked at Lina quickly.

	 

	She was still looking around the room, nose wrinkling at the dusty curtains, unaware of what was happening.

	 

	I looked back at him with wide, pleading eyes, my hand reaching behind to press against his, to stop him. To make him let go. A desperate, silent plea.

	 

	Please, not now. Not in front of her.

	 

	But he didn’t budge.

	 

	His hand stayed there, groping my ass, fingers digging into my flesh like he was claiming it all over again. His grip was firm, strong, like a hook sunk deep into my ass. 

	 

	He started walking beside me like nothing was happening, his hand still on my ass, groping me. Like I was nothing but a thing to touch when he pleased. My body trembled with every step, and yet I kept moving forward, dragging my shame with me.

	 

	I couldn’t shake his hand off. I couldn’t remove his touch. My fingers pressed uselessly over his, but his grip was too strong. I wasn’t even sure I really tried. As if this was normal. As if my ass belonged to him.

	 

	Each step forward meant rubbing my ass against his palm. His hand stayed glued to me, fingers pressing in mercilessly, claiming me all over again with each silent step. I felt like I was parading my shame, ass pushed into his grip, unable to do anything but keep my head down. 

	 

	I didn’t even dare look at him.

	 

	Please don’t let her turn around. Please don’t let her see.

	 

	Just as we neared where Lina had stopped by the couch, his hand finally let go. But, not without a quick light casual slap.

	 

	It wasn't loud but loud enough to make me wet.

	 

	I flinched at the smack. My face burned.

	 

	He sat down like nothing happened.

	 

	I was breathing heavily, barely holding it together, trying to will my heart to slow down. My legs felt weak.

	 

	Lina looked at me and frowned, concerned. “Are you okay? You don’t seem alright… I guess I shouldn’t have dragged you here.”

	 

	“N-No… I’m fine,” I said, too quickly, voice tight.

	 

	We all sat.

	 

	But I couldn’t relax.

	 

	Even after his hand was gone. My ass still felt him.
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	Lina did most of the talking. She put on a polite smile, but I could see her shifting uncomfortably as the smell inside the house slowly hit her senses. She tried to keep her voice pleasant, but couldn't stop her nose from twitching, as her eyes scanned the filth-covered walls with barely concealed discomfort.

	 

	"I just wanted to say hello properly," she said. "We recently moved here, and I didn't want to be a stranger."

	 

	He nodded slowly, lips opening in a yellow-toothed smile, eyes still far too focused. Not on her. On me.

	 

	I was quiet beside her. My heart was only now starting to calm down. I kept my eyes low, pretending to study the dust-covered floor or the frayed edge of the couch. Anything but meet his gaze.

	 

	He didn't say anything inappropriate.

	 

	Not a single word. No teasing. No lewd comment. Nothing.

	 

	I was relieved.

	 

	Lina shifted beside me, glancing around again. Her smile was more forced now.

	 

	"Anyway, it was nice meeting you, sir," she said with a small cough, standing up. "I think I've taken enough of your time."

	 

	She looked at me, eyes a little wide, eyebrows raised slightly. A clear message—let's go.

	 

	I nodded quickly.

	 

	He stood to see us off, quiet but smiling.

	 

	But this time, I was walking ahead of lina.

	 

	I moved toward the exit without a second's pause. My steps were quicker, my legs stiff, posture rigid. I didn't dare slow down. I didn't dare give him another second near me.

	 

	I walked ahead not because I... 

	 

	I can't believe I am agreeing to this... The thought echoed in my head as my breath shuddered. But I also can't keep denying what I feel.

	 

	I walked ahead not because I hated his hand on me. I... I liked it. The way he grabbed my ass—firmly, with a sense of ownership. He didn't ask, didn't say a word. He just did what he wanted, with an authority. How he kept his hand there, squeezing them, walking alongside me and how I acted like I wanted to stop him. I placed my hand over his… like I was going to pull it away, but he knew... and I knew too—that I liked it. Maybe that's exactly why he didn't pull away.

	 

	But... I couldn't let it happen again. Because I know this shameless old man will try something again. But, not this time. Not with Lina right here beside me. What if she noticed this time? I couldn't take that risk. So I moved ahead quickly. Not out of anger. Not out of disgust. But because I was scared of getting caught with this filthy old man doing something weird to me, and I wouldn't have the words to explain why I allowed it.

	 

	The moment we stepped outside, I inhaled the fresh air like I'd been underwater.

	 

	Lina exhaled in relief beside me. "God, that house… how do people even live in that?"

	 

	I just smiled faintly, not saying a word. My fingers were still twitching slightly, remembering the weight of his hand.

	 

	Lina glanced at me once more as we stepped away from the old man's house, her brows furrowing with concern. "Hey… are you sure you'll be okay for the cooking lesson today?" she asked softly. "You looked kind of pale back there…

	 

	I paused for a second, steadying my breathing before offering her a gentle smile. "Of course, I'm all good now. Don't worry."

	 

	She didn't look fully convinced. "You don't have to force yourself, you know. If you're not feeling well, just rest. I mean… I can be a little persistent and pushy sometimes. I didn't mean to—"

	 

	I cut her off with a small laugh, reaching out to nudge her arm. "Come on, Lina. Aren't we besties, like you keep saying?" I gave her an assuring look. "I'm fine. See? I'll be there, on time."

	 

	She studied me for a moment, then finally smiled. "Sure. If you say so." 

	 

	Then her eyes narrowed slightly, amusement dancing across her face. "Ahh, now I get it. That's why you were acting all hesitant earlier, huh? You already knew how filthy and smelly that place was, didn't you?" She gave me a playful nudge. "Very clever. Good thing I dragged you along anyway." She chuckled.

	 

	"Y-You caught me," I replied with a nervous smile, trying to play along—though deep down, I hoped that really was the reason.

	 

	She waved lightly. "Alright then. I'll see you there."

	 

	I watched her walk away, her steps light and carefree. Meanwhile, I stood still for a moment, pressing a hand to my chest to quiet the hammering beneath. I'll be there... on time, I told her. And I would. I won't hesitate anymore.

	No matter what knots start opening inside me. No matter where it leads me.

	 

	There were hardly any chores left, so I just turned on the T.V, switching channels. After few minutes, I glanced at the clock again. Time's up. I slipped on my slippers, the warm rays hitting my face as I stepped outside. Lina wasn't there yet, so I waited near the gate, my hands gently holding the edge of the gate.

	 

	A few more minutes passed and finally, I saw her walking up with a big smile. She waved, and I lifted my hand to wave back.

	 

	She reached me with a cheerful, "Ready?"

	 

	I nodded, swallowing back the nervous flutter in my chest.

	 

	We knocked, and just like always, he opened the door right away. "Welcome, ladies," he said, stepping aside to let us in.

	 

	As we walked down the hallway, he added, "Today's dish is special."

	 

	Lina let out a mock gasp, grinning. "A special dish? You better not let us down, chef!"

	 

	He chuckled and began explaining the ingredients and the process. I stayed quiet and focused, listening carefully to everything he said. 

	 

	Then came the aprons. He handed them to us like usual, and I felt that familiar twist in my stomach as he stood behind me. He started tying the apron. But this time… when he tied, it wasn't tight. It didn't press my tits as hard as it did yesterday. It was just… normal. Like it should've always been. 

	 

	I let out a breath I didn't realize I'd been holding.

	 

	For a moment, I told myself maybe… maybe he's acting normal today. Maybe he won't push anything. Maybe this will be just a simple cooking lesson after all.

	 

	We started preparing the dish just as he instructed. I chopped the vegetables, listening carefully, staying focused on the simple tasks—dice, stir, pass, repeat. It kept my mind busy, and for a few minutes, I almost forgot where I was.

	 

	Then, all of a sudden, Lina let out a loud, dramatic yaaawn that buzzed through the kitchen.

	 

	"Ughhh… it's getting really boring now," she said, dragging the word with a stretch. She looked at me, then at him, her smile turning mischievous.

	 

	Without warning, she strolled up to him and whispered something, their voices too low to catch. I kept cutting the vegetables ignoring their mumbles.

	 

	Then she walked over, right up to my side, and took the knife gently from my hand.

	 

	"Alright! It's very important to take a breather now and then," she chirped, her voice full of bubbly playfulness. "So, let's do a little quick activity!"

	 

	I stared at her, confused. "Activity?"

	 

	"Yup," she said with a grin. "He has something hidden on him. And you—" she poked my arm lightly, "—have five minutes to find it. Or… you get a punishment."

	 

	"W-What? What do you mean, hidden something?" I asked, blinking, trying to process. "And why do I have to find it?"

	 

	She gave me a sweet, innocent smile. "Because I already know where it is, silly. I can't play something if I already know the answer, right?"

	 

	"Lina…" I started, my voice low, unsure.

	 

	"Come on, it's just a fun little game! Let's relax a bit." Her tone stayed light, but her eyes held that stubborn insistence I'd come to recognize. She wasn't going to let me off that easily.

	 

	I gulped.

	 

	I remembered my word from before: No more hesitation.

	 

	My gaze flicked toward him. He hadn't said a word. Just stood there, quietly watching. 

	 

	Before I could speak again, Lina clapped her hands. "Your time starts now," she grinned. "And remember—there's a punishment if you don't find it."

	 

	Punishment.

	 

	That word. The way she said it—half-playful, half-mocking—sent an odd shiver down my spine. My heart skipped a beat, and something inside me kicked into motion.

	 

	I took a deep breath. I stepped towards him.

	 

	Not knowing exactly what I was supposed to look for. 

	 

	I placed my hand on the front pocket of his apron first—empty.

	 

	Then slowly, hesitantly, I slid my fingers into his back pockets, one by one. Nothing there either.

	 

	My breath was uneven, chest tightening with every movement. Then came the last option—his front pants pocket.

	 

	I hesitated, just for a second. Then moved in.

	 

	It was tight. Too tight. My fingers couldn't slide in easily, so I had to pull the opening a little with one hand while forcing the other in. My knuckles brushed against coarse fabric, then deeper... until something soft and oddly warm met my touch.

	 

	I froze.

	 

	My heart jumped to my throat.

	 

	Wait… No way.

	 

	It couldn't be—could it?

	 

	But it was warm. Thick. There was no mistaking the heat radiating through the fabric. My breath hitched as the tip of my fingers traced along it. It wasn't exactly centered… it was angled slightly to the left. My lips parted slightly, a shaky breath escaping without sound.

	 

	No way… it couldn't possibly be… unless… unless it's that long.

	 

	A rush of heat pooled in my belly.

	 

	I gulped, hard.

	 

	It was fat. It was warm. And everything in my body screamed at me what it had to be.

	 

	My stomach twisted warmly. My fingers trembled—yet I didn't move away. I stayed there, stunned, my fingers still resting against it. My brain told me to stop, to pull back. But my body… decided to do something else. Just to confirm... 

	 

	I gave it a gentle squeeze.

	 

	He flinched.

	 

	His lower body jerked slightly, his thing twitching inside my fingers, like he couldn't help himself.

	 

	A sharp jolt fired through my core. The heat spread through my stomach to my...cunt. Oh god… it really is. I'm holding his…

	 

	I still didn't move.

	 

	I don't know why.

	 

	My hand just… stayed.

	 

	I couldn't tell if I was afraid to move suddenly in front of Lina, or if I just couldn't stop myself.

	 

	His body didn't shift. He stayed standing, casually silent, as if he can't feel his thing on my hand. My fingers felt the shape of him so clearly now through the thin fabric. My pulse pounded in my ears. Shame and heat twisted together in my gut like a burning knot.

	 

	Finally, painfully slow, I slid my hand out.

	 

	I turned to Lina, trying to keep my face neutral, even as the heat still burned behind my cheeks and between my thighs.

	 

	"Oh… did you find it?" she asked, grinning, her voice dancing with curiosity.

	 

	I swallowed the lump in my throat. "N-not really," I said, my voice barely steady. "Are you sure it's inside his pockets?"

	 

	She tilted her head. That same teasing smirk curled on her lips.

	 

	"I never said it was in his pockets, did I?" she replied. "I said it was on him."

	 

	She leaned closer with a devilish grin. "Come on now. You've got three minutes left."

	 

	Her gaze dipped between us, amused. She was enjoying this.

	 

	My knees felt weak.

	 

	If it's not in his pockets… then where else would she mean? I thought.
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	I scanned him from top to bottom, eyes trailing over his frame. There were no hidden pockets I could see. Just to be sure, I held his t-shirt and shook it gently—nothing dropped out.

	 

	I let out a breath.

	 

	Then my gaze drifted lower.

	 

	His pants.

	 

	No way.

	 

	There was no chance I was going to check under the pants.

	 

	I'm not ready to cross that line, at least... not yet.

	 

	Still flustered, I looked toward Lina. "Hmm... so what would be the punishment?"

	 

	She grinned, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Well, I won't tell you that—but I promise it'll be fun."

	 

	Fun. Coming from Lina, that word could mean anything.

	 

	I gave him one last, thorough look—eyes darting over every crease and seam, but nothing stood out. My heart was still racing, but I knew time was slipping away.

	 

	And then—

	 

	"Time's up!" Lina chimed cheerfully, walking over with a smug grin.

	 

	My stomach sank.

	 

	"So now," she said, dragging the moment, "there's going to be a punishment".

	 

	That word made my gut twist shamefully. I bit the inside of my cheek, my eyes flickering nervously between her and him.

	 

	She leaned in a little, teasing, "See? You should've checked him more thoroughly…"

	 

	Then, with a smug flourish, she reached up—and plucked a small, folded piece of paper from behind his ear.

	 

	What?

	 

	That's where it was?

	 

	My face flushed with embarrassment.

	 

	I slapped my forehead lightly with the palm of my hand. "Ugh… how dumb of me."

	 

	Lina burst out laughing, throwing her head back slightly, delighted.

	 

	"Oh my god, your face!" she giggled. "You were so serious, like you were defusing a bomb!"

	 

	I managed a nervous laugh, even though my cheeks were still burning. I had practically groped him like a pervert—and all this time, it was just behind his ear.

	 

	He suddenly clapped his hands. "Alright! Now it's my turn."

	 

	His turn?

	 

	Those words sent a tingle down my spine. I blinked, caught off guard.

	 

	I looked at Lina. She looked at him—then smiled.

	 

	"Oh? Okay, sure. I don't see why you shouldn't have a turn."

	 

	W-wait, Lina—

	 

	The words didn't even make it out of my mouth. I was too stunned, too slow.

	 

	She turned to me, eyes playful. "So? Are you up for it?"

	 

	I hesitated, mouth slightly open. But before I could say anything, she turned back to him and said, "Turn around for a few seconds. I'll hide the paper."

	 

	He gave a mock salute and turned obediently, facing the wall.

	 

	She walked over to me quickly, her eyes sparkling with mischief, and leaned in close—her breath brushing against my ear.

	 

	"Hmm… so where do you think would be a really safe place to hide it?"

	 

	"I… I don't know," I muttered, still dazed.

	 

	Suddenly, her face lit up.

	 

	"Alright, I've got a perfect spot," she whispered. "It might be a little uncomfortable, but I promise he'll never guess."

	 

	I raised an eyebrow, uncertain. "Where?"

	 

	She leaned closer, lips brushing against my earlobe.

	 

	"Inside your mouth."

	 

	My eyes widened in disbelief. "Are you serious?!"

	 

	"Of course!" she whispered, almost giggling. "Come on, we need to win this!"

	 

	She looked determined—like this was some kind of crucial battle.

	 

	With no time to argue, she handed me the tiny folded paper.

	 

	I hesitated, heart thumping, but then… fuck it.

	 

	I shut my eyes, took a breath, and slid the paper onto my tongue. The texture of it was dry but slightly soft. I pressed it up against the roof of my mouth.

	 

	It felt ridiculous and uncomfortable.

	 

	But the adrenaline buzzing in my chest somehow drowned out the hesitation.

	 

	Whatever happens, happens.

	 

	She gave me a sly wink and turned back to him.

	 

	"You can turn around now!" she called cheerfully.

	 

	And just like that, the game was back on—but this time, I was the target.

	 

	And he was going to search me.

	 

	My heart pounded harder with every step he took around me, each one echoing like a warning and a promise. He didn't speak, didn't rush. Just moved slowly, deliberately, circling me like a predator toying with its prey. I kept my eyes shut, trying to keep my breathing calm. The silence in the room felt louder than any noise—except the frantic thud of my heart hammering in my ears.

	 

	Then I felt it—his hand sliding into the apron pocket.

	 

	My body tensed instantly. The contact was too sudden, too charged. But his fingers… they weren't searching, not really. They didn't fumble like someone genuinely looking for a hidden object. Instead, his palm flattened over my stomach, warm and heavy. His touch didn't move with urgency—it wandered. It explored.

	 

	A tremble ran up my lower body.

	 

	He palm was pressing into me—not forcefully, but with just enough pressure to make me feel every inch of his hand. My stomach muscles clenched involuntarily. His touch was slow, grazing on my navel, and my skin prickled beneath the fabric. His hand drifted downward, inch by inch, tracing over the curve of my lower belly. I could feel my pussy clench in response, reacting to his nearness.

	 

	Then it stopped—caught by the edge of the pocket.

	 

	The pocket denied him access any further. But the sensation of how close he'd come… it left a shameful, restless ache behind. My body was reacting on its own, betraying everything I was trying to hide. 

	 

	Lina replied from behind, "Guys, I'll be back in a minute, I have to take this call."

	I looked at her like a statue, unsure, heart still racing. She walked off, leaving me alone with him. The room fell into silence.

	 

	He stepped closer from behind, so close I could feel his breath near my neck. "It's only fair," he murmured in a low voice, his palm placed softly on my stomach, "that I get to touch in your special places… like you touched mine earlier shamelessly."

	 

	His words crawled inside me seductively. My eyes stared blankly forward, but inside, my thoughts twisted.

	Was he serious? Did he really mean that?

	Touch me there…?

	 

	My heart thumped louder. I should stop this. I knew I should.

	But… was it really that bad? He wasn't going to fuck me. It was just… touching. That's all. Just… touching. And I did it first, didn't I? I touched him—shamelessly, boldly, groped that fat thing in his pants like a pervert. He didn't even ask. I just did it.

	 

	So… maybe this was fair.

	 

	His hand stayed on my stomach, unmoving, as if he was waiting. Giving me a moment. Maybe even giving me a chance to walk away.

	 

	But I didn't. I couldn't.

	God, I was so damn horny. My thighs pressed together without me realizing. My lips shaking.

	 

	I knew what was coming. I knew what he was about to do.

	And I didn't move.

	I didn't want to.

	 

	My mind tried to protest, quietly, weakly. But my body…

	My body was humming, heat blooming in my pussy. I wanted to feel it. His hand. On my tits. His fingers squeezing, claiming, teasing…

	 

	It was wrong. But it wasn't sex. It wasn't cheating… right?

	 

	Just touching. Just… evening the score.

	 

	And maybe if I stayed still, if I didn't say anything, it would feel like I wasn't really agreeing.

	 

	Right?

	 

	Then one hand slid up and grabbed one of my tits—not from the front like most would, where the palm just smothers the nipple—but from underneath. His fingers curled under the soft bottom part, and his palm pushed it up, almost like lifting it from the base. He squeezed them hard from the bottom. That sudden pressure made the front part of my tit pop forward, all fat and heavy, like when you press up on something soft and the top just bulges out more.

	 

	It was such a weirdly dirty way to grab it—almost like he wanted to feel how full it was, how it sat in his hand. I gasped sharp through my nose, hips jerking forward before I could stop myself. I sucked in a sharp breath.

	"Hmmph—"

	The noise came out stifled, barely escaping my lips. My mouth was still shut tight, the folded paper tucked safely inside. I couldn't speak even if I wanted to.

	 

	 

	"Psssh, don't move. Let me find that paper."

	 

	With my tit still in his hand, groping firmly from below, he grabbed the other one too, his fingers closing in and kneading it with the same roughness. My knees buckled slightly from the waves of sensation.

	 

	He began stretching them forward, pulling them as if milking a cow. It was humiliating and very degrading. Maybe this was the reason that made my cunt throb harder. The sheer force, the way he was handling them—pulling and shaping without care, like I was just a worthless thing—made me drown in ecstasy. It was fucking awesome. I was dripping, legs tight together, body shaking with need.

	 

	"Come on, stand straight. I won't be able to find them if you move like that," he said, voice calm, like this was nothing out of the ordinary.

	 

	Then he brought his thumbs to my nipples, pressing in them hard. He rolled them slowly—up, down, side to side—playing with them like they were his personal stress balls. Then he pinched them sharply, pinching just enough to make me whimper. My breath caught, head tilting back against his shoulder. My ankles lifted slightly, back arching as the tension built.

	 

	"Yeah… stand straight like that while I find them."

	 

	His other hand dropped to my pussy, over the skirt. He rubbed his palm over it roughly. Then squeezed—hard.

	 

	I twitched. My thighs crossed, almost falling on ground. But he kept me standing, holding me. My eyes were lost. Drool leaking out of my shut mouth.

	 

	"Oh, it's not here either?" he muttered. "Where the hell did you hide them?"

	 

	"Ah, so it was here all along," his words covered with amusement.

	 

	His hand came up to my face, palm pressing against my cheek firmly, tilting my head just slightly. I felt the pressure force my lips apart slowly. A soft gasp tried to escape me, but my mouth was already full. The warmth of his hand, the weight of his touch—it made everything inside me swirl.

	 

	My mouth opened involuntarily from the pressure, and I felt it—the slick trail of saliva that had built up now slipping out from the corners, running over his fingers. He didn't flinch. He just smiled.

	 

	"Found it," he said calmly, voice laced with something wicked.

	 

	Two fingers—his thumb and forefinger—slipped inside gently, gripping the soaked piece of paper. He dragged it out, slow, teasing. The texture of the paper had turned soft and pulpy, drenched with the wetness from my mouth… from how long I'd held it in.

	 

	He looked at it, then at me. His hand, glistening with my saliva, hovered between us.

	 

	Then—just to push it further—he brought those fingers to his mouth and gave them a slow, deliberate lick. His eyes stayed locked on mine the entire time, watching, reading my reaction, knowing exactly what he was doing to me.

	 

	And I couldn't look away. I watched, chest rising, heat crawling under my skin. That look in his eyes… the way he tasted me so casually—it made something deep in my stomach coil tighter.
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	I wobbled my way to the kitchen counter, barely able to walk straight. My legs were shaking like a jelly. I placed both palms on the counter, trying to support myself. My tits still felt his grip—hard, rough, pulling from the sides, then forward, then up, then down. Every part. His fingers had squeezed everywhere, digging deep like he owned them. I was breathing hard. My nipples were stinging. Not from pain, no. From twisted pleasure that just wouldn't go away.

	 

	I didn’t know getting your tits assaulted like that could feel this fucking good. His hands weren’t gentle. They were cruel, punishing, brutal. Like he didn’t care about anything—just how much he could squeeze, how much he could dominate them. And still, it felt so good my brain couldn’t think straight.

	 

	This… this was the first time I ever felt something like that. I never knew it could feel this way. All these years, was I just living under a rock? So much I never knew. So much I never even questioned. 

	 

	My head dropped down, forehead close to the counter. My face was burning with shame. I could barely breathe. I could feel the stickiness under my panties. I wasn’t even touched down there, and still it felt like I was seconds away from cumming. If he had kept going—just a few minutes more—I swear I would’ve cum just from that. Just from having my chest groped. No kissing, no touching anywhere else. Just his hands treating my chest like some filthy toy. 

	 

	I can't believe I enj-

	 

	“Heeeeeyyyyy!” Lina’s voice suddenly cut through the thick sexual tension that clung to the air. Her cheerful tone shattered the twisted thoughts I was drowning in.

	 

	My body jolted slightly. I turned slowly, trying to hide the heavy breathing, the flushed face, the trembling hands gripping the counter. “Hmm, I guess I’m late,” she added, walking in with that bright grin of hers.

	 

	I forced my lips to stretch into something normal. As if nothing had happened. As if my chest wasn’t still throbbing from his hands. As if I hadn’t just stood there, letting him grope me like I belonged to him.

	 

	Her eyes scanned the room—first landing on me, then casually shifting to him, narrowing slightly with a suspicious look. Trying to read what she had walked in on.

	 

	He was drinking water, very normally and calmly. Like he hadn’t just had his hands all over me. Like he didn’t just twist my nipples until I nearly came in my pants. My throat tightened.

	 

	Lina chuckled. “I guess I missed something fun,” she teased, then tilted her head playfully. “So who won?”

	 

	I froze. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t answer. My lips opened slightly, but no words came out. What was I supposed to say? That I lost? That I gave in? That I stood there like a weak, filthy woman and let him do whatever he wanted?

	 

	I stayed quiet, eyes glancing towards him.

	 

	There it was. His stare. Right on me.

	 

	Slow, sharp, drilling into me from the side.

	 

	That quiet, demanding glare. He didn’t need to say a word. His eyes were telling me everything.

	 

	“Say it. Tell her who won. Let her know.”

	 

	And my stomach bloomed. A sickening twist of fear and heat. Those eyes made my legs feel weak all over again. I lov-... hated how much power he was having over me. How he could control me with just a look. How a single stare could push me to the edge.

	 

	I swallowed hard. I wanted to resist. I wanted to look away. But I couldn’t. His gaze had me trapped. 

	 

	After mustering enough strength. I let out a weak, trembling voice. “I-I lost…”

	 

	It felt like the words were scraped out of my throat, forced and heavy, coated in shame. I hadn’t even said them loudly—but just uttering them made my face burn. My voice sounded pathetic. So small. Like I was admitting something dirty.

	 

	Lina leaned in, tilting her head. “Huh? Sorry, I didn’t hear that. What did you say?”

	 

	God. Why did she have to ask again? I wanted to stay quiet, let it pass, act like it never happened. But now I had to say it again. Louder. Clearer.

	 

	It was humiliating. Being forced to admit my own defeat, especially in that kind of game. But the worst part?

	 

	Somewhere deep inside. I... liked it. Not the game, not the loss—but the feeling. The way it made my heart pound, the way my body remembered every second of what happened. My legs still felt weak. My panties were soaked. I didn’t just lose—I practically came while losing.

	 

	I could still feel the aftershocks in my thighs. My nipples ached inside my bra, tingling from where his hands had twisted and pulled at them. My pussy clenched just remembering how close I’d been to cumming like some desperate bitch, fully clothed, just from his touch.

	 

	Pathetic.

	 

	And yet… so, so thrilling.

	 

	I straightened up slightly, ignoring the heat in my cheeks, forcing the words out with a little more strength. “I lost.”

	 

	There. I said it.

	 

	Lina’s eyes widened, a shocked expression on her face. “Whaaaat? No way! That spot was perfect. I seriously can’t believe it.”

	 

	I didn’t respond. What could I say?

	 

	“You lost both rounds?” she asked, almost laughing. “Then that means…” Her tone dropped to a teasing whisper, eyes gleaming. “You’re getting double punishment.”

	 

	I flinched. Punishment. The word hit hard.

	 

	She grinned wickedly. “Hope you’re prepared for it.”

	 

	Prepared?

	 

	I swallowed hard. My stomach was a mess of guilt, heat, and filthy anticipation. I didn’t dare look directly at him, but I could feel his eyes on me. Watching. Waiting. Like he already had ideas.

	 

	And God help me… part of me wanted to hear them.

	 

	My thighs squeezed together instinctively. Even now, just hearing the word “punishment” made a fresh rush of wetness pool under my panties. I couldn’t even pretend to be okay anymore. My body had betrayed me—just like I had betrayed everything else.

	 

	Not just a loss.

	 

	But a surrender.

	 

	A slow, pathetic descent that I couldn’t stop… and maybe didn’t want to.

	 

	My mind was spiraling the entire time. Even as we finished up in the kitchen, my chest throbbed with the shadow of his hands. My nipples were stiff, every brush of fabric against them felt electric. It was like his touch had imprinted on my tits, refusing to disappear. I hated how needy they felt. How my breasts actually ached for him to grope them again. How disgusting was that?

	 

	I tried pulling myself away from him every time he stepped close, tried to stay on the opposite end of the counter, but it wasn’t enough. Just standing near him made my body react. His scent, his heat, his presence—everything was unbearable. And yet… a part of me wanted to lean in. Wanted him to finish what he started.

	 

	Somehow, we completed the dish. It turned out delicious, as always. He handed us the recipe and his calm expression was only humiliating me for some reason.

	 

	We left, Lina walking beside me, completely unaware. At least, I thought so.

	 

	Until she turned to me with a playful grin.

	 

	“Come on, tell me. What did I miss in there?”

	 

	My heart jumped. “N-Nothing happened,” I said quickly, my voice dry. Too quick. Too stiff. I didn’t even believe my own words.

	 

	She raised a brow. “Mhm. Sure. You just randomly went quiet the whole time, breathing heavy like you ran a marathon.”

	 

	I knew it. I expected these questions. I blurted out the pre-made excuse I’d rehearsed in my head, low and dull. “It was just… too uncomfortable to keep it inside my mouth. So I had to pull it out.”

	 

	It was hollow. A poor excuse. I wasn’t even sure what I was trying to explain—my silence? My expression? My tension? I wasn’t thinking straight.

	 

	Lina let out a laugh and nudged me playfully. “You know, you’re horrible at lying.”

	 

	I stayed silent.

	 

	“I mean, just look at you,” she continued, grinning wide. “That cute flustered face, the way your ears are all red? You definitely experienced something in there. You just don’t wanna say it.”

	 

	I turned my head away, face flushed. I couldn’t meet her eyes.

	 

	“But it’s okay,” she added, her voice soft but teasing. “At least you’re enjoying yourself.”

	 

	I froze.

	 

	Enjoying? Is that what this was?

	 

	My stomach flipped. A wet, warm wave rolled through me. Was I enjoying it? Is that why I couldn’t stop thinking about his hands? His breath? The way he grabbed me?

	 

	“S-Shut up, Lina…” I muttered, trying to hide the heat rising to my cheeks. “Please don’t say things like that.”

	 

	She burst into laughter. “Oh my god, you’re adorable when you're embarrassed.”

	 

	She skipped a little ahead, still teasing. I tried to smile. I really did. But my insides were a mess. Because even if she didn’t know the truth… her words still hit far too close.

	 

	Enjoying myself?

	 

	Maybe I was.
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	As I entered the house, all I could think about was taking a bath. I couldn’t stand the sticky mess in my panties or the shameful tingle on my breasts—ugh. How pathetic.

	 

	I dropped the recipe sheet onto the table and headed straight to the bathroom. The second the water hit my skin, a soft hiss left my lips. Cool, calming… slowly lowering the heat burning inside me.

	 

	I leaned against the wall, letting the water run down my face, eyes shut, trying to calm down.

	 

	“Alright,” I whispered to myself. “Let’s… let’s go over what happened today.”

	 

	So he gave us the instructions normally, and we got busy with cooking. Everything was going fine. We were chopping the rest properly, focused. It was nice. 

	 

	But suddenly... Lina got bored and suggested that game. 

	 

	“Fuck.”, I hissed. “That’s where it started.”

	 

	I mean, okay… she just wanted us to take a breather. That’s why she suggested the game. And to be honest, the game itself wasn’t weird or anything.

	 

	Just a simple, fun game. To find the piece of paper on the other person. Sure... I got little flustered at the beginning. 

	 

	I mean, she suddenly put me on the spot like that—it was bound to get me all flustered. Also, I am not used to such things. 

	 

	Anyways, I... tried my best. I really did. Checking pocket after pocket, hoping to find whatever it was… until I touched something I definitely shouldn’t have.

	 

	I stared down at my hand, water still dripping off my fingers. It was warm… fat… I knew what it was the moment I touched it.

	 

	But then again—could it really be that? Could it really be that long? It had reached so far down his pocket.

	 

	I couldn’t believe it. Or maybe… I didn’t want to. I tried to reason with myself. It couldn’t be what I thought. There was no way. But… just to be sure. I swear that’s all it was—just to confirm. Even though It was pretty evident. But still some curious part of me wanted to check.

	 

	If it was really that lon... How shameless.

	The word struck like a whip in my mind. Disgusting. I knew what it was, and still… I held it. I pressed my palm to it like some depraved pervert.

	 

	But then, another voice… softer, sly, soothing.

	No… Not shameless. Just… curious.

	That’s all it was. A heat-of-the-moment reaction. I didn’t mean for it to be sexual. I just wanted to confirm. It wasn’t wrong to confirm, right? The thing was thick, hot… surprising. Anyone would’ve double-checked. That doesn’t make me bad.

	 

	Still, you squeezed it. You didn’t pull away. You held it like you wanted to feel it.

	 

	Maybe I did. Maybe I didn’t.

	 

	But what’s the point in shaming myself now? I’m not some slut. I still love my husband. Nothing’s changed. I didn’t cheat—I just touched. That’s not betrayal. That’s barely even anything. Just skin contact. Just a game.

	 

	So no, I’m not shameless. Just… curious. And maybe a little too excited.

	 

	But it felt good. And if something feels that good… how wrong can it really be?

	 

	But at the same time... I think that’s when I dug my own grave.

	 

	I gave that fucker a reason to grope me like that. And... what the hell did he even do to my tits? Its like he has rewired them. It feels different. Very different.

	 

	I pressed one hand to my chest, resting it over one of my tits. Slowly, I began to mimic him. The way he had grabbed me—so rough, so violent. I remembered how he had lifted it up, twisted it, stretched it. My fingers followed his path. I lifted it the same way, copying what he did, squeezing it in all directions. I pulled, stretched, just like he had. Then, I pinched my nipple—hard. It didn't feel the same, but it was enough.

	 

	“Aaahhnn…” I gave in, voice moaning with pleasure.

	 

	He… taught me something. Something I never knew. Something I shouldn’t like, but fuck… I did.

	 

	I never thought I could feel this good just from playing with my own tits. My husband never touched me like that. He was gentle, careful… soft squeezes here and there. But this? This was different. This was… filthy. Intense. Shameless. The way he handled me—he didn’t treat them like something fragile. He treated them like they needed to be punished, like he wanted to break me with just his hands.

	 

	And I started this… didn’t I? I was the one who squeezed his cock first. And what he did… that was just payback. I can’t really blame him for that. Right?

	 

	Besides, it was just a game. Just a silly little game Lina came up with. No need to overthink it. Things just got a little… heated, that’s all.

	 

	Sure, if someone were to hear about it, it might sound like I did something unforgivable. Like I crossed some horrible line. But I don’t think so. Not really.

	 

	My love for him hasn’t changed. Not even a little. I still love him. The same as before.

	 

	And it would be a lie—an absolute lie—if I said I didn’t enjoy it. Because I did. I enjoyed it so damn much, more than I ever should have. That thrill, that touch, that twisted rush that made my body light up… he didn't just grope me, he made me feel things I never experienced. 

	 

	And when I lost the game… when I had to say it, when Lina made me repeat it louder…

	 

	“I lost.”

	 

	God, the humiliation. The shame that washed over me. The heat on my cheeks, my skin crawling. But underneath all that…

	 

	I liked it.

	 

	I liked admitting my pathetic defeat. I liked saying it with my own mouth, telling them I lost—no, that I got played. It wasn't the defeat that made me feel pathetic, but the way I had lost. That I let another man touch me like that and I couldn’t even stop him.

	 

	I was weak.

	 

	And worse?

	 

	It felt good.

	 

	Pleasure. Not the soft, loving kind. Not what I had gotten used to for years. No. This was raw, twisted, degrading ecstasy. My body wasn’t used to it. My mind still tried to reject it. But my heart?

	 

	My heart was racing for soemthing darker, twisted. If anything, I should be grateful to him.

	 

	I squeezed my thighs shut, breath shaking.

	 

	Okay. That’s enough. I need to stop thinking about it. I took a deep breath, forcing the thoughts away. I should hurry up before he comes looking for me.

	 

	I quickly prepared lunch and dropped him in his workroom. He seemed lighter these past few days, as if something that had been weighing him down had finally started to lift. And maybe it was the same for me. Maybe I was finally accepting what I wanted. I had been the one making it all so difficult, acting like it was something huge, when in truth, it wasn't. It was just... normal. Natural. Not that serious.

	 

	It was already night, and I was restless, burning inside. The heat between my legs had been bothering me the entire evening. I waited until he was done brushing, sitting at the edge of the bed, rubbing his towel through his hair. That’s when I walked in—wearing nothing but black lace. Sheer and tight, the straps hugging my body, nipples faintly visible beneath the thin fabric. I didn't speak. I just stood there and let him look.

	 

	He blinked, caught off guard, but then smiled like a dork. “Wow... you look amazing,” he said, standing up.

	 

	His hands were warm as he wrapped them around my waist and lifted me with ease. I let out a small giggle, mostly to keep things light, as he carried me to the bed and dropped me gently onto the mattress. I opened my legs slightly as I looked up at him, my eyes daring, inviting. He hovered over me, leaning in for a kiss. I let him taste me, biting his lower lip just enough to make him gasp.

	 

	I pulled him down, straddled him. I wanted to take control tonight. My hips moved on their own, grinding against his crotch, feeling him harden beneath the shorts. I pulled at his shorts, eager, desperate to feel more. He responded, but his rhythm, his touch—it was too soft, too careful. He kissed down my neck while I guided his hand up to my breast, placing it there like a command.

	 

	But he just left it there.

	 

	A weak squeeze. Gentle. Barely anything.

	 

	My teeth clenched. I wanted to scream. What was this supposed to be? Foreplay? No. This wasn’t enough. Not even close. I wanted fire, pressure, hunger. Not some delicate patting like he was afraid to hurt me. I kept my face neutral, swallowing the irritation. Of course I loved him. He was sweet, he was mine. He did everything else right.

	 

	But right now... right now I wished he had the hands of him. Or the old man. They didn’t hesitate. They knew what to do, where to touch, how to push past my limits until I couldn’t even think straight.

	 

	My body betrayed me. I groaned in frustration, subtly pushing his hand away. He looked at me, confused. “Too much?” he asked with concern.

	 

	I smiled. “No, no... it’s okay,” I whispered.

	 

	I reached down with my own hand and grabbed my breast. Squeezed it hard the way he did earlier. My thumb brushed over my nipple, pressing in. I moaned. Loud. I didn’t care. If I couldn’t get what I wanted from him, I’d give it to myself. I wanted the same feeling again. That raw, twisted pleasure that made my head spin.

	 

	He watched me, his breath shallow, unsure of what to do. I leaned into my own touch, arching my back, pretending like it was all just part of the moment. But deep down, a part of me was disappointed. Not with him. But with the truth.

	 

	Some things... only they had awakened in me.

	 

	Still, I smiled at him, sweet and encouraging, like a good wife should. I shifted, crawling forward on the bed slowly. I got on all fours, my back arched, my ass lifted just enough to tease. I gave a little glance back over my shoulder, letting my hair fall to the side, my eyes half-lidded.

	 

	He took the bait.

	 

	I felt the mattress shift behind me, then the warmth of his body pressed close. His hands clutched my waist, and soon, he was pushing into me. I gasped, but not from shock—from something else. He was trying, I could feel it. His pace was steady, his hands gripping me tighter than usual. But it wasn’t rough. Not raw. Not like that. It was decent. But I wanted more than this.

	 

	I closed my eyes, biting down a moan—not because I was holding back pleasure, but because I was holding back disappointment.

	 

	I wanted to be used. Fucked senseless. Thrust into so hard that my breath got knocked out. But he was... careful. Sweet. Loving. His hands never wandered far, his rhythm never lost control. I knew he loved me, and I loved him too, but god—I needed more than this.

	 

	I reached forward, pressing my palm to the sheets, and with the other hand, grabbed one of my tits. I groped it hard, pinched the nipple, trying to mimic his hand. My breath hitched, my body shuddered.

	 

	That’s what I wanted. That sting of pleasure. That desperate need. Not this safe, measured fuck.

	 

	I rocked my hips back harder against him, forcing him deeper, trying to draw something more out of him. Maybe if I just showed him how much I wanted it, he’d change. Maybe—

	 

	No. He was trying his best. And I couldn’t blame him. He wasn’t them. He’d never be them.

	 

	But god, how I wished he was.
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	He placed his hand over me as we turned to sleep after the usual, tender kind of sex he always gave me. His warmth pressed against my back, steady, comforting. But as our breaths evened out and the room fell quiet, I couldn’t ignore the soft flutter building in my stomach.

	 

	A small, involuntary quiver. Not from guilt. Not from love either.

	 

	Anticipation.

	 

	Thinking about tomorrow. Wondering what he might do. What Lina might suggest. What I might allow.

	 

	Whatever it was… I knew I’d face it. Take it. Endure it.

	 

	No... not endure.

	 

	Want it.

	 

	I swallowed, my lips curling into a faint smile in the dark.

	 

	I… hope it’s something fun.

	 

	I closed my eyes, half smiling, half nervous.

	 

	And when I opened them again… it was morning already.

	 

	I sat up with a messy hair, eyes half shut. I sat quietly for a moment, blankly staring ahead. The soft chirps of birds reached my ears, slipping into the silence of the room. I’ve always loved that sound. Even when I was a kid, I’d wake up to it and just lie still, listening. It made the world outside feel safe. It made me feel warm,calm and happy.

	 

	It wasn’t loud or anything. Just gentle and peaceful. Like a soft greeting.

	 

	Good morning.

	 

	I let out a quiet breath and rubbed my arms, letting that feeling settle in. I finally pushed myself up, brushing the sleep off my face. “Time to get moving...”, I muttered.

	 

	I had my eyes on the clock. Every tick felt loud and teasing. I kept glancing at it. Is it time yet? Only to find there was still a while left. I muttered under my breath, irritated, “Why the hell is time moving so slow today?” 

	 

	But eventually, my glances were finally answered. As if time had finally grown tired of my curses and decided to pick itself up and move forward. The moment had arrived.

	 

	I stepped out quickly, the nervous flutter in my stomach instantly tightening. There was something different in the air—like even the wind could feel what was about to happen. I walked toward the gate, heart unsteady, breath a little off.

	 

	Lina wasn't there. I paused, looking around.

	 

	I waited a minute. Maybe two.

	 

	And then I frowned to myself.

	 

	Why… why am I standing here like this? Why do I have to wait for her? Am I really that weak that I can’t take a few steps unless she’s beside me? That thought made my fingers curl around the cold edge of the gate. I bit the inside of my cheek.

	 

	No.

	 

	I’m a grown woman.

	 

	I don’t need anyone to hold my hand. I can handle whatever he throws at me… I have to.

	 

	“Alright.” I told myself. “I can do this.”

	 

	I gave myself a small nod, more to feel brave than anything else. The house stood in front of me. I could feel my heartbeat in my chest now, thumping hard and fast, as if my body already knew what this meant.

	 

	Even though it would just be him and me inside… Even though we’d be alone…

	 

	I couldn’t stop the thrill that crept through me. That low, warm rush in my stomach. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t even guilt.

	 

	It was something else.

	 

	A kind of breathless curiosity.

	 

	A nervous excitement I couldn’t fully explain, only feel.

	 

	The awareness that I was doing this, knowingly… started warming me from inside.

	 

	It was a moment.

	 

	A chance.

	 

	To be alone again with him.

	 

	My heart pounded harder.

	 

	Should I really go in?

	 

	Of course, a soft, shameless voice whispered from somewhere inside me.

	 

	That one word shook the hesitant right off me.

	 

	I took a step. Then another. My legs felt heavier, but I didn’t stop. The closer I got to the door, the louder everything inside me became.

	 

	I looked back, hoping to spot Lina — expecting her to be right behind me, walking with that usual spring in her step. But… nothing. No footsteps. No familiar presence. She wasn’t there—the only person who could have stopped me. And now… there was nothing that could stop me. Because I had made up my mind.

	 

	I didn’t want to stop.

	 

	I wanted to see what would happen.

	 

	What would he do today?

	 

	Would he… teach me something new?

	 

	Would I let him?

	 

	My hand reached for the door before I could even think twice. My breath caught in my throat. There was no turning back now.

	 

	And In the pit of my stomach, I already knew—I didn’t want to turn back.

	 

	I knocked at the door, steadying my breath, calming my face. I couldn’t let anything slip. I didn’t want him to notice the state of my body or the mess my thoughts were in.

	 

	He opened the door a moment later. I tried to keep a normal smile as our eyes met, pretending everything was just as usual. His brows lifted slightly—maybe in surprise. His eyes flicked past me for a second, probably checking if Lina was somewhere behind. But there was noone. Just me. I didn’t say anything. I just stood there, holding the smile. He probably didn't expect to see me standing here alone. To be honest, I did't expect as well.

	 

	He didn’t say anything. He simply stepped aside, giving me the space to walk in.

	 

	I entered slowly, one step at a time, feeling the weight of each movement. My heart thudded painfully in my chest, and I kept my eyes ahead, refusing to glance back.

	 

	And then —click

	 

	The sound of the door closing. It was soft but loud enough to make me flinch.

	 

	I swallowed lightly, my legs still moving, steady but slow. The silence between us pressed in, and yet I kept walking. Each step leading deeper into something....

	 

	"Is Lina not going to come today?" he asked, his voice breaking the silence like a soft tap on glass.

	 

	I stopped where I was, not walking any further. I turned to look back at him, keeping my expression as neutral as I could manage.

	 

	"She didn't say anything about not coming," I said slowly, watching his face. "But... I think she might be a little late."

	 

	He stayed near the door, eyes fixed on me, as if measuring something in my words. A quiet tension building between us again. He took a step forward.

	 

	"Is that so?" His voice had changed, dipping into something teasing.

	 

	I felt my heartbeat pick up. I swallowed once, forcing out a quick, soft reply. "Y-yeah."

	 

	He wasn't looking to walk past me, but towards me. Not to head elsewhere. At me.

	 

	"Hmm," he murmured, voice low, curious. "I wonder what we should do... to kill some time."

	 

	I felt the heat crawl between my thighs, deep and aching. My body gave itself away.

	 

	He kept coming closer, each step slow, intentional, like he was toying with me.

	 

	I took a step back, almost without thinking. Then another. Light, nervous. My eyes didn’t leave his.

	 

	"What do you say?" he asked, eyes glinting, his voice thick with something playful.

	 

	I froze inside, the heat in my core spreading, curling like smoke. I knew what he meant. Every part of me knew.

	 

	What do I say? My mind screamed out an answer. Let's fuc—

	 

	"I-I don't know," I replied instead, sheepishly, my voice barely steady.

	 

	My feet kept moving, backward, slow but constant. My eyes stayed locked with his. 

	 

	Suddenly, my back touched the wall. The soft thud made my breath caught in my belly. There was no more space to move.

	 

	He looked at me with that smile. That damn demonic smile.

	 

	Like he was enjoying it. Watching me like this. Watching me struggle so uselessly. So helplessly.

	 

	There was nothing I could do, and he liked that. He liked seeing me in that pathetic state. My legs started to gave in, just slightly, but enough to make me press my knees together. My fingers curled tightly around the edge of my skirt, gripping it nervously.

	 

	I turned my face to the side, tilted just enough so I didn’t have to meet his eyes. I couldn’t.

	 

	He stood right in front of me now. So close. I could feel the heat from his body.

	 

	He didn’t speak. Just looked at me, quietly.

	 

	And there I was, still trembling, staring off to the side. Trying to stay composed. Failing.

	 

	"You don’t know?" he said, voice low, humiliating.
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	He placed his one hand on my chest. No hesitation. Just kept it there, like he’d done it a hundred times before.

	 

	My body twitched at the contact, a jolt rushing down my cunt. I sucked in a sharp breath, my nails digging hard into the wall behind me. I still didn’t look at him. My head was tilted, eyes fixed stubbornly to the side.

	 

	But I could feel him. Every inch of his palm. The heat. The quiet pressure.

	 

	He started moving his index finger slowly, like he was writing something on my tit, maybe his name? He continued it with some teasing circles around my nipple. Not hurried. Not forceful. Just slow enough to drive me insane.

	 

	And then—he pressed. One finger pushing right into the center, on my nipple. Like he wanted to see just how deep he could go. “Hmmm, so delicious. You like this, don’t you?" he whispered.

	 

	I gasped, my lips quivering, but nothing came out

	 

	He knew I wouldn’t answer. He didn’t need one.

	 

	His hand slid down again, gripping the edge of my top. And then, slowly, he began lifting it. Inch by inch. Exposing me. My breath stuck somewhere, pussy dripping hard at his bold advances. I didn’t stop him. I couldn't.

	Because… I wanted this. I had no excuse left. 

	 

	He shoved the top inside my mouth. Telling me to hold them, while he shamelessly feels me up. And guess what I did? 

	 

	I held it with my mouth, teeth digged in to make sure it doesn't fall, while he does whatever he wants to do.

	 

	His hand reached the bra, he gripped it tight and pushed it upward in one rough move. The strap bit into my shoulders. My breasts spilled out, bare and hard and shamefully horny.

	 

	He smiled as he looked at them. At me.

	 

	Like this was what he expected.

	 

	Like I was exactly what he thought I’d become.

	 

	I just stood there, shaking, exposed, and wanting more.

	 

	He started giving light slaps on both of them one, then second, then third. 

	 

	Slap. Slap.

	 

	Not hard enough to hurt, but just enough to make me shake… to make my breath stutter… to make me moan. A weak whimper escaped from my closed mouth. It was getting hard to stand still as my knees started getting weak. 

	 

	He continued slapping them—one after the other. Again. And again. Until I could feel the sting, my skin heating up, my tits starting to turn a light red. I bit my lip, body twitching with each smack.

	 

	My head leaned back, eyes drifting up to the ceiling, lips parted. I couldn’t think anymore. I wasn’t looking at him —just feeling.

	My eyes glazed over, drowning in the mess of pleasure he was pulling out of me.

	God… he really was ruining me. And I was letting him.

	 

	Then he leaned in. His face close. Too close. I could feel his breath hitting my bare nipple, warm and slow, like he was savoring the moment before he touched me again.

	 

	And then he kissed it. Just a small peck. Like he was leaving his mark on them. Stamping them with his lips.

	 

	God.

	 

	It was dirty. So, so dirty. Even though he was very gentle, it still felt so humiliating and degrading. The way he was treating them with love and hate. He was doing everything right, as if he knew my body like a back of his hand. 

	 

	His lips opened slowly, and he pulled my nipple into his mouth. Wet. Hot. His tongue rolled around it, circling, teasing, flicking my nipple with his tongue, until I thought I’d lose my mind. Then he started pulling—sucking it in like he wanted milk out of it, like he was trying to drink something from me that wasn’t there.

	 

	I let out a loud moan. “Ahhh… fuck…” It just slipped out of me. I couldn't hold it in anymore.

	 

	My top slipped down over his head, covering him for a second and I quickly and pathetically blurted out, “Sorry.” 

	 

	God… really?

	 

	He was sucking on my tits, playing with my body as he liked, and I apologized?

	How embarassing is that?

	Why??

