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            O, beware, my lord, of jealousy!It is the green-eyed monster which doth mockThe meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in blissWho, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger;But O, what damnèd minutes tells he o'erWho dotes, yet doubts; suspects, yet ⟨strongly⟩ loves!
Iago to Othello
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Prelude
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His hands were filthy—grit beneath the nails, engine grease smudged along his forearms—but she didn’t care. She welcomed it. Every rough grab, every bruise blooming on her hips was proof she wasn’t dreaming. That she was alive. That she had crossed the line and leapt into whatever this was, body-first.

He had her bent over the workbench in the back of the garage, skirt rucked high, knickers hanging off one ankle like a flag of surrender. Her breasts slapped against the cold metal with every thrust. The door was cracked open. Anyone could walk in.

That thought made her wetter.

He was young. Fast. Strong. Too strong. Her body jolted under him with every slam of his hips. One hand was twisted in her hair, the other pinned her wrist to the table. His cock filled her—too deep, too much—and she moaned without meaning to.

No one had touched her like this in years.

No hesitation. No permission.

Just heat and muscle and need.

She arched, begged, pushed back against him like she was starved. The sound of his breath in her ear, his curses, the way his hips snapped with reckless force—it was all too much. Too perfect. She could feel her orgasm rising sharp and dangerous.

She didn’t even know his name.

But he’d whispered in her ear that he was going to wreck her. Ruin her. Make her forget her husband’s name.

And she had moaned yes.

She came hard—knees buckling, body shaking, mouth open in a silent scream. Her vision went white at the edges.

And as he spilled inside her, hands digging deep into her hips, a single thought split the fog like a knife:

How did I get here?
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Cold Sheets
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The alarm buzzed at 6:30, sharp and joyless. Kate blinked into the grey light and reached across the bed. Cold sheets. No warmth left in them. She stared at the empty space beside her.

The shower was already running. Alex was always up first now. Always out the door with a bag and a kiss that barely grazed her cheek. No time for softness. Just steel and suitcases.

She lingered in bed for five more minutes, the chill clinging to her thighs. Outside, the sea air pressed against the windows like it wanted in. Mornings on the coast had that quiet insistence—a hush that was never peaceful, just suspended.

Downstairs, the smell of coffee was strong but impersonal. He handed her a mug without a word. His phone buzzed on the worktop. He checked it. Smiled faintly. Not at her.

"Busy week?" she asked, sipping. The ceramic was warm in her hands. Her jumper—soft grey wool—draped loosely off one shoulder. She hadn't bothered with a bra. He didn't notice.

"Meetings in London. Brussels Thursday. Might stay the weekend if the schedule shifts."

Her breath caught a little. "The whole weekend?"

"Not sure yet."

That was all. A shrug. A flick of his eyes. Back to email.

At the door, he paused long enough for a kiss. Lips to cheek. No pressure. No pause. He shouldered his coat, grabbed his laptop bag, and left.

The silence bloomed behind him.

She stood in the hallway, mug warming her hands, heart cooling slowly. The whole house seemed to exhale. 

Upstairs, she shed her jumper and tossed it onto the bed. Caught sight of herself in the long mirror by the wardrobe.

Red hair, tousled and loose from sleep. Her shoulders strong from workouts, waist still tight, breasts full and heavy—natural, with a slight drop that made them feel like they belonged to a real woman, not a catalogue. Her nipples were large, still flushed from the warm bed.

She cupped them lightly. Not out of vanity. Just to remember how they felt.

She'd been touched less and less these past few months. A brush here. A pat there. Nothing like the way he used to want her.

She pulled on a blouse and skirt. Tight enough to remind herself she had a body. Tight enough that someone might notice.

She didn’t know who she meant by someone—only that she wanted to be seen.

Her boots clicked softly along the corridor, the sound cushioned by the carpeted hallways and the low morning murmur of students arriving in waves. Kate liked being in early—it gave her time to centre herself before the noise, the energy, the watchful eyes.

Her classroom was cool, the air still heavy with yesterday's perfume and printer ink. She opened the window, letting in the sharp breath of sea air, and perched on the edge of her desk. The radiator had only just started to tick.