	Was I worried I interrupted his rhythm? That maybe I ruined his moment?

	Maybe.

	But that wasn’t even the worst part.

	The truth is, I said it because I didn’t want him to stop.

	I didn’t want to ruin whatever twisted thing he was doing to me.

	I should’ve at least pretended to resist.

	But instead, I said sorry.

	Worried that I ruined his momentum.

	God, I really am slipping, aren't I?

	 

	His other hand was busy, pulling and pinching my other nipple, rough and hard, like he wanted to keep both of them occupied.

	 

	I kept my legs still from falling down. I held my top up with my other hand, not to stop him—never to stop him—but to make sure he had full access, to make sure nothing got in the way.

	 

	I was trembling, biting my lips, breathless, my whole body reacting on its own.

	 

	And he hadn't even fucked me yet.

	 

	He bit down—just a little. Just enough to send that sharp jolt through my chest. A mix of pain and pleasure that made my back arch instantly.

	 

	My hand flew to his head, fingers curling tight into his hair. Not to stop him. Not even close. I just needed to hold on to something, anything, because the feeling was too much. Too raw. Too good.

	 

	His mouth stayed there, warm and wet, his teeth gently grazing as his tongue flicked slow circles around the swollen bud, lapping at it like he wanted to taste everything I was feeling. Every pulse, every twitch, every shiver.

	 

	Then he paused, his breath hot and damp against my sensitive skin, and tilted his head just enough to meet my eyes. That smirk on his lips, that wicked glint in his eyes—it said everything.

	 

	“You lost both the rounds yesterday, didn’t you?” he murmured.

	 

	His voice was slow, teasing, like a punishment. Like he was enjoying making me remember how pathetically I had given in. Like he wanted to make me say it. Own it. Feel it.

	 

	My nipple was still in his mouth, warm and wet, waiting—for an answer I couldn’t give. My lips parted, breath shallow, but no words came out. Just soft, helpless gasps. He didn’t wait.

	 

	He grabbed the other tit, pulled it harder, bringing it close to his mouth. And then—God—he sucked both at once, his hands pressing my tits together, his lips switching, dragging, devouring. I whimpered, fingers tangling harder into his hair, holding on like I’d fall apart if I let go.

	 

	“Aahnn... ahhhn…” I was moaning breathlessly. My voice was barely mine anymore, heavy with heat, with need. My body squirmed, cunt twitching, breath ragged.

	 

	“You know there was a punishment too,” he muttered against my skin, the vibration running straight through me. He paused for few seconds, looking at my helpless condition “I hope you haven’t forgotten that.” His voice turned sharp, edged with irritation.

	 

	I blinked, trying to speak, to say anything, but I was too far gone—shaking under his mouth, his grip, his words.

	 

	“When I ask something, you better answer,” he said, voice low now. Warning. Command.

	 

	And then he bit down—harder this time. On both nipples, at once.

	 

	A strangled cry broke from my throat. Hnnnngggggg. My back arched off the wall, my hands clutched his hair tighter, as that sweet burst of pain shot through me, dragged pleasure right behind it like a leash.

	 

	I couldn’t think. Couldn’t hide it. I was already turned into his plaything.

	 

	o-ok... ok... I-I’ll... rep...ly… I breathed out, my voice weak, barely holding together. My chest was heaving, heart thudding. He lifted his head up and pressed his fingers against my jaw, tilting my face up toward him. His gaze was sharp, intense, making my insides twist with nervous heat.

	 

	“So,” he said, his tone low and slow, “are you ready to be punished?”

	 

	Pun…ish…? The word sounded strange in my ears. I wasn’t sure what he meant. But I could feel it, deep in my stomach, that whatever he had planned—it would overwhelm me. Twist me in ways I couldn’t even name. And... I am going to like it.

	 

	I swallowed hard. “Y-yes…” I whispered, almost ashamed by how quickly the answer left my lips. “I.. I want to... be punished…”

	 

	A glint of satisfaction lit up his face. That smile. That cruel, pleased smile. Like I’d just said exactly what he was hoping to hear.

	 

	He turned and walked away, disappearing into one of the rooms, leaving me standing there, legs shaking and body throbbing with warmth. The second he was out of sight, my knees gave out. I slowly dropped to the floor, trembling, breathing hard, trying to pull myself together but failing miserably.

	 

	My nipples were all wet and sloppy. He had made a mess out of my tits. My chest felt warm, sensitive, like it remembered everything his mouth and hands had done. I hugged myself lightly, the cool air brushing against the wet skin he’d left behind. Every breath felt heavy.

	 

	And yet… I waited. Kneeling on the floor, heart racing, unsure what he would bring… but knowing whatever it was, I had already accepted it.
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	I sat there, dazed, my eyes fixed on the entrance of the room he had gone into. My body felt frozen, like something heavy was weighing me down, like I couldn’t move even if I wanted to. My heart thudded against my ribs, fast, frantic. What was he going to bring? What was he going to do?

	 

	Then I heard it—step… step… step—his slow footsteps echoing across the floor.

	 

	He returned, smiling faintly, something small held between his fingers. His eyes looking down at me as he walked straight toward me. I was trying to gather my breath—slowly and steadily.

	 

	He crouched in front of me, face close, his presence swallowing all the space around me.

	 

	“So…” he said, his voice low and commanding, “this will be your punishment.”

	 

	He lifted the small object in front of my face.

	 

	“Wh-what is that?” I asked, my voice finally breaking through the fog. My mind was slowly beginning to catch up, but my limbs still refused to move.

	 

	“This,” he said, holding it delicately, “is something you’re really going to enjoy. Trust me.”

	 

	“En…joy?” I repeated, staring at the thing in his fingers, my body started shaking as the word registered in my mind.

	 

	“Yes,” he said, a slow grin spreading across his face. “You want to feel alive, don’t you?”

	 

	“Fee…l alive?” I whispered, my voice barely there, all my focus drawn to his mouth, to his eyes, to that object.

	 

	He leaned closer. One hand reached above me, pressing against the wall. His body blocked everything else out. I could feel his hot breath right at my face. My own breath grew shallow.

	 

	“You want to feel more of this,” he whispered, his hand sliding up again, grabbing my chest, fondling them with a slow, steady pace, “don’t you?”

	 

	His words curled into that part of me I was trying hard not to give in to. More… of this?

	 

	My lips opened slightly, trembling—to say something, to say... Yes.

	 

	He noticed. He placed a finger gently on my lips.

	 

	“Pssssh…”

	 

	His voice was quiet, playful. “Stay quiet. Your eyes, your body… they’re telling me everything.”

	 

	My body started feeling more relaxed. His words were easing something in me. I didn't even nod, 'cause I didn't have to. He knew what I wanted. I just sat there, the inside of my thighs getting even warmer, my breath shaky, skin flushed.

	 

	“Now stay still,” he murmured, his gaze not leaving mine even for a second.

	 

	He slowly moved his hand down, touching my thigh. Gently spreading both my legs apart. Not rushed, not rough—just with complete control. Heat oozed out of it like it had been dying to get out. His palm brushed my inner thigh, slowly and seductively. I bit my lips as I felt the sharp sting of how wet I already was.

	 

	He slowly reached forward, fingertips sliding through that soaked heat. I twitched, my lips pressing shut to hold back the whimper.

	 

	When he lifted his hand again, his fingers shined with my wetness. He looked at them, then at me. 

	 

	“Already dripping,” he whispered. “I barely even started.”

	 

	I gripped my skirt, trying to stay still like he told me to. But my fingers curled tighter and tighter into the skirt.

	 

	My chest heaving, faster now. The middle strip of my panty was stuck deep inside my folds. He tried taking hold of them with his finger to pull them out, but it slipped. Wet, slippery, stuck deep between my lips. I let out a moan, “nnnnh.” There was no more hesitation to hold it back any more. He was chuckling at the mess I had made. He rubbed his crotch with his one hand, probably trying to calm his thing down. Maybe it turned him on, watching me like this. Pathetic, trembling, useless.

	 

	He slid his finger inside my cunt, it went in with ease.

	 

	“Hnnnngg…” I moaned again, my fingers curling into fists over my thigh, trying to hold on to something. 

	 

	Then he slowly hooked his finger on the strip, pulling them gently out. He put the object infront of my eyes. Small. Round. Solid. Like a toy.

	 

	“This… will be your punishment,” he said, smiling wide, eyes dark with pleasure.

	 

	Before I could even process it, he shoved it in.

	 

	One push. All the way.

	 

	“H-hhaahh… haa… ahhh…” My body jerked forward from the sudden pressure. Breathless gasps leaked out of my mouth, eyes and mouth flew wide open in shock. It was … full… so tight inside me. I felt the weight of it pressing in deep. 

	 

	My pussy was clenching on its own, wrapping around that hard shape.

	 

	"W-What is that?" I asked, my voice trembling, breaths shaky as I stared between my legs. "Why did you put it inside me?"

	 

	There was a thin rope sticking out of my pussy. I blinked, confused, my fingers twitching near it. "What the hell is this?" I whispered again, panicked, needy, turned on and terrified all at once.

	 

	He stood up, calm, smug. Slowly pulled something from his pocket. A small black remote.

	 

	He looked at me. "You’ll see."

	 

	Then, without warning, he pressed the button.

	 

	My entire body jolted like I’d just been electrocuted with a thousand volts straight through my pussy.

	 

	A sharp shock of sensation shot through my core, making me shudder. I slapped my palm on the floor for support, my body bent forward.

	 

	"It... vibrates?" I said breathlessly.

	 

	"You’re smart," he smirked. "That thing inside you? It’s your punishment. You're going to wear it... like a good girl."

	 

	I tried to say something, tried to curse at him, "You bas—"

	 

	But he pressed the button again.

	 

	My legs trembled, my thighs shook, and the words turned into helpless cries.

	 

	He watched me squirm with that satisfied look. "You better not take it out until I tell you. That thing’s staying inside. Understand?"

	 

	I stood frozen, panting. My forehead almost touching the floor. My hand moved to my stomach. I could feel the hum inside. Still faint, still cruel. And my pussy... It was squeezing around it like it wanted more. Like it didn’t want to let it go.

	 

	So this... was a toy. A sex toy. It was my first time seeing it or worse... feeling it. And it felt... good, no... mind—fucking. Just a small toy. It was all that needed to make my legs shake harder than my husband ever did. 

	 

	The vibration buzzed again—he hadn’t even pressed anything, and yet it felt like my body wanted to react on its own.

	 

	I opened my mouth, unsure what would come out. I still wanted to fight. To act like I am not his toy to play with however he wants. But he didn’t wait for my answer. He crouched down slowly, right in front of me, voice low, dirty.

	 

	“I know you want this. Don't try to fight it,” his words slowly switching on some dirty part of me, “Nobody needs to know what happens between us, It's just you and me having some fun”

	 

	My lips quivered at his every dangerous word. I finally responded, “But. Sh-she’ll be right next to me... in the kitchen...” The words tumbled out, nervous and shaky.

	 

	Unless you want her to know,” he said, leaning in closer. “Unless you want her to hear you moan like a bitch in heat. Unless you want her to ask why your legs are shaking. Why you can’t stand straight. Hmm?”

	 

	I shook my head. “N-no...” 

	 

	“And you’ll be cooking with that toy inside you,” he said, grinning, “while she chops onions, and you try not to drop the spoon from how wet your pussy is.”

	 

	I flinched. My hand moved to my stomach again. The hum was still there. A faint, teasing pulse. I crossed my thighs. Tried to stop the feeling. But it didn’t stop.

	 

	“You’ll talk to her, laugh with her... while this thing’s pushing your insides,” he whispered. “While I press this button”—he raised the remote, wagging it slowly—“whenever I want.”

	 

	My mouth hung open. Still processing his every word. Could I really handle this? With Lina right beside me? She's quick to notice... sharp eyes, always alert. What if she sees me sweating... trembling... biting my lip like a goddamn mess?

	 

	But then.... would she ever guess the real reason?

	 

	Would she ever guess that I’ve got a fucking vibrator shoved deep inside my pussy... by him?

	 

	God.

	 

	The thought alone made my stomach nervous with thrill.

	 

	It made me hornier.

	 

	This... this was the thrill. Doing something so filthy, so damn wrong, while someone sits just inches away. Talking normally. Laughing. Clueless. The danger, the filth... it made my stomach knot and my pussy drip harder.

	 

	I clenched my thighs, trying to stop the buzzing from spreading, but it just made it worse. My body felt hotter, my breaths uneven.

	 

	"I want to experience this," I whispered, almost to myself. "But taking such a dangerous step... I'm not sure I can handle it."

	 

	He was quiet. Still crouched, eyes never leaving mine. Focused and waiting.

	 

	Then he smiled calmly. Like he knew he already had me. Like he knew how to make a woman say yes.

	 

	“You already are handling it,” he said, voice low, leaning closer. “Look at you. Wet. Shaky. But still not pulling it out.”

	 

	I looked away, shame flushing my cheeks. But it was true. I hadn’t even tried to remove it.

	 

	“You’re scared, yeah,” he said, fingers brushing up my thigh again. “But your body wants it. You wouldn’t be leaking like this if you didn’t.”

	 

	I whimpered.

	 

	“Listen,” he said, “you said it yourself—you want to experience this. And I’m not telling you to fuck me in front of her. I’m not making you moan loud, or drop to your knees. All you gotta do is pretend like nothing’s happening.”

	 

	His hand trailed higher, stopping just before touching my cunt.

	 

	“Pretend like you’re not soaked,” he whispered, “like you’re not being owned from the inside while you stir that food.”

	 

	I sucked the inside of my cheeks.

	 

	“She won’t know,” he continued. “Unless you want her to. Unless you start twitching, squeezing your thighs, shaking your hips like some hungry mess.”

	 

	He leaned even closer, breathing against my neck.

	 

	“But you won’t, right? You’ll keep your legs together. You’ll clench down, hold that toy inside. Keep your mouth shut while it pulses against your walls. Just like a good innocent wife.”

	 

	I let out a shaky moan. His words made it worse. My cunt aching with need.

	 

	“You’re scared,” he said, “but that’s why you want it. That’s why this is different.”

	 

	He looked me dead in the eye.

	 

	“You want to remember this. Don’t you?”

	 

	I gulped. His every word making me excited and nervous at the same time.

	 

	I sat quiet for few seconds, thoughts juggling between yes and no. 

	 

	And then... I gave a small nod. That was it. I had decided.

	 

	“…Yes.”

	 

	His smile deepened, slow and wicked. He raised the remote in his hand.

	 

	“Good,” he whispered, pressing the button.

	 

	A sharp shock spread through me. “F-Fuckkk,” I gasped, the jolt catching me off guard. I clenched down hard, eyes wide, mouth open—but no sound came out. Just heat. Just tremble. Just need. 

	 

	The door knocked. She was here.

	 

	“Ah, so now,” he said, voice low and smug, “brace your cunt for what’s about to come. And quickly get yourself ready. You look like a shameless pervert.”

	 

	He laughed loduly as he moved toward the door casually.

	 

	I stood up trembling, legs barely holding me up. My pussy clenched around that damned thing inside. I stumbled toward the kitchen, fixing my clothes in a hurry, my heart racing so loud it echoed in my head.

	 

	As I moved past the hallway, there it was—the mirror.

	 

	And I saw everything. Both tits popped out, nipples wet and puffy. My skirt lifted, stuck at the waist, ass showing. Hair messy like I'd just been dragged by my hair.

	 

	Seeing my own reflection didn't make me feel pathetic. It should have. It should’ve filled me with shame, guilt, disgust.

	 

	But it didn't. God, I looked so dirty.

	 

	I gave a lewd, filthy smile to my own reflection.

	 

	Because it made me realize the self I was trying so hard to suppress.

	 

	That mirror didn’t show shame. It showed truth.

	 

	And now, I was about to act normal. With a toy shoved inside me. With Lina beside me.

	 

	And I was smiling. Like a slut who lived for this.

	 

	I rushed into the kitchen, my hand pressing down on my panties like that would somehow stop the sensation throbbing deep inside. And now Lina was about to walk in, and I had to act like nothing was wrong.

	 

	I quickly adjusted my bra, pulling down my top back into place. I pulled the wet, sticky strip of my panty and placed it back on to its original place, pressuring my already stuffed cunt. A thin rope dangled out from my panties. Fuck, It made me look so dirty. I still can't believe I’d actually agreed to this... 

	 

	The footsteps were already closing in, and I could hear Lina’s laugh getting louder. 

	 

	I looked down one last time to check—was everything in place? Did I look normal? 

	 

	And everything did seem normal except one thing.

	 

	Shit.

	 

	My nipples.

	 

	They were stiff. Poking through the fabric. Not fully obvious, but not something that could be ignored. I adjusted my top again to make sure it gets hidden. But no... it refused to hide. Like my tits wanted lina to know the dirty fun I had minutes before.

	 

	Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. If Lina notices, I’m screwed. It would be impossible to get out of this. I started sweating, body panicking. What the hell could I do to hide this?

	 

	Then my eyes landed on it.

	 

	An apron.

	 

	My savior. My damn Messiah.

	 

	I snatched it up and looped it around my neck, fingers fumbling from the nerves. And I finally let out a deep sigh of relief. Thank god. They were hidden now. My shame tucked away under a thin layer of cloth.

	 

	I stood near the window, pretending to act all normal—like I’d been waiting for ages. I was even ready to throw a slightly annoyed look at Lina the moment she stepped in. For being late. For leaving me here alone with him. And all because of her damn delay… I had to go through all that.

	 

	I let out a low chuckle.

	 

	God. Me. Standing here with something shoved deep inside my pussy, trying to look pissed off at my friend like I’m some housewife with a bone to pick. The apron swaying gently over my tits, hiding my stiff nipples. My soaked core still pulsing.

	 

	How fucking ridiculous. How... erotic.

	 

	I bit my lip to stop myself from laughing more. This was insane.

	 

	“Hiiieee!” Lina burst in with her usual cheerful energy, voice carrying through the kitchen. “I hope I didn’t make you wait for too long!”

	 

	She came in fast, locking her arm with mine like always. Her touch made my body tense for a second. I gave her that slightly irritated look, just as I had rehearsed.

	 

	“I was about to go home, you know,” I said, feigning annoyance.

	 

	“I am sorryyyy,” she replied playfully, “this will never happen again.”

	 

	Then she leaned forward, her warm breath grazing my ear. 

	 

	“Hope he kept you... entertained while I was gone,” she muttered slowly, eyes glinting with mischief as if she knew something.

	 

	I pulled my head back immediately, cheeks burning. “S-Stop saying such ridiculous things, Lina.”

	 

	She just laughed, teasing like always. “Relaxxxx, bestie…”

	 

	Then her eyes wandered down for a second and her expression lit up. “Ooooh, you’re already wearing the apron! Look at you, already looking like the perfect student. Seems like you’re really taking the lessons seriously, huh?”

	 

	I forced a smile, laughing lightly, though my insides were anything but calm. If only she knew what was really going on beneath this apron…

	 

	We stood near the stove, ingredients spread out, and Lina chatting away like usual, totally unaware of the storm inside me. I was nodding, pretending to follow his instructions, trying to stay composed. But no matter what, I felt that nervous twist deep in my gut. 

	 

	I was nervous about that thing buried inside my cunt, scared of what would happen the moment he pressed the button. The jolt. The shiver. That pulse of filthy pleasure that would wash through me like a wave. I could already imagine it—the soft hum, the soft pulse in my belly, the shame curling under my skin while Lina stood just inches away.

	 

	God… what if she notices?

	 

	What if I can’t stop my legs from shaking?

	 

	What if I moan?

	 

	His eyes were all over me. He was waiting. Watching. Ready to play me like a toy.

	 

	And I couldn't help but pray to god, to give me enough strength to endure this… this punishment that he shoved inside me."

	 

	We started preparing the dish. I bent forward slightly to grab the chopped vegetables. And just then—

	 

	Bzzzt.

	 

	“F-Fuck...” I gasped, almost dropping the bowl.

	 

	My knees trembled. Fingers curled in air, my chest almost pressed over the counter. The vibration hit me like a shock—sharp, hungry, and mean. It pulsed right through my core, jerking me out of my skin. 

	 

	“You okay?” Lina asked with a concerned look.

	 

	I forced a smile through my clenched teeth. “Y-Yeah. Just a little dizzy, maybe.

	 

	She gave me some water to drink and asked me to sit for few minutes. 

	 

	I hesitated. Sitting… with that thing still inside? But it was still better than standing and cooking food.

	 

	I nodded weakly and walked to the chair, my legs stiff, trembling. I eased myself down slowly, heart pounding. The pressure shifted deeper, making me flinch. 

	 

	And then—

	 

	Bzzzt.

	 

	“Mmh—!” I gasped into my hand, nearly jumping off the chair. 

	 

	He did it.

	 

	That bastard pressed it.

	 

	And then again—

	 

	Bzzzzt. Bzzzzzzt.

	 

	“F-fuck,” I mouthed silently, eyes getting half shut. Both hands shoved between my thighs, trying to lower the buzz spreading through my body, trying to contain the shake in my hips. My body jerked in tiny spasms. It was too much. Too fast. Too intense. 

	 

	Lina was humming to herself, focused on stirring something in the pan, completely unaware.

	 

	He was leaning against the wall. Watching me shake and tremble like a pathetic bitch.

	 

	Lina turned around to pass me a spoon. “Hey, taste this, tell me if it needs more salt.”

	 

	I quickly leaned forward, nodding, forcing a smile. “Y-Yeah. Sure.”

	 

	The moment the spoon hit my lips, he pressed the button again.

	 

	My body flinched. I almost dropped the spoon.

	 

	Lina tilted her head. “Too hot?”

	 

	I forced a laugh, covering my mouth. “A bit… just caught me off guard.”

	 

	She giggled and turned back to the stove.

	 

	Bzzzzzt.

	 

	Another pulse.

	 

	My head fell forward slightly, jaw slack. My hands gripped the edge of the chair now, knuckles white.

	 

	“Fucking bastard,” I looked at him, shaping the words silently, my lips moving with no sound, just enough for him to understand.

	 

	And of course—he smiled. That smug, cocky smile stretched across his face like he was proud of breaking me down piece by piece.

	 

	He mouthed something back.

	 

	You love it.

	 

	My cheeks flushed hot.

	 

	I hated him.

	 

	I hated how right he was.

	 

	My pussy was clenching around the toy, like it was hungry for more. I was dripping. A dull wet warmth spreading between my thighs, leaking slowly, and I couldn’t even move without making it worse.

	 

	Bzzzzzzzzzzzzt.

	 

	He held it longer this time. My hand flew to my neck, gripping it tight like it could hold me together. Legs trembling as the pulse tore through me. The vibration felt too deep. My jaw clenched to stop a moan from spilling out.

	 

	Fuck. Fucking hell. I’m going to die like this.

	 

	“You okay?”

	 

	Lina’s voice drifted in like a cold breeze on my burning skin. My body froze mid-shiver. I stopped, heart thudding. I forced a small smile, praying my face wasn’t as red as it felt. 

	 

	Y-yeah, just tired… it’s that time of the month,” I blurted, hoping the excuse would cover the flush in my cheeks.

	 

	“Ohhh, say no more.” She turned back to the pan, stirring like nothing was wrong.

	 

	But everything was wrong.

	 

	I was squirming on a chair with a vibrator buried inside me. Being played like a toy in the middle of a kitchen. My body buzzing. My mind melting. And I couldn’t even moan. Couldn’t even scream.

	 

	I looked up at him again.

	 

	He licked his bottom lip, teasing me with just his eyes. Then he did something I didn’t expect.

	 

	He casually placed the remote near the edge of the counter—right within Lina’s reach and stepped away to “grab a glass of water.”

	 

	I froze.

	 

	No. No no no—

	 

	Lina turned and noticed it. “Oh? What’s this?” she said, picking it up. “Some kind of speaker remote?”

	 

	Before I could stop her—

	 

	Click.

	 

	My mouth opened in a silent moan. My fingers gripped the edge of my top.

	 

	Click. Click.

	 

	Two more times.

	 

	She pressed it like a toy, turning it over in her hands. “Is this for the fan?”

	 

	He smiled, walking back. “Ah, no. Something else. It’s a… kitchen timer. Not very accurate though.”

	 

	“Oh,” she said, pressing it again curiously.

	 

	I nearly knocked the chair over.

	 

	I had to slap my hand over my mouth again to stop the cry that was bubbling up. My body shook, eyes watery, hips twitching under the apron. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Everything inside me was burning.

	 

	My back arched—legs stiffening, curling beneath the chair.

	 

	And then…

	 

	Everything broke. Both my legs shot up into the air, toes curling, completely straight. A jolt ripped through me, stronger than before. The vibrations hit deep, my back arched, mouth wide open in a silent scream.

	 

	A shuddering gasp escaped me.

	 

	I... Came.

	 

	My head fell back.

	 

	He walked over smoothly, took the remote from Lina’s hand. “Battery’s acting up,” he said with a casual shrug. “I’ll fix it later.”

	 

	Lina nodded and turned back to the stove, oblivious.

	 

	And I collapsed into the chair, head thrown back, arms dangling aimlessly in the air, legs stretched straight and stiff. My hair fell over my eyes, sweat dripping down the side of my neck, lips pressed tight, and my body jolted again and again in wild, uncontrollable spasms.

	 

	He looked down at me once, smirking, then walked past like nothing happened.

	 

	And I just sat there, staring blankly at lina… completely wrecked.

	 

	 

	“H-Hey?”

	 

	The voice pulled me back—back from whatever dark, blurry place my mind had wandered into. I blinked slowly.

	 

	Lina was crouched beside me, eyes filled with concern, her hand resting gently on my arm. “You don’t look okay at all. Maybe… you should just go home and rest today?”

	 

	I stared at her face, trying to piece together what she was saying. Her lips moved, but my brain was still swimming in that heavy, dizzy aftershock. My pulse hadn’t slowed down yet. The phantom buzz of that damned thing was still there, still echoing inside me.

	 

	And then his voice came from behind her.

	 

	“Yeah. She looks… like a mess.”

	 

	I flinched. My lips parted. Did he just—?

	 

	Before I could respond, he was already moving closer. “I’ll drop her off. She shouldn’t go alone like this.”

	 

	He sounded like a gentleman. Worried for a woman in distress and lending her a hand without a second thought.

	 

	Like this was just something he did often—escorting women he had wrecked from the inside.

	 

	He stepped in beside me, placed his hand under my arm. Slowly, he began lifting me to stand.

	 

	Lina helped too, her hand on my other side.

	 

	I felt weightless.

	 

	Not in a good way.

	 

	Not in control either.

	 

	Just… floating, letting them move my body however they wanted.

	 

	Home. Rest. Something about that made my legs move, made me stumble forward with their support.

	 

	Each step I took, I felt those soft, warm waves rolling through me. That thing which was now silent after making me cry helplessly. The soaked mess between my legs. The way my body trembled like I had been used and emptied out.

	 

	He reached for my hand, gripping it gently but firmly, guiding me like a puppet. Like I belonged to him now. Like he was the only one who could move me.

	 

	His fingers stayed tightly locked around mine as we walked the quiet street. My steps felt shaky, each one pressing the toy deeper. The way he held my hand—it wasn’t romantic. It was control. Like dragging his filthy pet home. And I… let him.

	 

	God. What was I becoming?

	 

	I should’ve pulled away. I should’ve fought this. But my body just kept moving, like it had already given up. Or maybe given in. Each step closer to the house made it worse, made the shame stronger, the heat in my stomach tighter. The fact that anyone could’ve seen us. Neighbors. My husband, if he just looked out the window.

	 

	He leaned in near my ear, his voice low like we were just chatting.

	 

	"You're walking like a good girl today. Can’t even imagine how wet you must be."

	 

	Shame flushed my body.

	 

	“S-Stop it,” I replied instantly.

	 

	"Tell me, does it feel worse now that your hand is in mine? Like I own you, taking you back to your own house while your husband's busy somewhere?"

	 

	The mention of my husband sent a strange shiver down my spine. My steps faltered, breath picking up all over again. I stared blankly ahead, chest rising and falling faster by the second.

	 

	He noticed.

	 

	Of course, he did.

	 

	“Oh? That’s what gets you going?” he said, voice dipped in amusement. “Just a single word. Husband. That’s all it takes to make you tremble like that?”

	 

	I clenched my jaw. “Shut up,” I hissed, the heat of shame crawling up my face. I tried to sound annoyed, angry—even disgusted. But he only laughed. That deep, mocking chuckle that made everything worse.

	 

	“Noted,” he said smugly.

	 

	Before I could say anything more, he pulled my hand again, pulling me along. He didn't give me a second to breathe. I stumbled after him, thighs tense, lips sealed, too ashamed to speak. 

	 

	Because he was right.

	 

	And I hated that he knew.

	 

	I bit my lip, humiliated. And yet… . My face felt hot. I hated this. Loved this. Wanted to scream and melt into the ground at the same time.

	 

	I opened the door and we stepped inside, I tried to gain some sort of control. A shred of dignity.

	 

	“O-okay,” I mumbled, not even looking at him. “T-that’s enough. I need to—”

	 

	My wrist was snatched back.

	 

	“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” His voice didn’t rise. It became dangerous. I turned, startled, and that smirk on his face made my body pound like crazy.

	 

	He closed the door behind him, locking it without breaking eye contact. The click of the lock echoed like a final decision.

	 

	“Don’t think we're done yet,” he whispered, reaching toward my waist. “You’ve been aching for it this whole time.”

	 

	“W-wait,” I stammered, voice barely more than a whisper. “He’s just… upstairs…”

	 

	His lips curled into a slow, wicked smile, eyes locked on mine.

	 

	“Oh?” he murmured, as if the idea only now thrilled him more. “That makes it even better.”

	 

	He leaned in close, arms tightly wrapped around waist, pulling me closer, and his voice dropped to a low, mocking whisper. “Psssh… don’t make a sound, or we’ll get caught.”

	 

	My heart punched against my ribs. I snapped my mouth shut, pressing my lips together as tightly as I could. I didn’t trust myself to speak. To breathe. To do anything but stand there, trembling, legs weak, the danger of it all overwhelming every last bit of sense in my head.

	 

	He slowly slid his hand down and lifted up my skirt with a rough pull. I gasped, my hands scrambling to stop him but too slow, too weak. My trembling thighs exposed, the thin rope of the toy still peeking out. My lips opened to protest—but nothing came out. Not a word. My mouth was dry.

	 

	He crouched down slowly, eyes fixed on the mess between my legs, like it was some kind of prize he'd earned. The string still peeked out, slightly wet, a silent reminder of everything I’d let happen. I was standing in the same hallway where I used to greet my husband with a warm smile. Now I stood there trembling, skirt lifted, chest beating, flushed and breathless with another man's hands on me.

	 

	“You really walked all the way here with this inside you,” he murmured, fingers brushing near the string but not quite pulling. “Damn… you’re filthier than I thought.”

	 

	I started taking shallow gasps as I stared down at him. I felt every word hit somewhere deep, and even though I wanted to protest—say anything—I couldn't. My head was spinning. And what scared me more was how much my body was reacting. This was my house. My home. And he was... just upstairs. 

	 

	I shouldn't feel like this. Not here. Not now.

	 

	But the shame—that twisted thrill that I’d been dragged here, that he was talking to me like that only made it worse. My chest was tight. My heart was pounding so loud it was the only thing I could hear for a second.

	 

	And then he looked up at me, eyes glinting.

	 

	“Let’s see how loud you can stay quiet,” he whispered.

	 

	I bit my lip hard, still gripping the wall with one hand for balance. My knees had gone weak again, like they didn’t belong to me anymore. My eyes focused on the stairs, breath going bonkers. Worried? Scared? Maybe... Aroused? The weight of his stare. The draft on my bare thighs. The sharp press of guilt mixing with a heat I couldn’t deny.

	 

	I was aroused. That was the truth. Even as I tried to tell myself to stop, even as I tried to block out the fact that my husband was just upstairs, that this was the same floor where we laughed over tea... my body betrayed me.

	 

	The sensation wasn’t just physical—it was emotional. It was about how wrong this was. And that made it worse. Or better. I couldn’t tell anymore.

	 

	My toes curled against the floor, and I gave him a shaky glance, my lips barely moving. “Y-you can’t…”

	 

	But even I didn’t believe myself.

	 

	He didn’t answer. He just watched my body react, let the silence settle thick between us like smoke. And all I could do was brace myself, helpless against everything I was feeling, hoping that somehow… I could stay quiet.

	 

	Even when everything inside me screamed otherwise.

	 

	His fingers started moving, teasing the soaked string between my legs, slowly pulling on it. I gasped, my body twitching as the toy dragged against everything inside me. He didn’t pull it out completely. Just played with it—pulling, pausing, pushing it back in like he had all the time in the world.

	 

	“Your husband right upstairs,” he said calmly. Wonder what he’d say if he walked down and saw this.” 

	 

	My legs trembled.

	 

	“He’d be crushed, wouldn’t he? Poor guy. His perfect wife spread out, shaking under someone else’s fingers.” He pushed it in deeper with a single twist, fingers shoved in as inside as he could, and my whole body jerked.

	 

	My hand flew to my mouth, eyes wide, blinking up at the ceiling like I could somehow see my husband through the floor.

	 

	He kept going, slow, steady, fingers brushing over the wetness gathering at my thighs.

	 

	“Would he cry, you think?” he whispered again. “Or maybe he’d just freeze, right there on the stairs. Watching. Realizing his wife’s cunt is trained to squeeze around another man’s hand.”

	 

	“Stop,” I hissed, weakly. “Just shut up…”

	 

	But even I didn’t believe it. My knees buckled, barely holding on. My pussy clenched again as he twisted the toy one more time, slow and deliberate. My back arched off the wall, and I bit down on my knuckle just to hold in the whimper.

	 

	“You’re so damn wet,” he muttered, smirking. “All because I mentioned him. What kind of wife are you, huh?”

	 

	His words stung. They shouldn’t have felt good. But they did. They burned hot and low, all through me, shame and heat twisting into something ugly and addictive. I hated it. And I wanted more.

	 

	He leaned in, his breath warm on my cheek, “You want me to show him? You want me to hold you up against this door, right now, and make sure he sees what kind of woman he's living with?”

	 

	My head shook violently. But my cunt pushed into his hand without thinking.

	 

	He chuckled darkly.

	 

	“You’re unbelievable. I bet your cunt’s learning to throb at his name.”

	 

	And he was right. Every time he said husband, my body reacted like it was wired to it. It was disgusting. It was terrifying. And god, it was making me ache.

	 

	He moved the toy just a little more—barely anything—but my breath caught hard. I was close. Too close.

	 

	And then… he stopped.

	 

	I looked up, wide-eyed, broken.

	 

	He pulled his hand away, pulling the vibrator out, took a step back, like nothing had happened. Just that same calm look on his face.

	 

	“Well then,” he said casually, fixing his shirt. “You’ve got a mess to clean up.”

	 

	I blinked, still panting, shaking.

	 

	He walked to the door, paused, and glanced back at me one last time.

	 

	“Try not to moan too loud when you finally cum, yeah? Wouldn’t want to interrupt your husband’s work.”

	 

	And just like that… he was gone.

	 

	I stood there, 

	 

	legs barely working, mouth open, chest heaving, looking at the door like a crackhead. 

	 

	“Fuck…” the word echoed like a damn vibrator inside my head. “I was so close to cumming”

	 

	My eyes were fixed on the door, my mouth muttering curses at him for leaving me hanging. 

	 

	I stood there like a statue, panties fallen down around one ankle, skirt still pushed high, my skin burning from exposure and leftover heat. My breath getting heavy, and I suddenly noticed how loud the house felt. So still. So silent.

	 

	I turned my head.

	 

	Toward the stairs.

	 

	They looked… different now. Like a path I wasn’t supposed to take. Like a tightrope dangling above a pit. But it was the only thing my mind could focus on. Everything went blurred except the stairs. 

	 

	The stairs that led to him.

	 

	My heart slammed against my chest, harder and faster.

	 

	I should cover myself. I should go to the bathroom. I should clean up, pretend none of this happened.

	 

	But I didn’t.

	 

	Instead, I started walking. Not towards the bathroom. Not at all. But towards the stairs.

	 

	My heel touched the first one, and something inside me flipped. My head spun. Every part of me screamed to turn around, but my body kept going. Up. Slow. Heavy steps. One after another.

	 

	The farther I climbed, the worse it got.

	 

	Each movement felt unreal, like my body was a pet being dragged by some sick, invisible hand—by the hair, no less—pulled forward step by step, and all I could do was follow. My legs didn’t want to work, but they did. My toes curled against the floor. My fingers twitched at my sides. My bare thighs brushed with each slow movement, wetness rubbing between them, and I didn’t stop to wipe it. They just hung by my sides, useless, like they’d given up pretending to be decent.

	 

	I did nothing to fix my clothes. It was still hiked up, exposing everything between my legs, shining and raw from how wet I still was. No toy inside me anymore. Just emptiness. But the phantom of it still pulsed inside me, the ghost of vibration, of being used, of being seen.

	 

	Halfway up the stairs, I paused.

	 

	I gripped the railing. Hard. My breath was shaky. Loud. My skin was prickling with fear. I was sweating like mad. A damp trickle slid from the base of my spine down between my asscheeks.

	 

	And that’s when it started.

	 

	That voice.

	 

	That deeper part of me. The part that slowly started taking control over me.

	 

	You want him to see.

	 

	I flinched. But my body started moving.

	 

	You want your husband to come out and see you like this. Cunt open. Body twitching for dirty reasons.

	 

	No. That’s not—

	 

	Then why are you climbing these stairs? Why haven’t you pulled your skirt down? Why are your nipples still hard?

	 

	My hand brushed against my chest. They were. Tight under my top. Poking through. The sweat made my nipples completely visible.

	 

	What are you gonna say if he opens the door? ‘Sorry honey, I let someone else play with my cunt for a while, I hope you don't mind'?

	 

	My knees buckled slightly.

	 

	Or maybe you want to show him. Maybe you want to let him see what he’s failed to protect.

	 

	The sweat was rolling faster now. I couldn’t think straight.

	 

	Maybe you want to look him in the eye and tell him what the old man and the damn young neighbor did to you, while he was working like a good husband. Tell him how you let the old man corner you in the bathroom, his hard cock rubbing over your cunt, almost got yourself fucked like an animal. And what you did to stop him? Nothing. You stayed silent, you let him do whatever he wanted. You enjoyed it. And the young neighbor... fuck. The way he held you, milked you like a pig, made your tits sore, body giving in even as your mind screamed to stop. Maybe you want to confess it all, every dirty moment. Not because you’re sorry. No. Because you want him to see the mess you’ve become. Not his sweet wife anymore. But this. 

	 

	“Stop,” I whispered, but my voice felt small.

	 

	You’re not going to stop. You’re going to stand right in front of his door like the whore you’re becoming. Not knock. Not call out. Just stand.

	 

	By the time I reached the top, I was panting. My legs weak. My hands slightly shaking with fear? Arousal? I don't know. I don't want to know.

	 

	And maybe… maybe you want him to open it. Maybe you want him to see how wet you still are. Maybe you want to... Break him.

	 

	My whole body shivered.

	 

	Break him? No....Nev-

	 

	The word died halfway in my throat. It felt like my own mind slammed a wall down, refusing to let the sentence complete.

	 

	I walked, bare thighs trembling, cunt still pulsing from the shameful teasing—until I stood just outside his workroom door.

	 

	The same one I’d passed a hundred times before. The same room he sat in, quietly typing, editing, working sometimes late into the night to keep our life running. 

	 

	Now I was here… looking like some cheap bitch.

	 

	Nothing between me and that door but the air and my twisted, filthy thoughts.

	 

	I stood there.

	 

	Breathing.

	 

	My eyes on the handle. My feet completely still. Heart pounding like a drum.

	 

	What if he opens it?

	 

	My lip quivered.

	 

	What if he sees?

	 

	The thought were dangerously... Arousing. My cunt leaking like a broken dam. 

	 

	Would he hug me and ask what happened? Or Would he just stand there, quiet, like he already knew about every single betrayal I’ve done so far, and finally look me in the eyes and show me the door? 

	 

	Or maybe… he would... Like it? I bit my lip as that filthy thrill twisted deeper inside me.

	 

	I stared.

	 

	Unblinking.

	 

	A bead of sweat slid down between my breasts, catching on my top.

	 

	What will you say when he asks why?

	 

	I couldn’t even imagine the words.

	 

	And yet… I didn’t move.

	 

	I didn’t back away.

	 

	I didn’t try to knock. Didn’t whisper his name. Just stood there, knees tight together, chest rising and falling, skin flushed from head to toe.

	 

	And I asked myself—why? Why the fuck was I doing this?

	 

	Why am I here like this?

	 

	Why am I not backing up?

	 

	Why am I not ashamed enough to go downstairs and pretend I’m still the wife he believes in?

	 

	Why the fuck do I feel like this? Why is this so... Exciting?

	 

	My eyes burned.

	 

	But the heat in my body just climbed higher.

	 

	The fear. The shame. The danger.

	 

	It didn’t make me stop. It made me wetter. Hornier. More confused. More alive.

	 

	Like something inside me had snapped. Some barrier had broken. 

	 

	Say it.

	 

	The voice came from deep inside me. Not loud. Not yelling. Just low and filthy, curling around my shame like smoke.

	 

	Say what you really want.

	 

	My chest got tighter. Stomach fluterring with thrilling nervous. My nails dug deep into my skirt.

	 

	I stared at the door… and I couldn’t help it. The words came out before I even thought them.

	 

	“…You’re… right there.”

	 

	My voice cracked. I blinked, heart hammering.

	 

	My fingers slowly making its way to my wet pussy. 

	 

	“You’re working… like nothing’s wrong. Like you… still believe in me.”

	 

	I bit my lip, but I didn’t stop. I slowly pushed one finger inside my folds.

	 

	“You… don’t even know… how many times I’ve… let them.”

	 

	I gulped, throat dry. My chest hurt at every word. Like knives. Like every syllable scraped something raw inside me. They were cruel. They were disturbing. They weren’t things a wife should ever say, not even in her darkest moments.

	 

	But my mouth didn’t stop.

	 

	Because I was like… breaking apart and burning alive at the same time.

	 

	My throat was tight, my face flushed, and my fingers kept moving, making the mess worse. But I couldn’t stop. Not even when guilt pressed down like a weight on my ribs, not even when my voice cracked in shame.

	 

	Each word felt like betrayal. But each word also made my body twitch.

	 

	It was sick. It was twisted.

	 

	And somewhere in that aching, ruined mess inside my chest… I liked it.

	 

	The way it felt to say it out loud. The rawness of it. The filth. The heartbreak.

	 

	My legs trembled. My eyes stung.

	 

	But something in me still wanted to keep going.

	 

	To say worse things. To keep hurting myself with them.

	 

	Because that pain, that guilt… it was making everything sharper. Deeper.

	 

	Real.

	 

	My knees bent just slightly, back against the wall, skirt hiked, cunt glistening. My voice lowered to a whisper.

	 

	“That old man… I know, you told me to be careful around him…”

	 

	A pathetic laugh escaped me. 

	 

	“I should’ve listened… You warned me…”

	 

	I rubbed slower, the slick sound making me bite down on my knuckle. My eyes didn’t leave the door.

	 

	“But I let him… I let him touch me. Play with me. And I said nothing.”

	 

	I choked on a breath.

	 

	“You’re just… working. Like everything’s fine.”

	 

	The pain in my chest made it hard to breathe. But something in my gut twisted harder. My voice dropped, hoarse and low.

	 

	“Do you have… any idea… what your wife’s been doing… when she says she’s out?”

	 

	A short gasp left me as I shoved my fingers even deeper.

	 

	“I’ve been bent over so many times by that old man… dripping by the time I came home.”

	 

	My legs twitched. The shame burned, but my fingers kept going. I couldn’t stop.

	 

	“…And I still sit beside you… smile at you… kiss you…”

	 

	My voice faltered.

	 

	“And now I’m here… right outside the door… soaked… touching myself…”

	 

	“…And part of me wants you to open it.”

	 

	A tear slid down my cheek.

	 

	“So you can see it.”

	 

	I whimpered. My fingers were holding my folds part, spreading my pussy wide… and I just froze like that, exposing everything

	 

	“So you know… what I really am.”

	 

	I shivered, eyes squeezing shut, cunt pulsing around nothing, wet and needy.

	 

	“…And maybe… maybe you’ll hate me. Maybe you’ll finally see me for what I’ve become.”

	 

	My breath hitched again.

	 

	“…And maybe that’s what I deserve.”

	 

	A single thought pulsed inside me, while I stood with my cunt spread apart: Please… please don’t open it. Please… please do.

	 

	I finally pulled myself back from the state my mind was drowning in. My legs felt stiff, like they barely remembered how to move. I gave one final look to the door and then turned away.

	 

	I stepped down the stairs slowly, quietly, my hand trailing along the railing, still half-dazed. 

	 

	I moved straight to the bathroom. The cold water shocked me back to my senses, or tried to.

	 

	After washing up, I stepped inside the kitchen, I didn't realize how much time had passed. I hadn’t even started making lunch. My eyes darted to the clock. It was almost lunch time.

	 

	Shit.

	 

	I moved fast. Pulled out the rice, sliced the vegetables, got the pan heated. I started chopping, trying to focus, trying to act like a normal wife who happened to be running late with the cooking. Nothing else.

	 

	But my hands felt clumsy. I kept losing grip on the knife. My thoughts weren’t staying still and my chest... It felt tight. Not because of what I had done minutes before. But for different reasons.

	 

	Something... felt off.

	 

	Like eyes on my back.

	 

	I glanced up, casually at first, but then I noticed it. A faint silhouette on the kitchen window. Barely there. But not nothing. Like someone was standing just outside. 

	 

	My fingers froze on the chopping board.

	 

	What the-?? Is someone outside? That didn’t make sense. There shouldn't be anyone out there.

	 

	I took a step closer to the window, moving without trying to make it obvious. It didn’t move. I couldn’t tell if it was real. A reflection? A trick of light?

	 

	I unlocked the window and pushed it open. Cool air hit my face with low pressure. I pushed my head outside the window to look around.

	 

	Empty. Just quiet. The bushes moved a little near the fence. Probably the wind.

	 

	I stared for a second, trying to shake the unease. “Weird,” I muttered under my breath, pulling back inside.

	 

	I didn’t bother closing the window. My head felt too full. I picked the knife again, trying to focus. The food wasn’t going to cook itself.

	 

	After few more minutes of focus on the cooking, I was almost done with the food when I heard the sound.

	 

	Footsteps.

	 

	He was coming down. 

	 

	Everything in me locked up at once. Nervousness started crawling through my entire body. My hands shaking as I prepared his plate.

	 

	Did he... see?

	 

	No. No, he couldn’t have. The door never opened. I was sure of that.

	 

	Still, I couldn’t stop myself from getting anxious.

	 

	He didn’t see me outside the door like that. Right?

	 

	His steps were slow. Lazy. The kind of walk someone takes after waking up from a nap.

	 

	His footsteps grew louder and then he appeared, arms stretching, jaw wide in a yawn as he rubbed the back of his neck.

	 

	"Ugh, that call went forever," he mumbled, walking closer, not noticing anything strange. Just like always. "My brain’s fried."

	 

	He moved behind me and, before I could take a step away, his arms wrapped around my waist. His head leaned gently on my shoulder, warm breath kissing my skin. Familiar. Comforting. It should’ve been.

	 

	“Mmm, something smells really good,” he murmured. “You always know how to cheer me up.”

	 

	His praise, his soft tone—it all landed like a dull thud inside me. I swallowed, staring at the plate, the spoon in my hand frozen mid-air.

	 

	“You should sit,” I said, gently taking his hands off me without turning around. “I’ll serve in a second.”

	 

	There was a pause. Just for a breath. He probably noticed the way my voice cracked slightly, or the way I didn’t meet his eyes or maybe how quickly I got his hands off.

	 

	“Okay,” he said casually, heading to the table.

	 

	I let out a anxious breath I didn’t even realize I was holding and gripped the edge of the counter. My body still hadn’t relaxed.

	 

	I somehow served him the food, keeping my eyes on the plate more than on him. My fingers were stiff, fumbling slightly as I placed the bowls down. He didn’t say much at first, just stretched his arms with a low groan.

	 

	“You sure you’re okay?” he asked after a moment, glancing up with a puzzled look. “You look pale.”

	 

	I nodded, swallowing down the weight in my throat. “Stomach’s acting up again. I think I better lie down for a bit.”

	 

	He paused, spoon in hand. “Don’t worry about the dishes then. Just rest, okay? I’ll take care of it.”

	 

	That gentle concern in his voice, that kindness in his eyes—it hit like a punch on my stomach. My chest ached as I nodded again, more quickly this time, afraid I might break if I stood there too long.

	 

	I walked out of the room without looking back.

	 

	And in my head, I kept telling myself the same thing: this is what I deserve. For letting it happen. For letting myself turn into this.

	 

	He didn’t know. He couldn’t know. That’s what hurt the most.

	 

	It’s not his fault. And maybe… maybe it’s not mine either. Maybe I was already broken in ways I never admitted. Maybe this is just how it ends.

	 

	I slipped into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, the silence of the room pressing in around me. Then slowly, I laid down, curling onto my side without bothering to change. The smell of clean sheets wrapped around me like something mocking.

	 

	I pulled the blanket up, just enough to cover my waist. Tried to act like I was asleep. 

	 

	A few minutes passed. The door creaked open very slowly, like he didn’t want to wake me up.

	 

	Maybe he was checking on me.

	 

	I bit the inside of my cheek and kept still, eyes shut.

	 

	My chest felt tight again.

	 

	Why? Why does he have to be like this?

	 

	So gentle. So stupidly kind.

	 

	I cursed silently. Stop it. Stop showing so much concern. I don’t deserve it.

	 

	I wanted to scream it in his face.

	 

	But I stayed quiet. The door gently clicked shut after a few seconds and I finally opened my eyes.

	 

	I stared at the ceiling. My thoughts were heavy and tangled, like I couldn’t untie them even if I tried. The silence pressed down, the weight of the pillow felt strange against my cheek. And at some point, I must’ve dozed off.

	 

	When I opened my eyes again, the light had shifted. It was early evening. The air had that faint golden hue, the kind that told you the day was dying. I sat up slowly, my body heavy, and rubbed my face. I needed to move. To do something. I decided to go out for some groceries.

	 

	The streets felt nice. It didn’t feel like the time when we first moved here. Back then, it felt scary and so creepy. But not anymore.

	 

	Maybe I finally understood.

	 

	It’s not the place that’s scary.

	 

	It’s the people who lives in it.

	 

	I walked with my head low, quiet. Like any other day. Like a normal wife running errands. Just a small list in my hand and a bag hanging loose at my side.

	 

	But something itched at the back of my mind. A pull. A chill.

	 

	Halfway down the street, I stopped.

	 

	The back of my neck felt… strange. Like air brushing too warm, or like breath that wasn’t mine. That sense. That eerie sense. Like eyes on me.

	 

	I turned around, casually. Not fast. Not slow. Just a glance. Like I was checking the road behind. But there was no one.

	 

	Just the street. Empty.

	 

	My fingers tightened around the bag strap. A second glance. Still nothing. Some leaves swaying faintly in the wind. Distant noise. A car engine. Everything looked normal.

	 

	But the unease remained. Quiet, pressing down on my back like invisible hands.

	 

	I shook my head, “I am probably overthinking.” And I kept walking.

	 

	Groceries done. Bags unpacked. I cooked quietly, not thinking much. Or maybe trying not to. 

	 

	He came down when dinner was almost ready. Smiled, kissed my cheek, helped me with the plates. I kept my eyes low and slowly started making the usual talks.

	 

	Dinner went well. He made his usual stupid jokes, and I couldn’t help but laugh at them. 

	 

	After we finished, he told me to go relax on the sofa—said he’d take care of the dishes. I nodded and walked off quietly.

	 

	As I sank into the sofa, I heard the faint clinks and splashes from the kitchen. I stared at the wall, fingers curling into the cushion. I was grateful. I truly was. And that made it worse.

	 

	This pain… I was starting to get used to it.

	 

	A few more minutes later, he joined me, drying his hands as he sat beside me. Smiling like everything was okay. He turned on a comedy show. The show played on, with his giggles alongside it.

	 

	I couldn’t focus on the show. The noise filled the room but my mind wasn’t really following any of it. I just sat there quietly.

	 

	My eyes moved, not toward the screen, but aimlessly toward the walls. 

	 

	Just then... something caught my eye. Something... moved at the corner of my eyesight.

	 

	My gaze instantly shifted toward the window.

	 

	The curtain was moving.

	 

	Not fluttering, not swaying like it does when a breeze slips through. It was being pulled aside—slow, quiet, unnervingly careful. Like someone was gently peeling it back to peek inside. My chest tightened as I stared. 

	 

	I couldn’t look away. I just sat there, frozen, breath caught, heart thudding louder with every inch the curtain shifted.

	 

	Then he laughed again, loud and sudden, and nudged my arm like he wanted me to react. The noise snapped me out of it. The curtain fell back into place, swaying once, like it had never moved at all.

	 

	I blinked hard, confused. Maybe I imagined it. I didn’t want to believe I hadn’t.

	 

	He was still smiling, eyes glued to the screen. “He’s really funny, isn’t he?”

	 

	“Y-yeah,” I answered, voice low as I forced a small smile, trying to play along while my mind kept circling back to that window.

	 

	I tried to focus again, to keep watching the show, but something inside me wouldn’t sit still. I could feel the unease again, that scratchy pressure along my back. A few more minutes passed before it finally pushed too hard to ignore. I turned my head toward the window again.

	 

	And this time, my heart dropped.

	 

	The curtain was wide open. Fully drawn aside. 

	 

	What?

	 

	I muttered under my breath without even meaning to. My throat went dry as I stared at it, unmoving.

	 

	I turned slightly toward him, kept my voice calm and pointed towards the window. “Were they always pulled open like that?”

	 

	He didn’t even look over. Just chuckled again. “Probably. I don’t remember.”

	 

	It didn’t feel like a real answer. My skin was prickling. I stood up quietly, pretending I needed something, and walked toward the window with my heart beating in my ears. I didn’t look outside. I didn’t want to. I just shut the window tightly and pulled the curtain closed, trying not to let my hands shake.

	 

	How the hell did it open like that? There wasn’t any wind. Not strong enough for that.

	 

	I gave the window one last glance before turning back to the couch. My feet moved slower this time. When I sat back down, I slid in closer beside him, not because I was cold, but because I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was still watching from behind the glass.

	 

	Even with the curtain drawn shut again.

	 

	My senses were tingling. I didn’t know why I had been feeling this way since the afternoon, but the unease hadn’t left me. It latched onto my skin like humidity, silent and unwelcome. There was no reason for it, at least none I could name. But something was making me nervous.

	 

	I kept my eyes on the screen, tried to laugh when he did, and focused on the show just enough to distract my mind. Slowly, the heaviness dulled. Not gone—but dimmed, pushed to the back of my head where it couldn’t claw at me for a while.

	 

	After wrapping up, we finally went to bed. He barely got under the blanket before he was out cold, his breathing already slowing. I eased in next to him, wrapping my arm gently around his waist and pulling myself close.

	 

	Just to feel that he was there.

	 

	Warm, breathing, safe. No need to be scared. His presence was enough to make me relax and drift off.

	 

	Chirp. Chirp.

	 

	Chirp. Chirp.

	 

	My eyes opened, slow and sluggish. The soft sound of birds filled the room. A gentle reminder that the night was over. I didn’t move right away. Just lay there, feeling the warmth, the way my body had clung to his in my sleep.

	 

	My leg was tossed over his hips, one of my arms tucked against his chest. I pushed myself up a little, careful not to wake him. The blanket shifted as I sat up. My eyes landed on his face again, and I... couldn’t look away. He looked like he always did—messy hair, skin still warm with sleep, mouth slightly opened. God. He still looked like the man I fell in love with. The man I still loved.

	 

	Even if I did those things… even if I let myself be touched by someone else… It doesn’t change this. It doesn’t change what I feel for him.

	 

	What I feel when I’m next to him—no one else can make me feel that. That comfort. That calm. That safety. What I did was ugly. Filthy. But what I feel for him never was. Never will be.

	 

	I leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to his cheek. His skin was soft under my lips.

	 

	He’s still my sunshine.

	 

	And no matter how far I drift, that light won’t belong to anyone else.

	 

	I slipped out of bed quietly and headed toward the bathroom, but I couldn’t help the small smile stretching at my lips, a restless thrill already forming in my chest at what the day might bring.

	 

	Few hours later~

	 

	Tick. Tick. Tick.

	 

	Done. The clock chimed, and just like that—it was time for my so-called cooking lesson.

	 

	I slipped out of the house, and started walking toward his place. It felt... better than before. And my steps—there was a bounce in them. Like I wasn’t dragging myself anymore. Halfway down the street, I caught myself smiling.

	 

	Was it confidence? Or something else?

	 

	Maybe freedom was the better word. Whatever it was—it felt damn good.

	 

	As I approached the gate, I spotted Lina already there, head buried in her phone. Probably waiting for me. I slowly crept closer and gave a sudden loud bark behind her back.

	 

	She jumped so hard she almost dropped her phone.

	 

	“Jesus!” she shrieked, clutching her chest. “What the hell is wrong with you!?”

	 

	I doubled over laughing, practically wheezing. “You should’ve seen your face,” I said between laughs. “I swear, you nearly pissed yourself.”

	 

	I was laughing so hard I had to grab the gate to steady myself.

	 

	“God, You’re such a freak,” she muttered, but she was laughing too, swatting my arm like an annoyed sister.

	 

	Still giggling, I leaned on the gate, wiping a tear from the corner of my eye. 

	 

	We made our way to the door. The door was already opened. Lina didn’t wait. She marched right in without knocking, not even hesitating, like she owned the place. “Let’s go, slowpoke,” she tossed over her shoulder, her laughter still trailing behind.

	 

	I followed, but slower. I stepped in and glanced around. The hallway was empty. A faint hum of the ceiling fan, the ticking of a clock. No sign of him yet.

	 

	Lina’s footsteps faded as she disappeared into the kitchen, calling out something I couldn’t quite catch. I stood there, letting my eyes wander through the living room. A pair of slippers by the corner. A half-folded towel draped carelessly over the sofa’s armrest. 

	 

	“Hellooo,” a voice called out, suddenly right behind me.

	 

	I flinched so hard, my heart nearly leapt out of my mouth. My whole body jumped.

	 

	“Oops, sorry about that,” he said quickly, his voice low but amused. I could already hear the grin in it.

	 

	I turned to him, heart pounding, trying to breathe normally. He was standing very close. That scent again, the faint masculine warmth of his body mixing with something cleaner.

	 

	“Alright, let’s go,” he said, slipping his arm around my shoulders like it was the most natural thing in the world. His tone was casual, but there was no mistaking the possessiveness in the way he held me. Like I belonged there, under his arm.

	 

	My face burned. My stomach twisted in shame—and something else. I could’ve shrugged him off. But I didn’t. I let his arm stay there, heavy and confident, as he guided me forward like a friend escorting me down a hallway. 

	 

	Each step felt heavier. My heart thudded against my chest with every movement. He kept his voice low, just barely murmuring next to my ear, “You’re tense.”

	 

	I didn’t answer. Didn't need to.

	 

	His hand shifted down, fingers slowly spreading over my chest. Our steps grew slower, like we wanted to take as much time as possible before entering into the kitchen. 

	 

	His hand played with them. He lifted, dropped, and squeezed very gently without a hint of shame, like this was something very normal between us. He wasn’t in a hurry, just savoring the feel in his palm. His fingers slow pulled the edge of my bra, then gave a slow shake. 

	 

	“You really don’t get it, do you?” he murmured close to my ear, his voice deep, quiet. “Out of all the women I’ve had my hands on… yours,” he gave my breast a firmer squeeze, “are something else. These tits are in a completely different league”

	 

	I swallowed thickly. My legs got even slower. I was aroused, my nipples already stiff under the bra. My skin was buzzing. 

	 

	My chest throbbed, like his words alone squeezed my tits harder than his hand. Shame hit me right after, but it didn’t stop the way my body reacted.

	 

	Better than the others. I couldn’t stop thinking about that. He’s been with women. Slept with them. Touched them. And yet he was here, holding mine, saying these were different. His fingers pressing through the fabric, grabbing me like he wanted to prove it.

	 

	I felt good. Fuck, I shouldn’t have. But it felt good hearing that. Knowing that whatever they had, whatever he felt with them—it wasn’t this. It wasn’t me.

	 

	My tits were making him say things. Making him slow his walk just to touch more. Making him grab and squeeze like he couldn’t help it. Like I was driving him crazy.

	 

	And I… was letting him.

	 

	I barely noticed that we were just a few steps from the kitchen now. I could hear Lina humming softly inside.

	 

	He let go of my breasts just as quickly and walked into the kitchen. I followed a second later, heart still pounding, and quietly took my place beside Lina, who was busy rummaging through a basket of vegetables.

	 

	Nothing more happened after that. Even with Lina busy sorting vegetables and her back turned half the time, he didn’t make another move. I stayed close to him, close enough that all he had to do was reach out. My arm brushed his once. Then again. But nothing. Not even a glance.

	 

	A small flicker of irritation twisted in my chest. I don’t know why. Maybe because I’d gotten used to the way he touches me, the way he acts like he owns the moment. But deep down, I understood. It was risky. Too risky, with her right there.

	 

	Still… I was surprised by how little I cared. The shame, the guilt—none of it weighed as heavy as it used to. I just stood there, pretending to help, feeling the heat between us quietly simmer.

	 

	All we needed was an excuse. Just something. Anything to get her to look away, walk out, get a call—anything that would pull Lina’s eyes off us for even a second.

	 

	For the first time, I actually wanted her to say something dumb, something dirty, loudly, about me and him. I was hoping she’d come up with one of her stupid games again—something silly, careless, anything that could give us even a moment to stay close, to sneak in a touch.

	 

	But no. Not today. 

	 

	Today, she was sharp. Too sharp. No stupid statements. No awkward giggles. Just full-on chef mode, laser-focused on the dish like her life depended on it. Meanwhile, I stood there, trying not to let the growing tension inside me spill out.

	 

	And then finally, we were done. The food was plated, the kitchen cleaned, Lina beaming like she’d won a contest.

	 

	She laughed. She celebrated.

	 

	And I stood there, feeling like I lost something. Like I was waiting for something that never came. Frustrated. Defeated. Just a little empty.
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	Before walking out, I gave one sneaky glance, just to see if he was upto something. Maybe... he had something in mind like last time. I even walked right beside him on purpose so that its easier for him to tell me. But... nothing. 

	 

	Frustrated, I finally gave him a look, made sure he saw the dissatisfaction on my face. But that bastard didn't care. He just turned his face away, stretching his arms like he couldn't care less.

	 

	He was really going to let this end like that? After making me this damn horny right from the start?

	 

	Unbelievable.

	 

	He needs to take responsibility for what he started, he can't just act unbothered after riling me up. Fucking Asshole.

	 

	While the frustration simmered inside me, a small thought tried to push through. 

	 

	Or Perhaps… he was genuinely busy today. Maybe he just wanted to wrap things up as quickly as possible. Otherwise, he couldn't possibly ignore me. Yeah, that had to be it, right? I mean, he even complimented me, after all...

	 

	I sighed, pressing my palm to my forehead.

	 

	God. I need to stop acting so desperate. It's not like it's the end of the world.

	 

	Yeah.

	 

	I couldn't stop the smile forming on my lips.

	 

	This is not the end.

	 

	And just like that, we were out the door.

	 

	Lina immediately pulled out her phone, focused on the screen as we walked side by side. I tilted my head, trying not to sound too nosy.

	 

	"Hm? Lina, you seem pretty busy today. Mind sharing what's got you so quiet?"

	 

	She held the screen up toward my face, showing me her phone. "Actually, I wanted to go shopping, so I was just checking for the best clothing stores."

	 

	"Oh?" I replied with a touch of curiosity.

	 

	"I've only ever been to the mall for shopping so far, and honestly, I haven't bought that many clothes either."

	 

	Lina perked up right away. "Well, I already have one place in mind, and it's not far either. So maybe we should check it out together?

	 

	I replied with a smile on my face. "Sounds good. What time?"

	 

	"How about 4 pm?" she answered with a happy face.

	 

	"Done, I'll be on time," I nodded and we parted our ways.

	 

	I quickly completed the chores and had a short, refreshing nap. The alarm buzzed about half an hour before 4 p.m., so I got up and got ready as fast as I could. Threw on something light and decent, did my hair half-properly, and by the time I was done, I heard the knock on the door.

	 

	I didn't bother telling him anything. He was probably busy upstairs, and we'd be back in an hour at most anyway. No big deal.

	 

	Lina and I headed off to the clothing store she had found.

	 

	As we walked, she leaned in close, nudging my arm and lowering her voice with that teasing smile on her lips.

	 

	"Look," she said, "that guy's literally rubbing his crotch while staring at you."

	 

	I blinked, half-thinking she was exaggerating, but when I followed her gaze, she wasn't kidding. He really was doing it.

	 

	Instead of being embarrassed, I actually found myself smiling. We were walking through a street full of drooling men, and somehow we were laughing like high school girls ditching class.

	 

	A few guys made bold gestures with their tongues and hands. One even called out something dirty I didn't catch fully—though Lina shut him down instantly with one look and kept dragging me forward.

	 

	I probably should've been more shocked. But weirdly, I wasn't. I wasn't even uncomfortable. If anything, I felt… oddly amused. Like we were walking through a sea of horny dogs on a leash, and we were just out of reach.

	 

	And I'd be lying if I said that little rush didn't make something inside me flutter.

	 

	Lina clapped her hands once we stepped into the store, her eyes sparkling like a kid in a candy shop. "Alright, Time to feast," she grinned, grabbing a handful of outfits—some normal, some... definitely not.

	 

	I followed her to the trial area, leaning on the wall near her fitting room. The curtain wasn't fully closed, and she didn't really seem to care.

	 

	"Okay, tell me how this one looks," she said, stepping out from the changing room.

	 

	My mouth dropped and my eyes widened instantly. "W-What the hell are you wearing?"

	 

	It was a tight red dress. It was so damn tight, every curve, every part of her body was on full display. From her chest, waist to those wide hips. The neckline dipped low enough to make me blush, and it didn't even cover her thighs.

	 

	I could feel the blush reaching all the way to my ears.

	 

	Lina just burst into laughter, clearly enjoying the look on my face. "Now, now," she said with a smirk, "I'm just showing you the kind of clothes women like us needs to wear."

	 

	"Don't be shy," she added, spinning a slow circle so I got a full view of her ass. "Just sit there and give me your feedback, alright?"

	 

	I sat, awkwardly closing my legs. "I-I mean, it's definitely… something," I mumbled, trying not to stare too openly.

	 

	She leaned forward slightly, letting her cleavage dangle just enough to make me shake. "So? Does it look hot?"

	 

	I swallowed. "It's... too revealing.

	 

	"Good," she grinned.

	 

	She winked, then disappeared back into the fitting room. I tried not to think about how strangely warm I felt. I'd seen outfits like that before—on models, in videos, sure. But watching someone I knew wearing it, confidently flaunting herself in front of me... it hit different. My thighs shifted slightly, uncomfortable. Or maybe not uncomfortable.

	 

	When she came out again, my mouth went dry.

	 

	This time, she wore a cropped black top, it stopped just under her chest, leaving nothing to the imagination. Her bra peeked out. Below, a tight, barely-there denim mini skirt that rode so high her toned thighs were completely visible. A small chain dangled around her waist, drawing my eyes lower before I could stop myself.

	 

	"Okay, this one?" she asked, striking a sexy pose with one leg out, arms above her head, turning just enough for her ass to pop. "This is my club killer look."

	 

	"You seriously wear that outside?" I asked, eyes widening.

	 

	She laughed again. "Of course. When you've got a body, you show it off."

	 

	"You don't think it's… too much?" I asked, though even I didn't sound convinced.

	 

	Her eyes softened slightly as she walked closer, still smiling. "Why should we hide what makes us beautiful? Clothes like this aren't about being vulgar. They're about appreciating what we've got. Confidence, curves, skin... it's all part of being a woman."

	 

	I stayed silent, but her words lodged themselves somewhere deep inside my brain. I didn't want to admit it, but watching her stand there so proud, owning every inch of herself—it made me curious. Maybe even envious.

	 

	She smirked, seeing the hesitation in my eyes. "Just wait. I've got a few more."

	 

	And she did. One after another, she stepped out in outfits that got even more daring. A sheer mesh bodysuit with a thong underneath. A white tube dress so tight it looked like it had been painted to her skin. A bikini top paired with tight jeans to give her ass a perfect round shape.

	 

	Each time, she twirled, posed, and teased—hands sliding down her sides, hips swaying, lips curled in a playful smile. And with every look, she threw in little comments, almost like seeds.

	 

	"This one's perfect for a summer walk, you'll have them staring for sure."

	 

	"Imagine walking past your man in this… I bet he wouldn't blink the rest of the day."

	 

	"Confidence, babe. That's all it takes."

	 

	I laughed nervously, trying to act like it was all harmless fun. But inside, something was making my heart pound. It wasn't just the clothes. It was the way she wore them. The way she owned them. The way her words made me feel seen. Made me wonder… if maybe she was right.

	 

	Maybe there was something thrilling about dressing like that. Something I'd never let myself feel.

	 

	Until now.

	 

	Lina finally stopped in front of the fitting room mirror, hands on her hips. "Alright. Enough of me showing off." She turned to face me with that playful smirk again. "Now it's your turn."

	 

	I blinked. "Wait, what?"

	 

	"You heard me." She was already grabbing a handful of clothes off the rack nearby. No hesitation, no second thoughts. Just picked them like she knew exactly what they'd do to me. "You've been staring this whole time. So don't even try to act shy now."

	 

	I swallowed. "I wasn't—"

	 

	"Please." She shoved the clothes into my arms. "You were drooling."

	 

	I looked down. The first thing on top was a tiny halter top that looked like it would barely cover my nipples. It had thin straps that crossed over the chest and left most of the cleavage open. The thrilling nervous started blooming inside my womb.

	 

	Below it was an even more scandalous piece. A black mesh dress—no lining, just sheer fabric that would show everything underneath. Lace trimming at the hem and neckline like it was trying to pretend to be elegant.

	 

	Then came a skirt. Or at least what she called a skirt. It was short enough that I didn't need to bend over to flash my ass. 

	 

	"This one's for your husband," Lina said with a playful smile, flicking the hem with her finger. "At home. No panties allowed."

	 

	I tried to laugh it off, but I could feel the heat building up between my thighs.

	 

	"You're impossible…" I mumbled, avoiding her eyes—mostly because I wasn't sure if I wanted to laugh or imagine it.

	 

	She leaned in, whispering now, "This one's for the perverts outside." She held up a pink tank top with slits down both sides, the kind that would flutter and open every time I moved. "Give them a little treat. Nothing wrong with that, right?"

	 

	I just stood there holding everything, my breath getting faster. What the hell is wrong with me? Why is this making me so excited? Its... just clothes. More revealing than what I wear, but it's still clothes. But something about it all—the teasing, the boldness, the way Lina flaunted herself—it was stirring something twisted in me. The idea of slipping into something like that, of standing in front of the mirror and seeing myself differently, it lit something up inside me. Something I wasn't supposed to eel.

	 

	It was just us here. Just two women.

	 

	But somehow, it felt like the whole world would be watching me once I stepped out in any of those outfits. Like the mirrors had eyes. Like the air itself would wrap around my bare skin and whisper filthy things in my ears.

	 

	"I… I don't know if these will even fit me," I said quietly, still staring down.

	 

	Lina raised an eyebrow. "They'll fit. Trust me. You've got a better body than you think. And these?" She plucked the sheer mesh dress from the pile in my arms and let it dangle from her finger. "These are made to appreciate that body."

	 

	There was no denying it. I was turned on. Just standing there in the middle of the changing area, holding those slutty outfits, my nipples had already stiffened under my bra. I felt the low heat stirring in my stomach.

	 

	Lina grinned, like she could read everything I was thinking. "Come on," she said, "I'll be waiting. Try them. You might end up loving the way you look."

	 

	I bit my lip, finally stepping in and pulling the curtain behind me. My fingers trembled slightly as I reached for the first top. The fabric felt light, soft, like it belonged to someone wilder than me.

	 

	My heart kept thudding as I looked down at the first top in my hands. Just holding it made my fingers twitch. It was so small. Barely anything, really — two little patches of fabric joined by thin strings that would barely cling to my tits.

	 

	It took a few seconds to figure out where each strap went. The fabric barely covered my nipples, my entire tits except the nipple clearly visible no matter how I adjusted it. The moment I looked in the mirror, my breath went fast and hot. My skin, flushed. My breasts, pushed up and out. My stomach flat and naked. I looked… indecent. Like a woman asking to be stared at.

	 

	I didn't even get a second to breathe properly before Lina's voice came from outside the curtain.

	 

	"How's it looking in there?

	 

	I hesitated. "S-Small."

	 

	She chuckled. "Let me see.

	 

	"No—"

	 

	But she didn't wait. She pulled the curtain aside just enough to peek, then whistled low.

	 

	"Damn. Look at those tits. That top's barely holding on." Her grin widened as her eyes moved over me. "You wear that outside, men would crash their bikes just trying to stare."

	 

	I instinctively crossed my arms, trying to hide myself. But even then, my cleavage bulged between my forearms.

	 

	She laughed. "Don't cover it. Own it. You look hot."

	 

	My body was burning like somebody threw me into a volcano. But she didn't stop.

	 

	"Imagine walking down the street like that. Just casually. Every eye locked on your chest. You'd feel it, wouldn't you? That thrill? That power?"

	 

	Her words seeping into me like slow poison. I turned back to the mirror once she pulled the curtain closed again. My breath caught as I stared at my reflection. I moved my arms away. My nipples strained beneath the fabric, hard and visible. I raised one hand, slowly brushing the side of my breast with trembling fingers. The way it jiggled, the way my skin felt so sensitive already—I shouldn't have touched myself like that, but I couldn't stop.

	 

	I reached for the next one. A pink tank top. So small, I thought it was a child's size at first. Lina had passed it to me with a wicked grin and said, "This one's for giving the perverts something to enjoy when you're walking to the market."

	 

	I shouldn't have even considered putting it on.

	 

	But I did.

	 

	It stretched tight over my chest, tightly pressed. The fabric was so thin, I could clearly make out the shape of my nipples pressing against it. No bra, no padding. Just me—raw and visible. The cut was high enough to expose my midriff and low enough that any quick movement might flash the entire bottom of my breasts.

	 

	I stared at myself in the mirror and exhaled slowly.

	 

	Lina peeked in again, instantly lighting up. "Holy shit. That's perfect. Every guy you pass would stare straight at your tits in that."

	 

	I blushed. "It's too much."

	 

	"No," she said, stepping inside again, circling slowly. "It's just enough. Just enough to make them imagine sliding a hand up from your stomach, slipping a thumb under the top, lifting it higher inch by inch…"

	 

	She leaned in near my ear, her voice playful, sultry. "You'd act innocent. Pretend you didn't notice the way they looked at you. But deep down, you'd love it. You'd feel alive, wouldn't you?"

	 

	I turned slightly, my hand brushing my stomach. Her words wrapped around my thoughts like a slow, pulsing heat. I imagined it—walking down the street, the stares, the glances, the growing tension in the air. Being seen. Wanted. Desired.

	 

	"Now try bending forward a little," she said.

	 

	"What?"

	 

	"Just try it."

	 

	I hesitated, then bent down in front of the mirror. The neckline dipped low, the thin fabric pulling tighter. If someone were standing in front of me… they'd see everything.

	 

	Lina grinned. "Told you. Those perverts wouldn't even blink. They'd eat you up with their eyes."

	 

	I stood straight, flushed and panting lightly. This wasn't normal. I was just trying on clothes. But my body was reacting like I was in bed.

	 

	I turned around, and reached for the skirt. That ridiculously short skirt she said was "for my husband." I pulled it up over my hips. It was so tight, I had to pull hard just to get it into place. It hugged everything, squeezing my waist, clinging to my ass.

	 

	But it was short. So short that when I turned to look behind me, I could see the bottom curve of my buttcheeks peeking out.

	 

	"Holy shit," I whispered.

	 

	"You got it on?" Lina called.

	 

	"Y-Yeah…"

	 

	"Let me see."

	 

	I didn't say anything, but the curtain pulled again anyway. Her eyes widened.

	 

	"Oh my God." She stepped in a little. "Turn around."

	 

	I hesitated, then turned slowly. Her low whistle returned.

	 

	"Your ass looks amazing in that. Like, genuinely—men would die to get a handful of that. You know that, right?"

	 

	She leaned against the mirror, eyes fixed on my exposed area. "You walk by in that, and you'll hear the smack in their minds before they even think it. You'd feel them watching you. Wanting to grab it. And you'd pretend not to notice. That's what makes it hot."

	 

	I was breathing faster. The mirror was fogging slightly with my breath. I turned again, looking over my shoulder at my own ass. She wasn't lying. It looked obscene. Barely covered. Tight. I gave a tiny twist at the hips, just to see how much it bounced.

	 

	Lina licked her lips. "Now imagine your husband walking behind you in this. And every guy around thinking, how the fuck did he get her? Makes you wet just picturing it, huh?"

	 

	She wasn't wrong. My pulse getting out of control between my legs. I could feel it building. A pressure that made me lick my lower lip.

	 

	I reached for the next outfit—if it could be called that. A mesh slip, transparent and delicate. There was no hiding in this. Every inch of me would be visible, from the hardened peaks of my nipples to my pussy.

	 

	As I pulled it over my head and let it settle on my skin, I looked in the mirror again. My whole body was on display. I turned. Twisted. Bent slightly.

	 

	The air itself felt hot.

	 

	Lina peeked again, and this time she didn't even try to hide her grin.

	 

	"See?" she said softly. "That's what a beautiful body's for. Letting the world enjoy it. Feeling them hunger for you."

	 

	She was speaking so casually, but every word sank deep. My nipples were so hard they ached. My fingers twitched at my sides, itching to touch more.

	 

	And inside, something was shifting. Breaking. A thrill that no longer scared me. A fire that wanted to be fed.

	 

	I stared at myself longer, pressing a palm gently to my breast. It felt electric.

	 

	Her voice returned, soft, low. 

	 

	"Feels good, doesn't it? Knowing they'd all be watching. That they'd want you."

	 

	I didn't answer.

	 

	I couldn't.

	 

	Because she was right.

	 

	And I was already dripping.

	 

	The next piece in the pile was a top barely bigger than a bra, paired with a thong. A proper one. Thin waistband, string back. Not the kind of thing you accidentally wear—it was designed to show skin. Deliberately slutty.

	 

	I slid the thong up my legs, hesitating as I reached my hips. It barely covered me. I turned in front of the mirror and my stomach twisted. My entire ass was out. Entirely. Round, soft, delicious.

	 

	The top clung tightly across my chest, pushing everything up. My nipples were visible through the thin fabric. I looked like a woman on the cover of a trashy magazine. One of those women.

	 

	"Ready?" Lina's voice teased again.

	 

	I should've said no.

	 

	Instead, I opened the curtain.

	 

	Her eyes dropped to my waist instantly.

	 

	"Well, fuck, girl."

	 

	She walked a slow circle around me, openly staring.

	 

	"I'd spank that ass if it were legal. Look at it.

	 

	I swallowed hard, heat flooding down my neck.

	 

	"You ever worn a thong before?" she asked, tilting her head.

	 

	"N-No…"

	 

	She grinned. "You should. A body like yours was made for them. The way your cheeks bounce with every step… Men wouldn't survive."

	 

	I turned back to the mirror, and I hated that she was right. The way the string vanished between the roundness of my ass, the way my skin looked so soft and bare—I felt humiliated. But I also felt… hot. My body betrayed me with every heartbeat, warmth spreading between my legs like a quiet confession.

	 

	The next item was almost a relief. Tight jeans and a crop top. At least I'd worn something like it before, right?

	 

	Wrong.

	 

	The jeans were skin-tight. Once I pulled them on, I realized just how dirty they were. They wrapped around my hips like a second skin, pressing into my crotch so clearly I could see the shape of it. When I turned around, the denim clung so tightly to my ass that the outline of each cheek was visible. There was no room to breathe in them—just curves and tension.

	 

	Lina peeked in again and raised her eyebrows.

	 

	"God damn," she murmured.

	 

	She stepped closer. "That's not an ass you ignore. That's an ass you chase down the street for."

	 

	She laughed, and I couldn't help but glance at myself in the mirror again. Was she right? Would people really stare at me like that? Want me?

	 

	Last outfit. A bikini.

	 

	A tiny black one.

	 

	The top lifted and squeezed my breasts, making them look fuller, heavier. The bottoms were low. So low I had to swallow before pulling them into place. I looked vulgar. Like a whore who was getting ready to shoot a porn video.

	 

	I stepped out.

	 

	Lina stared, and then broke into a wicked smile.

	 

	"Jesus Christ. You're walking sin, you know that?"

	 

	I tried to cover myself, failing miserably.

	 

	"You ever been to a beach like this?" she asked.

	 

	I shook my head, cheeks burning.

	 

	She leaned in close, whispering near my ear. "You wear this, men won't be swimming. They'll be jerking off in their heads the moment you walk by."

	 

	I quietly listened to every word of her. My body trembling with arousal.

	 

	When I finally changed back into my normal clothes, my body still pulsed with heat. My thighs were sticky. My heart was racing.

	 

	Lina leaned back against the wall, arms crossed, watching me calmly.

	 

	"So," she said, "you gonna buy them?"

	 

	I opened my mouth. Closed it. The words wouldn't come.

	 

	Then, finally, I mumbled, "I-I guess. They're… not bad."

	 

	She smiled. Not the teasing one she'd worn before. This one was knowing. Like she'd already seen the ending to a game I never participated in.

	 

	I paid, heart thudding as the cashier bagged the items. The plastic rustled like it was whispering my secrets aloud.

	 

	When I got home, I slipped the bag straight to the bottom of the closet. Behind boxes. Beneath old clothes.

	 

	I wasn't ready to show them to him yet.

	 

	Not yet. 

	 

	But maybe… one day.

	 

	Maybe, little by little, I'd take them out.

	 

	One piece at a time.

	He took a bite, his face quickly turning into bliss. “Wow. The food you’ve been making these last few days are actually quite delicious. What’s changed?” 

	 

	C-Changed?

	 

	My heart skipped a beat. I looked at his plate, then down at my own.

	 

	“Actually,” I said, brushing a loose strand of hair behind my ear, “Lina and I have been doing some cooking together lately. And…”

	 

	I took a small breath and a strong gulp before completing the sentence. “She’s really great at it. It’s improving my cooking as well.”

	 

	There was a pinch in my chest. A tiny twist of guilt.

	 

	It wasn’t a complete lie, though. After all, we were actually cooking together... just not the way he’d imagine.

	 

	He smirked. “Okaaaay. I gotta thank Lina sometime, then. You’ve just seemed… different lately. Brighter.” He paused for a moment looking down on his plate, then looked back at me with a soft, genuine smile.

	 

	“I’m really happy to see you this way.”

	 

	“W-What?” I almost said it out loud.

	 

	Happy? You’re happy to see me like this?

	 

	I knew he didn’t mean it like that. Of course not. He was just glad to see his wife a little more cheerful, more lively. That’s all. Not because I’ve been letting other men… touch me. Not because of what I’ve been doing behind his back.

	 

	But still... that dark thrill flared inside me. The thought tangled itself in my mind like a sickness I couldn’t shake. His innocent smile, so happy, completely unaware—that was what made it worse.

	 

	F-fuck, I was getting excited. I crossed my legs tightly under the table, trying to stop the tingle forming inside my cunt.

	 

	God. What have I become. 

	 

	He chuckled, “Oh? Blushing now, are we?”

	 

	I froze at his words. 

	 

	B-Blushing? 

	 

	I quickly smiled, trying to play it off. “Yeah… who wouldn’t love compliments from their so… loving husband?”

	 

	The words left my lips sweetly, but inside, they twisted like a knife. I didn’t even know if I was teasing him or punishing myself at this point.

	 

	“I’m just glad… you’re happy.”

	 

	He took another spoonful. “You should invite her over sometime for dinner. You two have gotten pretty close.”

	 

	He took another spoonful, eyes closing briefly as he chewed. “This sauce… it’s so rich and smooth. It just melts in my mouth.”

	 

	My legs twitching under the table, one hand pressing hard over my pussy. M-melting, huh? If only he knew just how slippery things were getting on this side of the table.

	 

	“I’m glad it’s hitting all.the.right.spots,” I said, my mouth dragging each word with a sweet smile, curling my toes into the floor. His compliments weren’t meant that way, I knew that. But my filthy mind was having a hard time behaving.

	 

	He licked a bit of sauce off his lip, laughing softly. “Even the texture's different. It’s... deeper? Can a flavor feel deep?”

	 

	S-Stop it. PLEASE. Don't tease me like that. It felt like he was saying those words intentionally, trying to get a reaction out of me.

	 

	“I’ve just been... stirring things a little differently lately,” I answered, eyes on the food, the smile still on my lips, but my gaze dropping for a second. My breath came quicker.

	 

	He laughed. “Well, whatever it is, it’s working. 

	 

	“You think so?” I asked, tilting my head as I shifted in my seat. My thighs rubbing together just enough to make me bite the inside of my cheek. 

	 

	“Yeah, keep going. I don’t want you to stop,” he said as he took another bite, chewing happily. “The way you’re layering flavors… its hitting the right spots.”

	 

	My womb gave a slow, warm throb, completely oblivious to what his words were doing to me.

	 

	“I’m… glad it’s hitting the right spots,” I replied, voice oozing with excitement I couldn't control.

	 

	He chuckled, not catching a thing. “Oh, it is. There’s a boldness to it. Like you’re not holding back anymore.”

	 

	"You..." I looked him straight in the eyes. "You want me to..." My chest fluttered with nervous excitement as the words slipped out, each one making my cunt clench harder beneath my skirt. "So... you like it when I don't hold back anymore?" My words carried something darker, like I was asking for permission for something dirtier.

	 

	He looked slightly worried, noticing the way my breath was coming out fast. "Y-Yeah. I’d love that. I mean... I already love it."

	 

	I turned my face toward the window to hide the crooked little grin curling at the corner of my lips.

	 

	In the faint glass reflection, I caught sight of myself. Flushed. Glowing. Excited. 

	 

	I quickly wiped the smile off my face.

	 

	“Hey,” he asked gently, “you alright?”

	 

	I blinked. “O-of course. Just… really happy you’re enjoying it.”

	 

	He smiled at me with pure love in his eyes and I smiled back with pure love in my eyes.

	 

	“Thank you,” I murmured, turning my eyes down to my plate before they could show the wrong thing.

	 

	The lights were off. The room silent except for the dirty pulse inside me. My body was… itching.

	 

	The dull throb between my legs hadn't stopped since dinner. The way he kept complimenting me, unknowingly feeding my twisted thoughts with every innocent word—God, it had left me feeling so unbearably turned on. And now, lying beside him in the dark, his warmth only inches away, I couldn’t take it anymore.

	 

	Slowly, I shifted closer. Inch by inch, until my back met his chest. I pressed against him gently, almost pretending it was just a sleepy move in my slumber. But I knew what I was doing.

	 

	And then… I pushed. My ass found him. The soft bulge resting inside his boxers.

	 

	I rolled my hips once. Slow. Testing. I rolled again. Harder this time.

	 

	And then he moved.

	 

	“Hmm?” he mumbled, voice groggy, confused. “You okay?”

	 

	I didn’t answer. Instead, I arched slightly, making sure he could feel it. Feel me.

	 

	It worked. His hand reached for my waist, pulling me closer. He was hard now. It didn’t take long.

	 

	“You’re in the mood?” he asked sleepily.

	 

	I didn’t say anything. I just tilted my head, brushing my lips across his jaw, biting down gently. My ass still rubbing against him, my cunt clenched so tight I thought I might lose it without even needing more.

	 

	His hand slipped under my waistband.

	 

	And just like that, it began. Quick. Almost clumsy. He pulled my shorts down halfway, enough to push in. No foreplay. No teasing. Just the bare minimum effort.

	 

	I gasped, more from the shock of how sudden it was than from pleasure.

	 

	He thrusted into me, deep at first, then faster. I gripped the pillow, body jerking slightly with each slap of skin. My face twisted, not in bliss—but in frustration.

	 

	It wasn’t enough. It never was. I never noticed these things before because it never mattered. But now, it matters.

	 

	The stretch. The heat. The pressure. Everything just… lacked something. I wanted to cry out, wanted to feel that high—but instead, all I got was the sound of his breath growing quicker, the way his hips snapped against mine with increasing speed.

	 

	He groaned. His grip on my hip tightened.

	 

	And then… he came.

	 

	Just like that.

	 

	A few seconds passed. I could feel him breathing hard against my neck. He kissed my shoulder lazily, then shifted back, pulling out with a satisfied sigh.

	 

	I laid there. Still.

	 

	My legs sticky. My cunt pulsing. But empty.

	 

	Disappointed. Again. “I love you too,” I replied lovingly to his “love you” before he headed upstairs to work.

	 

	The sound of his footsteps faded, and I turned my attention to the tasks waiting for me. I let my hands move on their own, completing one after another. 

	 

	Eventually, the clock told me it was time to leave for the cooking lesson. I reminded myself over and over—be normal. Don’t look desperate. He... might make a move. I slowed halfway down the street. I leaned back slightly, taking a breath, telling myself the rules I’d made in my head. If he makes a move, then fine… I’ll deal with it. But I am not going to act like some needy woman begging for action. Not going to look like someone who’s just waiting for it.

	 

	The walk to the gate was short, and Lina was nowhere to be seen. The moment I realized Lina wasn’t here yet, my pulse picked up. I told myself it didn’t matter, that I wasn’t going to act desperate. Yet the thought slid into my mind and refused to leave. This could be a chance to be alone. 

	 

	Before I could complete my thoughts, my legs started moving, the pavement getting blurred beneath my feet. My body was ahead of my brain, already starting to react to moments that had not even happened yet. Just the possibility was enough to make me feel wet and turned on. 

	 

	I reached the door, and my heart was already running a marathon. My fingers sweating as I raised my hand to knock. Just standing there made me hornier, knowing that in a second the door would open and I’d have to pretend to be innocent while my body was begging for something else entirely.

	 

	I knocked softly, then smoothed my hair, lips curling into the polite smile I’d prepared. The knob turned. My cunt tightened.

	 

	And then—

	 

	“Woooooof!”

	 

	I jumped so hard my chest nearly smacked the doorframe. I spun around and there she was — Lina — doubled over, laughing so hard she was leaning over the wall for support. He stood in the doorway, looking completely clueless about what was going on.

	 

	“Lina?? God, I almost got a heart attack,” I blurted, trying to calm my heartbeat.

	 

	She kept laughing, wiping her eyes, and I turned back toward the open door, meeting his gaze for the briefest second. My chest felt tight. That stupid prank had just ripped apart the moment I’d been building up to, the one I’d been preparing myself for the entire walk here. The frustration twisted in my stomach. I shot Lina an irritated look — not because of the prank, but because she’d ruined some speci...

	 

	“That’s payback for you scaring the shit out of me yesterday,” she said between giggles.

	 

	“Yeah, whatever,” I muttered, rolling my eyes and stepping inside the house.

	 

	She followed behind, still laughing, and then hooked her arm around mine. “I’m sorrrryyy,” she sang in an exaggerated voice, leaning into me like she was trying to win me back.

	 

	I sighed, the corner of my mouth twitching despite myself. “Alright, alright. Apology accepted.” The words came out half-hearted, but it was enough to satisfy her.

	 

	Inside the kitchen, I stood with the apron clutched in my hands. The fabric was warm from my grip, my knuckles white as I twisted it tighter and tighter. I told myself not to be stupid. Not to stand here like some needy woman, handing him the perfect excuse to put his hands on me. I should just try tying it myself. I should.

	 

	But my fingers wouldn’t move. My mind spun, fighting itself—half of me wanting to stay in control, the other half aching to feel his touch again. Just the thought of him standing behind me, close enough for his breath to brush my neck, was enough to make my body throb.

	 

	And then Lina’s voice cut across the room. “Chefff, help her out with the apron!”

	 

	My eyes snapped to her, narrowing, giving her slightly annoyed look, telling her I didn’t need any help. But under the irritation, there was that hot, thankful look. She’d just given me exactly what I wanted, even if she had no idea or... maybe she did.

	 

	I heard him walking up behind me. I could feel him before he even touched me, his presence pushing the air out of my lungs. My stomach tightened, and I made myself stare forward, pretending to focus on the counter.

	 

	He slid the strings around my waist, his knuckles grazing my hips as he pulled them behind me. 

	 

	The knot should have taken seconds, Right? Instead, it was taking forever—and I knew damn well why. His fingers slowly drifted against my sides, moving upward until his palm rested just under my ribs. Then, smooth as anything, his hand slid inside the apron.

	 

	I stiffened, my heartbeat jumping. His palm climbed higher, warm and unhurried, until it met my innocent tits. My knees softened, my thighs drawing closer together as his thumb teased over my nipple through the thin layer of cloth.

	 

	He was gently squeezing them unlike last time. I pressed my lips shut to keep the sound in. Even though lina was right here, I didn't feel scared. I was more focused on standing as still as possible, trying my best to quietly enjoy the pleasure, but my back arched slightly anyway.

	 

	He fondled them slowly. His other hand worked the strings lazily, the excuse for why he was still so close. Every squeeze sent another rush of heat low in my belly. 

	 

	“Hmm…” Lina’s voice broke in, teasing, “I wonder what’s taking you guys so long.”

	 

	I scrambled for control. “O-Oh… it’s just…” My voice caught, and I forced it steady, “he tied it too tight, so now he’s… loosening it.”

	 

	Her gaze slid over me, down to my chest. My stomach dropped. Did she notice? Was it visible? Could she tell? My mind raced, but his fingers didn’t stop, quietly pinching my nipples.

	 

	Lina’s mouth tilted into a knowing smirk. “Okay… if you need my help, let me know. Though I don’t think you’d want it.” She turned her back with a little laugh.

	 

	I dropped my gaze in a hurry. Nothing looked out of place. She was probably just messing with me. I risked a quick glance over my shoulder. He caught my eye, one brow lifted, as if silently saying, We almost got caught.

	 

	He tied the apron snugly, this time not daring to push his luck with Lina watching. I caught the faintest smirk on his lips before he stepped back. The lesson began, he was busy explaining each step, his hands moving over the ingredients like he was conducting an orchestra. I pretended to follow along, but my head was somewhere else entirely. My body wasn’t thinking about the food or the chopping or the simmering. It was hungry for something else.

	 

	Halfway through, my patience snapped. I set the spoon down and turned toward Lina. “Hmm… Lina, why don’t we take a little breather? Like last time, remember you said? Maybe play some fun games?” I tried my best to sound as normal as I could, hoping I didn't make it too obvious with my desperation.

	 

	Her eyes flicked to my face. She studied me for a second, then her lips smirked into a knowing smile. “Surrre… let’s do that. So, what should we play?”

	 

	I swallowed, hard. “I… don’t know. You’re good with ideas, right?”

	 

	She tapped her chin like she was thinking. “Alright, let me think—”

	 

	Before she could finish, his voice slid into the space between us. “I’ve got an idea.”

	 

	Lina turned to him with interest. “Oh? Let’s hear it.”

	 

	He explained it, but there was something in his eyes that made my pulse quicken. Just a simple food tasting game, blindfolded—guess the ingredient and win. Lose and get a punishment.

	 

	Lina grinned. “Perfect. So… who’s getting blindfolded first?”

	 

	Her gaze landed squarely on me. “Yeah, your punishments are still pending, right? Guess it’ll be you.”

	 

	I tried to play along, but the words slipped out before I could stop them. “Hmm… yeah, but I find this game a little boring.”

	 

	That’s when I felt it—a warm, heavy hand on my shoulder. He leaned slightly closer, his voice low, “Trust me… you’re going to remember this game for the rest of your life.”

	 

	The heat in his words sent a shiver all the way down my womb. I understood exactly what he meant, even if Lina didn’t. My lips opened slightly, and I nodded. “Alright…”

	 

	The next thing I knew, I was sitting on a chair, my wrists resting on my lap, a soft cloth sliding over my eyes, cutting off the light. My heart drummed against my ribs as darkness closed in. I could hear them moving around me, the faint sound of a chair scraping back, something being set on the counter. The scent of food was there.

	 

	Lina’s cheerful voice broke the silence. “Alright, first round. Open your mouth.”

	 

	I hesitated, lips opening slowly. Every nerve in my body felt awake, stretched thin with anticipation.

	 

	“Three wrong guesses in a row,” she added, her tone playful, “and you lose. There will be punishment.”

	 

	I heard the smile in her voice. I tried to mirror it, though my voice came out a little tighter than I intended. “Alright… I’m ready.”

	 

	Something small and soft brushed against my lips. I opened wider, letting it rest on my tongue. It was sweet, cool, melting instantly against the warmth of my mouth. Chocolate. I chewed carefully, savoring it before speaking. “Chocolate truffle.”

	 

	“Correct,” Lina laughed.

	 

	The second was different, something crisp and tangy, the juice filling my mouth the moment I bit into it. “Green apple slice,” I guessed, and heard another pleased hum from her.

	 

	The third was creamy and cold, sliding over my tongue before I even closed my mouth. “Vanilla ice cream,” I said, smiling when she confirmed it.

	 

	I was getting comfortable. The game felt simple enough.

	 

	Until the next thing pressed against my lips.

	 

	It was warm. Heavy. Fat and thick enough to make me pause. My lips parted hesitantly, and it slid forward, stretching them more than any food had so far. My tongue pressed against it, feeling the smooth, firm surface.

	 

	My pulse jumped.

	 

	W–what is this.

	 

	It filled my mouth in a way that was too suggestive, too dirty for my thoughts not to twist in a certain direction. Heat pooled low in my belly, and my cunt pulsed, shame washing over me just as quickly. No… it cannot be that. It does not taste like that. It was faintly flavored, but not with the sharp saltiness I dreaded. And he would never dare in front of Lina.

	 

	It withdrew, leaving me unsettled. 

	 

	I paused for a few seconds, weighing the taste and texture, then decided to trust my gut. “Was it… sausage?” I asked.

	 

	Lina clapped her hands together, her voice bright with praise. “Bravo! You’re quick.”

	 

	Before I could even enjoy the small wave of pride, somehting pressed past my lips. Fingers. Two thick fingers coated in a layer of sweet cream. The texture of the skin was unmistakable, the blunt tips gliding over my tongue as the cream dissolved in my mouth. I did not know whose fingers it was… but I could guess. The nails were short, almost gone, the skin rough and broad. It was probably his.

	 

	I told myself it was fine. It was part of the game. If I sucked on them, it meant nothing. I was just trying to guess.

	 

	I closed my lips around them, swirling my tongue to catch every trace of cream, feeling the subtle lines and ridges of his skin. My throat tightened, my pulse loud in my ears.

	 

	I pulled back enough to speak, forcing a light tone. “This was hard… but I think it’s peanut butter.”

	 

	Lina clapped and laughed. “Wow, you’re doing awesome.”

	 

	Her encouragement made me flush hotter.

	 

	Suddenly, Lina’s voice came again.

	 

	“Oh, I’m getting an important call,” she said. “I’ll be back in a few minutes, so you two keep going.”

	 

	Though I didn’t hear the phone ring, I stayed quiet, listening as her footsteps crossed the floor. A door creaked open, and her voice faded into oblivion, leaving only the steady hum of the thick tension around me.

	 

	I did not need to remove the blindfold to know we were alone. The silence felt different now.

	 

	A low voice came from far too close, right on my ear. “So… let’s continue. I hope you are ready. If not, you can just give up,” he said, the tone slow and seducing. “But I am sure you don't like giving up. You are not a weak woman, Right?”

	 

	I stayed seated. My wrists curled in my lap, heart beating fast. I could feel the heat of him somewhere in front of me, waiting... for my answer.

	 

	My lips slowly dragged upward into a filthy, excited smile, and my mouth opened, drawing out each word with something dirty. “I am ready,” I breathed, the arousal inside me at its peak.

	 

	10 likes for the next part.

	 

	Something pressed against my lips again, softer than before, wet and warm. I opened my lips, letting it slide into my mouth. My tongue moved automatically, tasting a faint sweetness mixed with heat that had nothing to do with food. The size, the shape, the way it pushed far enough to make me feel it at the back of my tongue… it only made me crave it more.

	 

	It is just a game. That is all this is.

	 

	 

	 

	I rolled it slowly, tasting it more than I needed to, my mind scrambling for an answer that would keep me from seeming flustered. When he withdrew, I licked my lips, trying to erase the feeling. "Strawberry… something," I said quickly. My voice was quieter than before.

	 

	 

	 

	He did not tell me if it was right.

	 

	 

	 

	Instead, I felt the sudden brush of fingers against my cheek, tilting my chin up slightly. Then two fingertips slipped into my mouth again, this time coated in something thicker, richer, clinging to my tongue. I didn't know what it was, but I could taste the faint trace of skin beneath the cream. The warmth was stronger this time, the weight of his hand steady against my jaw.

	 

	 

	 

	I told myself I needed to clean the cream off to guess it properly. My lips wrapped tighter around his fingers, both cheeks pulled in, sucking gently as my tongue rubbed along them, sliding to the sides before moving up and down slowly. I could feel the shape of each finger and the rough spots on his skin as they moved inside my mouth.