She smoothed her fitted cream blouse and crossed one leg over the other, the slit in her dark pencil skirt parting just enough to show the upper sweep of her thigh. Not on purpose—though she didn't fix it right away either.

She flicked through her annotated copy of Othello, the weight of its pages grounding her for a moment.

By five to nine, the room began to fill. Students in their hoodies and trainers, oversized jumpers, ripped jeans, cropped tops under open flannels—some still rubbing sleep from their eyes, others already halfway through a Red Bull and talking loudly about a night out.

"Morning, Miss," came the scattered chorus. She nodded. Offered a faint smile.

Jamie walked in last. Eighteen, lean and tall, with dark curls always a little unwashed and eyes that knew exactly what they were doing. He wore a white vest under a zip hoodie and grey joggers slung low on his hips, the outline of his thighs visible when he moved.

He didn't greet her. Just met her eyes for a split second too long, then dropped into his seat at the back with lazy confidence.

Kate looked back at her book before she could wonder what he was thinking.

They were mid-monologue within ten minutes.

She read aloud—voice low, deliberate, pulling the rhythm into the room like tidewater:

"Oh, beware, my lord, of jealousy.

It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock

The meat it feeds on..."

Silence followed. Not reverence—attention. Eyes locked on her mouth. On her blouse. On the curve of her hips as she moved between desks.

She paced slowly through the classroom as she spoke, letting the words hang. Asked a question about Iago's motives—about power and suspicion—and a few hands went up. Jamie's didn't.

Still, her steps brought her closer to him. Not deliberately. Not exactly.

He sat slouched, long legs spread; hood half-up. Watching her. Not the book. Her.

As she bent slightly to gesture toward one girl's notes, Kate felt the shift of her blouse—the soft cotton stretching slightly across her chest. She'd chosen a thinner bra that morning without much thought. Now, she felt the outline of her nipples harden faintly in the draft.

Jamie's eyes dropped.

He blinked, then looked up again. Still slouched. Still confident. But his gaze caught—just for a second—on her breasts.

Kate moved on. She didn't acknowledge it. But her cheeks felt warmer. Her skin more present.

The bell rang at ten. Students packed bags, stretched arms, exchanged plans for break.

One of the girls came forward with a question about the essay format. Kate leaned in to help, fully aware of Jamie's presence still behind her. When the girl left, she turned slowly to gather her papers.

The room had almost emptied.

Almost.

Through the black screen of the classroom monitor, she caught his reflection. Jamie. Standing near the door. Watching her.

Not her face.

The line of her hips. The way her blouse clung across her back. The shape of her thighs as she shifted her weight.

He didn't move until her eyes met his in the glass.

Then he turned and vanished into the corridor.

Kate stood still for a long moment, staring at the reflection that had betrayed him. Then she reached behind her and smoothed the back of her skirt. Her fingers lingered there—more thoughtful than embarrassed.

She switched off the light, locked the classroom, and walked toward the staffroom without looking back.
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THE STAFFROOM SMELLED of reheated pasta and cheap coffee. A wall of mugs with slogans—"Keep Calm and Teach On," "World's Okayest English Teacher"—lined the counter beneath the humming kettle. Someone had brought in supermarket shortbread, already half-gone.

Kate poured herself instant coffee, added two sugars she didn't need, and leaned against the counter, letting the mug warm her hands.

The low hum of colleague chatter filled the space—half-jokes, lesson complaints, gossip recycled through too many mouths.

"...And now she's with the roofer," said someone near the window.

Kate glanced up. Two teachers were mid-story: Laura from Science and Nick from Geography. Laura was talking fast, clearly in the know. Nick looked like he was trying not to laugh.

"She was married—what, twenty years? Walks into her kitchen, sees the guy installing the skylight and decides she's never going back to Sunday roasts and missionary."

Nick gave a low whistle. "Well, I suppose a good roof needs regular maintenance."

They chuckled. Kate didn't join in. Just stirred her coffee too long, letting the sugar dissolve completely.

She took a seat near the edge of the room, angled just enough to face the windows. Outside, students moved across the courtyard—laughing, eating, shouting across benches. Casual, loose-bodied confidence. The kind that comes with youth and low consequence.