	 

	 

	 

	This is not wrong. It is only guessing.

	 

	 

	 

	Then he pulled them out just a little, only to push them back in again, repeating the motion in a slow rhythm, like he was fucking my mouth with his fingers. Each time he slid them in, they went deeper, pressing against my tongue, making my lips stretch around them. The wet sound of my own spit filled my ears, the warmth of it covering his fingers completely.

	 

	 

	 

	I was certain my face looked pathetic by now, eyes hidden under the blindfold but mouth open and eager, my body betraying me with how quickly I adapted to his pace.

	 

	 

	 

	I finally drew back, gasping for air and took some random guesses, acting as if nothing in my tone had changed. I heard him exhale, a sound too soft to be a laugh but not far from it.

	 

	 

	 

	"Good," he said. "You are better at this than I thought."

	 

	 

	 

	My lips were still wet from him, and my voice came out unneccesarily weaker. "Y-yeah… thank you," I said, sounding shameful even to myself.

	 

	 

	 

	There was a short pause, then his voice lowered again, deep and rougj. "Now… the final dish. The one you've been waiting for."

	 

	 

	 

	My heart jolted.

	 

	 

	 

	Final dish? My mind scrambled to think for an answer which somewhere I already knew. But before I could guess, a scent hit me.

	 

	 

	 

	It was strong. Hot. Male. My nose twitched involuntarily, the smell both disgusting and intoxicating all at once. It clung to the air, thick and musky, wrapping around me like heat.

	 

	 

	 

	I froze. No. It couldn't be.

	 

	 

	 

	Something warm brushed against the tip of my nose. My breath caught as the shape registered against my skin, the weight and heat impossible to mistake now. He pressed it lightly, almost playfully, letting it slide across the bridge of my nose. He kept it there for few good seconds against my nose, just enough to remind me of exactly what it was, speaking in a tone that skirted the edge of obvious. "Smell it. Take it in… it's right in front of you." And... I did. I breathe in that disgusting and addictive smell as much as I could and he finally pulled it back.

	 

	 

	 

	My mind went wild. Every nerve seemed to spark at once, every pulse in my body hammering in time with the throb between my legs. My hand clenched tightly around the fabric of my skirt, twisting it in my fist. Drool pooled at the corner of my mouth, slipping down my chin.

	 

	 

	 

	The thick heat bumped my nose again, a little harder this time. His voice came low, like he was talking about something ordinary instead of what he was doing. "Hmm… where does this food go?"

	 

	 

	 

	Before I could even process the question, his heavy thing began dragging across my face. Side to side, up and down, spreading and printing that warm, musky scent into my skin. My blindfold shifted slightly with each pass, and then I felt the heat of his thing, trying to hook under the blindfold, trying to lift it.

	 

	 

	 

	It didn't come off completely, but light slipped in for a second—just enough for me to see a blurred, thick shape moving above me before the blindfold settled back in place. My cunt was as wet as it could get.

	 

	 

	 

	Then his thing slid down, pressing against my lips.

	 

	 

	 

	A slow, lazy tap.

	 

	Once. Twice. The skin was soft but firm, the kind of contact that made my lips twitch with every smack.

	 

	"Hmm… why isn't this opening?" His tone was innocent in that intentional way, humilating and degrading. "I thought you wanted it."

	 

	He rubbed against my lips, back and forth, the heat seeping in until I couldn't help but open my lips under the pressure. Drool leaked out instantly, spilling over, covering the thing he was teasing me with.

	 

	I was too turned on to speak, too lost in the ache between my legs. Slowly, I let my tongue stretch forward, dying to touch it—

	 

	And he pulled away, pressing against my cheek instead. Wet and dirty.

	 

	A short laugh. "Look at that cute tongue… trying to get a taste."

	 

	I almost whimpered, but before I could stop myself, I leaned toward him, my tongue pushed out again—this time catching the edge of him before he shifted it away.

	 

	Frustration burned through the haze, but he kept playing, brushing it against my jaw, my chin, anywhere but where I needed. I tried to raise my hands, desperate to grab him and pull him into my mouth, but his voice stopped me cold.

	 

	"Only your mouth."

	 

	I froze, panting, and nodded quickly even though my whole body was begging to just touch him.

	 

	I opened my mouth wide, hoping—praying—he would just shove it inside already. His cock touched my lips and I instantly pushed my head forward, desperate to catch his cock.

	 

	But he pulled back, a low laugh rumbling above me.

	 

	“Alright… you want this, right?”

	 

	I nodded quickly, too fast, like I couldn’t control it.

	 

	He paused, and then his voice dipped lower. “Say it. Tell me exactly what you are.”

	 

	My throat tightened, the words catching, but his tone left no room to hide.

	 

	“You better come here whenever I call you. No excuses.”

	 

	I hesitated—just for a second.

	 

	The next thing I felt was a sharp, heavy smack across my cheek. His cock slapped against my skin with a wet sound, the sting mixing with the pleasure it left behind.

	 

	“Say it… if you want to feel this again.”

	 

	The shame hit just as hard as the rush that followed. I was so turned on I couldn’t breathe. My voice came out broken, pathetic. “I’ll come… whenever you want.”

	 

	He made a low, satisfied sound, and finally, finally, he pushed forward, pressing the thick head past my lips.

	 

	The taste hit me like a drug. I didn’t ease in. I devoured him—mouth stretching, jaw aching, sucking like I’d been starved. I pushed forward hard, trying to take him as deep as I could until the tip crashed into the back of my throat.

	 

	I gagged, coughing around him, my breath breaking, but he didn’t move. His chuckled above me. “That desperate?”

	 

	 

	 

	I didn’t care. I shoved forward again, my mouth flooding with saliva, choking and swallowing around the thickness. My hair slipped over my face, sticking to my cheeks as I bobbed hard, forcing him in and out.

	 

	Wet, obscene noises filled the air—slurps, chokes, the smacking of my lips against his skin—each one only making me hungrier.

	 

	His hand rested on the back of my head, fingers curling into my hair.

	 

	“Stop holding back,” he said, and before I could even draw breath, he shoved me down.

	 

	My throat clenched around him, my body trembling as the head forced past the point I’d been avoiding. I gagged hard, eyes squeezing shut, but he didn’t pull me back—he held me there, letting me feel every inch pressing down my throat.

	 

	Drool spilled out, dripping down my chin, wetting the front of my skirt. My hands balled into fists on my lap, the only thing keeping me from clawing at him.

	 

	“There you go,” he murmured, the words thick with satisfaction. “Take it… take all of it.”

	 

	When he finally let me up, I gasped, sucking in air through my nose, but before I could recover, he pushed me straight back down again. My lips slammed wetly against the base, the heat and smell overwhelming everything.

	 

	I wasn’t thinking anymore. My body was working on its own, head bobbing, sucking hard, swallowing every time I felt him twitch in my mouth.

	 

	The sounds between us were filthy—deep, wet gulps and sharp gasps as I fought for breath, his cock sliding in and out of my stretched lips with obscene ease now, each thrust pushing spit down my throat.

	 

	He tightened his grip and set the pace himself, pulling me forward until I was choking, then dragging me back just far enough for me to gasp before forcing me down again.

	 

	I could feel every beat of my pulse in my ears, in my chest, between my legs. I was shaking, my knees pressed tight together under my skirt as heat spread through me so fiercely I thought I might come just from this.

	 

	The more he forced me down, the more I started to like it. The tight, helpless gags that had made me panic before now sent a sharp waves of pleasure inside my pussy. I could feel myself moaning around him, my throat vibrating against his cock every time I choked.

	 

	A low laugh rumbled above me. “Oh… you’re liking this now, aren’t you?”

	 

	I didn’t answer. I couldn’t—not with him filling my mouth—but my trembling, my needy noises, gave me away.

	 

	“Look at you,” he said, voice thick with amusement. “Getting off while you choke on me.”

	 

	His hand slid up, fingers tangling deeper into my hair, and then he yanked it back into a tight grip, holding every strand away from my face so nothing could get in the way. My head was locked in place, his hips free to use me exactly how he wanted.

	 

	He started to thrust harder, the wet slap of his cock hitting the inside of my throat echoed in my ears. Drool streamed down my chin, onto my chest, soaking the front of my top. My nose pressed into the base of him with every push, cutting off my air, making my vision blur at the edges.

	 

	I was gone—completely gone. Every muscle in my body begged for more, my skirt bunched in my fists as I pushed forward instead of pulling away. I wanted it deeper, harder, messier.

	 

	His breathing grew rough, his pace jerking, the weight of him throbbing in my mouth. His grip in my hair tightened painfully.

	 

	“Don’t pull back,” he growled. “Take it.”

	 

	And I did. I stayed down as he groaned hard, hips driving forward in a final sharp thrust. Heat exploded down my throat in thick, hot bursts, filling me before I even realized he was coming.

	 

	 

	 

	I swallowed greedily, every drop, the taste flooding my senses. My eyes watered, but I didn’t move until his cock twitched and he let out a long, satisfied exhale.

	 

	When he finally pulled me off, a thin string of cum stretched from my lips to his cock before breaking, my mouth still hanging open, chest heaving, hair still locked tight in his fist. The blindfold had slipped loose, hanging low over my face until it covered the filthy mess coating my mouth and chin.

	 

	His voice cut through the haze firmly, pulling me back from the dizzy high. “You better leave. Before Lina comes back.”

	 

	The name hit me like a slap, snapping my mind back to reality. Lina. I had… forgotten about her.

	 

	I pushed up from the chair, legs trembling, my skirt clinging damply between my thighs. Every step I took toward the door left me painfully aware of the warm, thick drip sliding down, threatening to betray me. My hand shot up to my face, covering my mouth as I swallowed hard, forcing down the salty heat so there would be no trace.

	 

	The hallway was empty. Lina’s voice still floated faintly from somewhere outside, talking on the phone.

	 

	I quietly slipped past her without a word and thank god she didn't turn. My heart pounded as I hurried toward my house, one hand pressed over the front of my top where I could feel a damp spot spreading.

	 

	Right outside the door, I paused. I smoothed my hair quickly, wiped at the corners of my mouth, and steadied my breathing before reaching for the handle.

	 

	I stepped inside, my body still trembling from everything I’d just been through. Before I could even catch my breath, his voice called out soft playfully.

	 

	“Wifeeyyy.”

	 

	He was already moving toward me, arms reaching out to wrap around me. Panic fluttered in my chest—I wasn’t ready for this. I had just choked on that cock, felt it deep in my mouth, and now here he was, wanting to kiss me.

	 

	I took a step back, but also realized it could create unnecessary doubts. So I leaned forward, slightly opening my lips for a short kiss. A sharp jolt of confusion and shame hit me. His tongue slid inside, warm and exploring, and against all reason, my body reacted, a flicker of guilt and shame with excitement rising despite everything. He was kissing me so passionately after his wife just choked herself on that fat cock. Fuck, this was so wrong and thrilling at the same time. 

	 

	I hoped he noticed what his wife had done just moments before. That she had just sucked another man’s dirty cock, tasted it deeply, and now was pressing her lips to his. If he couldn’t see it, if he was too blind or naive to realize how stained and used she already was, then maybe he deserved every disgusting kiss from a mouth still soaked in someone else’s taste. Maybe he deserved to feel the shame and dirt she carried with her, and understand just how far she had already fallen.

	 

	I pulled back, hoping this was enough for him to realize and slightly afraid of what I was feeling.

	(end 42part 2)

	 

	26. Between the pages

	 

	 

	HUSBAND'S POV

	 

	I swung my keys loosely in my fingers as I made my way back home. Ahead, two dogs were pressed close together, their tails wagging in perfect rhythm as they nuzzled and rubbed against each other with deep affection. 

	 

	The sight pulled me into a distant memory of her and myself. How cute, I thought, smiling to myself. I crouched down to pat them, running my fingers over their soft fur. They looked so content, lost in their own little world. For a moment, I felt myself disappearing in that simple moment, peaceful and undisturbed until a voice slipped into the air behind me.

	 

	I turned my head quickly, an uneasy chill crawling along my neck. It was the old man, standing with the usual expression on his face, as disgusting as ever.

	 

	“Hmm, these dogs are cute,” he said.

	 

	“Yeah,” I replied, slowly standing. I tried to keep my tone polite as I asked, “How’s your back?”

	 

	He shifted slightly and rubbed at his lower back. “So-so,” he said with a faint squint. “Hurts now and then, but I’m fine most days. Only when I stretch too much, it gives me a little stab.”

	 

	Watching him closely, I realized it might be true, his posture did seem a little off. It must hurt a lot at that age. 

	 

	I was kinda glad when he got hurt, but now I do feel… kinda bad. He lives alone, no one to look after him. It must feel terrible. “I should have been more careful that day,” I said with a guilty tone. “I am so-” 

	 

	Before I could complete the sentence, he stepped closer and placed his hand on my shoulder.

	 

	“It’s fine, it’s fine. No need to beat yourself up over it. Everything…” He paused, smiling subtly, “…happens for a reason.”

	 

	He turned and walked away, one hand holding the other behind his back. I watched him go, the quiet street feeling calmer by the moment. It made me realize, how easily doubts, once they are planted, can twist the way you see someone. He really did seem like just a harmless old man. Maybe a bit too touchy, but at that age, living alone day after day, perhaps you start reaching for any bit of warmth you can find.

	 

	I sat on the sofa, scrolling through my phone when I noticed an unread message from Ray.

	 

	Ray: Good evening. It feels like we haven’t spoken in quite some time. I hope you and your wife are both doing well.

	 

	I let out a sigh. The message was from a few days ago. Must have slipped my mind. It's best not to create unnecessary tension by ignoring and instead just give a small and simple reply.

	 

	Me: We’re both fine. Just been tied up with work lately. Hope you are doing great.

	 

	I switched apps and started scrolling through videos when a new notification suddenly appeared on the screen — A message. From Ray.

	 

	Ray: I have been doing great. Lets catch up sometime?

	 

	Catch up? Sure, in your dreams.

	 

	Me: Sure, I will drop by when I am free.

	 

	Ray: Great! See you soon.

	 

	See you soon? It’s definitely not going to be soon, Ray. I leaned back into the sofa, my thumb still hovering over the phone screen. I wonder how can a person have the balls to message someone with such sweet gentle messages, after doing something like that to their wife. Was it really nothing to you? Or am I the one making too much of it?

	 

	The door opened. She stepped in, her hair slightly ruffled from the breeze outside.

	 

	“How was shopping?” I asked.

	 

	She paused for a brief second before replying, “Yeah… It was great.” she replied with a smile.

	 

	My mouth opened halfway before shutting itself down. I didn't want to sound doubtful but I also wanted to confirm something. “Hmm… by any chance, were you two back before half an hour ago?” I asked, watching her closely.

	 

	She tilted her head. “No, Of course not. Why do you ask?”

	 

	“Oh, it’s nothing,” I said quickly, leaning back. “I could’ve sworn I heard Lina’s voice somewhere outside, but…” I scratched my head, sinking into the sofa, “…maybe I misheard it.”

	 

	“Yeah,” her voice cracked a little as she said, you probably misheard it. How could you hear Lina’s laughter when we were out shopping?”

	 

	I nodded faintly, letting it go. “Also, I met the old man earlier by the way,” I said. “He seemed in a little pain, so I was thinking maybe we should go together and see properly how he’s doing. He did say he's fine, but still… it would be good, out of courtesy.”

	 

	She was quiet for few seconds, her gaze flicking away before returning. “Sure… yeah, we can do that.” 

	 

	“Alright, maybe in a couple of hours,” I said, looking at the clock. 

	 

	She gave a small smile and headed inside, her steps quiet, leaving me with the soft hum of the clock and the fading sound of her moving further inside.

	 

	Few hours passed, I carried the small bag of fruit in one hand as we walked to his door. A couple of light knocks, and the old man opened it, leaning slightly on the frame. We stepped inside, and the familiar stench hit me instantly — that same thick, musty smell, mixed with something stale and sour. I’d never gotten used to it, and today was no different.

	 

	We sat on the sofa, and the three of us started with harmless small talk. I noticed he wasn’t staring at my wife like the last time we’d been here. No darting eyes, no creepy looks — just polite conversation. It actually made me feel more comfortable. Maybe I’d been overthinking before.

	 

	Somehow, the conversation drifted toward family. He frowned faintly and said he had some pictures he wanted to show us. “They’re upstairs,” he added, slowly pushing himself up. “Come on, I’ll show you.”

	 

	I stood up, instinctively offering, “Need a hand?”

	 

	He shook his head with that stubborn smirk. “Dont worry… I’ll manage. You two go on ahead. I’ll follow behind.”

	 

	I nodded and started up the stairs, the dim hallway stretching upward into a narrow landing. After a few steps, I glanced back and she was walking just ahead of him.

	 

	“Come on, you’re lagging behind,” I called lightly.

	 

	She gave me a small smile. “Yeah… it’s just my heels. They’re hurting a little. I’ll be right there.”

	 

	I paused on the stairs, waiting, my eyes on her but not really thinking much of it. She moved slowly, each step measured. The old man’s frame was hidden entirely behind her, his head just out of sight over her shoulder. From where I stood, I could only see the move of her skirt as it brushed against her thighs again and again with each step.

	 

	The way she walked… it wasn’t exactly limping, but there was a certain move in her hips, a gentle break in her movements that almost looked too… intentional for someone claiming to have sore feet. 

	 

	By the time they reached me, the air had shifted — the upstairs felt cooler, but dim and strangely still, like a place that didn’t see much use. The smell was different here too, less stale but with a faint, almost sweet note.

	 

	“You okay?” I asked, looking at her. “Geez, did it hurt a lot?”

	 

	She smiled faintly, brushing it off. “It’s fine now.”

	 

	The old man led us into a narrow upstairs room. The light was dim, a single yellow bulb humming in the corner, barely bright enough to cut through the stale air. Dust drifted lazily, stirred by our footsteps.

	 

	From an old wooden shelf, he pulled a thick, worn photo album, the leather cover cracked and soft from age. 

	 

	The old man set the thick album down on the small bed in the corner of the dim room. He lowered himself into a creaky chair with a slow grunt, the springs groaning under his weight.

	 

	I crouched on my knees beside the bed so I could look at the photos properly. The leather cover was cracked and the pages smelled faintly of dust and something older, heavier—like the whole thing had been shut away for decades. My wife stood just behind me, resting both hands lightly on my shoulders.

	 

	Every now and then, her fingers would tighten, pressing harder into me. I glanced up once.

	 

	“You okay?” I asked quietly.

	 

	She gave a quick smile. “I’m fine… look at this one, isn’t it beautiful?” She pointed to a photo of the old man with a young woman in a bright summer dress.

	 

	The old man’s voice followed as he leaned forward, eyes on the page.

	 

	“That was my wife… she had a way of keeping hold of me, especially in hard times. Never let go until I could breathe easy again.”

	 

	I nodded, running my hand over the glossy page. “You look quiet young.”

	 

	He chuckled softly. “Back then I had more energy… we spent a lot of time together, day and night. She always knew exactly how to… lift my spirits.”

	 

	I felt my wife’s weight shift slightly behind me, her fingertips tracing along my shoulder before gripping again. She was probably leaning in to see better, so I tilted the album toward her.

	 

	The old man kept talking, naming relatives in each photograph.

	 

	“She… knew what I needed without me saying a word. Always attentive. Always willing to… help, no matter what mood I was in.”

	 

	Her breath was hot near my ear now, and she bent lower, our faces nearly touching as I turned another page. I felt her lean more of her weight on me, like she was getting tired from standing so long.

	 

	“You okay?” I asked again.

	 

	“Mm… yeah. Just… a little sore from standing,” she whispered, then looked down at the album with a soft smile. “Keep... going.”

	 

	By the time we reached the last page, I was crouched there so long my knees had started to ache. I closed the album and held it out toward the old man. He reached forward, his gnarled fingers brushing mine as he took it from me.

	 

	Something wet and warm covered my knuckles.

	 

	It was… very sticky.

	 

	I blinked down at my hand, puzzled. It must’ve been sweat, right? Or maybe an some oil or the polish he used on his furniture. Without thinking much of it, I rubbed it off against my pants.

	 

	The old man tucked the album under his arm and pushed himself up from the chair. 

	 

	“Well,” the old man said with a faint smile, “glad you came by.”

	 

	I smiled back, brushing off my pants where that damp spot had been. “Of course. We’ll see you again soon.”

	

	 

	 

	(27.poor dog)

	 

	I stepped through the doorway first, the hallway was dim similar to the room. My eyes adjusted slowly, still hazy from the stale air of the old man’s room. I’d barely taken three steps when her voice called out, sharp but tensed. 

	 

	“Wait—”

	 

	The door was barely open, and her arm was stretched through the narrow gap, fingers gripping the frame.

	 

	“It’s stuck,” she said, a little out of breath.

	 

	The old man's voice rumbled from behind her,

	 

	“It seems… the door’s acting up again. What luck! Guess, we will be spending some more time here.”

	 

	I thought I saw something on the old man’s face as my eyes adjusted — A smile? No, maybe I imagined it.

	 

	I grabbed the handle from my side, giving it a pull. Nothing.

	 

	“It's stuck pretty hard,” I said, slightly surprised.

	 

	I gave it another tug, harder this time, the wood groaning faintly but refusing to budge. One more pull, my fingers tightening around the cool metal, still no movement.

	 

	Just then, her fingers softly touched my hand, slightly shaking. Probably trying her best to to do the same. 

	 

	I braced my shoulder and pushed against the door.

	 

	“Not like that,” the old man said loudly. “Give it a little pressure… steady… We will take care of this side.”

	 

	“Ok,” I replied back, slowly curling fingers at the edge of the door.

	 

	I started shoving and rocking it, but the thing barely budged.

	 

	The old man voice came through again, “Yeah… that’s it… little push here, little pull there… don’t rush it.”

	 

	His voice... they sounded like it came from somewhere below “Hmm, Are you sitting on the floor?” I asked.

	 

	After few seconds of strange pause, my wife called out, broken up in little bursts. “He’s… uh…… trying to… m-move it… from the bottom.”

	 

	“Oh,” I muttered, feeling a bit stupid for asking. “That makes sense.” I crouched as well, trying to do the same, hoping maybe this would be enough to open this damn door. 

	 

	I kept pushing, my arms straining. A few seconds passed… then my ears caught something — low, quiet… like voices being smothered behind a wall.

	 

	*muffled noise* *muffled noise* *muffled noise*

	 

	My ears twitched at the sound. Hmm?

	 

	*muffled noise* *muffled noise* *muffled noise*

	 

	I slowly lifted my head up, squinting my eyes a little. Her fingers... they were no more gripping the edge of the door. 

	 

	For some reason, my face leaned forward little closer, ears pressing close to the door. It wasn’t those faint muffled noises anymore but my own heartbeat, pounding hard in my ears.

	 

	Thud... Thud... Thud... 

	 

	The muffled noises were gone, leaving nothing but a heavy, unnatural silence that seemed to press heavy against my heart.

	 

	A sudden, dull and light bang shook the door, snapping me upright. I jerked my head back from the door, blinking in confusion, my eyes fixed on the frame as if it might give me an answer.

	 

	“H-Hey,” I called out, my voice cracking. “Everything good... in there?”

	 

	“Of course,” the old man answered quickly, his tone almost… cheerful? “Let’s focus on opening the door.”

	 

	My chest tightening for reasons I couldn't explain, something about the silence from her... made me uneasy. “Hey, You okay?” I raised my voice this time.

	 

	Her reply came back just as quickly. “Yeah… don’t… worry… just… focus on the door. I’m… just taking… a break… for a minute.”

	 

	She was huffing as she replied. Shit. She was probably very tensed—enough for her to speak like that. That also explains why she went complete silent. Trapped in that creepy, dim room with him. God, this situation must be scarier than a horror movie for her...

	 

	I leaned my head toward the door, raising my voice just enough. “Hang in there, okay? I’ll get this damn thing open, I promise.”

	 

	From inside, the old man’s tone came warm, but with a weird edge. “Hear that? Look how much he cares for you. Really giving it his all out here.” A faint chuckle followed. “Aren’t you a lucky woman? A husband who’d push and strain himself just to get to you.”

	 

	I grunted and shoved my shoulder against the wood, muttering, “You are right about that, she’s lucky.”

	 

	The old man kept going. “How about a word for him, hm? Something to keep him going. A little… motivation will do him good.”

	 

	I chuckled at the old man’s demand. But strangely enough, I wanted to hear it. Just a few words of motivation from her mouth would be enough for me to conquer a nation. This damn door is nothing. My ears waited eagerly for those words... But there was nothing. Only a few seconds of… silence.

	 

	Then finally, her voice came through, uneven, breaking into pauses like she had to catch her breath between each word. “Y-You… can… do it… keep… going… you’re… doing… so… good…”

	 

	Her tone made my grip tighten unconsciously on the handle. She almost sounded like she was trying to push the words out, like something kept stopping her mid-sentence.

	 

	“That’s it,” the old man’s voice purred from inside. “Keep telling him… let him know how much you… appreciate him.”

	 

	Another pause… a faint, shaky inhale from her… then, softer, “I… believe… in you… don’t… stop…”

	 

	Something about the way she said that last part had heat crawling up the back of my neck. I cleared my throat, refocusing on the door. “Alright… just a little more…” I muttered, more to myself than to anyone else.

	 

	I muttered few curses under my breath and gripped the handle harder, shoving my shoulder against the door. The frame groaned, but it didn’t give. Gritting my teeth, I pushed again, putting more effort into forcing it open.

	 

	With one last shove, the door creaked open.

	 

	The dim light inside barely cut through the shadows, but I caught sight of her—sweat beading along her forehead, strands of hair sticking to her skin. The old man straightened up behind her, flashing me a grateful smile.

	 

	“You are a strong guy. Knew you’d get it,” he said, patting the doorframe.

	 

	She stayed quiet, just stepping past me. I followed her out into the hall, the air outside felt quite refreshing. The old man stood by the doorway. “Come by again sometime,” he said warmly.

	 

	We started walking back, and I tried to lighten the mood. “Man, his place is like something out of a horror movie. Creepy as hell.”

	 

	She gave a small laugh, finally speaking. 

	 

	“Yeah… I was scared for a moment, but he… calmed me down.”

	 

	“Oh really?” I asked, turning my head to glance at her, but something else caught my eye.

	 

	…Did she...

	 

	Did she just smil—?

	 

	My foot clipped something on the ground, jerking my attention forward and bringing them on the dogs lying ahead. The same two I’d seen in the afternoon, curled up together, like a happy married couple.

	 

	But now… things were different. There was a third one, mounted on the female from before, its hips pumping in quick, rough bursts. The other dog, the male I’d seen earlier, just lay there a few feet away, head resting on its paws like it didn’t care, eyes shut, sound asleep.

	 

	I slowed my pace, staring at the scene. “Huh…” They were mating in heat, so desperately. I felt this weird pang in my chest for the one lying there. Poor guy. She’d been rubbing all over him earlier, tail wagging, looking all sweet… and now she’s letting some other mutt rail her like that right next to him.

	 

	I muttered under my breath, “What a whore, Cheating on your partner like that…” My brow furrowed. “Well… guess it’s not like they’ve got the same rules we do.”

	 

	Still, I shook my head, glancing one more time at the male lying there. “Poor dog.”

	 

	We were almost at our door when a voice called out from behind us, bright and sing-song.

	 

	“Hellooo~!”

	 

	I turned and saw Lina waving, her husband trailing a step behind with that easy grin of his. Her energy was the same as always—bouncy, cheerful, like she’d just stepped out of a commercial.

	 

	“Oh, hey,” I greeted, slowing to let them catch up.

	 

	“We were just talking about you two,” Lina said, clasping her hands together with a little bounce. “We’re having a small dinner at our place tomorrow night. Nothing too fancy, just… friends, good food, maybe a little wine.” Her eyes seemed to sparkle as she said it, tilting her head toward my wife.

	 

	Her husband added, “Yeah, you guys should come. It would be a nice neighbor's get together.”

	 

	“That’s sweet,” I said, glancing at my wife.

	 

	Lina stepped forward, her smile widening. “So… you have to promise you’ll be on time. None of this sneaking in late business. Tomorrow night, okay? Eight o’clock sharp.

	 

	“It’s going to be fun,” she added, sing-song again, almost teasing, before glancing between us. “We’ll be waiting.”

	 

	Her husband chuckled. “Don’t let her down—she gets scary when people are late.”

	 

	“Haha, don’t worry,” I said with a small laugh. “We’ll be on time.”

	 

	“Good,” Lina grinned, giving my wife a quick wink before stepping back.

	 

	“See you tomorrow,” her husband added, giving a casual wave.

	 

	We exchanged goodbyes, then turned toward our place. Dinner tomorrow, huh. I hope it’ll be fun.

	

	 

	 

	28. Dinner [Part 1]

	 

	Next Day

	 

	“Are you ready?” I called out from the hallway.

	 

	“Almost,” she answered.

	 

	“God, you take too long,” I muttered with a half-smile, dropping down onto the couch and scrolling through my phone.

	 

	A few minutes later, the sound of her heels clicked across the floor. I glanced up — and my mouth just… stayed open.

	 

	She stood there in a long-slit dress. The dress fitting her body so perfectly, outlining every curve. Her left leg was visible through the opening, drawing my eye all the way to the inner side of her thigh, the slit stopping just short of where her thigh met her waist.

	 

	She gave a small, nervous spin to show me how it looked.

	 

	*Twitch*

	 

	Fuck, she looked so damn hot in that dress.

	 

	I could feel my cock twitch under the pants, slowly getting harder. I was the one who bought this dress for her, so I guess I can take a little credit for how stunning she looked in it.

	 

	But right on the heels of that arousal came a sting in my stomach. This wasn’t a date. We weren’t going out somewhere private. We were going to sit in someone else’s dining room, surrounded by other people. People who would see her like this. People who would look. The thought made my chest flutter with little nervousness.

	 

	She stood there, a hint of nervousness in her expression, waiting for me to say something.

	 

	“I–I thought you didn’t like that dress,” I said, forcing a normal tone, though my voice caught halfway through. She’d told me before it was too revealing, too much for her taste. And yet here she was, looking like… this.

	 

	I couldn’t tell if the unease in my gut was because she looked so damn hot… or because other people would notice too, maybe even have some dirty thou–

	 

	N-No, what the hell am I thinking? She looks good. Remember what Lina said. Yes. If she feels comfortable enough to wear this, I shouldn’t have a problem with it. She’s allowed to feel good about her body. I don’t want to ruin the confidence it took for her to try on this dress. I don’t want to be that asshole.

	 

	She hesitated, her voice low. “I-I thought… I’m sorry. I’ll just go and change.” She turned toward the bedroom.

	 

	I shot up from the couch. “Wait—you look really… gorgeous, I swear. You don’t have to change.”

	 

	Her eyes lifted slightly, a shy smile spreading at her lips. “R-really?”

	 

	“On God,” I said, walking toward her. “I was just little caught off guard since you said before you didn’t really like this one, that’s all.”

	 

	She looked down, still smiling faintly. “Y-yeah, you’re right. I jus—”

	 

	“I mean,” I cut in gently, “our tastes can change over time, and that’s okay.” I leaned in, slowly pulling her closer to me. “Seeing you like this… honestly makes me want to cancel going there for dinner and just have you as my dinner instead.”

	 

	She pulled away playfully, her cheeks flushed. “Come on, we’ll be late.”

	 

	As she walked toward the door, I couldn’t help rubbing my hand over the bulge in my pants, my eyes locked on that perfectly shaped ass. She looked spicy enough to burn.

	 

	She paused, turned back with a teasing smile. “Let’s not be too late for dinner… or you might miss out on the special one too.” She added a playful wink.

	 

	“You naughty girl,” I said, grinning as I followed her out.

	 

	*Knock* *Knock*

	 

	“Welcome!” Lina’s husband boomed, loud enough to make my eardrum throb.

	 

	Lina hugged my wife, and I followed her husband inside. He led us to the couch, while Lina was throwing tons of compliments over my wife—then shot me a sly thumbs-up along with a knowing expression. Probably her way of saying good job for letting her wear what she wanted.

	 

	We all started chatting, laughter bouncing around the room, when a sudden knock came at the door. Lina quickly stood up, and I turned to her husband with a confused look.

	 

	“Was someone else coming too?” I asked.

	 

	He smiled and gave me a solid pat on the back, enough to make me shift in my seat “Of course.”

	 

	I rubbed the spot, half from the sting. “Oh? Who is it?”

	 

	“It’s the young guy who lives right beside you” he said casually. “You probably already know him, don’t you?”

	 

	Young guy? The thought flickered in my head. Is it that cocky dude?

	 

	A strange unease began bubbling in my stomach. 

	 

	The door opened, and he walked in with a polite smile which felt very forced. My eyes followed his, and his eyes were unnescessarily... longer on my wife. He gave her a small smile, like he was impres–

	 

	“So,” Lina clapped her hands, loud enough to stop my thoughts from spiraling. “I’m sure there’s no need for introductions since we all know each other, right? This is our first neighborhood get-together, and I hope it’s just the start of many more. This boring place could use a little fun, don’t you think?”

	 

	She grinned, drawing out her words. “Sooo… let’s start the partyyy!”

	 

	Lina strolled over to the speaker and hit play, filling the room with music. She grabbed my wife’s hand, pulling her toward the open space, while her husband grabbed mine and practically dragged me to join in.

	 

	Lina’s husband had a body like a damn wardrobe. Broad shoulders, thick chest — the kind of build that could block out the sun if he stood in front of you. And tonight, unfortunately, he was my personal eclipse.

	 

	The music started thumping through the speakers. Lina pulled my wife toward the open space in the middle of the living room, laughing as they moved. I instinctively took a step forward, wanting to see her… but suddenly, Lina’s husband was right there in front of me, clapping me on the shoulder hard enough to rattle my teeth.

	 

	"Come on, man, dance with me!" he said, shuffling me back like I was a kid being told where to stand for a photo.

	 

	I tried leaning left— nothing but his back. Leaning right— the guy shifted too, blocking me again like we were playing some kind of weird defense drill. He shifted when I shifted, either by accident or on purpose, I couldn’t tell.

	 

	Inside, I started cursing him. Damn it, move your fridge-sized body out of the way.

	 

	For a second, I gave up and tried to just nod along to the music, pretending I was fine with it. But then… there it was. A gap.

	 

	Then, through a small gap, I caught a quick glimpse. My wife — her body moving with the music. But there was something else… a hand. On her waist.

	 

	My stomach churned.

	 

	I couldn’t see who it belonged to — maybe it was Lina’s, since she pulled her to dance together? Yeah… probably Lina. Still, something didn't sit right… the way her back arched slightly into the touch… it made my pulse race.

	 

	I leaned a little more to the side, just enough for another peek. The hand slid from her waist to the smooth curve of her stomach, fingers spread, holding her in place as she moved. Her stomach tensed visibly, almost like a shiver went through her. 

	 

	And in that instant, an old memory flashed in my mind — that time when Ray had danced with her, right in front of me. That dance which made me feel pathetic and helpless all at the same time.

	 

	No… I swallowed hard, trying to push the thought away.

	 

	I tried to step closer, but the human wall in front of me chuckled and clapped to the beat, forcing me back. Another gap opened — this time I saw her bending forward slightly, laughing, one leg sliding to the side, and a hand trailing dangerously over inside of her thigh. My chest tightened again.

	 

	My breathing grew faster. I told myself it had to be Lina. But then… I scanned the room quickly. He was nowhere to be seen. My gaze darted back to her.

	 

	No. He wouldn’t…

	 

	The thought hit hard at the back of my skull. Was he over there? Dancing with her? Touching her like that? My breathing was all over the place. That buried feeling I’d tried to keep locked away for so long… was clawing its way back to the surface.

	 

	She should be dancing with me. I’m her husband.

	 

	But that guy… he’s shameless enough. He’d probably try it. The more I thought about it, the more my hands curled into fists at my sides.

	 

	I tried to get around the wall[Lina's husband] in front of me, but he laughed again and shoved me back into place, still blocking my view. My eyes darted, desperate for another glimpse.

	 

	When I finally caught one, it was worse — his hand was still there on her stomach. 

	 

	I swallowed hard, my throat dry.

	 

	No… why is my heart beating so fast? My chest felt tight, my skin hot. It’s… just like that day.

	 

	Another flash of Ray’s hands on her.

	 

	No. Stop it. 

	 

	I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself, but it only made my heartbeat more obvious. My eyes locked on her again through the crowd, my mind racing.

	 

	Is she enjoying it? Dancing with him?

	

	
Dinner part 2

	 

	The music cut off mid-beat, and we all turned to look at Lina. She stood near the speaker with a mischievous smile.

	 

	Lina clapped her hands with the kind of energy that didn’t give anyone a chance to say no. “Okay! Before we get back to the music, let’s play something fun.”

	 

	Her husband groaned good-naturedly. “Oh boy… here we go.”

	 

	“It’s easy,” she explained, picking up a balloon from the table. “Two people, one balloon, no hands. Hold it between you and carry it across the room. First to finish without dropping it wins.” She flashed a playful smile. “But… we’re picking partners randomly.”

	 

	I stepped closer to my wife. “I’ll—”

	 

	“Nope!” Lina said quickly, shaking her head. “No choosing. We’ll draw numbers.”

	 

	She passed out slips, each marked from one to five. I unfolded mine — 1. My wife peeked at hers and kept it close to her chest.

	 

	Once everyone had a slip, Lina beamed. “Alright, each of you has a number. I’m going to call out two numbers at a time, and whoever they belong to will be paired up.” She glanced around with a mischievous grin. “Of course, I don’t want two men ending up together, so I already know which numbers belong to ladies and which to men. But I don’t know exactly which person has which number — that part will be random!”

	 

	My stomach clenched anxiously as she started reading the numbers aloud. “First pair… four and five.”

	 

	Lina’s husband laughed, lifting his slip. “Five!”

	 

	Lina waited, tilting her head slightly as my wife did not respond for number four. A hint of recognition flashed across her face. “Ah… must be me,” she murmured, smiling. She held out her arms, and when my wife didn't claim four, it became clear.

	 

	“Perfect!” Lina said brightly. She and her husband stepped forward and hugged, the balloon forgotten for a moment as the first pair formed.

	 

	Lina’s eyes scanned the rest of us. “Next couple is…” She dragged it out, drawing the tension like a string being pulled. “Two… and…” she turned her head toward me for the briefest second, lips curling, “…threeee.”

	 

	N-No. My wife’s hand opened to reveal the number 2 and he raised his with a smile appearing on his face.

	 

	“That makes number one…” Lina tapped her finger against my slip, “…the referee.”

	 

	“What? No, wait,” I blurted before I could stop myself. “Why can’t I—”

	 

	“It’s random,” Lina said smoothly, cutting me off. “Pure luck. Don’t be such a sore sport.”

	 

	I clenched my jaw. “But—”

	 

	“Hey, you get the best seat in the house,” Lina teased. “Just watch and cheer. Besides, it’s harmless.”

	 

	I forced a stiff smile and took a deep breath. It's just a game. D-Don't be so insecure. 

	 

	I sat back in the chair at the far end of the room, the so-called finish line. Five balloons were laid out at the starting point, and the rules were simple: carry them to me, one by one, squeezed between your bodies without using your hands. First couple to get all five here wins.

	 

	Lina and her husband were the first to set up. She slipped the balloon between her head and his chest, him towering over her. 

	 

	But I wasn’t watching them.

	 

	My eyes were locked on my wife… and him.

	 

	They were standing there at the start, the balloon pressed awkwardly between them. I saw her dress shift slightly as she adjusted it. She looked good tonight… too good. Something in me wound tighter as they waited for the signal.

	 

	“Go!” Lina called.

	 

	Almost instantly, the balloon slipped. My wife’s hands twitched like she wanted to grab it, but before she could, his hand was already there — one flat against her lower back, the other sliding around her side. He pulled her in, pressing the balloon tight between their chests.

	 

	My stomach was twisting painfully.

	 

	They began to move. Slow steps, side by side, both of their heads leaning in toward each other. His face vanished from my view, hidden behind the angle of their heads, too close to her neck. She shifted slightly, tilting her head to the side… and for a split second, something flickered across her face. 

	 

	Something in me jolted.

	 

	No. Stop ovethinking. It's not what it looks like.

	 

	She would never allow it. 

	 

	My eyes were fixed on her face, but something moved at the corner of my vision, lower. I glanced down and caught it. His hand… it had slid lower, now resting on the top curve of her hips. Just sitting there. 

	 

	Then, suddenly, his fingers flexed, giving a small squeeze. 

	 

	A hot, sharp twitch shot through my chest, and somewhere else as well, like something ugly and filthy had been wired straight to my heart.

	 

	She felt it too. I knew she did, because she turned her head toward me in a quick, sharp glance. My breath froze. And then, like some coward, I turned my face away, pretending to check on Lina and her husband.

	 

	W-What the fuck? Why did I turn my head?

	 

	That bastard probably saw this as a chance and she was probably caught off guard. I looked back. They were closer now, moving in sync, their bodies pressed flush. Their steps matched perfectly, each shift of their hips brushing that balloon, keeping it from falling. Every breath they took seemed to pull them tighter together.

	 

	They reached me, bending at the same time to drop the balloon into the basket. It landed with a dull thud that felt like it landed right in my chest.

	 

	Something about the entire situation felt very humiliating.

	 

	Lina stepped forward, placing her balloon into the basket with a grin. “Mmm… look at those two,” she said, eyes flicking toward my wife and him. “So perfectly in rhythm… don’t you think?”

	 

	“Y-Yeah,” I muttered, my voice tight. “They… they’re doing great.”

	 

	She gave me a quick, knowing smile. “Don’t worry. Just relax. It’s just a game.” Then she turned away, hurrying off to start her second round, leaving me sitting there with my pulse hammering in my ears.

	 

	The balloon race ended with them crossing the line first. They handed me the final balloon and I felt the humiliation burn hotter than the applause. Lina followed close behind with her husband, handing theirs over with a smirk.

	 

	“Alright,” Lina clapped, cutting the tension with a grin, “time for the next game — blindfold chase.”

	 

	She explained the rules. Whoever didn’t get picked in the pairings would be blindfolded and have to catch the others. A small, relieved breath slipped out. At least this wouldn’t have me watching her pressed against him again.

	 

	They tied a scarf around my head. I couldn’t see clearly — just the faintest hint of shadows through the thin fabric, enough to make out blurred shapes if the light hit right.

	 

	“Go!” Lina shouted.

	 

	Feet scattered in all directions, quick and light. I took a slow step forward, hands out. Laughter circled me. Someone clapped from the far corner, someone else tapped my shoulder and ran away. They were toying with me. For a few minutes, it was nothing but the sound of their teasing, my hands swiping at empty air.

	 

	Then… another sound. Different. Wet. A low, rhythmic slurp that made my brow raise. The noises were faint at first, just a soft, wet rhythm. I tilted my head, listening. It wasn’t the playful shuffling I’d been chasing before. This… had weight to it. 

	 

	I slowly began moving in that direction, my hands feeling along the wall until my fingers brushed against a doorway.

	 

	The sound stopped, like they’d heard me. A small smile pulled at my lips. Got you. I was sure someone was hiding there.

	 

	I stepped into the room, the dim light bleeding faintly through the scarf. At first, it was all a haze — just shifting shadows in the blur. I squinted, trying to sharpen the outlines, slowly scanning across the space. The vague shapes started to separate… a taller, upright form near the bed caught my focus. My eyes started tracing downward until the shadow of a figure kneeling at his waist, right infront of him began to emerge. This postion... was unmistakable.

	 

	I could feel the heartbeat in my ears.

	 

	No. They cant possib–

	 

	The standing shadow moved its hips forward. The wet, obscene sound returned — sharper now, more defined. My breath caught as the blur seemed to show something long pushing in and out of the kneeling figure’s mouth. Hands gripped her head, holding her steady, then driving her down in quick, forceful thrusts. Holy fuck… he’s in her mouth.

	 

	Without realizing, I leaned forward. Just a fraction. Just enough to make the shadow sharpen slightly, giving me more. My cock twitched at the clearer view.

	 

	It's unmistakably them. Lina and her husband.

	 

	I stayed still otherwise, eyes squinting behind the fabric, trying to drink in every blurred detail. The kneeling shadow’s head bobbed, the standing figure’s hips moved, and every few thrusts I caught, lina's head push back each time he slammed, like a faint bounce from the force of him hitting deep. 

	 

	I could feel her trying to control her soft whimpers as much as possible. But still. Can’t believe she is really taking all those demonic thrusts so deeply, no break, no mercy. 

	 

	My cock grew tight under my pants.

	 

	How is Lina even handling this? My mind was racing. He’s shoving himself so deep she must be choking. She’s not even moving — just letting him fuck her mouth like that.

	 

	I coughed, on purpose — a deliberate ahem, meant to make them stop.

	 

	They did. Just for a few seconds. I saw their shapes freeze, lina pulling her head back and the cock slowly slid out of her mouth. I thought that was it.

	 

	But then, almost instantly, her husband grabbed her head and slammed his hips forward again, even harder. My breath hitched. This wasn’t careful anymore. He wasn't trying to hide it. He was doing it intentionally, he was showing me. He started fucking her mouth with an authority. He was trying to show how much control he had over his wife. But why is he getting more brutal in my presence? Don't tell me... Is he probably feeling more excited? Perhaps he is liking the fact someone else is a blindfold away from discovering his dirty fun. 

	 

	Her body rocked backward with each thrust, forced to take his full weight. I could see the shadow of his hips snapping forward, driving himself down her throat until her head tilted back, grabbing his hips from falling. Jesus Christ… he’s going all over her face.

	 

	The slurps were wetter now, filthier, echoing faintly in the room. They’re really doing this while we’re in the middle of a fucking game? How horny can you be?

	 

	I shifted back half a step, thinking maybe I shouldn’t interrupt. My eyes were still locked on the blurred outline, trying to make out more through the scarf.

	 

	I wanted to look away. But I couldn't.

	 

	The thrusts grew shorter but sharper, like he was emptying himself against her lips. Her shadow seemed to shake as he pushed deep one last time, holding her still. A faint whimper broke the thick silence, followed by a gasp for air. 

	 

	He dropped onto the bed behind him, legs spread, breathing heavy.

	 

	Lina sat still for a minute. Probably trying to get her mind back after that mouth fuck. She stood slowly, lowering her head and walked toward the doorway carefully and quietly, passing so close to me I caught a whiff of her perfume. My stomach churned instantly. It was sweet... familiar.

	 

	I stayed still, letting her pass. She was... Lina. Right?

	 

	(29.That was …my wife part1)

	 

	He was lying there on the bed, chest heaving as if he had just climbed a mountain. And the one who deserved to rest like that had just walked out of the room. 

What I had just witnessed left me speechless. I turned, forcing my gaze elsewhere. I couldn’t, I wouldn’t catch him like that—not like this.

I edged out of the room, scarf still blindfolding my eyes, every sound around me sharper than ever. 

Footsteps shuffled. Faint giggles, the tap of hands on the floor. Teases, whispers, the faint brush of someone passing too close. For five minutes that felt like hours, I crept through the space, trying, failing, to find anyone. Every noise, a footstep, a rustle, a soft squeak, tested my patience. Every time I reached a corner, silence. Every time I thought I had a shadow in sight, it dissolved into nothing.

Finally, my patience snapped. I raised a hand. “I give up,” I muttered, voice hoarse, more for myself than anyone else.

Lina’s laugh floated to me, light, teasing. “Sure,” she said, the corner of her mouth twitching in amusement. “I was getting hungry anyway. Let’s eat.”

Eat, after just being fed? I chuckled silently, sarcasm cutting through the tension inside me. My eyes followed Lina and her husband as they moved, laughed, and sat at the table like nothing had happened. I still couldn’t believe it. He had fucked Lina’s mouth like some animal, pounding her without mercy. Her throat must be raw, sore, probably burning. 

I sighed. Why should I even care how Lina must be feeling now? It’s none of my business. 

And just like that, the obscene, unbearable tension, eased, folded into the everyday. We all gathered around the table, plates in front of us, forks clinking, casual chatter filling the space. 

We sat around the table, the women on one side, the men on the other. My wife was next to Lina, both facing us across the narrow stretch of wood. On our side it was me in the middle, Lina’s husband on one end, and Ray on the other. It almost felt like teams lined up against each other, the two wives together, the three of us men opposite them. I ate mechanically, every bite a battle to keep my mind from wandering back to the room I had left.

Dinner carried on, Lina doing most of the talking, her voice filling every gap. I barely listened, still stuck on what I had witnessed. 
Then she turned her eyes toward my wife. “Hmm… are you okay? You’re so quiet. And you’re not eating much.”

My wife gave a half smile and lowered her fork. “Oh, it’s nothing. Just a little throat pain, that’s all.”

I almost choked. For a second, the absurdity of it hit me so hard I wanted to laugh out loud. Really? A sore throat? She? I bit down on my tongue and forced a straight face, but inside, irony burned like acid.

Was this some kind of sick joke? Somebody else just got their throat used like a dumping ground, pounded until I thought she might gag her lungs out. And she was eating fine, lively, not missing a beat at the table. Yet here was my wife, picking at her plate, claiming her throat hurt.

I leaned back slightly, letting the irony wash over me, laughing inside my own head. What a joke. Life really knew how to play with me. The one who should be sore was talking more than anyone else, and the one who was struggling was my sweet and lovely wife.

I nodded, slightly concerned, even reached for her hand on the table, but my thoughts mocked me viciously. She assured me it was just from the cold.

After a few minutes, Lina’s husband started rambling again, going on with his useless stories while Lina cheered him on, laughing at every word like it was gold. I barely listened, my eyes on the food in front of me, when I suddenly felt something brush against my toe. Probably just a mistake, I thought at first. But then it happened again—this time slower, deliberate. A soft, crawling movement, a leg sliding over my foot. Careful and sensually.

It was my right foot. Lina was seated on my left. That left no doubt. It was my wife.

I glanced at her. Her head was bowed slightly, eyes down at her plate as if she hadn’t moved at all. But her leg kept sliding, inch by inch, teasing, tracing my foot in a way that was anything but innocent. Somebody’s feeling naughty, I thought, a faint smirk pulling at the corner of my mouth.

I shifted in my chair, pushing my leg further out, making it easier for her. Testing her. Seeing what she would do. She didn’t hesitate. Her leg followed, brushing higher, crossing over mine until I could feel the warmth pressing up, slow, playful, like she knew exactly what she was doing.

I matched her act, pretending clueless, stabbing at my food like nothing was happening under the table. But my pulse betrayed me, thumping harder with every stroke. Then her leg finally landed right where she wanted—over my cock.

Fuck.