A group of boys passed below the window. One of them—she didn't know his name, maybe a BTEC student—glanced up and caught sight of her.

He smiled. Not politely. Not innocently.

She looked away before she could read into it.

Nick wandered past her a minute later, fresh coffee in hand, and paused just a beat too long.

"You look nice today," he said, voice low and casual.

Kate raised an eyebrow. "Thanks."

He moved on without waiting for a response.

She stared after him for a moment. Nick had been divorced two years. Flirted in passing, never seriously. But the compliment stayed in her chest like a warm coin pressed into the skin.

She checked her phone. A message from Alex:

"Did you book the gas check yet?"

No hello. No kiss. Just that.

She typed:

"Yes. Thursday at four."

Then stared at it. Deleted the full stop. Sent it anyway.

The next period was free. Kate returned to her classroom and sat at her desk, the silence louder than before.

She tried to plan the next week's coursework. Annotated a few notes on Streetcar, but the text blurred. She thought about Laura's story—the wife and the roofer. About Nick's compliment. About the boy outside the window.

About Jamie's stare.

It hadn't just been a glance. Not curious. Not clumsy.

It had been direct. Intentional.

And for the first time in a long time, she hadn't felt... unseen.

She touched her hair absently, fingers tracing the curl at the end of one long lock. She used to wear it up, tight buns and pins. Lately she'd left it loose. Let it fall down her back. Alex used to love it like that.

Used to.

The bell rang, snapping her out of it.

She stood slowly, smoothed her skirt again, and gathered her papers. She didn't need the next class. It was Year 12 resits—easier material, half-empty room. But she walked in with a different posture. Shoulders drawn back. Chin a little higher.

Maybe it was just the coffee.

Maybe it was something else.

By four o'clock, the sky was already bruising over with soft coastal grey. The cold had thickened, biting just hard enough to make her walk faster to the car.

Kate tossed her bag into the passenger seat and sat still for a moment, hands gripping the steering wheel. The engine ticked to life. The heater blew lukewarm air against her legs.

She didn't drive straight home.

There was nothing waiting there but silence.

The garage was just off the high street. A family-run place, always with one bay door half open, the smell of oil and metal hanging heavy in the air. She didn't need anything urgent—just a check on a squeaky belt, maybe. She told herself it would only take ten minutes.

A young man came out from behind a silver Vauxhall. Late twenties, dark hair, oil-slicked hands. Forearms thick with muscle, tattoos down to the elbow.

She rolled down the window.

"Alright?" he asked. His accent was local, a bit rough. "Need a look?"

She nodded. "It's the fan belt. I think. Just a sound when I start it. Not always."

"I'll take a listen." He stepped closer. "Pop the bonnet?"

She did.

He bent over the engine, sleeves pushed up, hands busy. His shirt rode up at the back, showing the ridge of his spine, the tight pull of his waistband. His trousers were stained, clinging to powerful legs.

She tried not to stare. She failed.

"Probably just a bit of slack," he said, straightening. "Nothing serious."

She nodded again, uselessly. "That's good."

He looked at her then. Really looked. "You're a teacher, yeah? College?"

"English," she said, surprised.

"Thought I recognised you. You taught my cousin. Said you were the one who got her into reading."

He smiled. It was crooked. Not charming—confident.

"You looked different then."

She tilted her head. "Different how?"

His eyes didn't flicker. "Not in a bad way."

Kate felt a flush rise behind her collar. It spread across her chest like sun under skin. Not quite blush. Not shame. Forgotten.

"Well, tell your cousin I'm glad she reads now."

He nodded. Wiped his hands on a rag. "Want me to top up your washer fluid while you're here?"

She hesitated, then smiled. "Sure. Why not."

He moved back to the car with the same unhurried ease. Not a boy. A man who knew exactly what his hands could do. She felt her legs cross tighter under the steering wheel. Her blouse clung to her back.

When he was done, he came to the window again. "Should be all set. No charge."

"No charge?" she asked, reaching for her bag.

He shook his head. "Consider it a thank-you for turning my cousin into a book snob."

Kate laughed—genuinely. It startled her.