The word echoed in my head as I froze for a moment, my cock already stiffening, twitching under the thin press of her foot. She stayed there, bold, testing me, as I chewed slowly, forcing myself to stay calm. A low chuckle slipped inside me, amused, surprised, almost proud of her daring move.

Her toes pressed again, harder this time, right against my cock. I could feel myself stiffening, straining, my cock swelling under her teasing pressure. Every bite I took, I felt her foot pushing, pressing, then easing off, a rhythm that made it impossible to focus on anything else.

Then her foot shifted. Her toes slid higher, little careful, and then her toes turned into a scissor, like pinching fingers, brushing over my cock. She paused there, as if testing, like she was checking the shape through the fabric. My breath caught, heat rushing down my cock.

She didn’t grab it, not fully. Just a slow trace, dragging along my length, like she wanted to feel the outline. My cock twitched hard against her touch, begging for more.

I shifted in my seat, trying to ease the pressure. A jolt ran through me, obvious enough that anyone watching would’ve seen it. 

Her foot went quiet, hesitation slipping in.

I looked up at her, quiet, no words. Our eyes met across the table. She gave me a small, awkward smile, lips twitching like she was caught doing something she shouldn't.

And then, just like that, she pulled her leg back. Gone. As if nothing had happened at all.

I kept eating like nothing had changed, but my cock was still rock hard. I made sure to let her see it in my eyes—that I’d felt everything, and that I appreciated her boldness more than she could imagine.

She glanced down quickly, nervous, slightly guilty, maybe embarassed, ike she hadn’t expected to end up doing what she just did. I brushed it off. To me, it was simple. She wanted to tease me. And she did.

Dinner was done, plates cleared, and I thought finally—it was time to go. My head was already racing ahead, picturing the night I was supposed to have. The promised dinner I really wanted. The one waiting for me at home, behind closed doors. My cock was pulsing after all that teasing under the table, aching to finally be inside her. I was so fucking horny I could barely sit still.

But no. The night didn’t end there.

Just as I was about to suggest we head home, Lina’s husband stood up with a wide grin and went rummaging through his cabinet. He came back with bottles in his hands—wine, real branded stuff, the kind you don’t see every day. I knew I should’ve said no, but I couldn’t. Not to that. My throat burned with the memory of her foot, my cock still straining, and all I could think was maybe a drink or two would calm me down before I finally had her.

We sat, the men together, the wives slipping into a separate room. Glasses filled, one after another. We laughed, we toasted, we drank. I couldn’t tell when one glass ended and the next began. At some point, the room started spinning, voices blurring into noise.

I don’t even remember closing my eyes. Just the weight of the wine dragging me somewhere far away.

Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick 

Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick 

Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick 

Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick 

After what felt like an eternity. My eyes cracked open, heavy as stone. Everything was blurred, doubled, spinning out of control. My stomach twisted hard, sharp pain gnawing inside me as if it wanted to tear itself out. Groaning, I pushed myself off the couch, stumbling forward on weak legs. My stomach was hurting from all that drink and food. I quickly made my way to the toilet.

My body was spinning like I was caught in a storm. Two doors. No, four. My vision was splitting everything into doubles. I rubbed my eyes, but it didn’t help. The toilet felt different. Someone was already there, standing completely quiet in the corner. I squinted hard, trying to place a face, but all I saw were shapes, outlines.

“Is this the toilet?” I muttered, voice slurred, thick on my tongue.

	 

	 

	------

	(That was... my wife prt 2)

	 

	
"This is not the toilet. Let me help you," a voice answered, steadily.

"Thank you… thank you so much," I mumbled, leaning into whoever it was.

They guided me to the toilet right next to this room. I slumped against the wall, dropped onto the toilet seat with a thud, both hands clutching my head. My skull was pounding, my stomach twisting worse with every second.

I sat there, half-asleep, until something caught my eye. To my right, the wall wasn't perfect. Small cracks. Tiny holes, just enough to peek through. I poked my finger and it went through. My drunken brain, sluggish and bored, told me to poke my eye now. So I leaned forward, one eye pressed close.

At first it was all a mess—blurry, shapes blending into each other, like shadows swimming in the dark. My head spun, stomach twisting, but then the picture through that crack started to sharpen. Not fully, little hazy—but enough to catch something.

I frowned, squinting. What the hell was that? Hair... but only few strands. I focused harder, scanning every bit of the small view I had. 

One leg... was raised and...other leg was trembling. And right beneath it—something thick, dark, pressing between folds of flesh.

My heart kicked against my ribs. My drunken brain struggled, slow to put the pieces together. For a second it didn't make sense. Just skin and movement. A strange angle. A blur of wetness.

Then it hit me. That was... pus– And the thick, stiff thing rubbing along it… fuck, that was a cock.

I swallowed hard, throat dry. Even through the haze I knew the shape, the sheer size. Lina's husband. Had to be. 

I turned my head away fast, shame slicing through the fog. "No… I shouldn't be seeing this," I muttered, squeezing my eyes shut.

But my body betrayed me. The pull was too strong. I leaned back, my eye finding the crack again.

And there it was—narrow view, nothing else. Her pussy spread open by his fat cockhead grinding against her cunt, spreading her wetness everywhere before pushing harder. Toes curling in air, as he forced the tip in.

"Fuck…" I whispered, heat rushing through me, cock stiffening in my pants.

The world was spinning around me, but that small opening… it gave me just enough to see. Not their faces. Not their bodies. Only the wet, obscene joining of cock and cunt.

Her pussy was spread wide, glistening, swallowing down that thick cock again and again. Every thrust shoved more of him inside, his fat cock gliding in and out with a dirty sound that made my head pound harder.

The wall cut off everything else. I couldn't see her expression, couldn't even catch a glimpse of her tits or the way he must've been holding her. All I saw was her cunt—pinkish, raw, stretched—and his cock slamming into it without mercy. His balls smacked against her with every violent stroke, sticky threads of wetness stretched and broke apart.

It was maddening, that narrow view. I wanted to look away, but my eyes stayed locked on that one spot, hypnotized. I wanted to see more, the expression she must be making, taking that cock. My cock twitched in my pants, pressing painfully, as if it wanted to be right there where his was, splitting her open.

Her pussy seemed so tight, struggling to not get torn apart, juices spilling down her thighs, covering his shaft until every thrust left a wet sheen under the light. She was dripping, soaked, taking him over and over while I sat there, drunk, breathless, unable to look anywhere else.

The sounds echoed louder than the sight. Wet smacks. His low growls. Her muffled cries—faint, broken, like she was choking on the air with every thrust. My stomach twisted, heat flooding through me.

Fuck. Lina. Taking it like that? My head spun harder, but I couldn't tear myself away.

At first, it was muffled, broken by the fog in my head. But then the sound came sharp.

A cry. High, sweet, but cracked with strain. Then another. Louder. Moans turning into little sobs, bouncing off the walls.

I pressed closer to the crack, and my vision sharpened enough to see him drop her leg. Her foot hit the floor with a smack, and the next second— smack 

His hand slammed against her ass.

She screamed out, body trembling. My heart thudded.

"Fuck…" I breathed, cock twitching painfully.

Her ass jiggled with each slap, round and perfect, reddening with every strike. His hips pounded forward, each thrust making her flesh ripple.

I couldn't help it. The drunken haze, the pounding lust—I fumbled at my zipper, cock springing free, stiff and aching. My hand wrapped around it without thinking. I needed relief, even just a rub.

The view was narrow, but that made it filthier. Just her cunt taking him, his cock slick and merciless, her ass bouncing back against him like a slut. Every moan she let out was sharp, echoing right through the wall into me.

Then he grabbed her hair. I saw the motion, her head pulled back, arching her spine. That's when her tits came into view, bouncing hard as he fucked her deeper.

My breath hitched, hand moving faster over my cock. My eyes glued to every little detail—the redness of her ass, the way her tits jiggled with every thrust, his fat cock splitting her open like she was nothing.

"Lina…" I muttered under my breath, my voice hoarse. "Even though you always act so cute, bubbly… deep inside you're a proper whore, aren't you? You love it rough."

I bit down on my lip, jerking faster. Her cries filled the room, no shame, no holding back. He smacked her ass again, harder, and she moaned like she wanted it.

"Fuck… yeah… the way he's pounding you," I whispered, precum slicking my hand. "You're taking it all like a nice little slut."

Her ass clapped against him, round cheeks red and glowing, and I stroked faster, drunk and shameless. My cock was leaking, stiff as steel, and I couldn't tear my eyes away.

Her cries didn't stop. If anything, they got filthier.

He slammed into her again, rough, spanking her ass loud. Her cry bounced off the walls, louder, wetter. Her leg shook, her body shivered. She was cumming already.

"F-fuckkk—I'm...!" she screamed, her thighs shaking against him. Her pussy clenched, leaking, as he kept hammering mercilessly.

He didn't stop there. He kept going. Her moans grew ragged, desperate, body shaking hard.

"Ohhh godddd—ahhhh... fuckkk...yesss...I...am!"

Her knees buckled, legs trembling violently as another orgasm ripped through her, pussy dripping down his shaft. Her voice cracked, screaming, begging him not to stop.
My cock twitched in my hand. My chest was tight. My head spun harder, but my ears caught everything. I couldn't ignore it anymore. That voice… it sounded so much like hers. Too much.

"No…" I whispered to myself, pumping my cock faster. "No way… that's not her. It can't be."

But the pounding against the wall didn't lie. Her gasps, her begging—it clawed at my mind.

My cock jerked violently, as if it knew the truth. That wasn't lina's voice—it was hers. My wife.

"No… you're drunk," I hissed to myself. "You're imagining it. It's Lina. It has to be Lina."

But then he stopped, pulled his dick out and shoved her down. My heart pounded in my throat as she went on her knees. Through the crack, I saw her mouth opened wide, tongue hanging out, waiting. His cock slapped wet across her cheek, then her lips, smearing spit over them. She gasped, breathless, before taking him in.

"Ughhh…" she moaned, muffled as the head stretched her lips.

The sound stabbed through my chest. I froze, cock throbbing in my fist. No... way...

Her moan came broken around the cock, gagging between thrusts.
"Mhhhhhggghhh—mmmhhh!"

The words vibrated through the wall and into me.

She choked, sputtering, and then it hit. Her body started shaking, shudder rolled through her as she came on her knees, moaning loud around the cock.

"Uggghhhmmm—mhhhh—ohhhh fuckkkk!"

My hand worked faster, precum slicking my shaft. My eyes were glued. My wife's voice—moaning in orgasm—while her throat was stuffed full of another man's cock.

Her lips back down his shaft, gagging loud, slurping. Her tits bounced as she bobbed, saliva pouring. 

"Glkkk-glkkk—ahhhhh-mhhhhh—fuckkkk"

My head spun. "Holy fuck…" I muttered, stroking furiously, my own orgasm clawing up.

My heart pounded so hard it hurt. It was her. It had to be.

My hand stroked harder, precum flying as he whispered hoarsely, "I thought your throat hurt… after that brutal fuck earlier today…right infront of your hus-"

The words didn't come through. He was saying something to her and she sucked him like she'd been starved, desperate, taking every inch like it was natural.

"Holy shittt…" I muttered, face hot, cock throbbing in my grip. My heart thundered so loud it hurt. Those lips... it was clear. Too clear. My wife.

And still, I couldn't stop. My hand blurred on my cock as he groaned. His cock burst, cum gushing into her mouth. I watched, stunned, as it spilled out over her lips before she closed her mouth and gulped it down, her throat working as she swallowed every drop.

"Fuck… fuck…" My voice broke, body convulsing. My cock exploded in my hand, hot strings of cum splattering my shirt, my thighs, my fist. My forehead slammed against the wall, vision swimming as I emptied everything.

When it was done, I collapsed onto the toilet seat, chest heaving, my head spinning like it was going to split open. My cock still twitched, sticky in my hand. My heart wouldn't slow, trembling at what I just saw.

I looked again, she was licking her lips, wiping her chin.

Her voice still echoed in my ears. Her mouth, sucking, swallowing. My wife's.

"No… it wasn't her. It can't be. I'm drunk. Just drunk."

I shoved my cock back into my pants with shaking hands, tried to stand, but my legs gave out. My skull felt like it was splitting.

Then—blackness. I dropped, the world spinning, sinking somewhere into the dark.

	

	 

	(30.Rays advice )

	 

	My head hurt like someone had lodged a hammer inside my skull and was swinging at every beat of my heart. A dull, splitting ache spread from behind my eyes down the sides of my face, pulling me into a groan as consciousness clawed its way back.

Light.

A rectangle shaped panel light above me. I blinked hard, once, twice, but the brightness only sharpened the pounding in my temples. My vision swam. I pressed my palm against my forehead, dragging it slowly down to my eyes, trying to steady myself.

“Ugh… what the hell…” My own voice rasped dry in my throat.

I shifted, felt the stiff fabric of a sheet beneath me, and realized I was lying on a bed. Not mine. Too hard. Too tucked-in. The smell wasn’t familiar either—clean, slightly clinical.

I forced myself upright, though the movement sent a wave of nausea rolling through me. My stomach twisted. I gritted my teeth, sitting on the edge of the bed, head heavy between my hands.

Only then did I notice her.

My wife.

She was slumped forward in a chair, arms folded on the mattress right beside me. Her cheek rested on her hands, lips slightly parted as soft breaths slipped out in rhythm. She’d fallen asleep waiting like that, half-sitting, half-collapsed.

I blinked down at her, the ache in my head momentarily forgotten.

Why… why is she here like this? Why didn’t she just lie down? What’s going on?

Confusion circled in my chest. My eyes dragged away from her and scanned the room.

It was small. Bare. A desk in the corner, a set of drawers near the bed I was on, and white walls broken by a few hanging frames. It looked less like a bedroom and more like… an office that someone had fitted with a cot.

My hand rubbed at my head again, trying to will the fragments in my head into place. Nothing came. I had no memory of how I ended up here.

And then my eyes stopped at something on the wall. A framed photograph.

The person inside the frame felt kinda familiar. I squinted my eyes, trying to focus on that face. The fog in my mind thinned in an instant. My eyes widened, body stiffening as if the pain had been knocked out of me.

Ray.

He was in the picture, smiling, a crisp suit hanging on his frame, one arm raised, some kind of certificate clutched proudly in his hand. A degree, official and polished. The text was sharp, his name sprawled clearly under the seal.

Ray.

Why is his picture here? I blinked hard, trying to push through the fog in my skull. Where even am I? Why… why would there be a framed photo of him hanging here?

Before I could even start to piece it together, a sound pulled my attention.

The creak of a door.

“Ah,” a smooth voice drifted in, steady, familiar, “you’re awake.”

My eyes drifted toward the voice by the door, still hazy from the pounding in my head. He came closer, pulled out a chair, and sat down. One leg crossed over the other.

I blinked a few times, trying to clear my vision. The shape of his face sharpened, the blur fading bit by bit.

It was Ray.

I just stared, blinking, trying to gather words.

“I… I don’t…” My voice cracked. “Ray, what… why are you…?”

He raised a hand lightly, as if to calm me. “I know,” he said, his tone polite, “you must be very confused. So let me answer your unanswered questions.”

My throat worked. Confusion didn’t even cover it.

He leaned back slightly, his eyes sharp but his smile never leaving. “According to what I’ve been told, you were found unconscious in your neighbor’s bathroom. Yeah—Lina, was it? Her husband and that young neighbor from beside you carried you here.”

I felt my heart stumble.

“U… Unconscious?” I stammered, the word foreign on my tongue.

Ray tilted his head. “That’s right. Apparently you guys had a blast last night. You got too drunk and just fell in the bathroom, smacked your head. You should’ve been more careful.”

“Last night…?” A blast? Too drunk? Fell? The words rattled around in my skull but refused to line up.

I reached to rub the sore spot on my head, wincing as the sting flared up again. My eyes darted toward the window. Morning light was already spilling in.

“Yes. Last night.” Ray’s eyes narrowed slightly, watching me with a focus.

I tried to remember, but it was like pulling on threads that slipped right through my fingers. Nothing. Just fragments—blur, sound, then black. My head throbbed harder with every effort.

“I hit my head…?” My voice trembled, uncertain.

“You did,” Ray replied.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to force the memory back, but there was nothing. Just that thick, empty blankness that mocked me with its silence.

“I… I can’t remember anything,” I admitted, my voice little annoyed.

Ray leaned back in his chair, folding his hands together. “Guess you shouldn't drink more than you can handle.”

Before I could press him further, another voice cut through—softer, trembling.

“You’re awake…”

I turned my head, startled, and saw her. My wife. Her eyes glistened, her lashes wet. She leaned forward, her arms slipping around me tightly in a desperate hug.

“You’re awake… thank God…”

I felt her warmth, her grip almost crushing, her breath shaky against my shoulder. For a moment, despite the pounding in my head, I let myself sink into that care, that special concern.

“Hey, hey… relax,” I whispered, trying to steady her with my hand against her back. “I’m okay. Really. I’m okay.”

Ray's voice slid in back.

“I don’t think you should hug him that tight,” Ray said. “Might make him unconscious again.”

My wife gasped softly and pulled back instantly, her hands trembling as she wiped the tears quickly from her cheeks.

I looked between the two of them, unsettled, then back at her. My voice was low, searching. “So… I was found unconscious?”

She nodded quickly, lips pressed tight before words spilled out. “Yeah… yeah. I got so scared when Lina suddenly woke me up saying you were unconscious in the bathroom.” Her fingers curled into a fist in her lap, knuckles white.

“I-I was so scared,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

My hand moved on its own, brushing away the tears stuck to her lashes. Her skin was warm, and the way she leaned into my palm made guilt swell inside me. I had put her through so much worry. She must have been terrified while I lay unconscious, completely unaware. 

How lucky I was, to have someone who cherished me this deeply. My chest ached with a surge of love for her.

“So,” Ray’s voice cut through, little curious, “you really can’t remember anything at all?”

I turned my head toward him, blinking back into focus. “I… I don’t know,” I replied, my voice low. “All I can remember is... we played some games, then dinner, and… Lina’s husband brought out some bottles, and we started drinking.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to push further into the haze. A sudden sting lanced through my skull. My breath caught. “Ugh… I don’t know… I can’t remember anything past that.”

Ray gave a sympathetic hum, then reached into his desk. He slid a slip of paper across to me. “Here. Some prescribed medicines. Take it easy for the next few days.”

I took the note, staring at his neat handwriting, but my mind was elsewhere. Once again I couldn’t shake it — how different he seemed. So polite, so normal, just like the very first time I had interacted with him.

Without thinking, the question slipped from my lips. “I thought you worked in a medical store?”

Ray chuckled, a sharp little laugh that filled the room. “Haha, well, yeah, you’re right about that. But I’m also a doctor,” he added, winking with a casual ease. “Honestly, I didn’t expect our next interaction would be like this.”

I let out a shaky chuckle of my own. “Y-yeah…”

Ray leaned back in his chair, then shifted his eyes toward my wife. “Would you mind waiting outside for a bit? I want to discuss something with your husband.”

She blinked, hesitant, glancing at me as though unsure. I gave her a soft nod, reassuring, and after a moment she rose quietly and slipped out of the room, closing the door behind her.

Ray’s smile stayed gentle, but his eyes sharpened as he lifted a hand.
“Pay more attention…” His voice dropped slightly, firm, eyes narrowing.

My chest tightened. “P-Pay attention to… what?”

“…to your surroundings.” The sudden seriousness in his gaze made my heart skip.

“S-Surroundings?” I echoed, throat dry.

In an instant his expression brightened again, warm and harmless. “You don’t want to take another fall, right? That would be troublesome.” He chuckled, as if nothing odd had passed between us.

I forced a small laugh, but unease tugged at me.

Ray leaned closer, his voice lowering again. “Don’t ignore the signs… when they show up.”

My breath caught. “S-Signs?”

“…of headaches, dizziness, confusion.” He grinned lightly, tapping my temple. “It may get dangerous... if you ignore them.” His eyes, serious again.

“Y-Yeah, you are right.”I replied, my hands clenching the bedsheet.

Ray straightened, folding his arms. I swallowed hard, not sure if I was just imagining the shift in tone.

“And lastly…” Ray tilted his head, his voice dropping once more. “Strange dreams might come too…”

“Dreams?,” I asked, lifting my eyebrow.

“…it’s normal,” he said quickly, flashing that soft, reassuring smile. “When the brain takes a hit, the mind can play tricks. Vivid, even unsettling dreams.”

For a moment, something in his stare pierced straight through me, and my pulse hammered in my ears. Then he leaned back casually, the air of a friendly neighbor returning in full.

You took quite a fall last night. And… you were also pretty drunk, weren’t you? That combination of alcohol and head hit—it’s no surprise you can’t remember much. That’s completely normal.

I tried to chuckle, but it came out strained. “So I was just… drunk and clumsy.”

“Anyway,” he said with a light laugh, “follow those and you’ll be just fine.”

I nodded stiffly, unsettled. The words sounded like good advice. So why did they leave me feeling... restless?

	 

	

	 

	(31. Dream or Reality)

	 

	
We thanked Ray before leaving, his polite smile following us all the way to the door. My wife slipped her arm under mine, steadying me, her movements cautious as though I were made of glass. Every step I took back toward our home felt heavy, my mind still circling around the strange echo of Ray’s words. Pay more attention... Why did it sound so much more than an health advice?

I stole a glance at her as we walked, and she caught my eyes with a gentle smile, warm and reassuring. Something inside my chest tightened, a dull pang I couldn’t explain. Why was I feeling this way? She was out here supporting me, holding me and yet unease coiled quietly inside me. 

We stopped by the pharmacy on our way back, my steps unsteady but her hand never leaving my arm. She took the prescription Ray had written and spoke quietly to the pharmacist while I sat on a bench nearby, rubbing the side of my head. She returned with a small paper bag rustled in her hands and concern in her eyes.

We reached home, it felt nice breathing familiar air. I told her I’d take the day off from work, and she nodded without protest, fussing around me, making sure I sat carefully on the sofa. Her attentiveness soothed me.

She returned from the kitchen with a small glass of water and two tablets resting on her palm. “Here,” she said softly, crouching beside me, “Ray said that these will help with the pain in your head. But… they might make you a little drowsy, so just rest afterward.”

I took them, watching her delicate fingers as they brushed against mine. Her eyes lingered on me, still damp with worry, as if she was afraid I might collapse all over again. Guilt stirred in my chest for putting her through so much.

I swallowed the pills, the bitter taste churning my tongue and leaned back. She set the glass aside and smoothed the blanket over me like I was a patient in her care.

“Just close your eyes,” she whispered. “I’ll take care of everything else.”

Her warmth made my chest ache with love. My head grew heavy almost at once, the medicine already started working its charm, pushing me to sleep.

*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*

*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*

*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*

*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*


Slap…

At first, it was nothing. A faint sound, somewhere far away, wrapped inside the heaviness pressing down on my skull. I shifted under the blanket, trying to ignore it.

Slap… slap…

The rhythm grew clearer. My brow furrowed. My ear twitched. What… what was that?

Slap...

I groaned, pushing my palms against the cushion, forcing my head up a little. The world tilted. My stomach pressed into the sofa, my chest heavy, but I could see straight ahead, down the hallway.

And there it was.

A figure, back turned to me. Skirt... lifted, pale thighs exposed, ass jiggling with every smack.

And... hands—striking hard, then grabbing, kneading, squeezing.

Slap.

He was swinging both his hands together at her exposed ass. She staggered on her feet, legs bent, heels digging into the floor as though the smack had stolen her balance. Her hands were looped around the man’s neck, clutching tight, clinging for support.

I blinked, trying to clear the fog. Who… who is that?

I squinted my eyes hard, focusing, they kinda felt... familiar.

The man’s hands were roughly grabbing her ass, squeezing, smacking. He spread her cheeks, held them wide, then clapped them back together with a wet sting. My stomach twisted. He was groping, sliding fingers between her crack, digging in, kneading the meat of her flesh while his other hand kept slapping loud, sharp.

Slap. Slap.

Her legs buckled under it. Every time he hit her, her thighs shook, knees knocking.

I blinked, my vision wavered, doubled. The man’s face came into view, lines deep, eyes narrow. His face… it felt familiar, but I couldn’t quite put a finger on who he was. He was staring right at me. And... smiling.

My chest thudded. Was the medicine playing tricks on me?

He didn’t look away, not once. He just grinned at me as his hand grabbed two greedy handfuls of that woman's ass, squeezing until his knuckles whitened. Then he let go just to smack again, hard enough that her body lurched forward against him. Her ass was completely red and swollen.

I tried to say something. My lips opened, but no sound came out. My body refused to move. Only my head lifted, heavy, trembling, just enough to catch those blurred shapes.

She tightened her hands on his neck. Her back arched, her chest pressed against him, and he tilted his head closer, still looking at me.

Then, slowly, he fisted her hair. Pulled her head back. Her body jolted, throat stretched, lips openef in a faint gasp. Her face turned just enough, the faint edge of her face coming into view. A sliver of cheek, the curve of her open mouth, the shadow of her lashes. Familiar. Too familiar. My chest twisted hard.

That… face. Where had I seen it before? My chest stung with something I couldn’t name, a knot pulling tighter the more I stared. I knew her. I was sure of it. It was all so damn familiar… but why couldn’t I place it? Why was my head refusing to give me the answer, as if it was locked behind that blank haze?
He leaned in. His mouth clamped down on her neck. Loud, wet, sucking, lips dragging, teeth scraping. Her knees trembled harder, thighs rubbing, a faint moan slipping from her mouth that sent a cold chill racing through me.

All while his eyes stayed on mine. That grin widened around her skin as he sucked harder, like he wanted me to hear it.

My heart hammered.

What the hell is this…?

He smacked her ass again, harder. The sound cracked through the hallway, echoing. My pulse skipped. My body felt heavier, weaker, but my eyes wouldn’t leave the sight.

Her hips shifted against him as his hands kept working her ass, groping, spreading, pressing her into his crotch like he wanted to mold her against him. She clung to his neck tighter, her body trembling with every pull of his mouth, every sting of his hand.

He broke the kiss just to lick the side of her throat, slow and wet, his stare never once letting go of mine.

My vision swayed. My stomach clenched.

Familiar. Too familiar. That face. That body.

But no… this has... to be a dream.

It felt too real, though. Each sting of the slap rang in my ears, sharp and wet, followed by her muffled gasp. His mouth latched onto her neck, sucking, loud, obscene, and that smile—God—that smile. It was aimed right at me, like he knew I was awake, like he wanted me to see every second of it.

No. This is just a dream. It has to be. Ray… Ray said something earlier about getting weird dreams… yeah, that’s what this is. Just some twisted dream messing with my head.

I forced my eyes down, squeezing them shut, but the noises didn’t stop. The steady smacks. The wet sucking. Her soft gasps, almost whimpers. They burrowed into my skull, as my eyelids grew heavier, pulling me back to sleep.

*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*

*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*

*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*

*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*

My head was heavy, my breathing slow, but something dragged me out of that drowsy pit again.

Smack… Smack… Smack…
Mixed this time with a different sound. Wet. Dirty. And a low moan threading through it.

“Ugh… again?” I muttered, rubbing my face against the sofa cushion. My head pounded. The medicine was really messing me up. My ears twitched. Smack… Smack… Louder now, followed by a sharp gasp that sent a shiver crawling down my spine.

I pushed against the cushion, forcing myself up just enough to lift my head. My eyes blinked, blurred images swimming together before slowly pulling apart.

The first thing I saw… a piece of cloth on the floor, just little ahead of where I was sleeping. My brows furrowed. A cloth? Why was it just lying there? She would never throw something like that here and there. She always picked up everything right away.

My vision drifted past it, forward. The blur began to sharpen. My stomach tightened.

There was a body. On the floor. Moving forward violently.

Arms stretched out, palms flat against the floor, as if holding on for dear life. Hair covering the face, messy, wild. I couldn’t see who it was. Couldn’t even tell if they were crying or just moaning.

But the way the body jerked forward, arching, trembling—there was no mistaking it. My mouth went dry. She was getting fucked.

The strands covered her face completely. I couldn’t see the face or her expression, but the sounds pouring out—those ragged, broken moans made it all very clear.

Smack… smack… smack…
The wet sound joined it, lewd and filthy, echoing in my skull.

The upper half of her body lay in plain view, but the lower half was hidden by the hallway wall. Every time her body moved forward, her arms stretched further, her fingers clawed at the floor. 

“Who… the hell is that?” My voice cracked out low, unsure if I even spoke out loud or just thought it.

Her back arched with each thrust, her chest pressed to the floor one moment and lifted the next, shaking as if her lungs couldn’t hold the sound in.

I blinked again, hard, but the sight didn’t clear, only swam deeper into my skull. A body, jerking, bouncing, moaning like crazy. The medicine blurred my head, heavy, dizzy.

This… this is another weird dream. A trick of my brain.

And yet the sounds… those damn sounds wouldn’t stop.

Smack… smack… smack…
Her cry followed each one, muffled and filthy, shaking the walls of the hallway.

Moans. Deep and raw.

Smack… smack… smack…
Each thrust landed with a wet slap that echoed into me, rattling my bones.

My chest hurt. A sharp pang shot through me, spreading out, squeezing my ribs. I clutched at my shirt, trying to breathe.

Her cries only grew louder, breaking between each slap. It sounded… it sounded too close. Too real.

“Wh… who… who are they?” My voice trembled. My eyes blinked, trying to clear the blur. “Why are they… doing this in my house?”

I bit down, teeth grinding as I stared. My vision swam, my head pounding, but I couldn’t look away.

Her body rocked violently, every thrust shoving her forward, making her arms bend, elbows giving out as if she couldn’t hold herself up. She cried out, hair whipping with each motion, chest dragging against the floor.

Smack… smack… smack…
The sound burned in my ears, filthy and raw.

It was too clear, too sharp, echoing through the walls until my chest tightened painfully.

But I shook my head, or tried to. My whole body felt heavy. My eyelids were barely staying open. The medicine… it’s the medicine again. Nothing else. Just a dream, a trick. That’s all.

I kept telling myself that, over and over, until suddenly—

A hand.

Out of the blur, a rough hand shot forward, grabbing a fistful of her messy hair covering her face. My breath caught in my throat as he pulled her head back hard, revealing her face, her back arching beautifully, her arms trembling under the force.

“No…” My voice cracked. Slowly, painfully.

It was her.

My stomach sank. 

Her lips opened, her cheeks flushed, eyes glazed with lust and tears. My wife. My wife, pinned and used, her moans spilling out louder now, sharper, cutting straight into me like a knife.

Then—his face.

The man leaned in, the old... man, dragging her hair back, tilting her head until their mouths crushed together. His kiss was filthy, hungry, his tongue all over her face, shoving into her mouth while her muffled cry melted into it.

I couldn’t breathe.

W–what… no… no way…

My chest seized, my throat closed. My heart hammered, too fast, too loud. “No… it’s not… it can’t be—”

But her moans answered me, clear and sharp, vibrating through the air until my body shook. She wasn’t resisting. She was crying out in pleasure, shameless and broken, her voice echoing like she was begging for more.

I felt suffocated.

Even if it was a dream, even if it was the medicine twisting everything—seeing her like this, moaning like that, while his hand gripped her hair, his mouth devouring hers, it shattered me.

“This is… a dream… nothing more,” I whispered desperately, my chest heaving. Sweat dripped down my temple. My pulse thundered in my ears.

I couldn’t look anymore. I pressed my face deep into the sofa cushion, squeezing my eyes shut, praying for the sounds to stop.

But they didn’t.

The moans grew sharper. The smacks louder. Wet, filthy slaps echoing against the walls, every thrust making her cry out like she was being ruined.

My whole body trembled. My shirt clung to me, damp with sweat. My chest felt like it was splitting open.

I shut my eyes tighter, clinging to the only lifeline I had left.

It’s a dream. It’s a dream. It has to be a dream.

The noise carried on, pounding into my skull until the medicine finally dragged me under again. My body gave out, heart still hammering, ears still burning with the sound of my wife moaning for another man.

And I drifted away into a dark, suffocating sleep.

	 

	End 31

	

	Elevator secrets

	Is een ander verhaal, intermezzo

	 

	The soft chime of the elevator echoed through the grand lobby of the hundred-story high-rise, a sound that blended with the faint buzz of luxury all around them. Glass walls sparkled under the ambient lights, and the floor beneath their feet gleamed like polished marble. 

	 

	A couple stood waiting, well-dressed, confident, and clearly accustomed to this kind of luxury. The wife, around her mid 30s, effortlessly stunning, wore a tight, form-hugging purple dress that ended near her juicy thighs. The fabric stuck to her voluptuous body in a way that made it impossible not to notice every curve. Her heels clicked softly on the marble, and each movement sent a hypnotic waves through her hips. Her ass was round and thick, the tight dress gripping it so hard it showed the shape of each cheek, and the front was cut so low her tits were spilling out, soft and full, begging for another look. She didn’t need to try to be sexy, it radiated off her like heat from a fire.

	 

	Next to them stood a younger man, around mid 20s, dressed in casual but clean clothes. His eyes were trying not to stare, but failing miserably. His stare drifted from her plump ass to her tits, the cut of her dress leaving plenty to see, pausing just long enough to burn an image of each into his mind. The husband, around early 40s, taller and older, stood calmly beside her, noticing the hungry looks but choosing not to react. He’d seen this many times. His wife turned heads wherever they went, and although it used to bother him, after years of marriage it had become background noise, just another part of life when you were married to someone so distractingly hot.

	 

	The wife had noticed the young man’s eyes too. She had seen that look on plenty of men before—hungry and dirty, but this time, instead of letting it pass, a playful thought flickered in her mind. Gently, almost invisible to her husband, she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, making her ass stick out even more, the tight dress pulling across her cheeks. Facing the elevator doors, she then arched her back, pushing her tits forward like it was the most innocent stretch in the world. Her eyes, touched with a smoky shadow, slid over her shoulder and met the young man’s lusty gaze. The look she gave was playful, with just enough glint to make it clear she was watching for his reaction.

	 

	The young man's throat moved as he gulped down. A noticeable bulge began to form beneath his pants. The wife glanced down briefly, pretending to adjust her bracelet, and when her eyes met the growing outline in his pant, a small smirk played on her lips, amused by how obvious he was. She wasn’t thrilled or shocked, because she was used to this—but the way he was being so direct with his stares, unable to hide his hunger right next to her husband, made it far more entertaining. The stares she used to get before had been limited, quick, sneaky glances stolen in passing, hoping not to be caught. This one was different. Right beside her husband, he was shamelessly staring at her tits and ass. She gave him another innocent glance, her lips barely opened as if caught in a moment of thought, but her expression told a different story. She knew exactly what she was doing.

	 

	The husband sighed quietly, turning his attention to the elevator panel as the doors finally slid open with a soft whoosh. The inside was no ordinary elevator. It was massive, almost like stepping into a private lounge. Padded walls with sleek metallic accents lined the sides. A low leather sofa stretched across the back wall. Soft lighting glowed from the corners, casting a faint golden hue that made the whole space feel indulgent and sensual. They stepped in, all three of them pausing for a moment to take it in.

	 

	The husband pressed the button for the eighty-first floor. The young man stepped forward and hit ninety.

	 

	The wife took her time stepping deeper into the elevator. She walked slowly, the tight purple dress pulling across her body with every step. She moved toward the mirror, gazing at her reflection as if caught in admiration of how the dress perfectly caught every curve of her body. Her hands ran down her hips and thighs in a slow smoothing motion, adjusting the dress—but the way her fingers trailed along the curve of her ass wasn’t necessary. She wasn’t fixing anything. She was performing. For someone.

	 

	The young man had taken the chair nearest to the mirror, sitting down casually but visibly stiff in the crotch. His legs were spread slightly apart, his eyes locked on her as if he couldn’t look anywhere else. Her ass moved side to side with the slow, lazy drag of her hands down the fabric, and when she reached up to adjust a strap on her shoulder, her breasts lifted visibly. She tilted her head, playing with a strand of her hair, watching herself in the mirror. But she wasn’t just admiring herself in the mirror; she was staring back at the eyes through the mirror that were eating her up from behind.

	 

	The husband stood by the elevator panel, checking his watch, his attention split between the floor indicator and the quiet, but constant awareness of the young man’s presence. What he noticed was the stare—the intensity in his eyes. It wasn’t sneaky or quick. It was bold and direct. That made his jaw tighten with anger. It wasn’t that he wasn’t used to her turning heads, but he wasn’t used to such blatant stares that completely ignored his presence. He sighed in irritation and glanced at the elevator display, and it was at 15.

	 

	The wife turned away from the mirror and stepped toward her husband, heels clicking softly on the polished floor. She moved slowly, hands held in front of her like she was just approaching for comfort or closeness. But her walk was intentionally sensual. She walked right across his view, her tight ass softly bouncing with every step. When she reached her husband, she wrapped her arms around him and bent to his waist, the fabric straining so tight over her ass that the young man could clearly see the outline of her panties.

	 

	The young man shifted in his seat. His cock was clearly hard now, tenting his pants. His eyes didn’t leave her for a second.

	 

	The husband, standing quietly, barely glanced at her. He was used to the way she moved, used to the subtle allure of her body. To him, she was just adjusting herself. He didn’t realize that her bending had nothing to do with him and everything to do with her own teasing. What he did notice, and what made him uncomfortable, was how that guy was staring, unblinking, clearly aroused, his eyes drowning in every inch of her body. That look didn’t sit right with him. But he still didn’t suspect her of anything more than unintentionally drawing attention.

	 

	She returned to the mirror, slowly, her back now to the two men. Her hands moved again, tracing the lines of her body, pulling the tight fabric gently as if fixing a crease, but arching her back just enough to show the full, firm shape of her ass again. Her head tilted slightly as she smiled to herself in the mirror, innocently locking eyes with the young man through the mirror, lips opening, eyes glowing with a soft heat.

	 

	The elevator passed the 30th floor, the atmosphere inside growing thick with hidden tension.

	 

	As it neared the 35th, the lights suddenly flickered.

	 

	Then, without warning, everything went dark.

	 

	Silence settled heavy in the dark, so complete it was almost disorienting. The soft hum of the elevator’s movement had stopped, and the golden glow of the lights vanished in an instant. Just blackness. For a second, no one spoke. The husband blinked into the void, expecting the lights to flicker back on at any second. A luxurious, towering hotel such as this surely had backup power. A few second issue, that’s all it had to be.

	 

	“Honey?” he called out, voice calm. “Come here.”

	 

	“Yes… coming,” her voice responded, soft, steady.

	 

	She moved slowly, heels clicking gently against the floor, navigating carefully with her hands out in front of her. But the darkness was thick, and she misjudged a step. Her heel twisted, and her ankle bent sharply. A small thud echoed as she fell to one side, followed by a soft gasp of pain and a barely audible moan, as if the breath had been knocked from her lungs.

	 

	“Are you okay?” the husband asked quickly, starting to move toward the sound.

	 

	Before he could take more than a step, another voice responded in the dark.

	 

	“I got her,” the young man said, closer to her than either of them had realized.

	 

	She felt his hands first—one wrapping firmly around her arm, steadying her, and the other sliding across her waist with a slow and firm pressure. His fingers didn’t just hold her; they sank into the soft curve of her body, gripping her with the kind of strength that made her stomach flutter. His touch wasn’t rough, but it wasn’t timid either. And it made something clench low in her belly—an involuntary reaction, a flush that ran down her spine and stopped between her thighs.

	 

	“Thank you,” she whispered under her breath, trying to steady herself, trying to sound normal. “I just tripped… told you I hate these heels,” she added toward her husband with a nervous little laugh.

	 

	The young man didn’t let go.

	 

	His hand stayed at her waist, fingers digging into the thin fabric of her dress. The other hand let go of her arm but didn’t pull away—it slid. Up. Over her side, touching her ribs, and in the dark, hidden from everyone, his knuckles grazed the underside of her breast. She froze, heart pounding, lips shaking. He wasn’t groping, not fully—but it was slow and dangerous. His knuckles stayed there, right on the edge of her tits, and then, just as she tried to pull back, she felt it—a firm, light squeeze. His hot breath pressed against her neck as he whispered, “You don’t have to apologize.”

	 

	She froze, slightly caught off guard by his advances, her legs stopping mid-step, body tense but not resisting. The warm breath over her neck was enough to make her eyes shut. She tilted her neck to give him more room, innocently leaning into it just enough to let him feel her soft skin. His mouth slid slowly over her neck, warm and seductive, and the sensation washed over her, sending a rush down her cunt.

	 

	“Does it hurt a lot?” her husband’s voice suddenly cut through the haze, making her blink and snap her head back. She pushed him away just enough and turned toward her husband.

	 

	“No, it’s fine now,” she replied lightly, masking the heat still thrumming through her veins, the brief moment of forbidden sensation hovering behind her composure.

	 

	She stepped toward her husband, heart thudding in her chest like a drum. The elevator was silent again except for her heels and the blood rushing in her ears. She stood close beside him, feeling his hand brush hers, his presence solid and familiar, the man who had always protected her. He nodded in the dark.

	 

	“Thanks, man,” the husband said, his voice calm, but unaware.

	 

	“No problem,” the young man replied casually, though a faint edge of satisfaction slipped into his tone.

	 

	She didn’t speak. She couldn’t. Her lips were dry. Her thoughts messy.

	 

	Her body wasn’t obeying her anymore. The feel of his mouth still burned on her skin—his grip on her waist, the sneaky squeeze of her tit. She should’ve pushed his hand away, should’ve slapped him, said something, anything. But she hadn’t. Instead, she had walked away—aroused, flushed, and more excited than she could remember being in years.

	 

	Her husband was right next to her, just inches away, yet another man had touched her, felt her, without resistance. The darkness gave it a danger, a secrecy that made her heart pound even harder. And the most shocking part of all was the truth she couldn’t ignore—deep down, under all the rational thoughts and the guilt and the noise, a tiny voice whispered that she wanted more. She didn’t know what he might do next. But a part of her hoped… he would.

	 

	The elevator was still, the silence thick, the darkness total.

	 

	Then, somewhere in the distance, a faint mechanical click echoed through the shaft.

	 

	But the lights didn’t come back on.

	 

	The husband shifted uncomfortably, tapping the panel near the buttons again, hoping something would flicker back to life. “Damn, wonder how long this’ll last,” he muttered, trying to stay calm. He looked toward his wife’s silhouette, but could barely make anything out in the dark. “You good, babe?”

	 

	“Yeah,” she answered softly, little breathless, still processing the heat in her chest from his touch.

	 

	Then came a voice. A little shaky.

	 

	“U-um… excuse me,” the young man said. “I know this might sound weird coming from a grown man, but… I’ve got kind of a thing about the dark. Thought I could handle it, but… I guess it’s getting to me.”

	 

	The husband frowned. “You serious?”

	 

	“Yeah, man… sorry. Just… thought maybe I could stand a little closer? Feels less creepy over here.”

	 

	There was a beat of silence. The husband hesitated because something about the guy set him slightly on edge, but after what just happened, he was trying not to be an asshole. The guy did help his wife up, after all.

	 

	“Yeah, sure,” the husband finally said. “Come over.”

	 

	Her heart almost popped out of her mouth. She stared at her husband's silhouette, clenching his shirt tight.

	 

	She heard the footsteps. Slow. Coming toward her. And then he was there—right beside her. She didn’t move. She didn’t say a word. She could feel the heat coming off him. And then—

	 

	A soft, warm breath ghosted over her neck.

	 

	She shut her eyes. It wasn’t the chill of fear—it was electric, sudden, sharp, like a live wire sliding under her skin. Her nipples hardened under the fabric of her dress, her pussy throbbing quietly with every pulse of her heart.

	 

	She knew what he was doing.

	 

	He knew. She knew.

	 

	“Damn heels,” she murmured suddenly, voice normal—but the movement wasn’t. She bent forward, just slightly, pretending to adjust her heels. Her round ass pressed directly into his crotch. The contact was unmistakable. Her tight ass pressed against the hardness straining in his pants—his cock thick, already swollen, now resting right against her ass.

	 

	Neither of them said a word. But both of them knew.

	 

	He didn’t move. Didn’t pull back. If anything, he stood just a little closer, enough to keep his cock right there, nestled against her. She stayed bent for a moment longer than she needed to, just enough to make sure he felt her. Felt her fat ass, the way her body welcomed him without saying it aloud.

	 

	Then she straightened up—but his cock was still pressed against her.

	 

	Either he had stepped forward, or she hadn’t moved far enough. Maybe both.

	 

	Her breathing quickened, the air thick in her lungs. Her ass was flush against him, her husband only inches away, clueless in the dark.

	 

	And she was getting wet. She could feel it.

	 

	His cock. Thick. Heavy. Pressed against the fullness of her asscheeks, right through his pants. The shape was unmistakable, the heat radiating through layers of clothing like it was skin to skin. Her breath shaking slightly, but she didn’t move away. If anything, she pushed back just a little more.

	 

	God… he was big.

	 

	Her mind wandered where it shouldn’t. She imagined the shape of it—thick at the base, fat and solid all the way to the tip. She imagined how it would look in his hand… or in hers. How it would feel between her legs. Inside her. Stretching her. Making her moan while her husband stood just inches away.

	 

	And as if reading her thoughts, she felt it.

	 

	A slight movement.

	 

	Slowly and subtly. Just the gentlest rock of his hips, his cock grinding against her ass—just enough to make her feel the length of it dragging across her. It wasn’t an accident. It was deliberate. Careful and dirty.

	 

	She swallowed hard.

	 

	And then she felt herself doing it too.

	 

	Her hips shifted—barely a motion, like she was adjusting her posture. But it made her ass roll back into him, the curve of her cheeks brushing along his cock like a slow tease. A silent signal. She didn’t say a word, but her body spoke for her.

	 

	The husband finally broke the silence.

	 

	“Damn… there’s no signal down here. Nothing. Not even Wi-Fi. What kind of five-star hotel is this?”

	 

	The young man responded, his voice normal. “Could be a power issue with the elevator itself. They’re probably working on it already. Best thing we can do is just… stay calm.”

	 

	She caught the meaning behind that. The way he said it.

	 

	And she decided to play along.

	 

	“Yeah, honey,” she said, steadying her voice. “Let’s just relax. I’m sure they’ll fix it soon.” But inside, she was praying it took longer. Just a little longer.

	 

	Behind her, the young man moved again.

	 

	Another slow roll of his hips, this time a bit more confident. His cock slid up along the crack of her ass, pressing between the cheeks like it belonged there. And this time, her response was unmistakable—she pushed back. Not too much. Just enough to let him know she liked it. Wanted more.

	 

	They were still silent. The tension was thick. The darkness made it all more dangerous, more exciting.

	 

	His cock was hard. Her pussy was throbbing.

	 

	She bit her lip, pretending to adjust her hair while she subtly circled her hips again—grinding her ass back against him, matching his rhythm, letting him feel every inch of her curves as they moved in sync.

	 

	He didn’t stop. And neither did she.

	 

	“Honey, let’s sit on the sofa,” she said softly, her hand squeezing his arm, eyes warm as ever.

	 

	“Feet hurting?” he asked.

	 

	“Mm, just a little,” she nodded.

	 

	“Sure, let’s go.”

	 

	But before she moved, her hand slipped back, with an dirty intention, grabbing the young man’s dick through his pants. She gave it a teasing squeeze, felt it stiff and hot under her palm and slowly pulled him by his dick as she walked forward, then let go just as quickly, not even turning to look at him. A dirty invitation tucked behind her filthy gesture.

	 

	She reached the sofa first and laid down sideways, her body sinking into the cushions. She stretched her legs out across the sofa.

	 

	Her husband moved to sit. She stopped him with a gentle smile. “No, honey. I need to stretch my legs out… my legs need some room to breathe.” She wiggled her legs a little, as if proving her point.

	 

	He paused, then gave in with a small nod. “If it helps your legs…” He carefully moved toward the chair instead, sitting across from her, thinking nothing more of it.

	 

	The ventilator was working well, steady enough that breathing wasn’t a problem even with the power out.

	 

	He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, hoping the elevator would start moving soon, because something was making him anxious, his senses were tingling, warning him of something dark and twisted creeping closer.

	 

	Meanwhile, the young guy walked carefully, each step quiet and slow trying to reach the sofa without drawing notice. But while he tried his best to be unnoticed, his hand, before reaching its destination, brushed against the red zone first — the husband’s shoulder.

	 

	Both men jerked at the contact.

	 

	“W-What..?” the husband blurted, startled.

	 

	“I’m sorry,” the neighbor said quickly, lowering his voice. “I was just looking for the chair to sit. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

	 

	The husband let out a breath, shoulders sinking as the tension slipped. “Ok…” He leaned back into his chair again, forcing himself to calm down. He pulled out his phone, thumb tapping the screen, but there was still no signal. Nothing. Just empty bars. “God… how frustrating,” he muttered, shoving the phone back in his pocket before shutting his eyes..

	 

	The wife had heard the small exchange, the apology, her husband’s tired voice. Her pulse hammered in her ears, every beat a reminder of what was about to happen. She knew it, she could feel it. Any second now, he would be there. She clenched the edge of her dress so tight her knuckles ached, eyes fixed in the dark, waiting.

	 

	Then it happened. A hand landed on her leg. Slow and careful. Her body flinched, breath caught stammering. She closed her eyes, the thrill burning in her chest, her heart pounding like it wanted to tear out. His fingers dragged across her legs in silence, sliding higher, smoother, every inch leaving a wave of tingles that made her whole body itch.

	 

	His hand found the curve of her ass and, grabbed it. Hard. The shock made her hips jerk, but she didn’t push him away. Her lips opened, a quiet shaky breath slipping out. The hunger in his touch only deepened. He climbed onto the sofa, pressing forward until his body locked hers. He lay sideways against her, his face so close she could feel the heat of his breath, her back pressed firmly to the sofa cushion. His leg placed over hers, trapping her in place, locking her so there was no escape.

	 

	She was completely at his mercy now, his body weight pressing in, completely lockef, helpless, no space to move. 

	 

	One hand squeezed her ass with a pulsing need, fingers digging in roughly while his mouth found her neck. His tongue dragged wet and hot across her skin, licking, tasting her shamelessly in the dark. A quiet gasp escaped her throat, her body melting, betraying her.

	 

	He was pent up, too far gone to care. Not about the blackout. Not about the chance of the lights flicking on. Not even about her husband just a few feet away. And the truth was… neither did she. Her body welcomed it, her cunt twisting with every filthy lick, every squeeze. The secrecy made it hotter. The danger, the forbidden thrill of being pawed at while her husband sat nearby. This was what made her heart race, what soaked her panties—the fact that another man didn’t give a damn about her vows, about the husband she had beside her. He just wanted to fuck her. And she was already dying to let him.

	 

	Suddenly a crackle cut through the silence. A speaker above their heads blared to life, loud enough to make them all flinch.

	 

	“Attention. We are aware of the current technical issue. Please remain calm. We apologize for the inconvenience. Our team is doing its very best to restart the elevator shortly. Thank you for your patience.”

	 

	The robotic voice faded, leaving the elevator in silence again.

	 

	“Hey! Hey—!” the husband shouted upward, cupping his hands around his mouth. “How long will this take? Hello?” His voice echoed, but there was nothing back. The speaker stayed dead, only the soft hum of the still elevator around them. It was one-way communication.

	 

	“God…” he muttered, sinking back into the chair, dragging a hand down his face. “What pathetic management… running a hotel this size and can’t even keep the damn elevator working.” He scoffed under his breath, shaking his head.

	 

	As he leaned back, arms folding across his chest, his eyes lazily scanned the dark. Then he noticed. The silence of his wife. She hadn’t said a word. She was just lying there. His brow furrowed as he squinted, straining to make out her shape in the faint gloom.

	 

	Her body was curled slightly, and her hand was pressed to her chest. Holding something. Maybe a pillow? That had to be it, he thought. Something to calm herself down in the dark. His lips curved in a small, relieved smile. She must be nervous.

	 

	But what he couldn’t see was the truth. That it wasn’t a pillow clutched to her chest at all. It was the young guy's body pressed tight against her, his mouth still wet on her neck. Wet trails of spit shined where he had licked her skin raw, faint bite marks already blooming under his lips. She squirmed slightly, not from fear but from the way his hand was still kneading her ass.

	 

	The young man lifted his head, eyes gleaming in the dark. He slowly pulled himself away from her body, his movements careful, making sure not to make a sound. 

	 

	He slipped off the sofa and rose behind it, his body pressing close. His hand tangled deep in her hair and pulled her head back lightly. She gasped, the sound caught in her throat, her body jerking at the sudden pull.

	 

	The roughness made her thighs press together, her cunt twitching with heat. The more he handled her like that, the more it spread fire through her body. Obedience came naturally when his grip forced her to rise, her scalp burning and her pulse hammering with twisted arousal.

	 

	She stumbled to her feet, still caught in his hand, trying to calm herself. The husband caught her sudden jerk, her head pulled back, and then her standing there strangely stiff. His brow furrowed.

	 

	“Are you… okay?” he asked, blinking, confused at what he’d just seen.

	 

	She quickly lifted a hand to her neck, rubbing it, forcing a small laugh. “Yeah… yeah, I just—snapped my neck a little too fast. It was stiff lying like that.”

	 

	He let out a small hum, leaning back in his chair again, not entirely convinced but too tired to press. “If it helps you… just be careful.”

	 

	She nodded, trying to keep her face composed, but inside her chest was thundering. His hand was still buried in her hair, and the husband hadn’t the faintest clue what she was covering for. That secrecy, that hidden filth in the middle of his concern, only made her hornier.

	 

	He pulled her close to her body, his hand holding her tight, with a possessive grip. One hand slowly slid over her round ass while other kept her locked tight. In one pull, he lifted her dress up over her ass, the fabric bunched at her waist until her round, bubbly ass spilled free into the darkness. His mouth crashed against hers, devouring her lips in a kiss that was more bite than passion, tongue shoving deep, sucking the air right out of her lungs.

	 

	He hooked his fingers into the thin strap of her panties and pulled it upward, slow at first, then harder, until the fabric carved deep inside her folds, grinding straight over her cunt with ruthless pressure. She whimpered into his mouth, her legs weakening, her whole body trembling. The sharper the sting, the crazier it drove her. She surrendered to the brutal sensation of the panties biting into her flesh, digging so far up that the strip nearly vanished inside her, the band in his hand pulled so high it almost brushed the middle of her spine. Her thighs buckled under the strain, her lips slipping from his kiss as the overwhelming jolt surged through her. He refused to let her pull back, shoving her mouth back against his while she started leaking down her leg.

	 

	Across from them, the husband sat with his eyes closed, head tipped back, trying to calm himself. The faint smack of lips made his brow twitch, eyelids shiver as if they wanted to open—but he forced them shut tighter, telling himself it was nothing, just a random sound coming from somewhere outside.

	 

	The kiss broke, leaving her lips wet and swollen, but he didn’t give her a chance to catch breath. He shoved her head down, a rough press of his palm, pushing her downward until her entire body was hidden behind the sofa. Her heart slammed in her chest, panic and lust colliding, knowing exactly what he was about to make her do with her husband right there.

	 

	She looked blankly ahead of her, when a heavy, thick weight touched her wet lips. The smell hit instantly, raw, musky, so potent it made her nostrils flare and twitch. She gasped softly, but the sound was soon lost as he grabbed her head and pressed her face against his dick. His hands held her tight, forcing her to grind her face against him, rubbing her all over his thick length like she was nothing but a cumrag. Every press, every drag of her wet lips and cheeks across him made a shiver run through her. The scent, the taste, the way he dominated her—it made her cunt twist and throb with desperate need.

	 

	He moved her face up and down, side to side, rubbing her relentlessly, wet spit smearing across his thick cock. She felt her tongue slipping out, tasting him, tasting the musk and the wetness of herself mixed with him. Her body pulsed with a mixture of shame and arousal, completely intoxicated by the filthy way he was treating her. Each rough push, each grab of her hair, made her want him more.

	 

	He finally paused, giving her space to breathe, but no... she didn’t want to breathe anything except his cock. Her hands instantly closed around his fat cock, spreading him with her fingers before opening her mouth wide. Slowly, she took him in, letting her lips stretch over him, her tongue sliding along the underside as she sucked him deep. The taste of him, mixed with her own arousal, made her head spin. She was taking control now, moaning softly against him, reveling in how filthy and exposed she was, completely consumed by the feel and smell of his cock.

	 

	Across the space, the husband shifted slightly, his head rolling, a faint wrinkle tugging his brow at the sound of movement. He almost peeked—but didn’t. Instead, he exhaled and thought he heard his wife snapping her neck, maybe stretching after sitting too long. He sank back again, ignorant, while his wife’s face was being dirtied against another man’s cock.

	 

	And suddenly—

	 

	The elevator lights flickered back to life.

	 

	The husband’s eyes flew open, blinking rapidly against the sudden brightness. He let out a sharp breath of relief, shoulders slumping as he straightened in his seat. “Finally…” he muttered, dragging a hand over his face. He glanced forward, squinting as his eyes adjusted. He saw the young guy quietly standing behind the sofa but as his eyes adjusted more he caught a glimpse—just the corner of his eyes— he noticed something. Fingers. Over the sofa. 

	 

	Then the light abruptly went out again. “What… the hell!” he shouted loudly, startled by the sudden darkness.

	 

	Meanwhile, the wife’s heart nearly leapt out of her chest. The sudden flash of light had terrified her, but she was saved when darkness returned. She silently thanked God and continued, keeping her mouth and hands busy, fully lost in the filthy pleasure, intoxicated by the smell, the feel, and the thrill of being so shameless beside her husband.

	 

	The young man’s eyes gleamed with a dirty, daring idea. Slowly, he pulled his cock out of her mouth, leaving her momentarily confused, her chest heaving with need. He moved carefully toward the chair and sat down.

	 

	The young guy broke the silence with a casual laugh. “Man, this is dragging. You know… I think I’ve got an idea to kill some time. Something fun. You’ll love it.”

	 

	The husband rubbed his temples. “An idea? Sure, it wouldn’t hurt to hear. Anything’s better than sitting here like this.”

	 

	“Exactly.” The young guy leaned forward, voice satisfied. “This setting is actually perfect. Back in the day, I used to fool around with making shadow images. You know, little tricks with light. Turn the lights in the darkness, and suddenly you’ve got a big figure dancing across the wall. Like a story in silhouettes.”

	 

	The husband frowned at first, then his expression softened. “Shadow images? Oh… yeah. I think I remember doing that as a kid. Rabbits, birds, that sort of thing?”

	 

	“Exactly that,” the young guy said, grinning. “But I’ve gotten good at it. Real good. Think of it as… cinematic. A little show while we wait for the power to get its act together.”

	 

	The husband chuckled despite himself. “Alright, sounds harmless enough. So how exactly are you going to pull this off in here?”

	 

	“Simple.” The young guy rose smoothly, dragging the husband's chair forward and angling it slightly to the left, leaving a wide, empty space in the center. Then he walked to the far corner behind the chair, crouched low, and set his phone on the floor with the flashlight pointed up toward the wall. The beam cut across the room, stretching everything into tall, exaggerated outlines. He adjusted the angle, tilting it just so, until the light washed the surface in a clear, wide panel.

	 

	“There,” he said, straightening up with a satisfied nod. His lips turned into a mischievous smile that the husband didn’t quite catch. “Now we’ve got the screen. All that’s left is to put on the show.”

	

	 

	(43. Wife’s POV)

	 

	 

	My throat felt sore every time I swallowed. I did not dare to talk much, afraid he would notice the rasp in my voice. The ache was sharp and little bruised, yet every time it flared, I could not stop thinking about what had caused it. His cock. That thick, heavy length that had forced its way down my throat until my eyes watered and spit dripped down my chin. 

	 

	I had never been that thirsty for my husband’s cock like I was for his. The memory hit me suddenly, making my knees weak, my body trembling with the ache I could not hide. The itch between my legs flared again, my pussy hot and wet, my throat still tingling as if it remembered every brutal thrust, every forceful push. His cock... I… God, I was getting wet again just thinking about it.

	 

	He had always been so careful, so tender, every touch careful, every kiss slow and passionate. I had never thought of sex as anything more than that, and it had been enough for me, for years. But this....this raw, merciless, brutal feeling from someone else—it was something else entirely. Why did being treated like that, being used so roughly by someone other than my husband, make my body heat up, make my fingers itch to touch myself?

	 

	I hesitated for a moment, but slowly gave in as the memory became too strong. My hand drifted down slowly, my fingers brushing against the wet heat forming between my legs. I imagined him again, forcing himself into me, my mouth stretched, gagging around the thick hardness I had swallowed, my lips and throat aching. I liked it. I liked it rough. I liked the humiliation, the way my body had no choice but to respond.

	 

	Every push of my fingers made me remember more. The way he had held my head in his hands, the way he had grunted and shoved harder when I tried to pull back, the way my lips had clamped around him until I choked, and still I stayed, still I swallowed, still I moaned. The thought of it made me arch, my body trembling as I rubbed more firmly, imagining that same pressure, the same desperation, the same filthy, dirty domination I had begged for without knowing I was begging.

	 

	It was painful, but also strangely addictive.

	 

	I closed my eyes and let myself disappear into the memory. The contrast between the disgusting people here and my husband was unbearable in the most delicious way. My husband’s touches were safe, tender, the kind of love I should crave, but these other men had shown me something dangerous. Something I wanted, even if I hated myself for it. I was wet, needy, and desperate for it all over again. My fingers moved with a mind of their own, teasing, stroking, imagining the brutal force, imagining how badly I had wanted it, and how much I still did.

	 

	After spending so much time in the bathroom masturabting on those dirty thoughts. I finally pulled myself together, leaving my cunt all red and swollen. 

	 

	As I went about the day, I caught myself staring at objects I normally would not think twice about. A cucumber on the counter, the handle of a rolling pin, even the neck of a bottle my husband set down after drinking. My eyes locked on them for too long, measuring in my head. Was it this thick? Was it this long? Did I really manage to take something so big into my mouth? The shame burned me, yet I could feel my cunt throb as the images replayed. It was humiliating, degrading. Yet the truth was It felt... good.

	 

	When I sat across from my husband later that evening, watching him eat, I didn't feel any guilt. Even after he looked at me with his usual gentle smile, speaking softly about his day, unaware of the filth in my head. Because there was no reason to feel guilty. I still loved him—he was kind, patient, and everything I had ever wanted in a partner. What I had done, what I had felt, it didn’t change that. Loving him didn’t mean I couldn’t crave something different, something rough and raw that I had never experienced before. I could want both. I could take pleasure from another man’s dominance and still treasure him, still feel warmth and loyalty for him, and that was enough to justify why my body could burn with desire and my mind could be filthy without guilt.

	 

	My mind compared his every movement to the one who had abused my throat just hours before. My husband’s kindness felt so far from that raw, brutal act. What was wrong with me that I craved the roughness more? That I wanted to feel owned like that again?

	 

	Every time I swallowed, the dull ache inside my throat made me shiver with secret arousal. It was a reminder of what I had allowed, of how I had knelt and opened myself for someone else. I thought about the difference too much. My husband had never made me feel stretched or overwhelmed like that, never forced my body to surrender in such a helpless way.

	 

	I realized, with a shiver that ran through me, that something had changed inside me. My desire had shifted, twisted, and there was no going back. Even as I kissed my husband, watched him smile, felt the warmth of his hands, part of me still ached for that other, rough, dominating touch. My body had learned something dangerous, something dark, and the memory of it clung to me like a secret I could never erase.

	 

	I let out a small, dirty laugh, my fingers brushing over my own thighs as I imagined him again. The thought made me wet, hungry, and ashamed all at once. But deep down, I knew it didn’t matter anymore. My body had remembered, my mind had remembered, and the line had been crossed.

	 

	The night went by in a blur, and soon it was morning. I was tuning in to my own thoughts as I moved around the kitchen, preparing breakfast. Sunday. He wouldn’t have work today, it made me feel a little tense. He wouldn’t be shut away in his workroom like usual, which meant I had to be careful, had to make sure everything seemed normal. My stomach twisted as I thought about leaving without raising even the slightest suspicion. 

	 

	I glanced over my shoulder at him, sitting on the couch, absorbed in the TV as if the world had nothing to do with him. My chest tightened slightly, a mixture of nervousness and excitement churning inside me. Well, I am not lying. I was actually going to meet Lina. The words felt both innocent and dangerous in my head.

	 

	I plated the breakfast carefully, setting it on the table in front of him with a smile that was calm, ordinary, untouched by the thoughts crawling through my mind. He murmured a soft thanks, already focused back on the screen.

	 

	Once he began eating, I stepped out onto the balcony to hang a few clothes. The sun felt warm on my skin, but my thoughts were elsewhere, drifting uncontrollably. My eyes wandered toward the old man’s door, and I felt a tingle crawl up my body. I remembered the days when I used to come out of his house with my breath heavy, body trembling, the shame and thrill mixed together from all those dirty secret games. An old man… so much control over me. 

	 

	The memory made my cheeks flush. And for a moment, I forgot where I was. Standing on the balcony, wet clothes on my hands that I came to hang, my eyes shut as I let myself drift into the recollection. Every touch, every teasing glance, every humiliating demand came rushing back, igniting a heat inside me that was almost unbearable. I felt my fingers twitch at the front of my skirt, the wetness threatening to spread, and I bit my lip, trying to hold myself together.

	 

	Then the sudden honk of a car snapped me back to reality. 

	 

	S-Shit, I whispered quietly. I was about to… rub myself here, for anyone to see. I shook my head violently, telling myself to get a hold of it.

	 

	Just then, the old man’s door creaked open. He slowly stepped out. My body froze. I quickly turned my back towards him, pressing my hands to my thighs as my breath came in short, uneven gasps. Just a glance of him, just the sight of him, the weight of his presence—doubled the heat coursing through me. My heart raced, and I could feel my body betraying me, responding to every memory and every illicit desire I had buried so carefully.

	 

	I couldn’t stop myself from watching him through the balcony sliding glass door. My chest tightened, my heart pounding as I caught him looking toward me. Was he looking at my ass? Probably thinking about me. The thought made me blush, heat pooling between inside me, as an desperate ache spread through me. I imagined him wanting to ram that dirty cock inside me right there, and the image made my breath hitch.

	 

	I noticed him moving closer, taking the usual route past my view. My body reacted without thought, heat spreading uncontrollably. Just as he was near, a wicked idea took hold. I bent slowly, ass subtly lifted toward him, pretending to grab a cloth from the bucket. My eyes stayed on him through the glass, watching his reaction carefully.

	 

	I saw him slow down, his gaze locked on my ass. The effect it had on me made my fingers twitch. I couldn’t resist. From the front, I sneaked a finger under my skirt, lifting it just enough so the back rode up too, my ass pressing out, my panty strip showing from below. Anyone standing below could have taken a clear look. My thighs ached with the burn of shame and excitement, my cunt pulsing as I stayed like that longer than necessary, soaking in the thrill.

	 

	After taking his sweet time watching my ass. He finally went ahead smiling back at me. The sight of him licking his lips made me suck my inner cheeks with little bit frustration. I hated how easily he could make me wet and shivering just with a glance, how his casual, shameless attention could make my body betray me when I was supposed to be in control.

	 

	F-Fuck. That horny old man, staring so shamelessly at a married woman and making those gestures,” I thought with a touch of sarcasm, a horny smile spreading across my face.

	 

	
(44. Wife’s POV)

	 

	I was a little anxious when I told him about going to Lina’s, and for a second I saw a hint of irritation cross his face. But... he didn’t say anything, just smiled. So I smiled back as well, because he deserves it for being such a nice husband. As long as he didn’t question me, I was free to leave.

	 

	Lina and I eventually found ourselves at the young neighbor’s house. He greeted us at the door and casually informed us there wouldn’t be any cooking lesson today because he had something to take care of outside. 

	 

	Lina’s face fell with disappointment, and somewhere mine too—though our reasons for disappointment were different. But in the end, disappointment was still disappointment. 

	 

	But almost immediately she perked up, flashing me a smile. ‘Well, since we’re here already, let’s just hang around for a bit,’ she said, lifting her brows as if waiting for my answer.”

	“Yeah… that doesn’t sound bad,” I replied quickly, silently thanking her for saving the moment.

	 

	He didn’t object. He just gestured us inside and told us to make ourselves comfortable while he handled his things. The moment we settled in, Lina started whispering to me, her playful tone making my heart race. She leaned close, murmuring about how good-looking he was, how she could imagine the things he might do, and then, with that mischievous smirk of hers, she nudged, “Should I leave you two alone?”

	 

	I quickly shushed her, my face heating up as I tried to wear the mask of a proper, innocent wife. But no matter how much I told her to stop, her words kept hitting that raw place inside me. Deep down, buried beneath the little shame and denial I had still left, there was a part of me that wished she would actually do it. Not ask. Not tease. Just leave me with him and let the moment unfold.

	 

	Lina kept going on with her teasing which I was kinda enjoying. Every little thing about him seemed to spark a new dirty comment from her, whispered right into my ear with that sly smile of hers. She teased about the way his arms flexed when he stretched, how his eyes seemed to drift toward me, suggesting again, “Maybe I should give you two a little privacy.” But she never actually left. Not even for a second. Wherever I went, she was right there, like a shadow.

	 

	After a while it didn’t even feel like coincidence anymore. It was as if Lina was deliberately doing it, hovering close, watching me squirm, waiting for me to be the one to break and finally say those words: Lina, can you leave us alone. The thought burned in my chest, my pride fighting against my cunt’s raw ache. It was maddening.

	 

	Finally, she distracted herself with a stack of magazines, flipping through them lazily, not even noticing me anymore. 

	 

	A chance. 

	 

	My body reacted before my brain could stop it. I moved away quietly, each step slow, careful, as if sneaking into danger. My pulse hammered as my eyes searched for him, and there he was, just past the kitchen, standing a little ahead.

	 

	I looked straight at him, letting my eyes darken with lust, and folded my hands just below my tits, lifting them slightly so my boobs pressed forward, showing off the curve of my aching body without even realizing how dirty it looked. 

	 

	My stare was heavy and teasing, silently inviting him, daring him to follow. God, I must have looked like the cheapest, filthiest slut alive, begging with nothing but my eyes and the subtle push of my chest. My legs trembled, but I forced myself forward, inching closer until I slipped into the kitchen. I grabbed a glass and sipped the water slowly, my lips trembling nervously, my eyes locked toward the doorway, waiting, dying for him to step inside.

	 

	Would he come? Would he take the hint? My heart pounded louder with every second of silence.

	 

	The sound of footsteps reached my ears, making my nipples hard and twisting my stomach with thrill, only for everything to crash instantly when I realized it wasn’t him but Lina.

	 

	A pang of disappointment hit my chest, completely visible on my face. 

	 

	She appeared with her cheerful face and that sly smile, laughing as she said, ‘I hope you weren’t disappointed.’ Her laughter made me a little annoyed, but I tried to play it cool and innocent, putting on a dumb expression as if I didn’t know what she meant. ‘What do you mean? Why would I be disappointed?’”

	 

	She moved forward, still laughing, and I tried to act clueless, pretending not to understand why she was so amused. I turned my face toward the window, and my stomach knotted with anxiety. My husband—he was out there, standing near the gate. I shifted little to my left, trying to hide myself from the view while my eyes remained nervously fixed on him.

	 

	He stood there for a few seconds, seemingly lost in thought, then moved forward. Lina, beside me, leaned close and said with a teasing lift of her voice, “Oh? Your husband. Let’s go and invite him as well.”

	 

	Panic flared in me, and I instinctively grabbed her hand. “L-Lina…” I stammered, my mind racing for a way to steer the conversation. “I wanted to tell you this… geez, I’m so forgetful. Anyway, I know about this new clothing store that just opened, maybe we could check it out sometime,” I said quickly, trying to change the subject before she could push any further.

	 

	Lina raised an eyebrow, smirking knowingly. “Oh really? A clothing store, huh?” she said, her tone light but with that hint of mischief. “Sounds like a plan…” 

	 

	“Y-yeah,” I stammered, continuing the conversation, my mind racing to make sure she didn’t mention his name again. I shifted slightly, fumbling with my words, filling the silence with small talk about clothes and colors, anything to steer her away from the dangerous subject. 

	 

	After a few more minutes of light, meaningless chatter, we finally agreed that it was time to head back. I felt a mix of relief and frustration as we left the house, my body still tingling from the earlier tension, wishing the moment had turned out different.

	 

	“How was shopping?” he asked, as I stepped inside the house. My heart pounded fast Shopping? I hadn’t told him that, and truthfully, I hadn’t even gone. But he sounded so normal, so genuinely believing I had been out shopping. 

	 

	Did lina tell him that? Maybe... In a way, It’s better this way. Much better than admitting where I really went. I forced a smile and said, “Yeah… it was great.”

	 

	He watched me carefully, and then his voice softened. “Hmm… by any chance, were you two back before half an hour ago?”

	 

	A sharp prickle of anxiety ran through me. My pulse spiked. Half an hour ago… he’s trying to pin it down. I could feel my hands clench subtly at my sides, trying to keep my movements calm, to mask the rush of heat and fear swirling together. Keep it together. Just stay normal. Don’t let him see anything.

	 

	I tilted my head, keeping my face neutral, and forced the words out evenly, “No, of course not. Why do you ask?” My mind raced, scrambling for a way to sound innocent while keeping my lie intact. 

	 

	It felt strange, so foreign, lying right to his face, pretending to be clueless, trying to fool him with my dirty secrets. I was nervous for sure, little guilty as well but there was also an unexpected thrill coiling in my stomach. 

	 

	Had this always been me? Could I really be this person, hiding things from him, playing a part I never knew existed? Every word felt heavy on my tongue, and yet part of me shivered at the power in keeping the truth from him, at the secret I alone carried.

	 

	“Oh, it’s nothing,” he said quickly, leaning back. “I could’ve sworn I heard Lina’s voice somewhere outside, but…” He scratched his head, sinking further into the sofa. “…maybe I misheard it.”

	 

	I swallowed, my throat aching as I forced my voice back “Yeah… you probably misheard it. How could you hear Lina’s laughter when we were out shopping?” I said, trying to sound normal.

	 

	But my body betrayed me. Some dirty sensations washed over me, my nipples aching, my cunt throbbing, and I realized just how pathetic I was. Lying to him, pretending to be innocent. It made me feel like the most disgusting cheating bitch alive.

	 

	God, I hated myself for enjoying this. I hated how my body was reacting, knowing I was tricking him, making him believe those lies. 

	 

	All this while… that’s what I had done. I had fooled him while I was with the old man, and even now. I was worthless, a dirty whore who couldn’t control her own body or her twisted desires.

	 

	And yet, even as I berated myself, the shame only made the heat worse. I shivered, feeling every pulse of want as my own filthy thoughts made me ache, realizing I was nothing but a cheating whore pretending to be pure.

	 

	He nodded faintly, letting it go. Then he added, “Also, I met the old man earlier, by the way. He seemed in a little pain, so I was thinking maybe we should go together and see properly how he’s doing. He did say he’s fine, but still… it would be good, out of courtesy.”

	 

	My heart skipped a beat. My mind went briefly to the morning on the balcony. I had to bite my lip to keep the flush from showing. God, he wants us to go together… and I have to act normal.

	 

	I stayed quiet for a few seconds, my gaze flicking away before I returned it, careful to keep my face innocent. “Sure… yeah, we can do that,” I said, keeping my voice steady even though my pulse had picked up.

	 

	“Alright, maybe in a couple of hours,” he said, glancing at the clock.

	 

	I gave a small smile, forcing it to look light, and headed inside. 

	 

	God, he still wants to visit that old man’s house… he want to take me there. It’s his fault if he does anything to me, because I am not going to stop him. It's his fault for putting me in this situation, for tempting me with the chance to give in again. If you keep pushing me towards him, don’t cry later if he takes what he wants.
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	*At Old man’s house

	 

	My stomach fluttered anxiously, as we stepped inside. I tried not to look flushed, tried to keep my smile normal. The old man welcomed us with that same rough voice, and a polite smile which felt quite forced. 

	 

	We were on the sofa, our normal chatter filling the room. But I noticed something different—his eyes didn’t crawl over me like before. He wasn’t staring at my tits or letting his gaze hover on my legs. He seemed quite mindful of his behavior, though I knew very well he was only doing it so my husband would lower his guard around him.

	 

	With every passing minute, I told myself maybe I was wrong, maybe nothing strange was going to happen this time. Relief slowly wrapped around me, but it was weak because my mind was still little tense, knowing very well it was too early to be relieved around him.

	 

	And along with that tension, a thought crept into the quiet corners of my mind, daring me to imagine the impossible. What could he really do to me here, with my husband right beside me? He isn’t bold enough for that… or is he? I bit my lip, forcing my eyes away, but my pulse quickened just thinking about it.

	 

	To be honest, a small part of me was irritated... 

	 

	No. I can't call it a small part anymore. A big part of me was burning with frustration that he wasn’t being shameless, wasn’t giving me that look, wasn’t letting me feel his desire, wasn’t teasing me, wasn't trying anything while my husband sat there. Deep down, I wanted to know. I wanted to see just how far he would dare to go. I imagined him reaching for me right in front of my husband, daring to touch me, and my cunt throbbed at the very thought.

	 

	Bet you can’t.

	 

	I challenged him silently, letting the idea rest inside my mind. What would happen if he tried something? Would I resist, or would I give in, cheat on my husband with this old man in the smallest, dirtiest way possible? My imagination twisted with curiosity and want, my body reacting even as my mind scolded me.

	 

	I shifted slightly, leaning back, letting my thighs rub together in a way that made me push for more. My husband chatted quietly beside me, completely unaware, and the thought of him oblivious made the fire inside me burn hotter. I moved my hands slowly over my thighs in a seductive manner, imagining his hungry eyes on me, putting on a sneaky secret show for him.

	 

	I probably looked like a desperate whore, dying for some old, yucky dick and honestly... I couldn't care less at that point. I kept my eyes locked on him, teasing myself and him like a slutty bitch. His eyes caught mine for a brief second, but he didn’t give anything away. 

	 

	My fingers curled subtly inside my skirt, pulling back just an inch, and I kept looking at him with those horny eyes, letting my body speak the filthy message I couldn’t say aloud. My eyes flicked downward, tracing the memory of his cock, remembering how it had felt, how dirty it had been pressed against me, how it had touched my lips, rubbed over my wet pussy. 

	 

	I was damn horny at this point, my pussy was throbbing for him. Every nerve on fire, desperate for more even as my mind tried stop me from wandering there.

	 

	Every second I teased, every subtle motion, was a challenge, a silent invitation. My body screamed for him even as my mind whispered shameful warnings. 

	 

	I wanted to feel the heat of being caught, the rush of shame mixing with lust. Each glance he cast—even a polite one was enough to make my pulse up, made me ache to know what would happen if he actually tried. I was caught between wanting to stop and wanting him to take me right there, feeling like the dirtiest, most exposed whore, and loving every second of it.

	 

	The old man frowned slightly when the conversation drifted toward familied, then said, “I want to show you some pictures about my family, they are upstairs. Come on, I’ll show you.”

	 

	He turned toward my husband, who instinctively reached to help when he stood up. “Don’t worry,” the old man said. “I’ll manage. You two go on ahead. I’ll follow behind.”

	 

	F-Follow behind? 

	 

	My body instinctively reacted, knowing exactly what he meant. My husband, as always, moved to guide me forward, pressing a hand gently on my back to nudge me infront of him, but I purposely lingered, letting my body lag behind him.

	 

	I could feel the old man inching closer with every step, and my body responding to his closeness immediately. A wet trail began to leak down my thighs, soaking the fabric of my skirt, and I shivered, biting my lip to hold back a moan. His hand gently hovered over my ass, the slightest pressure, just enough to remind me of everything, of the games we had played before.

	 

	I moved carefully and innocently, but every step of my hips was covered with need. My ass acknowledged his touch by making my breath shudder. My stomach fluttered, my pulse racing as he started taking advantage of this moment, while my sweet husband was just a step ahead,  completely unsuspecting.

	 

	The thrill of being so exposed, so close to him without a word was out of this world. My eyes moved toward him, daring, full of lust, and I silently begged him to take control while I keep up my innocent act for my husband. The filthy heat inside me was unbearable, every step a test of my self-control, and I loved how raw it felt.

	 

	Just as we started walking up the stairs, I felt a tight hold at the strip of my panties over my skirt from behind. The old man’s fingers were tightly curled under my panty strip, pulling me back and stopping me from moving. My heart hammered in my chest, a mix of shame, fear and arousal.

	 

	“Why the haste?” he whispered slowly, making my legs tremble as I dug my fingers into the handrail of the stairs.  

	 

	“Come on, you’re lagging behind,” my husband called, oblivious.

	 

	My chest pounded at his voice. I looked blankly at him, giving a small, careful smile. “Yeah… it’s just my heels. They’re hurting a little. I’ll be right there.”

	 

	The pressure teased and thrilled me at the same time. His grip stayed firm on the strip of my panties, using it for his support, and it was unbearably embarrassing. With his other hand, he delivered a light punch to my ass, silently ordering me to move forward. And I moved... slowly, trembling, praying that I didn't leave the wet trails leaking from my pussy.

	 

	Every step I took felt like a test, his presence behind me like a leash I had willingly let him hold. His hand hovered, guided, and sometimes nudged me, and I obeyed without a word. I bent a little lower when he tapped my ass, adjusted my pace when he whispered, and I couldn't help but obey him like a pet. 

	 

	A blush burned my cheeks, shame curling inside me, but beneath that humiliation, heat spread through my core. I was nothing more than a thing under his command, moving exactly how he wanted, anticipating each touch, each subtle push. My body betrayed me with every step, pressing back subtly when his hand touched me, leaking, trembling, aching to feel more.

	 

	I hated myself a little for enjoying it, for letting him manipulate me like this, but a bigger part of me loved it. Loved how I had no choice but to obey, loved the thrill of being watched, of being handled while my husband remained unaware. My cunt pulsed with desire, my mind whispering dirty confirmations—I am his, I am his to tease, and God, it feels so dirty and perfect.

	 

	I bit my lip, hiding a moan as I let him guide me forward. Every obedient movement, every small submission, made my pulse spike and my shame mix with lust, proving just how completely he had me. And I would have followed every command he gave, silently, like the dirtiest, most desperate little whore, craving every ounce of his attention.

	 

	I felt him adjust his grip on my panty strip for better support, whispering quietly, “Sorry about that, I almost fell.” I couldn’t help but imagine how pathetic I must be looking from behind. I forced my moans down, keeping them hidden, even as my core throbbed and my pulse raced, caught between arousal and the fear of being discovered.
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	The old man led us into a dimly lit room. My eyes adjusted to the stale gloom; there was barely any furniture inside, only a small bed pressed into the corner, its sheets wrinkled and faintly yellowed, and a single chair near the wall. He walked straight toward a narrow shelf, his fingers brushing over the dusty wood before pulling out a thick, rusty album that looked far older than me. He then carefully set it down on the bed.

	 

	My husband leaned forward with a boyish curiosity, eager to see what secrets the old man had hidden away inside those brittle pages. He crouched down on his knees beside the bed, his hand wiping off the dust from the cover before he opened it. 

	 

	I began to step closer, ready to sit beside him. But before I could lower myself, the old man’s hand closed around my wrist. His grip was rough, commanding, and without a single word he redirected me, pulling me to stand behind my husband instead. 

	 

	I quietly obeyed, moving where he wanted me to, like I was nothing more than a piece of furniture to arrange. My body was shaking with humiliation, shame warming my face, but still I stood in the spot the old man chose, because deep inside, the thought of him controlling me like that made me wetter than I already was.

	 

	I lowered my trembling hand and set it lightly on my husband’s shoulder, the way I always did when I needed his presence to calm me. 

	 

	To him, it was only a gentle touch, a wordless sign that I was right here beside him, looking over his shoulder at the album. But to me, it was also something more—a silent plea. Please, be my support… please, let me hold onto you… while I allow this old man to do whatever he wants to me.

	 

	He began carefully flipping the thick, dusty pages of the old album. The pictures were faded, black-and-white, lined with the past. I could hear the slight rasp of the brittle paper as his fingers turned them. All the while, I forced my eyes on the photographs, though my heartbeat was thundering for an entirely different reason.

	 

	Behind my husband and beside me, the old man shifted even closer. His presence loomed darkly next to me, until I felt his hand at the edge of my skirt. My breath stammered, shame gripping my throat, but I did not move. 

	 

	I let him raise the fabric slowly, inch by inch, bunching it higher and higher until the cool air kissed my thighs and my bare ass was fully exposed. My husband, only inches in front of me, kept turning the pages, oblivious, his attention swallowed by the family history spread before him.

	 

	I bit my lip as the old man’s fingers slid under, finding the strip of panty glued inside my sticky cunt. He hooked it aside, baring the slickness I could no longer hide. I dug my nails lightly into my husband’s shoulder, masking the tremor as if steadying myself while looking at the photographs. In truth, it was because the old man’s fingers were already moving, slowly rubbing over my dripping cunt with an authority that made my shame burn and my arousal even hotter inside me.

	 

	I wanted to breathe an apology into my husband’s ear, to beg forgiveness for the filth I was allowing, but the words caught in my throat as my body betrayed me, grinding back against the old man’s finger. 

	 

	After tickling my cunt for few good seconds. He finally forced his two fat old fingers inside me. 

	 

	No. Not forced. Let me correct myself. 

	 

	There was no resistance. No fight back. My pussy welcomed him with open arms, like it was already his, like it had been waiting for this all along. 

	 

	Just a sloppy hole welcoming what it craved. I wanted to be a wife, a woman with self-respect — but all I felt was a useless loser, dripping and twitching around fingers that weren’t my husband’s.

	 

	He was gentle. He was fucking me carefully with his hand, driving his thick fingers in and out, stretching me until my face tilted helplessly upward, lips opened, eyes shimmering with tears of shame. I stood onto my toes, my thighs trembling, my legs spreading wider on their own as if begging for more.

	 

	I kept clutching at my husband’s shoulder again and again, desperate to keep myself steady as those fingers worked inside me, slow and relentless, dragging every wet sound out of me as he shoved them deep and pulled them back with obscene ease. 

	 

	“Are you okay?” my husband murmured softly, glancing at me with that gentle concern.

	 

	I somehow pulled a smile onto my lips, my voice breaking with a light laugh as I pointed to the page. “I’m fine. Look at this one… isn’t it beautiful?” I lied so easily, and the lie itself sent a shock through me.

	 

	The thrill of fooling him—of smiling sweetly at my husband while the old man’s hand was buried in my pussy—was too much. My body clenched, and before I could stop it, a hot gush spilled out of my cunt. I squirted quietly around his fingers, my shame and arousal exploding together as my husband turned another page, none the wiser. 

	 

	He slowly pulled his fingers back and spread the wetness across my leg, letting me feel every bit of what I had just spilled. The sight and sensation were unbearably degrading, and I wanted to run, wanted to escape far away from this shame. But I couldn't. The more humiliating it felt, the better I felt. Every pulse and shiver feeding the filthy pleasure that I couldn’t resist. 

	 

	I clenched again on his shoulder, but not for support this time. My grip was a message, a silent plea for him to notice, to finally catch me for all the things I was doing behind his back. But he didn’t even turn, he just moved thr album closer toward me so I could have better view. 

	 

	How cute.

	 

	My heart raced, a mix of frustration and lust burning inside me, my body reacting wildly to his ignorance while the old man’s fingers continued their deliberate teasing.

	 

	The old man leaned forward, his voice soft and low, eyes fixed on the album he held. “That was my wife… she had a way of keeping hold of me, especially in hard times. Never let go until I could breathe easy again.”

	 

	Every word the old man spoke to my husband felt like a rope tightening around my neck. My legs were giving out so I pressed closer, leaning into my husband as I silently thanked him for his support. 

	 

	He kept me stretched open with his two fingers fir few good seconds. The delicious sting of degradation mixed with lust until I could barely think straight, every word he spoke making me leak harder, every kiss by air against my stretched hole was a reminder of how utterly I belonged to his dirty whims.

	 

	Each dirty remark he made, each laugh or story about his family, was a cruel tease, and my body couldn’t stop responding. 

	 

	The old man continued destroying me with his fingers, each movement driving me closer to the edge. I could feel the orgasm building with every press, every subtle shift, and I leaned in more, unable to support my own weight. My eyes half-closed as I drowned in the sensation, every nerve screaming with shame and desire.

	 

	“You okay?” my husband asked again.

	 

	Pulling me back a little. “Mm… yeah. Just… a little sore from standing,” I whispered, forcing a soft smile at him as I looked down at the album. “Keep… going.” 

	 

	Those words weren’t really for him, but for that dirty old man beside me.

	 

	He didn’t respond, just kept his fingers pressed right beneath my cunt. 

	F-Fuck. What is he trying to do now? 

	 

	I couldn’t wait any longer. I pushed my ass down on his fingers, letting them slide in smoothly as he kept them firm. So that was what he wanted. I kept moving against him, fucking myself on his fingers, upwards and downwards while the wet heat between my legs built, every movement bringing me closer to the ultimate pleasure.
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	He kept his hand firm, making me do all the work. Every little thrust sent a sharp jolt of pleasure through me, dragging me closer to the edge, and I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop.

	 

	I was completely gone in it, lost in the rhythm of my own desperate movements, my ass bouncing, my body chasing the high that was about to tear through me. 

	 

	Every time my ass sank down, I could hear the faint, wet filthy squelch of his fingers sliding inside me, the kind of lewd, sticky sound that left no doubt how drenched I was. It echoed in my ears, each slippery noise making me clench tighter around him. 

	 

	I did froze at the thought that it might carry across the room, but when I glanced down, my husband was still busy, his eyes fixed on the book, too focused to hear the faint, obscene sounds her wife's cunt was making. That only made it worse—made me grind harder—because I could hear what he couldn’t, every dirty squish reminding me of my wrong betrayal. 

	 

	But then, suddenly, I couldn’t feel his fingers anymore. For a second, I thought he had just slipped lower, so I moved my ass even lower, searching for them, needing them back inside me at any cost. My cunt was aching, open and leaking, begging to be filled again. 

	 

	I crouched there pathetically on the floor, spread and needy, grinding down against nothing. It didn’t even occur to me that he had pulled his hand away. My brain couldn’t put it together. I just wanted him back inside me.

	 

	The way I must have looked, sitting there with my ass bouncing in the air and my pussy gaping, trying to catch something that wasn’t there, it was shameful, disgusting, and yet I couldn’t stop myself. 

	 

	He was definitely holding back his laughter at my poor ass situation. He had purposefully moved his hand away, waiting for my reaction, and I showed him exactly what he wanted, how desperate I was, like a hungry pet. 

	 

	I noticed my husband stretching his arm, returning the book to the old man with a polite smile. My lips pressed together in a small frown. 

	Was that it? Was it really over? 

	 

	No. Not yet. 

	 

	It couldn’t end here, not when I was so close, not when I was seconds away from falling apart.

	 

	A dull ache spread through me as the heat refused to die down, pulsing and twitching inside me. It felt cruel, like I had been denied something I needed more than air. 

	 

	Hesitantly I pulled my skirt back into place, covering myself, forcing the fabric over my throbbing ass that pulsed with every beat of my heart.

	 

	My husband moved ahead, stepping out of the dim room, leaving me trailing behind. Just as I was about to exit, my hand reached for the door, but it stopped from opening completely, just enough for my fingers to slip through the narrow gap.

	 

	“Wait!” I shoved one arm through. “It's stuck,” I hissed, trying to force the door open. 

	 

	From behind me, the old man’s voice followed. “It seems… the door’s acting up again. What luck! Guess we will be spending some more time here.”

	 

	A sudden, heavy and invisible pressure pressed against my womb, sharp and consuming, threatening to fold me onto my knees. My insides tightened, my body instinctively reacting. Every inch of me betrayed how ready I was, trembling in a mix of fear, anticipation, and a dirty thrill.

	 

	Before I could brace myself, the old man shoved his face right into my ass. The sudden impact caught me completely off guard, my breath caught in my throat. W-wait… I tried to press my arm down against his head, to stop him, but he was in no mood to listen. 

	 

	He pushed my arm aside, lifting my skirt up high and started spreading my ass wide with both his hands, exposing both of my dirty holes.

	 

	My panties were already tugged aside from earlier, leaving me completely vulnerable. He didn’t waste a second. His tongue shoved in deep, hot and wet, making my whole body jolt. A choked gasp slipped past my lips as the sensation shot through me, sharp and obscene.

	 

	Slurping sounds filled the small room, wet and faint but loud enough that I could hear every filthy slurp of his tongue inside me.

	 

	My knees shook. My hand gripped the edge of the door desperately, clinging to it for balance, while my other hand flew up to cover my mouth. I bit down on my knuckles, fighting back the moans that threatened to spill out. My head spun, my thoughts crumbling away as his tongue worked deeper, circling and pressing in ways that left me trembling, drifting into a trance of shame and ecstasy

	 

	The old man growled loudly, after my husband pushed the door hard enough to break our concentration. Thr old man's tone was a little annoyed, and rightly so. It wasn’t nice to disturb someone when they were enjoying themselves, and right now he was enjoying me, and I was enjoying his tongue. 

	 

	“Give it a little pressure… steady… we’ll take care of this side,” he instructed. 

	 

	But my dirty mind already knew the intention behind those words. He was guiding him and also ordering me. He wanted me to press down, to grind my soaked cunt over his mouth like an animal in heat.

	 

	My hands trembled against the door as I lowered myself, obeying him. My cunt touched his already still tongue. He just held it out, flat and waiting, making me do all the work.

	 

	He remained still. He just let me ride, groaning deep in his throat, while I worked myself harder and harder, like a pet desperately seeking release. I was ashamed, but my cunt was on fire, and once I started, I couldn’t stop.

	 

	He growled again, not with annoyance this time, but with satisfaction. His voice carried to both sides of the door. “Yeah… that’s it… little push here, little pull there… don’t rush it.”

	 

	A pitiful whimper escaped me as I pathetically nodded at his words. He was controlling my pace with nothing but his words. I kept rocking, dragging myself along his wet tongue as per his command. 

	 

	Each grind made my clit spark, my thighs shaking, but it was the humiliation that tore me apart inside—the realization that I was rubbing myself raw on an old man’s mouth while my husband stood right outside the door, trying to help me get out of the room, was too much for me to handle. 

	 

	Godddd. 

	 

	A muffled cry tore from my throat as I came, gushing all over the old man's face, my legs shaking like leaves in the wind. My eyes rolled back, dazed and cloudy, my lips pressing against the wood of the door as I struggled to breathe. My chest heaved, and every frantic gasp fogged the surface in front of me.

	 

	“Are you sitting on the floor?” my husband’s voice called, faint through the wood.

	 

	The old man didn’t answer. Instead, he rose in one swift motion, his grip tangling harshly in my hair. The sudden pain ripped me out of my trance, my head pulled back until my throat arched. 

	 

	He leaned in close to my ear, his lips touching the skin, and threw a single command—‘Reply.’ 

	 

	The word alone made my stomach twist. He was ordering... me to lie to my husband, to speak on his behalf as if nothing was happening. 

	 

	My scalp burned under his grip, my body still shuddering from release, and yet I couldn’t fight it. I was going to comply. I was going to lie for him while my husband stood unaware on the other side of the door. 

	 

	I whimpered, trembling in his hold, the shame and thrill twisting in my belly. 

	 

	So   ̶p̶a̶t̶h̶e̶t̶i̶̶̶̶- No, so amazing❤… I opened my lips helplessly to do exactly as I was told, words falling out in broken bursts, stammered and breathless.

	 

	“H-he’s… uh… trying to… m-move it… from the bottom…” I gasped, struggling to keep my voice steady, though every syllable was soaked in the tremor of submission.

	 

	He turned me roughly to face him, a disgustingly triumphant smile crawling across his face. I couldn’t bring myself to meet his eyes, so I turned my face sideways, my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

	 

	47.2

	His hand disappeared into the waistband of his loose shorts, and my stomach melted, as I felt a hot thing pressing against my stomach. I couldn’t help it—I stared down at it, my mouth slightly open, drooling despite myself, desperate to taste that dirty cock, to feel him inside me. 

	 

	He didn’t give me a chance to recover. His cock moved down, teasing the folds of my pussy, rubbing against me with teasing pressure. I gasped, my hands pressing against his chest, my knees buckling. I wasn’t ready to take him fully, not with my husband so close, and yet my body ached for it. Every stroke, every press, made my cunt throb and leak, the humiliation mixing with a sick, thrilling heat that left me desperate and begging. 

	 

	I grabbed his fat, throbbing dick in my hand before he could shove it inside me, because if he did, I knew I wouldn’t be able to leave this room even if the door opened. I kept staring at it like a junkie staring at her next fix. My fingers trembled as I wrapped around him, feeling the heat, the weight, the pulse. My heart hammered in my chest, half terrified, half desperate. He leaned in, lips brushing against my neck, sucking softly, and I shivered.

	 

	“Start rubbing,” he whispered, his voice low, commanding.

	 

	I replied, shaking. “W-we can’t… f-fuck here… it’s too risky,” I stammered, my body betraying me, aching for it even as my mind screamed for caution.

	 

	He bit my neck lightly, enough to make me quiver. “Show me that you need it,” he murmured. 

	 

	I looked at him, lost, unsure. My body wanted it, ached for it, but the risk of being caught, made me hesitate. He bit again, firmer this time. “Do it.” That was all I needed.

	 

	I moved. I rubbed his fat dick against my cunt like a whore, feeling every inch, every pulse, the slick warmth soaking him as I pressed down. My cunt throbbed with every rub, every drag, my body quivering as I surrendered, desperate, exposed, and shamelessly wet.

	 

	The old man caught my cheeks in his hands, tilting my face roughly toward his. My eyes stayed squeezed shut, burning with shame, but he leaned in anyway, pressing his lips to mine in a deep, wet kiss. I was already trembling, rubbing his fat dick against my cunt, and the kiss sent a jolt straight through me, making my body clench and shudder with an orgasm. 

	 

	His saliva coated my lips, invading my mouth, and I finally opened my eyes to see him so close, so dirty, and realized what I was doing.

	 

	The smell of his old, stinking mouth made me gag, but the sensation was unbearable and addictive. I gasped, trying to catch a breath. I was kissing him, this disgusting old man, mouth to mouth, the same mouth I had only ever used for tender kisses with my husband. Humiliation shot through me hotter than any lust. 

	 

	How did it even come to this? My mouth was tightly mashed against an old man’s mouth, his saliva mixing with mine. 

	 

	When did it all begin? 

	Was it when he hugged me? Or Was it when I started doing chores at his house?

	 

	Yeah, it started then. From that moment, my fate shifted, my control slipping without me realizing. Look at me now. Look at who I’ve become. This is me. This is exactly who I am.

	 

	“You,” he growled, voice low and commanding, “stick out your tongue.”

	 

	I hesitated for a second, my mind screaming, my body shaking, but obedience overtook my shame. Trembling, I did as he ordered, letting my tongue touch his.

	 

	Immediately, he devoured me again, his mouth pressing into mine with more hunger, and this time I couldn’t resist reciprocating. My body arched, pressing down on him as I moaned against his lips, the heat of my cunt, slick and desperate, driving me wild. I could no longer hide myself, my need too raw, my shame and lust colliding in a flood I couldn’t control.

	 

	Every kiss, every pressure of his mouth on mine, sent me further into a haze of arousal and degradation. I was caught, completely lost, and the realization that I was letting an old man dominate me, mouth to mouth, while my husband remained just outside, made my orgasmic desperation reach its peak.

	 

	We kissed like mad, a frenzy I had never experienced before. It was dirty, raw, a kiss made for me and me alone. Not those pathetic, tender kisses with my husband, but this—something filthy, demeaning, overwhelming. I was made for this.

	 

	Our bodies pressed tightly against each other, my hands gripping his neck like a lifeline, his saliva covering my face while mine smeared across his. Our eyes locked through the chaos of our kiss, every second of humiliation burning hotter in me. I was utterly lost, melting into the filth of it, and every inch of my body responded, aching and wet.

	 

	He shifted forward a little, losing balance, and my back bumped against the door with a soft thud. My husband’s voice came instantly, a little nervous. “Hey, everything good in there?”

	 

	I was too lost to give a fuck, too consumed to even think about him. But the old man was still in control. He pulled back just enough from my mouth, keeping me trembling and in control, and growled low, “Of course. Let’s focus on the door.”

	 

	But the old man’s reply wasn’t enough for him. “Hey, you okay?” my husband called again, his voice a little louder this time.

	 

	I gasped for air, my chest heaving, my body still trembling from the kiss. I forced out a reply, broken and ragged, just to end the conversation quickly. “Eah… don’t… worry… just… focus on the door. I’m… just taking… a break… for a minute.”

	 

	Every word I spoke was just another act, another layer of self degradation I couldn’t escape. 

	 

	“Hang in there, okay?” my husband replied back. “I’ll get this damn thing open, I promise.”

	 

	The old man looked at me, smirking at his sorry ass and my poor state and growled again. “Hear that? Look how much he cares for you.” He pressed my cheeks harder, making me stare at him like a crackhead. “Really giving it his all out here.” A faint chuckle followed. “Aren’t you a lucky woman? A husband who’d push and strain himself just to get to you.”

	 

	He gripped my tongue, holding it out like a leash, and I froze. My body stiffened, completely at his mercy, unable to reply to my husband until he allowed it.

	 

	“You are right about that,” my husband said, his voice calm. “She’s lucky.”

	 

	The old man’s other hand slid down again, teasing and fingering me while his voice purred, “How about a word for him, hm? Something to keep him going. A little motivation will do him good.”

	 

	Finally, he released my tongue, and I gasped, broken and trembling. “Y-You… can… do it…” My voice was shaky, my mind still half lost in the wet heat of his touch.

	 

	His fingers kept moving over my pussy, driving me wilder, making me moan. “Keep… going…” I closed my eyes, my voice cracking as I continued, “You’re… doing… so… good…” Every word carried my hidden intention, meant for my husband and layered so the old man felt it too.

	 

	“That’s it,” he whispered, voice low and commanding. “Keep telling him… let him know how much you… appreciate him.” He leaned in, pressing a short messy kiss against my lips, and I shivered before continuing.

	 

	“I… believe… in you…” My body trembled, inching closer to orgasm as the old man’s fingers worked me, each stroke driving me higher while my words dripped with shame and obedience. “Don’t… stop…” I whispered, both for him to keep moving inside me and for my husband to keep trying his best. 

	 

	The old man’s fingers stopped, and his low whisper cut through the haze of my pleasure. “That’s enough for today.”

	 

	He then pulled my skirt down, letting it fall into place, then turned me toward the door. My legs wobbled, knees weak, every inch of me still burning with heat and humiliation. A few seconds later, the door creaked open, and finally my husband appeared in the dim light.

	 

	I moved past him quickly, trying to hide my messy, flushed face, forcing my steps to be calm, normal, even though my body was screaming with what had just happened. The shadows of the room cloaked me, keeping my shame just out of sight, but inside, I was satisfied...

	 

	48.1

	Dinner evening already. I stood in front of the cupboard, flipping through my clothes one by one. No, not this one. Not that either. Ugh, I pressed my hand against my forehead, groaning softly. I have nothing to wear. Well, of course, that’s ridiculous, considering the whole cupboard is stuffed with my clothes, but still… none of them feel right tonight.

	 

	My eyes drifted down to the lowest shelf. A small box was placed there, little dusted. My brows arched as the memory hit me. 

	Oh. That box. My hand moved towards it, pulling it out. I knew exactly what was inside, even before I opened the box. A handful of things I had hidden away shyly, too embarrassed to let see the light of day.

	 

	And there it was. That dress.

	 

	I pulled it out slowly, holding it up in front of me. My lips opened in a quiet breath as old memories resurfaced. 

	 

	He had given me this with such excitement, eyes shining as though he couldn’t wait to see me in it. And me? I was too shy back then, too wrapped up in my modesty to even consider putting it on. I barely glanced at it before hiding it away.

	 

	But now…

	 

	My lips curled into a wicked smile as I draped the dress against my body, turning toward the mirror. For a moment I just stared. I hardly recognized the woman looking back at me, and that realization made a chuckle slip out. 

	 

	Look at me now. Look at how far I have come.

	 

	It was decided. I was going to wear this tonight.

	 

	A little flutter of nerves stirred in my stomach, and then a sharp, dirty punch of thrill right after. What expression would he make when he sees me in this? Would he freeze? Would he think I looked like a slut?

	 

	I stared from top to bottom, tracing the daring cut that exposes the leg. My mind flicked back to all those times he had hinted, nudging me with a playful smile to at least try the dress on, and how I always shook my head, cheeks burning, too embarrassed to even imagine myself in it. How pathetic I was back then, hiding behind innocence. 

	 

	But... Not anymore. I... I badly want to wear this dress, to walk out on his arm, to have random men eyes all over my body while he stands there, forced to watch. I want him jealous, protective, conflicted because it would be just so... exciting. 

	 

	A low, shaky laugh left my lips. God, what’s wrong with me? My hand slipped inside my pants, fingers sliding down. And of course, wetness greeted me instantly. 

	 

	Yes. I wanted to see that look on his face, that sudden realization that his simple, ordinary wife could wear something so revealing. The shy part of me squirmed at the idea, cheeks heating, but the want to wear it burned hotter, stronger. My embarrassment was nothing compared to the thrill that came with slipping into this forbidden dress at last.

	 

	Tonight, I was going to step out of this room as a different woman.

	 

	I slipped the dress on slowly, savoring the way it stuck to me. In the mirror, the truth hit me—I looked like the people I once hated. The cut carved its way up my leg, stopping just short of where my thigh met my waist, flashing soft skin I had never dared to show. My tits sat perfectly framed, my ass rounded and pushed out perfectly as well. 

	 

	I turned side to side, admiring the sinful outline, biting my lip as I gave a few dirty expressions that suited this outfit well. I didn’t look like a 

	sweet, married housewife. I looked like some seducing slut getting ready to be pounded. 

	 

	An excited rush washed over me, but then—“Are you ready?” his voice called from the hallway.

	 

	I flinched, straightening instantly, trying to erase those smiles from my face. My chest tightened as if I’d been caught. I forced myself to look modest again, the innocent wife he thought he married. “Almost,” I answered, but my voice cracked.

	 

	Heart pounding, I slid my feet into the heels, each click against the floor making me more aware of what I was about to do. One final look in the mirror—painted lips, exposed leg, perfectly curved figure and I took a deep breath. 

	 

	With shaky steps, excitement and shame twisting inside me, I opened the door and walked out to face him. 

	 

	As I stepped into the living room, I saw him sitting on the couch—frozen, mouth slightly open. My stomach dropped. The reality hit me hard, the thrill that had carried me so far suddenly vanished, replaced by the visual of my actions. His eyes stayed locked on me, unblinking, perhaps unsure of what to say.

	 

	I had expected this silence. I had even prepared myself for it, but somehow it still cut through me. The rush of thrill and excitement had clouded my mind earlier. Now I wondered—did I just fuck up? Did I push too far?

	 

	I remained still, awkward, my heart pounding in my chest. And then, I don’t even know why… I spun. Just a small spin. To show him. To show him how this slutty dress looked at his wife. Maybe I did know why—because buried beneath my fear was that little drop of excitement. I wanted to tease him, to see his reaction, to wear something that I knew would make him a little uncomfortable.

	 

	I stood there afterward, cheeks warm, my body betraying a hint of nervousness mixed with undeniable excitement. My eyes searched his face desperately, waiting for him to say something—anything.

	 

	Finally, his lips opened. “I–I thought you didn’t like that dress,” he said softly, confused.

	 

	I swallowed, forcing myself to keep calm. “I-I thought…” The words trailed off. My mind scrambled for something reasonable to say, something that explained why I was standing here dressed like this. But nothing came. No excuse sounded right, so I gave up. “I’m sorry. I’ll just go and change,” I murmured, turning quickly toward the bedroom.

	 

	His sudden movement made me stop in my tracks. He shot up from the couch, voice urgent. “Wait—you look really… gorgeous, I swear. You don’t have to change.”

	 

	My feet froze. My breath hitched, eyes lifting slightly. A shy, excited smile spread on my lips before I could stop it. “R-really?”

	 

	“On God,” he said firmly, stepping toward me. “I was just a little caught off guard since you said before you didn’t really like this one, that’s all.”

	 

	I lowered my gaze, still smiling faintly, my chest fluttering. “Y-yeah, you’re right. I jus—”

	 

	“I mean,” he cut in gently, “our tastes can change over time, and that’s okay.” His hand reached out, fingers brushing lightly against me, pulling me a little closer. “Seeing you like this… honestly makes me want to cancel going there for dinner and just have you as my dinner instead.”

	 

	I blushed hard, and I pulled back playfully, trying to hide how his words struck me. My cheeks were all red, but I forced a light laugh. “Come on, we’ll be late.”

	 

	I rushed towards the door,  pausing right at the threshold. I playfullu turned back to him. My lips turning into a teasing smile, “Let’s not be too late for dinner… or you might miss out on the special one too.” I added a playful wink before opening the door.

	 

	*Knock *Knock 

	 

	“Welcome!” Lina’s husband boomed, his voice so loud it made me wince slightly.

	 

	Before I could even step fully inside, Lina came rushing forward and pulled me into a tight hug. Her perfume washed over me as she leaned back, her eyes sweeping up and down my body.

	 

	“Oh my god, you… you look absolutely stunning! That dress, God… so hot. You’re absolutely glowing, girl!” she gushed, her words pouring out like a waterfall.

	 

	I tried to stop her, my face warming with embarrassment — not in a bad way. Still, she wouldn’t quit, her praises spilling out one after another, louder and more insistent each time. All I could do was laugh awkwardly, covering my face a little and muttering “stop it” while she kept going, leaving me flustered but secretly smiling.

	 

	We sat down, laughter starting to fill the room, when a sudden knock at the door cut through the air. I blinked and glanced toward it, then at Lina’s husband, my brows knitting in confusion.

	 

	“Was someone else coming too?”  my husband asked, tilting his head slightly.

	 

	“It’s the young guy who lives right beside you,” he said casually. “You probably already know him, don’t you?”

	 

	The words hit me like a jolt. My chest tingled sharply, my tits aching as if they were already begging for his hands, stiffening with a needy pull I couldn’t control.

	 

	No way. Him?

	 

	A wave of unease rushed through me. I straightened in my seat, hands twisting together in my lap. My thoughts tangled with each other, heat and panic mixed into a knot in my belly. Why here? Why now? Please, not with my husband beside me. He wouldn’t… he couldn’t try anything, right?

	 

	The door creaked open, and there he was. Polite smile plastered across his face, but his eyes… oh, his eyes betrayed him the moment they landed on me. He looked. And looked. Longer than was polite, longer than any married woman should ever allow.

	 

	My throat went dry, a flush spreading from my chest to my cheeks. I felt exposed, like he could see straight through the thin fabric of my dress, straight into the shameful thoughts I had tried to bury. When his lips curved into a small smile, it was as if he was confirming what I already knew. He liked what he saw.

	 

	And worse—my body liked that he did.

	 

	A shiver crept down my spine, betraying me. Stop it… stop thinking like this. Not here, not in front of him. But even as I prayed for the ground to swallow me, a traitorous thought whispered through my head: He knows exactly what I’m hiding under this dress. And he wants it.

	 

	Before my thoughts could spiral further, Lina clapped her hands, her cheerful voice snapping me out of my haze. “Sooo… let’s start the partyyy!”

	 

	 

	48. Wife's POV [Part 2]

	 

	Lina strolled over to the speaker and hit play, filling the room with music. She grabbed my hand, pulling me toward the open space. “Alright, watch closely,” she said. “Follow my lead, and don’t overthink it.” She chuckled, holding me steady, showing off our little dance to the young neighbor who was quietly standing by the wall. I laughed and let her guide me, my body moving to the rhythm, trying to keep up with her energy.

	 

	Her hand rested on my waist, firm but playful, and I could feel the slight pressure as she nudged me into each step. I noticed him, his eyes fixed on me. A flutter of nerves shot through my stomach, but I didn’t stop moving. I faced him more directly, arching my back a little longer than necessary, moving in a way that made the cut in my dress expose more of my leg.

	 

	Lina laughed suddenly, loud and carefree. “Oh, look at you, enjoying yourself now, huh?” she teased, giving my waist a firm grip. A shiver ran through me, and I nudged her lightly. “Don’t do it so suddenly,” I laughed, breathless, trying to cover how much the touch made me react.

	 

	We continued moving with the music, Lina guiding, spinning, pulling, and cheering at my 

	amazing attempts to match her. My eyes stayed locked on him, and I could feel how closely he watched. Impulsively, I slid my leg a little more, letting the slit open wider, giving him a better view.

	 

	Lina noticed immediately and let out a playful laugh, sliding her hand over my leg lightly. I didn’t back away. I kept his gaze, feeling the heat rise through my body as her hand trailed upward, teasing me more, my lips parting slightly, a moan about to escape. The music carried on, and we danced like that, playful, daring, full of teasing energy, my body fully aware of his eyes and the thrill of being watched.

	 

	“Alright, enough dancing!” Lina whispered, walking over to the speaker and shutting off the music. “Okay! Before we get back to the music,” she said, clapping her hands. “let’s play something fun.”

	 

	Something fun? My brow lifted, curiosity flickering through me. A game by Lina… well, I wasn’t making any assumptions, but every single one of her previous “innocent” games had ended with me on the edge, butterflies thrumming low and hot inside my cunt. My stomach tightened just remembering.

	 

	I forced myself to focus, trying to take the rules in, even though my body already knew what was coming. On the surface, this one seemed harmless enough. Two people, one balloon, no hands. Carry it across the room, first to finish wins. It sounded like pure fun, innocent and simple, nothing to worry about.

	 

	But of course, Lina wouldn’t leave it at that. My mind flared with both excitement and dread as I remembered how quickly an innocent setup had turned utterly… thrilling before. And I had only myself to blame, for letting her and that bastard, pull me into it. 

	 

	I couldn’t help the little smirk curling at my lips as I threw a sidelong glance at him, imagining the chaos that might unfold.

	 

	Lina started explaining, showing us exactly how it worked, and I nodded along, pretending to be serious. Then she flashed that playful smile I knew too well, the one that promised a twist, a real fun.

	 

	And there it was. The twist.

	 

	“But… we’re picking partners randomly,” she said, her grin widening. My stomach lurched. My heartbeat picked up instantly, my cunt fluttering with anticipation. The pairings would be random. That meant I could end up paired with her husband or... with him. That bastard. My pulse raced, my breath catching as a hot thrill rushed through me.

	 

	The first pair was Lina and her husband. I let out a little sigh of relief, a tiny smile tugging at my lips. At least it won't be him.

	 

	But now, there were only two options left—my husband and him. My chest nervously danced and my pulse went wild. 

	 

	Of course, I wanted my husband. I wanted him like a loyal wife should, by my side, holding the balloon with me... 

	 

	Of course I am not lying... Not at all. 

	 

	... 

	 

	Alright. Alright. 

	 

	Maybe I lied a little. 

	 

	But it's not entirely false though, I did want my husband... but only a little. On the other hand, if I get paired with him.. I couldn’t stop the image that crossed my mind. Him sitting there, forced to watch as I played this “fun” game with somebody else. Him watching me helplessly, leaning against another body, our movements intimate in their ridiculous, innocent context. 

	 

	My body reacted immediately, warm tingly waves washing over me. The thought made my breaths short, shallow. My mind flashed rapidly: him staring, forced to see me squirm and adjust, leaning close, almost touching… my cunt throbbed, wetness leaking. 

	 

	I gulped hard, trying to steady my breath, but the dirty thrill didn’t leave. It made me ache, excited and embarrassed at the same time.

	 

	I wanted to look innocent, laugh along, play the game, but the arousal kept clawing at me, twisting my thoughts into something dangerously tempting.

	 

	Even the idea of my husband being paired with me couldn’t compete with the sharp, delicious tension building inside me at the thought of him witnessing it. 

	 

	The thrill of knowing he could be forced to watch, and that I could finally taste the pent up tension, finally enjoy such an risky and exciting moment.

	 

	Lina’s eyes scanned the rest of us. “Next couple is…” She dragged it out, stretching the tension like a string being pulled tight. “Two… and…” she turned her head toward me for the briefest second, lips smiling, “…threeee.”

	 

	My hand trembled with excitement as I opened to reveal the number 2. He raised his, a smile appearing on his face. 

	 

	“That makes number one…” Lina tapped her finger against my husband’s slip, “…the referee.”

	 

	“What? No, wait,” he blurted, panic cracking his voice. “Why can’t I—”

	 

	I almost choked on my laughter, holding it in as he squirmed helplessly. Every protest, every flustered movement, made a fire coil inside me. My body reacted without permission, heat pooling low and sharp as his helplessness spread through me.

	 

	“It’s random,” Lina said smoothly, cutting him off, her voice calm and teasing all at once. “Pure luck. Don’t be such a sore sport.”

	 

	Yep. Don't be such a sore sport. 

	 

	Inside, I was smiling like a little devil. Show him his place, Lina. Show him exactly what he needs to do.

	 

	He clenched his jaw, teeth tight. “But—”

	 

	“Hey, you get the best seat in the house,” Lina said, loud and playful, eyes sparkling. “Just watch and cheer. Besides, it’s harmless.”

	 

	I felt that humiliation thrown at my husband, deep in my gut, wicked and sharp. Poor hubby. He was frozen, completely out of control, forced to watch as his wife would play this silly, intimate game with someone else. My body couldn’t help but react again, heat spreading as I imagined his racing thoughts, his helpless cries.

	 

	Yeah, now go, sit quietly, I thought. Watch every move, feel every humiliation, while your wife plays this game with someone else. 

	 

	We stood at the start, the balloon pressed awkwardly between us. I did sneak a few glances at his condition and, well, it was exactly what I expected. 

	 

	“Go!” Lina called.

	 

	Instantly, the balloon slipped. My instinct was to grab it, but before I could, his hand placed behind my lower back, the other sliding around my side. He pulled me in, pressing the balloon tight between our chests.

	 

	My stomach twisted with excitement. It was a game, after all. At least that’s what my husband would think.

	 

	We began to move. Slow steps, side by side, both our heads leaning in close. His face brushed my neck, heat spilling over my skin, making it tingle. 

	 

	Then—God—his tongue flicked lightly at my neck. I jerked slightly, not expecting it. This guy… so daring ❤. Before I could even react, he bit, very gently, just enough to jolt me.

	 

	Well, my husband couldn’t possibly see this, I told myself, so I let him. Let him mark me quietly, knowing I was letting it happen.

	 

	His hand slid lower, right to the curve of my ass. I shot him a sharp look, an eyebrow raised, telling him silently to stop. He didn’t. Instead, he squeezed, subtle but firm, like he was showing his dominance over me. 

	 

	My breath shuddered with shame, and my eyes darted toward my husband, praying he hadn’t noticed.

	 

	Thankfully, he wasn’t looking this way.

	 

	We grew more comfortable as the race went on, bodies pressed flush, moving in sync. Each step was careful, hips brushing, the balloon trapped perfectly between us. It almost felt too natural, like we weren’t playing at all. Every breath seemed to pull us closer.

	 

	When we finally reached the other side, my husband was right there, sitting quietly. His face said it all—frustration, helplessness. Poor guy. It wasn’t his fault. Just bad luck.

	 

	But God, something about standing there, pressed against another man, then looking my husband right in the eye as we dropped the balloon… something about it thrilled me more than I wanted to admit.

	 

	Each round, I made it a point to look him in the eye as the balloon dropped from between us, giving him that innocent smile. Then I turned away, following back to the start like nothing happened.

	 

	The balloon race ended with us crossing the line first. We handed him the final balloon, and heat burned under my skin—not from the applause, but from the humiliation in my husband’s eyes.

	 

	“Alright,” Lina clapped, grinning, “time for the next game. Blindfold chase.”

	 

	She quickly explained the rules. Whoever didn’t get picked in the pairings would be blindfolded and have to catch the others. Another fun game.

	 

	My husband sighed as Lina tied the cloth over his eyes, his lips pressed tight like he wanted to protest again but didn’t dare after she had already shut him down once.

	 

	Noticing a chance, he shifted closer, standing right beside me. His hand slid low, bold as ever, cupping my ass. I stiffened, eyes glued on my husband who was pulling nervously at the knot behind his head, trying to adjust to the darkness.

	 

	“You look hot,” he whispered into my ear, his breath tickling, his words wrong. His fingers tightened, squeezing my ass roughly, making my knees weaken.

	 

	Then, his voice dropped even lower, like a silent promise. 

	“I’m going to fuck this ass tonight… at any cost.”

	 

	My eyes widened, my breath catching in my throat at his boldness. A dirty rush hit my belly so hard I thought I would cum right there. 

	 

	As he said it, his hand pushed up firmly, lifting my ass upwards from the pressure. The force of it made my hips tilt forward, my body moving half a step ahead. 

	 

	I bit my lip, trying to hide the sound that almost slipped out, my eyes darting nervously toward my blindfolded husband. 

	 

	“S-shut up…” I hissed faintly, my voice shaky, as if I was trying to scold him, to remind him he couldn’t just say anything he wanted to me. But even as the words left my mouth, my body didn't really agree with me.

	 

	Instead of pulling away, I shifted closer to him, my shoulder brushing against his chest, pretending to laugh at nothing in particular so no one would notice. To anyone else, it looked like I was leaning in playfully, but actually, I was just trying to hide the gap that would reveal how his hand was still gripping me, holding me exactly where he wanted.

	 

	My lips opened in a silent gasp, my ass clearly enjoying his hand. I kept my gaze locked on my blindfolded husband, embarrassed, guilty… and yet, so incredibly turned on.

	 

	“Go!” Lina shouted.

	 

	We scattered across the room. I darted toward a corner, crouching low behind a table, trying to make myself small, trying my best to not get caught. Lina and her husband were busy distracting him, teasing and toying with him, so for a moment I thought I was safe.

	 

	That’s when I saw him. The young neighbor. He was leaning against a doorway, eyes locked on me. I tried to brush it off, but when I looked again, my stomach clenched. He was still staring, unmoving, one hand pressed hard over his crotch. The other hand… pointing into the room beside him.

	 

	My heart pounded so loudly it filled my ears. He smiled—a slow, dirty grin, and slipped inside, leaving the door open.

	 

	No way… My thighs pressed together, cunt throbbing at the memory of his promise. 

	Did he really mean it? Fuck me? Tonight? Here? My womb twitched at the thought, shame and heat flooding me.

	 

	I looked back. My husband was still caught up with Lina and her man, distracted, oblivious. My throat went dry. Trapped between risk and lust, I froze, unsure and confused. Until... he appeared again after a minute. 

	 

	This time, he was clearly annoyed. His cock was out in his hand, soft, stroking slow as his eyes bore into me. Teasing. Seducing. 

	 

	That was it.

	 

	Something inside me snapped. My body moved before I could think. I stood quietly, eyes glued to his cock, every step toward that door pulling me deeper into something I couldn’t stop. I glanced quickly, making sure no one noticed, then slipped inside after him.

	 

	He stood by the bed, silent. He didn’t need to say a word.

	 

	I dropped to my knees instantly, hunger taking over as the musky heat of his cock hit my nose. My fingers wrapped around the thick shaft, trembling, greedy, before I gave it one long lick. My brain switched off, nothing left but raw need. I shoved him deep into my mouth, wet slurps filling the room as I devoured him. I didn’t care about anything anymore. 

	 

	Just. This. Cock. 

	 

	“Slow down,” he chuckled above me. “I'm not going anywhere.”

	 

	Shame hit my cheeks. I felt embarrassed at how eagerly I had thrown myself onto him, desperate to taste more, but I couldn’t help it. My lips and tongue moved greedily, and truthfully, I loved it this way. His cock felt so perfect in my mouth, long and fat unlike...

	Anyways, such cocks are too hard to resist. 

	 

	Then he leaned down, his breath brushing my ear. “What a dirty bitch. Running straight to me like this, hungry for some young dick.”

	 

	The word bitch burned, but instead of pushing him away, I felt my arousal spike dangerously high. My belly knotted tight, and when he mentioned my husband, the shame nearly crushed me—yet it made my pussy throb even harder.

	 

	“Oh… that’s right,” he mocked, grinning down at me. “Talking about your husband is your weak point, isn’t it? You get wetter just from hearing his name.”

	 

	A broken whimper slipped from me, muffled by the thick length filling my mouth. His words hit me so hard I almost choked on him, but still not enough for me to pull back. 

	 

	“Look at me while you suck it,” he ordered.

	 

	My chest tightened. I felt the degradation coil around me, but my body obeyed. I tilted my eyes upward, locking them with his as I worked my mouth over him. The shame should have stopped me, but instead I stared at him like a slut—his slut—while he smirked down and mocked me, every thrust of my lips pushing me deeper into somewhere forbidden. 

	 

	*Creak

	 

	The door opened, and my mouth froze in place, his cock pressed all the way to the back of my throat. My husband. In thr room. He slowly walked in and stood just few feet away, facing toward us. My eyes blinked rapidly, heart hammering. I was tensed, confused, scared… and just one blindfold away from finally revealing everything I should have shown long ago.

	 

	I looked at the young neighbor, with a horrified face, and he answered with a wide, cheerful smile. He moved forward, sliding deeper into my mouth. His hand pressed against the back of my head, holding me in place as he drove into me like a madman. I tried to stay quiet, swallowing the wet noises I couldn’t stop making but... utter failure. The noises came out even louder, so loud that even a deaf person could guess what was happening. 

	 

	My eyes darted sideways toward my husband, completely still, just watching. My stomach twisted when I noticed the growing bulge in his pants. 

	 

	No way… He’s enjoying this. He’s actually enjoying watching his wife being fucked in the mouth while he stands there like a coward.

	 

	The thought made me shiver uncontrollably, my body reacting to every movement, every thrust. My knees felt weak, my thighs tingling, and my clit pulsed against nothing but the sheer humiliation. My head bounced back as his hips met mine, my pupils dilated, everything around me fading into heat and shame.

	 

	I pushed back against him hard, deepening the angle, letting my body follow his motion, unable to stop myself. And through it all, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from my husband’s bulge, knowing he could definitely see, knowing he was hard for me, and the realization only made me wetter, more desperate.

	 

	I shuddered hard, waves of heat crashing through me as I orgasmed hard at the sight of his growing bulge. My mind spun with teasing thoughts, silently directed at him.

	 

	Oh, you like this, don’t you? Watching your wife like this, mouth full with someone else's fat cock, and you just standing there like a coward. Does it turn you on that badly? Because it defintely makes my pussy clench just thinking about it, knowing your eyes are glued to me, your cock straining in your pants. Pathetic.

	 

	Just look at you, helpless, while I take this, while I moan and cum, and you can’t do a thing. You thought you’d have control, that you’d guide me, that you’d protect me—but here I am, pressed and used and dripping for someone else, and all you can do is watch. Embarrassing. Weak.

	 

	Keep Enjoying it. I know you like seeing your wife lose herself, being pulled, teased, humiliated right in front of you. Your gaze follows every move I make, every little gasp, every slick noise I make for him. And you can’t stop it. You can’t stop me. I wonder… does it feel as good for you as it does for me? Or are you just burning inside, knowing you’re too late, too small to matter right now?

	 

	I smirked inside my head, pressing a little harder with him, letting the thought of his helplessness make me wetter, making me bolder. Yeah, look at me. Watch me. Your wife, completely undone, right here, right now, and all you can do is take it.

	 

	Ahem.

	 

	I stopped for a second and for some reason, that made me anxious so I nervously pulled my head back letting the dick slip out of my mouth. 

	 

	Was that intentional? Was he asking me to finally stop? That he can't take this anymore? 

	 

	My lips were wet, my throat stinging. But before I could relax fully, his hands grabbed my head again, guiding me forcefully toward his dick. 

	 

	He smiled at me with a crazy face, wild and unapologetic, and I couldn’t help the way my body responded. I held onto his hips, steadying myself as each thrust made me rock back, moving with him, taking it in without hesitation. My hands clutched him tighter, pulling him closer, feeling his strength, his control.

	 

	Through it all, my mind drifted to him—the man who should have been the center of my attention. My husband, standing there, watching. I caught sight of him stepping back, unsure, helpless, and I smiled inside. 

	 

	Yeah, get back. You can’t do anything now. Your wife is already in this game, and it’s too late. Take your pathetic ass out of this room.

	 

	I reveled in the thought, letting it mix with the thrill and heat of the moment. Every wet sound I made, every shiver, every gasp, I let him hear, let him feel. 

	 

	And then after a brutal minute, he finally stopped, climaxing inside my mouth, emptying his balls completely and I drank all of it, like a good slut, and even in the chaos of my body and mind, I couldn’t stop thinking, how amazing it was to see him so powerless, to know I was enjoying this, and he could do nothing about it.

	 

	His thick cock finally slipped out of my mouth, leaving me dazed and trembling. My legs felt like jelly, every nerve on fire from the intensity of what had just happened. I sat still for a moment, trying to gather myself, my chest heaving as I sucked in ragged breaths.

	 

	Slowly, painfully, I straightened, swaying slightly as I regained my balance. My eyes flicked to him—my husband—still standing there, frozen in shock, bulge pathetically straining his pants and something else I couldn’t quite read. 

	 

	I gave him a small, teasing smile, letting just a hint of mischief and triumph show, before moving past him as quietly as I could.

	 

	49. Wife's POV

	 

	 

	I dragged myself straight to the bathroom, desperate for a moment alone and to fix myself in case anything looked out of place.  

	 

	I leaned over the sink, my hand instinctively going to my throat. It stung, a sore reminder of how brutally I’d been used just minutes ago. The ache in my knees felt sharp, from being on them for so long.

	 

	Only now did I realize the severity of that deadly session, as the pain in my body, which had been temporarily shut off in the heat of the moment, began to settle in. 

	 

	My hand moved toward my lower back, it felt quite stiff. The way been pushing myself forward, sucking him so forcefully. No wonder this was the result. My scalp throbbed, the roots of my hair stinging where he had held my head so forcefully... that bastard ❤. I slowly lifted a finger to my lips. I could still feel the sensations of his cock slamming in and out, a raw, burning memory that had been printed inside my mouth. My lips were still numb from getting stretched like that, almost like the nerves had been disconnevted. 

	 

	Is this... what real sex is? 

	Is this what I’ve been craving all along? 

	Why does every nerve in my body feel alive yet destroyed at the same time? 

	How can something hurt so much but make me beg for more?

	 

	I splashed some water across my face, cooling down the heat spreding all over me. 

	 

	No point in questioning it anymore. I know. My body knows, and he knows too… or maybe not? 

	 

	At first, I couldn’t help but smile at the memory. My husband standing there, silent and frozen, while I sucked the soul out of that thick cock. The image made me hornier. 

	 

	But then the questions hit me. Did he actually see me? If not, then why was he staring right at us? Why was he so still, so quiet, like he knew exactly what was happening. 

	 

	He... definitely saw something. Enough to hold him in place, enough to make him watch without moving a muscle. But why would he stay silent? Why didn’t he step in, why didn’t he say anything? How could he just let that happen to his wife? The thought hurt. It twisted inside me, leaving me more aroused and more disappointed at the same time.

	 

	How do I face him now? Do I play the part of the sweet, loyal wife, or do I sink into this new role he’s allowed me to take? That’s the torment inside me. He’s not the type of man to stay quiet if he knew it was his wife. 

	 

	But… he stayed quiet during that dance with Ray too. But this? This was beyond anything. It doesn’t add up.

	 

	As much as I wish to believe he knew, that he watched his wife being throat-fucked and still stood there like a pussy, I can’t fully convince myself. The safer answer is that he thought it was Lina. Yes… that’s what it must be. That’s what I’ll believe because that’s the only explanation. He must have thought it was Lina down there on her knees, not his own wife choking on another man’s cock.

	 

	Yes, that has to be it. Otherwise, he would have dragged me away, shout, did something—anything? 

	 

	So... What do I do??

	 

	I’ll just keep being me. The usual me. His wife. The wife who smiles, who cooks, who keeps the house, who loves him. And if...if...he ever says something, if he ever dares to admit he saw, then I’ll face it. 

	 

	Until then, I’ll leave it up to him. It’s his decision now—if he wants to act dumb, I’ll play along. If he wants to confront me, then I’ll face it. Either way, I’ll follow whatever path he chooses. That’s easier. That way, I don’t have to question or explain. I can just… slip into whichever role he wants me to be. The loving wife. Or the filthy slut.

	 

	And deep down, I knew I’d happily play both.

	 

	I opened my mouth wide in front of the mirror, tilting my head, tracing the redness at the back of my throat with my tongue. God, I must have looked so embarassingly dirty. My lips stretched, my jaw slack as I tried to imagine myself the way he saw me—his cock hitting the back of my throat, my eyes rolling, spit dripping down my chin.

	 

	My fingers curled around an invisible thickness, stroking it slowly as I lowered my mouth toward that invisible cock. I mimicked the way I had taken him, the way I had sucked like a starved whore. The mirror didn’t lie. Staring back at me was a bitch who hadn’t just endured it—she had enjoyed every second.

	 

	I smiled at my embarassing reflection, clearly satisfied with the way I looked. 

	 

	“That cock…” I whispered to myself, my voice shaky, breath hitching, “I... I want more ❤.”

	 

	I stepped out after quickly tidying myself, trying to pull my hair into some semblance of neatness, straightening my dress enough to feel normal. My heart skipped when I saw my husband still blindfolded, completely at Lina and her husband’s mercy, being toyed with as part of the game.

	 

	The young neighbor was calmly standing near the corner. My face blushed at the sight of him. I averted my gaze quickly, biting my lip, and moved quietly to join in the game, trying to act normal. 

	 

	Eventually, my husband let out a frustrated sigh, raising his hands and decided to give up. The blindfold started coming off. My chest tightened, heart hammering. What is he going to say? How is he going to react? My mind spun with every possible response, but when his eyes finally met mine… nothing. No sign of surprise, anger, or even acknowledgment.

	 

	Could he...  really be staying quiet on purpose? Choosing not to make a scene? My eyes stayed glued to him, scanning every subtle movement, every flicker of emotion. But instead of looking at me, his gaze was strangely fixed on Lina and her husband, watching them with an intensity I couldn’t read.

	 

	And then... it clicked. He probably thought... it was them. Not me.

	 

	I chuckled quietly inside my head. Of course. How could he even think that was me? I’m his sweet, innocent wife after all. The thought brought a rush of relief, a pressure lifting off my chest. At the same time, there was a small pang of disappointment that he didn’t even consider it could be me.

	 

	We all moved to the table for dinner. Lina slid in beside me, her usual mischievous grin in place, while my husband took his seat at the opposite side, blindfold now removed, still watching the room carefully. The young neighbor sat right across me, his eyes occasionally flicking my way.

	 

	Lina’s chatter followed, her voice filling the room, and I definitely wasn’t in the mood to join in. My throat wasn’t hurting too badly, just a little uncomfortable, so I decided to stay quiet. Not that it mattered—if there had been his cock on the dinner table, I might have considered participating.

	 

	Anyways, I kept sneaking silent glances at my husband. He seemed normal, calm though his eyes held that distant look, like he was replaying what he had seen. I wanted to shout out loud, to let him know. That woman, that girl he thought he saw, that was me. Look here. But I pushed the thought aside. I’d leave it up to him to figure it out.

	 

	“Hmm… are you okay? You’re so quiet,” Lina asked, tilting her head, “And you’re not eating much,” eyes narrowing slightly in concern.

	 

	I gave a half smile and replied. “Oh, it’s nothing. Just a little throat pain, that’s all.”

	 

	I know. I shouldn’t have been so direct with my answer, but I did it on purpose—a tiny, silent clue for my clueless husband. A little push, meant to direct him towards the absolute truth. 

	 

	He stayed quiet, his expression unreadable for a few seconds, then it softened into concern. I assured him, “It’s just… from the cold.” He nodded, still completely uunsuspecting, swallowing my stupid lie without a second thought.

	 

	The dinner continued. Lina’s husband started in with his stories, laughing and gesturing, while my mind quietly wandered elsewhere. Bits and pieces of earlier fun kept nudging at me, pulling my thoughts toward the memory of what had just happened.

	 

	Bits and pieces of our earlier fun kept nudging at me, pulling my thoughts back to what had just happened. I glanced at him, focused on his food as if he’d been on me only minutes ago. The craving hit me again, that cock like a drug I couldn’t resist.

	 

	 

	49. Wife's POV [Part 2]

	 

	 

	It wasn’t me but my throbbing cunt that moved my leg, careful and slow, until it brushed against his. Of course, I am not talking about my husband... but that fucker’s. 

	 

	It was embarrassing, it was shameful, but I couldn’t give a shit. The urge for a little fun hit me so hard I couldn’t fight back. 

	 

	I found his leg and began circling over his foot with my toe, making sure he felt every ounce of my desperation. My mind was focused to the movement under the table while my eyes stayed fixed on the plate in front of me. 

	 

	He moved his leg forward, a little shift that told me he had acknowledged my efforts. No... not just acknowledged, but... also enjoyed. 

	 

	That tiny nudge was all the permission I needed, it was his way of saying, keep going, bitch. And inside my head, I nodded obediently, like a worthless pet, happy just to have my efforts noticed.

	 

	I even thanked him for moving his leg forward when he absolutely didn’t need to make it easier for me. 

	 

	How considerate of him ❤. 

	 

	Inch by inch, I started my way upward, crawling slowly toward my favorite meal, the one I was craving more than anything.

	 

	And knowing he was enjoying it gave me a twisted sense of achievement. Bet he wanted to fuck me right here on the table, in front of everyone. 

	 

	... Too bad… he can’t. Though, I wish he actually tried. Noone could have stopped us. 

	I repeat— NOONE. 

	 

	All he has to do is just say a single word and 

	given how deeply aroused I was, I would lay myself on this very table, legs spread wide, hands stretching my cunt open, begging for that cock. 

	 

	And then... I would look straight into my dear husband’s soul, seeing the confusion, the shame, the helpless torment in his eyes as he tries to make sense of what was happening. And by the time he realized the truth, he would not find his wife. He would find a woman letting out submissive cries as she gets pounded without mercy. 

	 

	A-Anyways, that's  just... a fleeting fantasy, just my mind running wild... too wild, I guess. 

	 

	Now, getting back to the current situation, where I press my foot lustily over his cock. The night was ending, and this was the most I could do for him, a silent thank you for giving me a night to remember, and that too right infront of my husband, and hopefully... many more to come in the future.

	 

	I pressed again and again over his cock, teasing myself with the hardness beneath the cloth. But soon, it started to feel off. There was a noticeable difference in the size. No… maybe I was imagining it, maybe the clothes were making me misunderstand. Still, I needed to be sure.

	 

	Without grabbing hard, I let my toes curl around it, my finger and toe tracing the outline carefully. My heart pounding louder with every drag. That shape… I knew it too well. Recognition hit me like lightning, and the sudden shift of his leg confirmed my suspicion. 

	 

	My husband. 

	 

	Shit.

	 

	I froze, my eyes snapping at him, only to find him staring back at me, clearly aroused, his face carrying that unmistakable look of satisfaction. 

	 

	And in that instant, it hit me. All this embarrassing effort under the table, every teasing rub and dirty touch, had been for him. Of course, a decent wife should have felt happy about that. But not me. I wasn’t decent anymore. It hadn’t been meant for him, it was for him. For the one I wanted. 

	 

	Fuck, no.

	 

	A wave of irritation twisted in my chest, a sharp edge cutting into the haze of arousal. Why did he have to look so damn satisfied, like I had just given him a gift? He didn’t deserve that. Not me like this. Not this dirty side of mine. 

	 

	I forced a smile, broken and weak, and pulled my leg back quickly, retreating after just making a fool out of myself.

	 

	The dinner continued, and I could feel his eyes on me again and again. He was sneaking glances as to assure me he liked what I’d done. To me, though, it felt like he was making fun of me, so I just embarrassedly averted my gaze.

	 

	By the time plates were cleared, I was dying to leave. But before we could, Lina’s husband  invited my husband and the young neighbor for drinks. Lina, with her ever-mischievous smile, leaned into me and dragged me to a room. “Come on, no point in us watching them down glass after glass. Let them have their fun.”

	 

	She sat on the bed, crossing her legs neatly. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Enjoying yourself?”

	 

	I gave her a polite smile, keeping my voice smooth. “Of course.”

	 

	She laughed softly, leaning back. “I mean, I can see it all over your face, you are having a blast, don't you? 

	 

	Something about the way she said, made me little nervous. “O-Oh, is it that visible? I mean… all the games and dinner, they were fantastic.”

	 

	Lina tilted her head, smirking, then got up and walked toward a drawer. “You mentioned your throat was hurting, right?” She started rummaging through a bag of medicine.

	 

	I raised my hand lightly. “Oh, don’t worry about it, I can manage.”

	 

	She let out a soft laugh, her eyes glinting. “Well, I wouldn't be so sure about that…” Pulling out a small packet, she stretched her arm toward me, voice low. “You should take it. Otherwise, you might not be able to enjoy yourselves later~”

	 

	My eyes narrowed a little at her words. “What do you me—”

	 

	But before I could finish, she pressed it into my hand, cutting me off with a knowing smile. “You’ll thank me later.” With that, she lay back on the bed, folding her arms under her head, as if the conversation was already over.

	 

	I stared at the medicine, her words weirdly buzzing in my head. Throat medicine? Ok, it will help my throat… Thank her later? Couldn’t enjoy myself? I looked at her, then at the packet again, realization dawning on me. She was probably hinting for the time I might have with my husband later. If my throat was sore, I wouldn’t be able to enjoy it properly. That makes sense. 

	 

	My throat clenched as another thought crept in. If my throat gets better… and if I could get another chance... I could comfortably choke on that cock again… 

	 

	I tore the packet open, grabbed the bottle, and swallowed the medicine in one go. I sat back down beside Lina, giving her a small smile. “Thank you….”

	 

	She cracked one eye open, lips curling in that sly smile of hers. “Don’t mention it.”

	 

	We drifted into small talk, my nerves slowly settling as we chatted. But then, a sudden knock at the door pulled our attention. Lina jumped up, smoothing her dress as she went to open it.

	 

	The moment the door cracked, her husband stumbled inside, clearly drunk. Without hesitation, he pulled her close, one hand clamping down hard on her ass. Lina gasped but melted into him instantly, their mouth all over each other as his grip kneaded her roughly.

	 

	The sight only made my body heat up, a dirty throb stirring low in my belly. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t stop watching as his tongue pushed into her, his fingers digging into her ass. 

	 

	And then, in the middle of it, Lina glanced back at me, her lips still pressed to his. Her eyes locked on mine, and she pulled away just enough to murmur with a teasing smile, “Enjoy yourself.”

	 

	With that, they stumbled off toward their bedroom, still clutching each other. 

	 

	The second they disappeared, I realized I wasn’t alone. Someone else was standing there in the doorway.

	 

	The second I realized who he was, an invisible punch landed straight to my womb, a deep, aching throb that stole the breath from my lungs. My stomach light with butterflies, my breath came out ragged, and a hot shiver raced down my spine, like my body realized... It's finally about to happen. 

	 

	I crossed my legs, useless against the wet heat that flooded me, and my lips curled into a smile on their own. I could almost feel it, the weight of him inside me, the brutal rhythm of being pounded like the whore I was quickly becoming. 

	 

	My heart pounded louder and louder with every step he took closer, every nerves of my body on fire. I shut my eyes, bracing myself for what was about to come.

	 

	It was him. And soon... Inside me. 

	 

	The first thing I felt was his grip on my neck, firm and tight, almost made me cough. My eyes fluttered open just as his body loomed over mine, his weight pressing down, his presence swallowing me whole. Both of my arms were pinned easily by just one of his hands, leaving me at his mercy. His glare dug into me, sharp and intense, and I couldn’t meet it—I tilted my head to the side in shame, cheeks burning, silently giving him permission to do whatever he wanted.

	 

	‘Your husband…’ he muttered. The words sliced through the haze clouding my head, and my face twisted instantly with panic. 

	Husband. No. I had completely forgotten. He could walk in at any second. My stomach dropped, and I stared wide-eyed, the thought of being caught... like this. 

	 

	But then he leaned even closer, his lips brushing my ear, and finished the sentence, ‘…is sleeping peacefully.’

	 

	The breath I had been holding spilled out in shaky relief, my chest heaving like I had just escaped something fatal.

	 

	He pressed his ear against my chest, listening to my tensed heartbeat, and laughed, “Almost pissed yourself, didn’t you?”

	 

	Embarrassment flooded my face, and I could only blush, unable to deny how right he was. I felt so weak, so exposed, yet so hopelessly turned on by the way he saw through me.

	 

	His face inched upward, slow and smooth, until his lips found mine. The kiss hit me like fire, hungry, unrelenting, and I caved almost instantly. My mouth opened, tongue desperate, clinging to his heat. The sharp scent of alcohol filled me, something I had always hated, but now—now I was starting to love it, because it was dirty, intoxicating, and It made me weirdly relax.

	 

	His grip on my neck only tightened as we kissed, and to my own shame I found myself liking it. The roughness, the control, it only made me hornier. Then he pulled back, his eyes dark, and suddenly grabbed the front of my dress by my tits, pulling me upward. His grip dug into my flesh and the pressure made me squirm in pain, but I didn’t resist—I let him move me like he wanted.

	 

	He started undressing me with his rough hands, pulling at the fabric however he could. I instinctively tried to help, but a sharp pinch to my nipple froze me in place. ‘Stay put,’ he hissed, and I did. Like an obedient pet. 

	 

	Piece by piece, he stripped me bare. The dress hit the floor, then my bra, and finally my panties. I stood naked in front of him, trembling, embarrassed, but unable to hide the way my body was enjoying the humiliation. His eyes devoured me, savoring every inch as if he’d waited for this moment.

	 

	He circled behind me, the heat of his gaze burning into my skin, and then—

	 

	*Smack. 

	 

	His hand smacked across my ass, the sting making me cry out in pain. My knees buckled, but I stayed upright, cheeks warm with shame.

	 

	‘Remember the day you asked me for help?’ his voice slid into my ear, cruel and mocking. ‘Did you ever think you’d end up here, standing naked in front of me, all at your own will?’

	 

	The words cut deep, hurtful, but my body responded with arousal. My cunt throbbed, wetness spilling down my thighs, plain for him to see. The more he degraded me, the more it excited me, and that sick truth made my stomach twist with both disgust and hunger. 

	 

	I stood there completely naked, my body still burning from his spank. When suddenly the door creaked open. My breath completely knocked out of my lungs as my eyes registered the person who barged in, stumbling, clearly drunk. My husband. His eyes scanned the room, but they were glassy and unfocused, too hazy to even register what he was looking at. My heart nearly stopped, but then I realized. He was too far drunk to notice.

	 

	He swayed in the doorway, mumbling, his words slurred. ‘Is this… the toilet?’ His body leaned dangerously to one side as if he would topple at any moment.

	 

	The young neighbor stepped forward smoothly, answering for me. ‘No, this isn’t the toilet. Let me help you.’ His voice calm, while mine trembled inside me. He looked straight at me, and then with the smallest flick of his eyes, gestured—you take care of it. 

	 

	I froze for a second, nerves rattling me to the bone. But then it hit me. The weight of what was happening. This wasn’t just humiliation. This was the kind of situation I desired. My innocent husband, too drunk to even realize, asking his own wife for help… while she stood there naked, not for him, but for someone else. The filth of it, this mess of a situation was intoxicating.

	 

	My legs felt weak, but I obeyed. My cunt was leaking like a broken tap, shame dripping with every step as I walked toward him. My body trembling, yet burning with need. I glanced down at my wet thighs and couldn’t stop myself from spreading my own mess across my face with trembling fingers, painting myself with my filth. The taste, the smell, only deepened the madness swirling inside me.

	 

	I reached out and grabbed his hand, his warm, clumsy fingers slipping into mine. 

	 

	“Thank you,” he mumbled immediately, his voice soft and grateful. “Thank you so much…” He leaned heavily against me, trusting me completely. 

	 

	A dirty smile stretchef at my lips as I whispered back, “Don’t mention it. I’m your wife, after all. 

	 

	My face was so close to his that I could feel his breath, heavy with alcohol. I pressed his palm to my cheek, smearing my wet mess across my face, letting him feel the dirt of his own wife. Watch this, I screamed silently in my head, biting back a grin that wanted to spread across my face. Watch what your sweet wife is doing. 

	 

	I bent forward, and pathetically stuck out my ass toward the young neighbor, my cunt dripping, shining in the dim light. My husband’s hand still in mine, I whispered under my breath, words only for him though I knew he was too drunk to even hear.

	 

	“Come on,” I muttered, humiliation burning hotter with every word. “Do something. Stop me. Say anything, damn it.”

	 

	But he just stared blankly, swaying on his feet, clueless. And that made it even worse. Even dirtier. I was humiliating him and humiliating myself all at once. 

	 

	I bent deeper, practically shoving my soaked hole into view, my voice shaking with need as I whispered again, louder this time, “This is your chance. Your wife’s bent over right here. Stop me if you can…”

	 

	Still, no reaction, except that dumb stare.

	 

	I guided him towards the toilet door and before leaving him. I brought my hand down with a sharp 

	 

	*Slap 

	 

	Letting the sound echo through the hall. My husband blinked at me, confusion and drunkenness mingling on his face. 

	 

	Leaning close to his ear, my voice dropped to a barely audible whisper, trembling with mix of lust and humiliation. 

	 

	"This… this is going to belong to him… if you don’t do anything," I murmured, smacking my ass again, savoring the sting. "I’m giving you a chance, right now. But you won’t take it, will you? You never do. He’s going to own it… own all of me… and you’ll just let it happen, won't you?"

	 

	I felt his fingers twitch weakly in mine, pitiful, unknowing, and it made me smile. 

	 

	I offered him a chance and he... failed. 

	 

	I shut the door for his dumb drunken ass, with a a small, wicked smile on my face. It wasn’t just the toilet door I closed—it felt like I also closed the last door between me and the dark tunnel I had no intention of turning back from. Any hope of retreat was gone, and a shiver of excitement ran through me as I realized exactly what I needed to do. 

	 

	I rushed forward, my heart pounding in my chest. He was already there, waiting near the door, his presence dangerous. Before I could react, he shut the door with a heavy thud and grabbed me by the neck, slamming me gently but firmly against it.

	 

	The weight of him against me, the tension in his grip, made my cry in ecstasy. His other hand moved to stroke his cock, while he kept me pinned with the other. 

	 

	He lifted one of my legs, his glare intense, quite predatory, and asked, “Are you ready?”

	 

	I didn’t speak. I just nodded desperately, my chest heaving, my pulse screaming my answer before my lips could form it. 

	 

	Finally ❤

	 

	He rubbed himself over my wet cunt, the thick pressure making me tremble all over. My body quivered under him, pulsing and aching.

	 

	“Don’t worry,” he whispered low, his breath hot against my ear, “I’ll go easy at first.”

	 

	I nodded, my chest tight, eyes fixed on door as my body tingled with anticipation.

	 

	Slowly, he pressed the tip of his cock against my entrance, and I felt my walls stretching, my both legs curling at the pressure. 

	 

	“F-Fuck…” I moaned aloud, my voice cracking. 

	 

	He didn’t stop. Once it had entered a little, he shoved it all in at once, a sudden, fast motion that snatched the air out of my lungs. 

	 

	“Sorry, I lied,” he whispered again in my ear. 

	 

	My tongue lolled out from the impact, eyes half-closed. I felt it hit too deep, kissing my womb. The sensation of finally taking such a thick, long cock drove me over the edge, and I came... hard, hot, trembling all over his thing. 

	 

	“We are not done yet,” he growled, a dangerous edge in his voice that made my knees weak even as I steadied myself.

	 

	The moment he moved, the fucking began in earnest. Obscene, wet sounds filled the room—the sharp wet smacks of my ass against his cock, the lewd squelches of my cunt taking him fully. My body trembled under the force, and I tried desperately to hold back my moans, biting my lip and pressing my face to the door. 

	 

	“What a fucking view,” he spat, his voice thick with lust. “This fucking ass… I will destroy it.”

	 

	Each thrust slammed into me harder, and I trembled, my back arching instinctively. My hands gripped the edge of the door, knuckles tight, as he pulled me close with each brutal shove, showing no mercy.

	 

	“You like this, don’t you?” he taunted, leaning close so his hot breath brushed my ear. “You love being used like this, don’t you?”

	 

	I whimpered, my cunt responded by clenching around him involuntarily, betraying every craving I had. My body pressed back into him even as my mind screamed in shame, a delicious humiliation that made my arousal spike higher.

	 

	“Look at this,” he growled, gripping my ass tight, slamming into me again. “All mine, just for me to use. You belong to me, bitch.”

	 

	The rhythm became punishing, the smacks of flesh echoing with my muffled cries. I tried to keep quiet, but my body wouldn’t obey, every thrust pushing me closer to another peak.

	 

	“You hear that?” he hissed, his teeth grazing my shoulder. “That’s your cunt, crying for me. What a fucking whore.”

	 

	My legs quaked, my arms trembling as the force of his hips drove me deeper into submission. The room was filled with our heavy, wet sounds—the slap of his cock, my cunt, my ass, my gasps, my whispered apologies that meant nothing.

	 

	With each violent thrust, he pressed his dominance into me, reveling in the way I squirmed, the way my body betrayed my shame, the way I moaned under his control. My cheeks burned, my womb ached with pleasure, and still, I could feel the raw, humiliating power of being completely his.

	 

	 

	The stretch of my pussy, every inch of him splitting me apart, filling me so deep it was almost unbearable. My lifted leg dropped suddenly, and before I could balance myself, his hand slapped against my ass.

	 

	The sharp sting hurt so bad, but it also felt weirdly good, my ass jiggled under his every hurtful slaps.

	 

	“Look at this fucking bounce,” he growled, slapping me again. My body shook, the flesh of my ass quivering with every brutal smack. Again and again he spanked me, harder each time, and I couldn’t hold back anymore—loud, shameless moans tore out of my throat.

	 

	“Ahhh—ahhhh fuckkk!”

	 

	The pain mixed with pleasure, burning through me until I was choking on air, gasping raggedly. Then he pulled my hair back, forcing my body to arch against him. My tits jutted forward, my back curved as his cock drove deeper and deeper inside me.

	 

	I could hear the wet slap of our mating bodies, the dirty sound of my cunt being destroyed, and the sting of his hand as it landed on my fat ass over and over. My own voice joined the symphony, broken, loud, crying out with every thrust.

	 

	“Mo… re… li..ke t..his,” I said, as I neared another orgasm. 

	 

	“F-fuckkk—I'm…!” I screamed, legs shaking violently against him. My pussy clenched hard, squeezing him, leaking all over his shaft. 

	 

	But he didn’t give me a chance to calm my body down, after that crazy orgasm. He kept going. Brutal, unrelenting, forcing me to take it all. My moans broke into weak cries

	 

	“Ohhh godddd—ahhhh… fuckkk… yesss… I… am!”

	 

	My knees buckled again, my legs trembling so hard I thought I’d collapse. Another orgasm ripped through me, hot and warm, juices spilling down my thighs and covering his cock. My voice cracked, hoarse from screaming, begging him through the haze.

	 

	“Don’t stop… don’t stop… oh god, don’t stop!”

	 

	And he didn't, he kept fucking, my body nothing more than a thing for him to use. 

	 

	Suddenly, he pulled out, and before I could even whimper at the emptiness, he shoved me down hard. My knees hit the floor, my palms catching me as my body quivered. My mouth opened instantly, wide and eager, my tongue already hanging out like a bitch who already knew what she needs to do. 

	 

	His cock slapped wet across my cheek, sticky with my own mess, then smeared over my lips. I gasped, breathless, desperate, before stretching my mouth to take him in.

	 

	“Ughhh…” the sound escaped muffled as the swollen head pushed past my lips, stretching my mouth painfully wide. My throat burned instantly, but I didn’t care.

	 

	“Mhhhhhggghhh—mmmhhh!” I gagged, choking as his cock drove deeper, but I still held him, lips sealed, drool pouring down my chin. The second his cock filled my throat, I came, right there on my knees, a shudder ripping through me as I moaned around him.

	 

	“Uggghhhmmm—mhhhh—ohhhh fuckkkk!”

	 

	My cries were broken, swallowed by his shaft as he fucked my face. My tits bounced with each thrust, my drool and spit dripping messily down onto my bare tits. 

	 

	“Glkkk-glkkk—ahhhhh-mhhhhh—fuckkkk.”

	 

	He laughed low, yanking my hair as he drove in harder. “I thought your throat hurt… after that brutal fuck earlier today… right in front of your husband.”

	 

	It did hurt, but thanks to a certain someone, the messiah who had come to my aid just in time, the pain was nonexistent. My mind buzzed with grateful prayers,  thank you Lina, thank you for that medicine, for letting me take this cock deeper, for letting me enjoy this, without holding back.

	 

	I whimpered at the thought, humiliated, but my throat worked harder, sucking, slurping, like I’d been starved and this was the only meal I wanted. I took him to the base, gagging, sputtering, tears smearing down my cheeks, but I didn’t stop.

	 

	His thrusts grew rougher, messier, spit flying everywhere as my throat clenched around him. My body shook, drool and tears streaking my face. Then his grip tightened on my hair, both hands clamping my head still as he growled down at me and my body instinctively knew... It was coming. 

	 

	“Here’s what you were waiting for.”

	 

	His cock twitched, thick, and then it burst—hot, violent spurts shooting inside my mouth. I couldn't even moan, it started leaking out the corners of my lips before I shut my mouth down and gulped it greedily, swallowing every drop, throat bobbing as I forced it all down.

	 

	He pulled back, cum still smearing on my lips, and gave me a light smack across my cheek. My cunt throbbed at the sound.

	 

	“Well done,” he praised, smug, his voice cutting through me.

	 

	I smiled, broken and satisfied, licking my lips, dragging my tongue across my chin to catch every drop of his cum, wiping it with my fingers before sucking them clean. My eyes flicked up to him, glassy, thankful, proud of being ruined.
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	He groaned under his breath, collapsing onto the bed with a satisfied grin. “I swear… that cunt of yours goes right on the top. Out of all the ones I’ve had, yours takes it.”

	 

	His words hurt, like a slap on the cheek, yet at the same time it felt nice, like a pat on the back.

	 

	Top? He... He said Top. My cunt... is on top. My mind kept repeating it over and over. Top. Out of all the women he’d fucked, out of all the bodies he’d used, he liked mine best? My eyes drifted down to my swollen, used cunt, still shining from the sweat and wetness. A proud warmth spread inside me, triumph swelling where there should have been disgust. I’m at the top… I’m the best.

	 

	He smirked, tilting his head toward me. “Now, we’re officially fuckbuddies.”

	 

	I blushed, my heart stuttering. F-fuckbuddies? The word was so wrong, so dirty, yet... it made me shake with excitement. We are… fuckbuddies. I am his fuckbuddy. Fu-ck-bu-dd-ies.

	 

	It felt so indecent just to hear it, let alone to have it said to my face. I kept my head down, eyes fixed on the floor, too embarrassed to lift them—because I didn’t want him to see the pathetic smile forming at my lips, the way I was blushing and enjoying every word from his mouth.

	 

	“So you better take your fat ass to my dick whenever I call you.”

	 

	My head moved in a quick nod, my body responding to him in a flash, my eyes still locked on the floor. Whenever he calls… The words rang in my ears like a command etched into me. I am his fuckbuddy now—that meant whenever he wanted me, I had to go. My pussy involuntarily clenched at the thought. He’ll call me… and I’ll come running.

	 

	“Bitch, he shouted suddenly, voice loud. “Reply when I say anything.”

	 

	I flinched, panic rushing through me. “O-Ok!” The words tumbled out instantly, weak and apologetic.

	 

	His grin spread slowly, satisfied, like he had just broken me a little further. He leaned back, eyes raking over me. “That’s right. You’re built for this. Made for fucking by fat cocks.” He gave his cock a little wiggle. “Every inch of you screams cockslut, and I’m sure you know it by now, don’t you?”

	 

	Cockslut? The words stabbed through me, cruel but... true. I am… he’s right. I am made for fucking by cocks like his. My throat tightened as the confession slipped out. “Y-Yes…”

	 

	My face burned hotter the moment I said it, shame flooding me, but my nipples tightened under his stare. I hated how much his cruelty lit me on fire inside. Made for fucking… The thought buzzed in my head, arousal peaking again.

	 

	“Ah, look at me,” he muttered suddenly, reaching into the drawer beside the bed. I watched, confused, as he dug through clutter with a focused look. His hand stilled, and his lips curved up. “Perfect.”

	 

	My heart thudded, unease rising. When he turned back, a black marker was in his hand, cap already off.

	 

	He walked towards me with a smile, crouching down in front of me, eyes locking onto mine. “You need to have my number.”

	 

	I froze, eyes wide, brows furrowed, my lips slightly opened. I tilted my head slightly, unsure if I should speak or move, staring at the marker in his hand and then back at his face. What… is he doing? My stomach fluttered with a strange tension, and my hands itched to grip my bare thighs.

	 

	“Don’t move,” he ordered.

	 

	The cold tip of the marker pressed hard against my tits. I gasped as he dragged it across my skin, bold black digits scrawled over my tits like I was nothing but a page for him to write on.  He didn’t ask, didn’t care what I thought. He just used me, treating me like his property, like my body existed only for him to do as he sees fit.

	 

	And... can you look at this, this reaction of my body. How fucking... disgraceful. 

	Why? Why is my cunt leaking? Why is my body burning with need? Why do I enjoy being humiliated like this? Why does my body respond this way? Is this really me? What has happened to my self-respect? 

	Since when?

	 

	My body reacting just like it always had been to every humiliation at his hands. My pussy throbs and drips, a clear response to his degrading actions.

	 

	He finished the last number, then pressed the tip against my nipple, circling it slowly. A whimper ripped from my throat. My chest heaved, nipples straining against his teasing touch.

	 

	He leaned back, smirking cruelly, eyes dark with amusement. “Look at this. My favorite masterpiece. This pussy, these tits. It all belongs to me now. Your husband may think it’s his,” he murmured as he leaned closer, his hand gripping the back of my neck. “But he’s only borrowing what already belongs to me.

	 

	My breath shuddered, his words digging deeper than the ink ever could. A ragged moan escaped through my shut mouth. Every word, every touch had me drowning in pride, knowing how far I had fallen.

	 

	“Make sure to remember this number,” he muttered, tapping the fat digits smeared across my tits with his finger. “Tomorrow, you’re gonna drop me a message first thing. That’s the first thing you do. Alright?”

	 

	I swallowed, cheeks blushing as I nodded. My eyes slipped down, as I stared at the ink sprawled across my chest.

	 

	He chuckled again, leaning closer until his breath tickled my ear. “Though I do feel kinda bad for your husband. Poor guy... but what can he do, huh? If his woman’s this much of a slut?”

	 

	My lips quivered, as I helplessly agreed with his every word.

	 

	“Don’t go shy on me now, not after all we did together” he growled, tilting my face up until his eyes pinned me in place. “Tell me... can you even compare him with me?”

	 

	I trembled pathetically at his cruel words, each one cutting into my husband and me.

	 

	*Slap

	 

	His hand came down sharp across my tits, the sting spreading through me. “Open your mouth, Bitch. Say it.”

	 

	“I… I can’t…” My words cracked, shame clinging to each syllable.

	 

	Another slap to my tits, harder, nipples throbbing. “Say it!”

	 

	... I...

	 

	*Slap

	 

	Tears blurred my eyes as the words slipped out in a broken gasp. “H-he… he’s nothing…”

	 

	“That’s better.” His smirk widened as his cock pressed against my thigh. “Again. Louder.”

	 

	“H-He’s nothing,” I whimpered, guilt twisting in my chest even as my pussy agreed with arousal.

	 

	“And you?” His voice dropped cruelly “What are you?”

	 

	“I… I’m…” My voice faltered.

	 

	The sting of his palm snapped against my tits again, harder.

	 

	“I’m… I’m your bitch,” I cried out, the words spilling raw and submissive.

	 

	His laugh was mocking, vibrating against my skin as his hand tightened on my neck. “Damn right you are. Say it louder. Let it sink into that dirty brain of yours.”

	 

	“I–I’m your bitch,” I repeated, voice shaking, shame clawing at me even as I dripped, soaking the inside of my thighs.

	 

	He slapped my tits hard. “Pathetic. Louder. With some pride. You like being mine, don’t you?”

	 

	My face burned, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. “Y-Yes… I like being yours… I like being your bitch.”

	 

	He leaned close, his lips brushing my ear, hot and cruel. “And your husband? That poor idiot? Tell me what he gets.”

	 

	My chest heaved, my throat closing in refusal, but another sharp slap across my tits ripped the words out of me. “H-he gets… nothing.”

	 

	His grin widened, cruel satisfaction glinting in his eyes. Now, tell me what he is.”

	 

	My throat locked up, shame squeezing tighter than any hand.

	 

	SMACK. His palm crashed against my tits again, the sting tearing a cry out of me.

	 

	“Say it,” he shouted.

	 

	Tears burned my eyes as the words stuck in my throat. “H-he’s… my husband’s… useless.”

	 

	“That’s right,” he growled, squeezing my chin until it hurt. “Again. Louder.”

	 

	“My husband’s useless!” I cried, my voice cracking as humiliation seared through me. My cunt throbbed traitorously at the same time.

	 

	He laughed, deep and mocking. “He can’t fuck you, can he? Tell me who really fucks you right.”

	 

	I whimpered, twisting under his grip. “Y-you do…”

	 

	Another slap to my tits made me gasp, nipples stiff with pain and pleasure.

	 

	“Not good enough,” he snarled. “Say it right. Your husband can’t fuck you. Only I can.”

	 

	My whole body trembled as I forced the words out, broken and ashamed. “M-my husband can’t fuck me… only you can…”

	 

	His smirk spread wide, satisfied. And a happy sob broke out of me, and underneath it, my body pulsed in greedy agreement.

	 

	“Now get the fuck out of here, quick,” he barked,  “Your husband could come out any moment.”

	 

	I scrambled to my feet, knees weak, tumbling forward slightly and leaning on him for support. My lower body felt completely numb, tingling in a way that made it hard to even think.

	 

	He chuckled low, brushing a hand along my arm. “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.”

	 

	I fumbled with my clothes, hastily tugging them back on, and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The big digits scrawled across my tits glared back at me, bold and humiliating. My face flamed, cheeks hot as I swallowed my shame.

	 

	With my hands pressed lightly against my chest, I headed out, trying to move as normally as possible. I sank onto the sofa in the living room, heart racing, waiting for my husband to appear. My mind felt foggy, body still pulsing with the shame and pleasure of what had just happened.

	 

	Minutes passed. He still wasn't out. Perhaps his stomach was hurting a lot. I lay on the sofa with my head turned towards the hallway, waiting for him to walk in.

	 

	My entire body felt tired and heavy. I could feel my eyes shutting again and again, and I snapped them back open. It needed rest. And I couldn't fight it any longer. So that's it, I finally gave in to that strong pull of sleep.
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	“Hm…”

	 

	“Hmm?”

	 

	My eyes opened hazily to a voice ringing in my ear, and I saw a shadow looming right in front of me.

	 

	“GET UP,” the voice, sharp and loud.

	 

	I blinked slowly. “Hmm? What?”

	 

	“Your husband… he was found unconscious in the toilet.”

	 

	It took me a moment to process her words. My husband? What?

	 

	“Yes,” she repeated firmly. “He was found unconscious.”

	 

	“Uncons…? What does th—what?” Panic surged through me, crashing my chest. “Wh-what do you mean?”

	 

	“You heard me,” Lina replied. “He was found unconscious. They’ve taken him to a doctor.”

	 

	“How…” I stammered, scrambling to my feet. “Wh-where did they go?”

	 

	“I will message you the location,” she said, pulling out her phone. “Don’t worry. He’s okay. Take your time and get dressed properly before heading there.”

	 

	I glanced down at myself, suddenly self-conscious. “Ah… you’re right. Thank you, Lina.”

	 

	I hurried home, changing my dress as fast as I could, heart thudding in my chest, praying he was okay. Once dressed, I quickly dashed toward the location, fear and worry gnawing at me with every step.

	 

	As I rushed down the street, my mind raced faster than my feet. Please… please let him be okay. Please… The image of him lying unconscious kept flashing in my mind, making my chest ache and my stomach twist with anxiety. 

	 

	It can’t be that serious. He has to be fine… right? I tried to tell myself that, but doubt scratched at every thought. Every step felt heavier, my pulse pounding not just from running but from fear.

	 

	I imagined him, pale and still, and my heart tightened so sharply it was like a knife piercing inside me. No… it has to be okay. Just a scare… just a fainting spell or something. Nothing serious. 

	 

	The world blurred around me as I ran, every street, every passerby fading into the background. All that mattered was him—he had to be fine. My hands curled into fists at my sides, and still the worry pressed down on me like a weight I couldn’t shake. 

	 

	I came across a small clinic, sweat of worries dripping down my chin, every step heavier than the last. Panic clawed at me with every heartbeat. Just as I started walking towards the door, a familiar voice made me freeze.

	 

	“Hey.”

	 

	I turned slowly. Ray. In a white coat. My mind scrambled. I didn’t have time for chit-chat. “I… I’m in a hurry,” I stammered, trying to keep moving, hoping he wouldn’t stop me.

	 

	“Don’t worry,” he said calmly. “He’s alright.”

	 

	My brow furrowed. “By… he? Do you mean—?”

	 

	“Of course,” he cut in, with a faint smile. “I’m talking about your husband. Anyways, go ahead, just make sure you don’t wake him up.”

	 

	I sighed of relief, and whispered a quick, “Thank you,” stepping toward the clinic. My mind already racing through what I would find inside.

	 

	“REFLECTIONS DON'T LIE.”

	 

	My foot froze midstep, the words ringing loud and clear in my ears. Unsure what exactly he meant by that, I turned to him. 

	 

	He stood there with a happy smile on his face, maybe too happy? I stared at him with a puzzled expression, waiting for him to finish, to add something that might explain those strange words or give them context.

	 

	Reflections? They don’t lie? What did he even mean? It made no sense. 

	 

	But instead of clarifying, he only looked back at me with a blank, dumb smile, as though nothing unusual had happened. As if he hadn’t just spoken something so out of place, so detached from our conversation and the situation at hand. The sight only sharpened my confusion further. 

	 

	Perhaps... Did I mishear? No. It was clear as crystal. Maybe... it wasn't directed towards me? 

	 

	His expression shifted, a hint of confusion clearly visible in his face. “Hmm, is there a problem?”

	 

	I answered quickly, almost tripping over the words. “Did you… didn’t you say something?

	 

	Ray tilted his head slightly. “Hmm? What do you mean?”

	 

	“I thought… I heard you say something just now,” I pressed, though my words faltered at the end.

	 

	He blinked once, then shook his head lightly. “No, I didn’t say anything. He said, “You’re probably just imagining it. Happens when you’re under a lot of stress. Your mind plays tricks.”

	 

	His calm tone made my doubt deepen. Did I actually mishear? My lips opened, but I had no answer. “Y-Yeah… perhaps you’re right,” I murmured, even though I wasn’t convinced at all. 

	 

	As I turned back toward the clinic door, my thoughts spun faster. I could have sworn I heard it. Clear as day. 

	 

	But I forced the unease aside temporarily. This wasn’t the time to focus on strange words or misheard lines . I had something far more important matter waiting for me inside.

	 

	The door creaked open, and the sight before me made my heart sink. There he was... my husband... lying quietly on the bed, his head wrapped in a neat roll of white bandage. His breathing calm and steady, but the stillness of his face was what tore through me.

	 

	I dropped to a small chair beside him, holding his hand softly, unwilling to let go. I felt the soft, steady pulse of his hand and it was enough to ease the heaviness weighing on my mind, my heart... everything. 

	 

	Thank God. 

	 

	The tension finally wooshed away, not entirely, though it gave me a room to breathe more easily. My head dropped onto the bed as I repeatedly thanked the gods inside my head.

	 

	... 

	 

	... zz

	 

	zzz zzz... 

	 

	*Chatter… *Chatter…

	 

	*Chatter... *Chatter...

	 

	I stirred, groggy, blinking against the soft light. 

	 

	Shit.

	 

	I dozed off, I muttered to myself, wiping the drool off my chin, panic flickering as I realized where I was.

	 

	Voices buzzed faintly—my husband and Ray, talking. 

	 

	“You’re awake… I called out, unable to hold my voice from trembling. “you’re awake… thank God,” tears spilling unbidden. I flung my arms around him, holding him tightly. 

	 

	“I don’t think you should hug him that tight,” Ray’s calm voice interjected from the side, making me pause. I released him immediately, pulling back, hastily wiping the tears from my cheeks.

	 

	He looked at me, still dazed. “So… I was found unconscious?”

	 

	I nodded, a pang of guilt hitting inside me. All the memories of the night came rushing back as I looked at his face. The way I had led him to the toilet, naked, and then gone on to get drilled by that cock… I couldn’t meet his eyes. I dropped my gaze, guilty and embarassed, and weakly muttered. “Yeah… yeah.” 

	 

	I swallowed hard, my voice trembling as I added, “I… I got so scared when Lina suddenly woke me up, saying you were unconscious in the bathroom. I-I was so scared.”

	 

	I kept my gaze fixed on the floor, silently praying he wouldn’t remember a thing. 

	 

	Ray’s calm voice broke the tension, just to add even more tension. “So… you really can’t remember anything at all?”

	 

	My eyes widened instantly, panic clawing up my chest, my hands clenching in my lap, my stomach feeling weird.

	 

	He replied slowly, uncertainty in his tone, “…I don’t know. All I can remember is… we played some games, then dinner, and… Lina’s husband brought out some bottles, and we started drinking.”

	 

	My heart thudded loudly in my chest, sweat trickling down my forehead.

	 

	“Ugh… I don’t know… I can’t remember anything past that,” he added, letting out a deep sigh. Relief flooded me like warm water, and I almost sagged into the chair.

	 

	After a quick private conversation between them, it was time to leave. I was glad that the injury hadn’t been serious. Yet, despite the outward calm, a strange tightness coiled in my stomach. Reflections don’t lie? The words Ray had said earlier kept echoing in my mind, leaving a thread of unease that I couldn’t look past. 

	 

	Back home, I helped him onto the sofa, settling him carefully as I retrieved a glass of water and the two tablets Ray had instructed me to give him. I watched him sip and swallow, his eyelids already heavy, and within moments he had drifted into a deep, peaceful sleep.

	 

	I stayed seated beside him, my hand placed on the armrest. My thoughts kept returning to those words, repeating softly in the back of my mind: Reflections don’t lie.

	 

	I told myself not to dwell on it, not to care whether he had said it intentionally or not. But the words felt strangely familiar, something I had already experienced. Reflections…

	 

	My mind drifted to that night at Ray’s house—the room with the huge mirror, Refl—

	 

	*Knock *Knock
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	*Knock *Knock

	 

	Hmm? I knitted my eyebrows, unsure where the sound came from.

	 

	“Don’t tell me Ray was right. Am I actually hearing things because of the stress?”

	 

	*Knock *Knock

	 

	…Oh. Guess not.

	 

	I pushed myself up from the sofa and walked toward the door, already half-expecting Lina. She probably came to check up on him.

	 

	*Creak

	 

	The door opened, and the moment I caught a glimpse of the figure standing outside, I yanked the door back until a narrow gap remained, just short of shutting it completely.

	 

	“My, My,” the old man growled, his tone mockingly wounded. “I am hurt.”

	 

	An involuntary reaction, the kind a prey has to its predator. My knuckles whitened around the handle, squeezing the life out of it. Sweat dampened my palm, slick against the metal. 

	 

	My heart pounded anxiously in my chest as I stared at the narrow gap, forcing myself to speak up without making it anymore awkward than it already was, I-Is there… something you need?” My voice came out nervously scared.

	 

	He leaned closer, his one eye and that dirty mouth of his was visible from the small gap of the door, breath seeping through with his words. “YOU.”

	 

	My blood pressure spiked, my heart hammering so hard I thought my husband could wake up any second. I trembled, every nerve on edge. “W-What do you mean by that? [Even though I already knew the answer.] A-And please… be considerate of where you are.” I was certain my words were useless against him, but still, I needed to try—needed to make him realize there was a boundary he couldn't cross so boldly.

	 

	His mouth curved into a crooked smile, eyes feasting on my body, voice light and creepy. “What I mean… is exactly what you heard, lady”

	 

	“Now. Open. The. Door.”

	 

	A shiver cracked down my spine, leaving me trembling and breathless. The distance to shut the door was so small. All I had to do was pull, just a little, just one firm tug, and it would all end here. He would not be able to push any further. But why?... Why? Why? Why? 

	 

	Why was I not pulling back?

	 

	I looked at my hand, trying to convince it to listen. Just pull. Just little more. You can't give up. Not today. Not now.

	 

	And my hand did listen... not my words, but his. 

	 

	Damn it. I cursed silently, frustration and something dirty clawing at me. Was he holding the door from the other side, or... or... or... 

	 

	*Sigh

	 

	I gave up. The tight grip I had before was gone, my strength slipping away with every second. It was useless to even try. 

	 

	And then he pushed. The door gave way, my hand still numb on the handle.

	 

	The door opened slowly, in a dramatic way. My body coiling like a spring. I prepared myself to not give any opening to this lecherous old man. He took a step in, and I took a step back. 

	 

	"I did not expect this treatment, lady." He stepped closer and I stepped further back, trying to create a safe distance.

	 

	"I… I have come to check on your husband as a concerned neighbor," his voice suddenly shaking. "This… this is how you are treating me?"

	 

	“N-No. That was not my inten-”

	 

	*Thud 

	 

	My heel hit the shoebox behind me, making me stumble over it. He cut in instantly, shutting the door behind him. "Whatever it may be, I am hurt and you need to be taught a lesson."

	 

	My eyes widened, panic scratching my entire body, breath coming out fast. I could feel him closing the space between us, his presence overwhelmingly heavy. 

	 

	This... Old bastard ❤

	 

	He leaned closer, with a creepy smile on his face. And my hand went up slowly to try to keep distance. "Y-You cannot… he is inside," I whispered pleadingly.

	 

	His smile softened, reassuring, in a wrong way. "Is that so?" he said.

	 

	... 

	Hnnngh.... ❤

	 

	His fingers shot right inside my cunt. Even my panties went along with them inside. Then slowly, he dragged his fingers out, bringing it close to my face.

	 

	This,” he whispered, his voice dirty and teasing, “this is your reality, lady. Stop pretending.”

	 

	He extended one hand toward me, palm open. My face burned as I hesitated, then shyly placed my hand in his.

	 

	“Better,” he murmured approvingly, pulling me closer. His chest pressed against mine, and his grip was impossibly tight, as if he had been starved for this contact for years. My breath shuddered at the pressure, words coming out weakly, “E-easy… its… too tight.”

	 

	He ignored me, his stinky, heavy presence pressing me further, his deep moans hitting my ear. My own moans matched the rhythm of his, heat and tension coursing through every nerve. I realized I was trapped between fear, desire, and the intoxicating pull of submission, unable to resist even if I wanted to.

	 

	“Lift your skirt up,” he whispered, the command ringing hard in my ear.

	 

	My eyes shut tight, shame crashing hot across my face, but my hands still moved on their own. 

	 

	Oops, who was I fooling? They didn’t move on their own. I moved them. Every nerve awake, every thought screaming. Because I wanted to. Because I loved it.

	 

	I reached back, fingers trembling as they caught the hem of my skirt and slowly raised it, exposing myself to him. Humiliation crawling inside my every nerve, and I surrendered to it... Wholeheartedly. 

	 

	More… humiliate me more❤, my mind begged silently, drowning in the twisted thrill.

	 

	*Smack

	 

	My body jolted forward as both his hands landed heavy across my ass, the sting spreading through me, stealing my breath.

	 

	“Ready for the lesson?” he whispered, voice rough and deadly.

	 

	My lips opened helplessly, the answer slipping out in a weak, shaking whisper against his ear. “Y-Yes…”

	 

	“Dirty little slut,” he whispered seductively, his breath tickling, his voice dripping with lust. “Look at this plump ass. Delicious”

	 

	I steadied my shivering legs, enjoying every word while whimpering in his ear. 

	 

	“Tell me,” his crooked hand trailed lower, gripping me shamelessly. “Where is he?”

	 

	I gulped hard, my voice trembling. “In… in the living room.”

	 

	“And...” I took a pause, before completing the sentence. “H-he’s sleeping,” I added, shame thick on my tongue. I hadn’t said it to report his condition. It was a hidden message, my way of telling him to keep going because my husband wouldn’t wake. I hoped he caught on.

	 

	A grin spread across his face. “Good.”

	 

	We started moving towards our destination, intimately pressed to each other. He guided me brutally, the way I like and enjoy. My step backwards, with his hand coming down on my ass harder and harder, and I only held him tighter and tighter. 

	 

	*Smack *Smack 

	 

	Each strike jolted through me, my breath catching, torn between dread and an unbearable heat pooling in my womb.

	 

	The closer we came to the living room, the tighter my chest grew, every step a cruel reminder of how close I was bringing him to my husband.

	 

	I dared a glance over my shoulder, needing to see how near we were—only for his rough fingers to grip my chin and twist my face back in place. “No turning back, lady,” he murmured. “Stay still. Don’t worry… I’ve got you.”

	 

	My pulse thundered as I obeyed, every smack on my ass echoing like a drumbeat, shame and desire fusing into one.

	 

	We stood right at the doorway of the living room where my husband was sleeping. My back was turned to him, my body caught between fear and excitement. The old man swung both his hands together at my exposed ass.

	 

	*Smack

	 

	I staggered on my feet, legs bending, digging into the floor as though the hit had stolen my balance. My hands were tight around his neck. His palms grabbed me rough, squeezing, groping, slapping without pause. He spread my cheeks wide, like he was showing my husband the view he never had, of his wife's dirty ass. He held them there, then clapped them back together with a wet sting that made me bite down on my lip.

	 

	My stomach felt all light. My mind screamed this was wrong, but my body knew better. Each grope, each wet clap echoed across the room. His fingers slid through my crack, rubbing, digging in, kneading the soft flesh while his other hand came down sharp again and again.

	 

	*Smack *Smack 

	 

	My legs buckled under it. Every time he struck, my thighs trembled, knees knocking. I clung tighter around his neck, desperate, my chest pressing hard against him. Shame burned inside me, a sick thought rising unbidden. 

	 

	What if he was awake… watching this? My throat went dry. Just like last time… watching me like this, exposed, being ruined. God help me… I wish he saw this side of me again.

	 

	The old man tilted his head closer, breathing heavy. Then slowly, his fist tangled in my hair, pulling my head back. My body shook, throat stretched, lips opening into a faint gasp. His dirty breath brushed my ear, his grip cruel, as though he already knew every wrong thought inside me.

	 

	His mouth clamped down on my neck, sucking wet and loud, lips dragging, teeth scraping until I flinched. My knees on the verge of giving out, thighs rubbing together, and before I could stop it, a faint moan spilled out of me. The sound froze me inside, panic and thrill mixing, because I knew who was just a few feet away.

	 

	He pulled back suddenly. My breath hitched when he stepped away only to press his crotch forward, shoving the heavy bulge right at my cunt. The hint was clear. My stomach twisted in shame as my body moved. Slowly, I dropped to my knees.

	 

	I reached trembling fingers toward his shorts, tugging them down. The stench hit me instantly, sharp and musky. My nose wrinkled, twisting helplessly, but I swallowed the disgust, gulping hard. As the fabric slid down, the thick weight of his cock bounced free, smacking against my chin.

	 

	I froze, half dazed, staring. It was only half-hard, yet already so heavy, dangling inches from my lips. The smell clung to me, raw and unbearable. My hand rose instinctively, wrapping around the heat, and the warmth seared my palm, strangely comforting in its filth.

	 

	Just as I leaned forward, ready to shame myself further, his hand knotted cruelly in my hair. “H-hey…” I whimpered, clutching at his wrist. He yanked, dragging me, my scalp hurting.

	 

	“Come on,” he growled, low and mocking. “Move your ass, lady.”

	 

	I had no choice but to crawl. My knees shuffled along the floor, my body bent low, pulled like an obedient dog wherever he led. My heart sank when I realized where he was guiding me—right infront ofthe sofa. Right infront of my husband.

	 

	My throat closed up, horror and heat rising together. I dared a side glance at him—peacefully asleep, unaware. 

	 

	Wake up, I cursed him silently, rage and despair colliding. Wake the fuck up. See me. Save me. Or… damn me.

	 

	I wrapped my fingers around his cock, the skin rough, hot, sticky with sweat. Slowly, I stroked it, each pull of the skin making my cunt throb harder. My eyes slid sideways, fixed on the man just an arm’s length away—my husband, lying hurt, helpless, and completely oblivious.

	 

	A bitter laugh scraped my throat, but it never made it out. What a fucking bitch I am. Here I was, stroking an old man’s filthy cock—God, he probably hadn’t bathed in a week—right next to my husband, who had just been carried in from a clinic. I should be worried for him, praying for him… and instead I’m jerking this disgusting thing off.

	 

	The thought stung, but it also pushed my hand faster. I cursed myself with every stroke, shame burning through me. Slut. Whore. Bitch. My lips parted, breath trembling, and then finally I gave in.

	 

	I leaned forward, closing my eyes tight, and took that revolting cock into my mouth. The bitter taste hit instantly, musky and sour, making my stomach lurch. My throat gagged around him, spit leaking down my chin.

	 

	But I didn’t close my eyes for long. No. They snapped back open, locked onto my husband’s face, desperate and broken. Every wet suck, every humiliating bob of my head, my gaze never left him. Watching him breathe so peacefully while I drowned myself in filth.

	 

	“But where’d that hesitation disappear to, huh?” he growled, voice thick with amusement. “Minutes ago, you were trembling like a saint dragged into sin.” He hit his foot right on my cunt, “Now look at you.” 

	 

	I moaned over his cock, while gagged alongside it, the disgusting stink pulling me deeper, burning its way into my nose, coating my tongue. My jaw ached, spit trailing down my chin, but I couldn’t stop. Not with his hand locked in my hair, keeping me right there.

	 

	He bent forward suddenly, his breath hot and foul against my ear. Both his hands stretched past my head, fingers clawing at my top until it was pulled over me in one shove. My tits jiggled at the impact, bouncing inside my bra. 

	 

	“Fuck, yes…” His voice cracked in pure greed as he fumbled at the straps desperately, pulling until the bra gave way. My tits spilled free, the cool air hitting them a split second before his rough palms did.

	 

	“Ahhh,” he groaned, groping me like a starving man, squeezing until my nipples hurt. “This… this is what I always wanted. To lay my hands on these juicy tits. Oh. My. God.” His words poured like poison into my ears, each syllable making me hornier and crazier.

	 

	He pressed my tits together, kneading them desperately, his thumbs rolling over my hardened tips. I kept my mouth wrapped around him, choking, slobbering, while his hands made my chest ache.

	 

	I pulled back with a wet pop, gasping, sucking in air like I was drowning. Strings of spit clung from my lips to his cock, sliding down to my knuckles. I wiped at my chin, smearing drool across my skin, then wrapped one hand around his shaft, stroking it hard and slick, up and down. My wrist ached, but I didn’t stop, couldn’t stop.

	 

	And all the while my eyes—red, watering, and burning with lust—never left the man sleeping on the sofa.

	 

	“Up,” the old man grunted, grabbing my wrist and tugging me hard. I stumbled to my feet, chest heaving, spit still clinging to my chin. He crouched down low in front of me, his rough palms sliding over my thighs.

	 

	“Let me…” he muttered, voice raspy and reverent.

	 

	He turned me, my body facing my husband on the sofa. My pulse hammered in my throat as his fingers hooked into my panties, tugging them inch by inch, dragging them down in a slow, mocking strip. I stood still, frozen, my knees weak, my eyes locked on the man who meant everything to me—sleeping, helpless, unaware.

	 

	My panties slid down my legs and pooled at my ankles. I looked at him then looked at my husband—with a filth smeared on my heart. My lips trembled, shame dripping with every word as I whispered inside my head, “I love you… I love you so much. Please, open your eyes. I beg of you… please.”

	 

	But he didn’t. He just lay there, breathing softly, while another man exposed me right in front of him.

	 

	The old man’s face pressed forward. His nose brushed my open cunt, inhaling deep, his hot breath fanning across my folds.

	 

	“Ahhh,” he moaned, his whole body shuddering. “This… this is heaven.”

	 

	The heat of his breath made my thighs quiver. I pressed my pussy against his face without meaning to, grinding softly, a pathetic moan slipping past my lips.

	 

	“Mmmphhh—ahhh!”

	 

	Then his mouth clamped down. His tongue lashed against me, rough and greedy, sucking and slurping like he wanted to eat me alive.

	 

	“F-fuuuckkk!” I screamed, clapping both hands over my mouth, body jolting. His tongue dove deep, flicking, circling, slurping every drop I had to give.

	 

	My legs shook violently, my knees nearly giving out as wave after wave crashed through me. My cunt gushed against his tongue, soaking his mouth as he drank it in like water.

	 

	He didn’t stop. He kept sucking the shit out of me, pulling orgasm after orgasm out of my trembling body. I clawed at his few strands of hair, grinding harder into his mouth, every scream muffled against my palms.

	 

	“Ahhh—ahhh, nooo—p-please—I’m—ahhh—f-fuckkkk!”

	 

	I collapsed on the floor, my body breaking, my voice cracking as shame and ecstasy swallowed me whole.

	 

	He licked his lips like he’d just tasted something divine. Then he slapped my thigh, rough and impatient.

	 

	“Be strong, lady,” he rasped, his voice thick with hunger. “The real fun is about to begin.”

	 

	My chest rose and fell fast, my lungs begging for air, but I still nodded. “Y-yesh… the real fun…❤” My voice cracked, enjoying the shame curling in my belly. I responded by spreading my legs wide open, shamelessly inviting him in.

	 

	He looked at me, smirked, then shook his head. “Ahhh, not like that. I can’t in that position. Stand up.”

	 

	My knees wobbled, but I stood, where he positioned me, facing the sofa—facing my husband still asleep, his chest rising so peacefully while I prepared to let another man use me. The old man stepped behind me, and I heard the wet sound of him spitting. A second later, the thick smear of spit coated his cock, and then it pressed against me.

	 

	“Hnnn,” I gasped, my cunt twitching as the blunt head rubbed up and down my slit. The pressure made me shudder, my fingers digging into the edge of the sofa for balance.

	 

	He leaned close to my ear, his breath hot. “Hmmm… I was this close to fucking your cunt last time. And you ran away like a scared little bitch.”

	 

	A sharp smack landed on my ass, the sound cutting through the air. I jerked forward, my face twisting, my tits bouncing at the impact. 

	 

	“Try running away now,” he growled, his cock pressing harder against my hole.

	 

	I whimpered, shaking my head. “I… I can’t… I don’t...want to…” My voice was pitiful, needy. The truth was filth—I had nowhere to run, and I didn’t want to.

	 

	Then he pushed. His cock forced its way in, stretching me open, filling me with a thickness that made my mouth fall open in a silent scream.

	 

	“Ahhhhhh!” he groaned, loud and guttural, his voice echoing off the walls.

	 

	“Hnnnnnnghhh—yeshh!” I wailed, my forehead pressing against the edge of the sofa, inches away from disturbing him of his peaceful sleep. My pussy tightened around him, swallowing him deeper.

	 

	He started to move. His hips slammed against my ass, hard, ruthless. Wet slaps filled the room, each thrust rocking me forward. I gripped the sofa edge tighter, knuckles white, my arms trembling.

	 

	My eyes were locked on my husband’s sleeping face. Every pump of the old man’s cock into my cunt made the shame double, made my chest flutter.

	 

	Behind me, his voice growled loudly. “You remember, don’t you? How sweetly you motivated him last time, when he tried opening the door that was stuck? Hmmm?” His hips snapped forward, burying himself deeper inside me. “How about some more words?”

	 

	I was in no position to speak, as the only thing that slipped out of my mouth was my broken moans. “I… I c-can’t…” My voice cracked, swallowed by the wet slap of our bodies colliding.

	 

	*Smack 

	 

	His palm crashed against my ass, pushing me forward. “Come on, lady. For the love of your life. Don’t fail him now.”

	 

	My eyes blurred with tears. Shame burned hotter, crawling up my throat. I shut my eyes tight, but the image of my husband’s peaceful face was carved into the dark. Words tumbled out, shaky, torn between lust and humiliation.

	 

	“Y-you’re strong… you always work so hard… so… so rest now,” I whispered, voice trembling with filthy moans. “Don’t wake up… keep sleeping… please… just sleep, love…”

	 

	The old man chuckled darkly, thrusting harder, his cock grinding against my walls with every word I forced out. “Mmmm, that’s it. Good wife. Motivating him to stay asleep while I fuck his precious woman.”

	 

	I bit down on my lip, sobbing into the sofa, every humiliating syllable making my cunt clench tighter around him, as if my body itself wanted this filth to never end.

	 

	*Knock *Knock

	 

	The sound jolted me harder than the thrusts ever could.I instantly scrambled off him, thighs slick, and darted toward the door, nerves rattling. Pressing myself against the wood, I peered through the peephole.

	 

	Lina. And her husband.

	 

	My breath locked. I stayed perfectly still, praying. Another knock. My pulse thundered. And then—silence. They turned away, walking off. Relief flooded me, shame chasing right behind it.

	 

	But before I could even breathe, his hand clamped around mine, dragging me back. No words. No orders. And... my body obeyed. I bent down in front of him without thought, palms flat to the floor, forehead nearly pressed against it. Like a pet.

	 

	I pushed it further, sliding one hand back, tugging my ass wide open, cunt gaping for his cock, stretching myself for him. A trembling, crazy smile spread across my lips as I looked back over my shoulder.

	 

	He crouched beside me, growl low in his chest, and slammed himself back inside. The fucking started hard, rough, his hips clapping against me. My moans broke out, wild and shameless.

	 

	“Y-yeshh… f-fuck—ahhhmmmfnn—yeshh!” I cried, voice bouncing against the hallway walls, too loud, too filthy. My body buckled, my palms smacking flat on the floor again and again as he pounded me.

	 

	His hand fisted my hair, yanking me upright. His mouth meeting mine, messy, deep, intimate, stealing every breath. My moans spilled into his throat as his cock drilled me mercilessly, and I came—once, twice—my body jerking, clenching, losing control.

	 

	“Ahhh, you dirty bitch…” he groaned, hips grinding, balls slapping wet against me. With a final thrust, he pulled free, stroking fast, spilling thick hot ropes all over my back, my ass, streaking me in filth.

	 

	I collapsed flat, twitching, still twitching. The mess smeared across my skin, dripping down. He leaned low, pressed one last kiss against my ass cheek, and stood.

	 

	Without a word, he walked off, leaving me sprawled out in the hallway, used, shaking, and smiling like a woman gone mad.

	 

	32. Hopefully Not

	 

	 

	I opened my eyes sluggishly, still sprawled on the couch. The room felt chilly, but strangely enough, my body was completely drenched in sweat, as if I had been just pulled from the depths of the sea. I stayed still for a few more minutes, staring blankly at the ceiling. 

	 

	My body felt like it had been pinned hard to the couch by some invisible force, but slowly and steadily, the sensations started creeping back. I could feel my hands first, then my legs, each one stiff and heavy, waking up from a long, forced, unnatural sleep.

	 

	Every muscle in my body resisted as I stretched my arms, letting out a long groan before finally sitting upright. 

	 

	My gaze fell on the window. Dark...

	 

	I tilted my head toward the clock. “Seriously? Dinner time already?” I muttered, surprise evident on my face. I guess my body really needed that. 

	 

	I pressed my hand softly against my head, checking the injury. It didn’t really hurt, just a light tingle; I guess the medicine’s doing its job.

	 

	I pushed myself up to stand, only to stumble immediately and flop back onto the couch with a thud. I laughed quietly to myself. “Yep… this is what happens when you sleep like a log all day.

	 

	I shook my head and leaned back on the couch, there was no need to rush. So I decided to sit for a few more minutes, just to make sure I wouldn’t collapse the next time I tried standing.

	 

	I let out a deep sigh, my eyes rolling lazily toward the floor. What a stressful day, I thought. Collapsing like that… it must have scared her half to death.

	 

	My eyes wandered idly across the room until they stopped on the sofa I was sitting on. I blinked. The side where I had been sitting was slightly pushed back, not lined up with the rest. My brow arched, a little confused. So, I pushed myself up again, but this time I didn't stumble. 

	 

	“Weird,” I muttered. “Why would the sofa be like this?”

	 

	I stepped around, gripped the other side, and gave it a shove to straighten it out. As it slid back into place, something small rolled into view from the gap beneath.

	 

	A button. 

	 

	I bent down and picked it up. It probably was mine from one of my shirts, must have rolled in here sneakily. I shoved it into my pocket and started walking toward the hall.

	 

	Ray. My mind wandered again. Turned out he was a doctor and a good one, too, since I already feel much better. 

	 

	He did work in a medical store, so I shouldn’t be too surprised about him being a doctor. And now that I think about it, it also makes sense why he had such a big house.

	 

	As I stepped into the hallway, I noticed my wife wasn’t around. Hmm, where did she go? I wondered. I took another step and something sharp poked my foot. I stumbled, gripping the wall for support.

	 

	It didn’t poke too hard, just enough to jerk me toward the wall. I looked down and found a hairpin lying there.

	 

	Hairpin? I frowned, picking it up. Why would this be here? 

	 

	Perhaps it fell from her hair while she was doing chores... Perhaps... 

	 

	Thump. Thump.

	 

	Wh.. What? 

	 

	Thump. Thump.

	 

	Why... is my heart thumping so loud and fast. 

	 

	I stared at the hairpin, my hand tightening around it on its own. 

	 

	A cold chill suddenly ran up my spine as a horrifying image flashed in my mind—a woman, her hair being grabbed, right here, in this spot.

	 

	Thump. Thump.

	 

	The longer I stared, the heavier it felt in my palm, as if the little thing carried something unspeakable, something forbidden. My heart beat grew faster with every passing second. My vision flickered—not with darkness, but with images of something dirty, something crushing, something foul, slowly clawing their way back into my head.

	 

	Thump. Thump. Thump. Thump.

	 

	No… No… that was just a dream. A horrible one. 

	 

	Thump. Thump. Thump. Thump.

	 

	The Images were loud and clear now. The old man’s stare.The sound of sharp, wet slaps.

	And Her.. M...My wife...en...enjoying it... with... 

	 

	I staggered a step back, clutching the wall, eyes wide in fear as the dream bled into reality. No. That wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be.

	 

	Ray did warn me I’d have weird dreams... Right. That’s all it was. A weird dream.

	 

	I tried to breathe steady, forcing myself to believe it. But even as I repeated the words in my head like a prayer, another thought of mine surfaced. 

	 

	Ray had said something else too... 

	 

	Thump. Thump.

	 

	Pay... Pay more attention.

	 

	My stomach sank. There was no reason for me to react like this over a fucking dream. So what is this strange suffocation? Why do my hands feel clammy? Why is my head spinning with images I shouldn’t even remember? If it was a dream, why do I remember it so clearly, down to the very last detail? 

	 

	Because... Somewhere deep down, I knew what I had seen wasn’t just a dream. It felt too real, too raw, too… physical. Was it the hairpin on the floor? Or something else, something I refused to name? My mind flitted between denial and dread, trying to convince itself it was all imagination, but every instinct in me screamed otherwise. I couldn’t shake the certainty that the lines between dream and reality had blurred far too much this time.

	 

	I took a cautious step forward, then another, my eyes widening wider and wider as memories from the dream kept playing in front of my eyes. Those tight slaps, the old man’s stare, the… the act itself. My... My wife... And him... 

	 

	But... it couldn’t possibly be real. How could it be? Why? There is no way she would be getting fucked by an old man. 

	 

	I had to find her. I had to see her. 

	 

	I bolted toward the kitchen, heart hammering in my chest, only to find silence. My chest heaved, each beat thumping harder than the last.

	 

	Thump. Thump.

	 

	I bolted toward the bedroom, panic rising at every step. Silence. Nothing. 

	 

	Whe...Where the... hell is she? Where is she? Where could she be at this hour? 

	 

	My eyes landed on the bathroom. I hadn’t considered checking it, because the lights were off, but some nagging instinct made me take a step closer. 

	 

	Thump. Thump. 

	 

	The door was locked from the other side. My heart thudded. Why is it locked? Is she inside?

	 

	“Hey… are you there?” I called, my voice a little louder than I intended.

	 

	Finally, a soft voice replied from within, “What happened?”

	 

	Relief crashed over me, my heart easing at the sound of her voice. I took a deep breath and tried to sound as normal as possible. “Why is the light turned off?”

	 

	There was silence. I asked again, a bit more insistently, “Why is the light turned off?”

	 

	After a moment, she responded, “Actually… the light isn’t working.”

	 

	Oh… is it?” I said, feeling a twinge of guilt. “I’m sorry, I should have changed them.”

	 

	“Don’t worry. Just change them later, when you feel better. Now, please… go and rest,” she said gently.

	 

	“Well… I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep anymore. Should I just change it now?” I asked, lovingly. 

	 

	“No,” she snapped, her tone sharp and unusually irritated. The volume of her voice threw me completely off guard.

	 

	“W-What?” I stammered, startled by the sudden intensity. 

	 

	“I said, No! Stop hovering around and making things messier!” 

	 

	I froze, my stomach twisting at her every word. Was she really that frustrated? Enough for her to raise her voice like that? 

	 

	“I… I just don’t want you to overexert yourself,” She added. “Honestly… I’ve been tensed enough already with everything that happened. The last thing I want is for you to tire yourself out on something unnecessary,” her words careful but pointed.

	 

	I blinked, still startled. “Oh… right. Of course. I am sorry.”

	 

	“Yes. Just… stay still!” she barked softly, the edge in her tone hiding behind a veil of concern. 

	 

	“I… I’m sorry,” I whispered, heart thumping, unsure how to respond.

	 

	“Good,” she shot back, her voice slightly softer but still firm. “Now just… let me handle things my way and get some rest yourself. Please!”

	 

	I swallowed, my hand instinctively resting against the door. “O-Okay… I… I won’t bother you then,” I murmured, letting her tone dictate the quiet between us.

	 

	I backed off slowly, each step weighted with a heavy tension on my chest. My eyes kept flicking to the hairpin in my hand, its presence unnervingly out of place. With a sweating hand, I shoved it into my pocket. 

	 

	Was all that reaction actually because she was concerned? Or... there was... something more? 

	 

	No... No way. Am I doubting her?

	 

	... 

	 

	Hopefully not.

	 

	End of ch 32. Hopefully Not
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