He leaned slightly closer to the window, eyes dropping—not to her face, but to her legs, where the skirt had slipped just high enough to show the sheer black edge of her tights.

She didn't move.

"I'll see you around, Miss," he said, with a grin that wasn't entirely polite.

She rolled the window up slowly. He turned and walked back into the garage, his hand dragging through his hair, shirt riding up again.

Kate sat there for another full minute, heart still thudding.

The heater was blowing warm now. But her hands felt cold.

She didn't look back as she pulled out of the drive.

By the time she reached home, the light was fading to blue, the sea barely visible through the tall hedges lining their quiet road.

She parked, stepped out, and walked to the door with careful purpose. Each step steadied her. Each breath came a little slower.

But when she turned the key, and the house yawned open—dark, still, airless—her body sank.

She locked the door behind her, leaned back against it, and closed her eyes.

Then she touched the hem of her skirt.

Right where his eyes had been.

She didn't turn on the lights.

The hallway glowed dimly with the soft grey of the fading day, and the house welcomed her with a quiet that felt less like peace and more like absence.

Kate left her boots by the door, the soles damp with oil from the garage. Her bag slumped to the floor. She moved through the kitchen without stopping, past the untouched fruit bowl, the unopened post, the leftover bottle of white wine she'd been meaning to finish since last weekend.

Upstairs, she peeled off her tights slowly—inch by inch, like they were holding something more than her legs. The skin beneath tingled with leftover sensation. She stood in her knickers and bra at the edge of the bed, not sitting, not moving, just hovering in the quiet.

She picked up her phone from the nightstand and unlocked it with her thumb. No missed calls. One new message.

Alex

"Did you book the gas check yet?"

No greeting. No kiss. No Kate.

She read it twice. Something in her chest tightened—not painfully, but with that familiar ache. Not anger. Not sadness.

Just... confirmation.

She scrolled back through their thread.

Two weeks ago:

"Flight is delayed. Don't wait up."

"Did we pay the council tax?"

Three weeks ago:

"Remind me—what was the name of that wine we liked from Cornwall?"

"Check with the gardener about trimming the hedge back."

Before that: photos. Smiles. Jokes. Him shirtless in a hotel mirror. Her holding a wine glass in bed. A timestamped string of kiss emojis from a drunken night in Lyon.

The last time he said I miss you was in September.

She stared at that one the longest.

Her thumb hovered over the message box.

She typed:

"Yes. Thursday at four."

Then deleted it.

Rewrote:

"Gas check's booked."

Still wrong. She deleted it again.

Her finger paused. She looked down at the phone, her reflection ghosted in the dark glass of the black wallpaper.

Then she locked the screen and tossed it facedown onto the bed.

She opened her wardrobe and reached for her drawer of pyjamas but instead found the one she rarely touched—the bottom drawer, where her lingerie lay in a tangle of lace and elastic. Some pieces still smelled faintly of the drawer liner she used when she first moved in.

Kate pulled out a black set: balconette bra, sheer mesh knickers, matching suspender belt. Bought years ago, for a weekend in Paris. Worn twice.

She laid it on the bed and stared.

The thought came without invitation: He wouldn't notice if I wore it now.

She swallowed.

Then turned away.

In the bathroom, she brushed her hair slowly, watching herself in the mirror. Her breasts swayed slightly with each stroke of the brush, nipples dark and large against pale skin. She remembered how Alex used to watch her do this. Used to say her hair made her look like trouble.

Now he left earlier each week.

Trouble had left with him.

Back in the bedroom, she pulled on a soft cotton nightshirt—plain grey, long-sleeved. It hid everything. She didn't know if that was the point, or the punishment.

She got into bed early. Not because she was tired.

But because she wasn't sure what else to do.

She flicked on the TV, settled on a film she'd half-watched before—one of those slow French ones where nothing happens except eyes and breath and bare skin.

A woman undressed on screen. Slowly. Not for anyone. Not because she was seducing someone. But because she wanted to look at herself in the mirror and feel like a woman who could still want.

Kate didn't touch herself.

But she didn't look away, either.

The film played on in soft, flickering shadows. The woman on screen slipped into a bathtub, steam rising around her collarbones. Her breasts bobbed just beneath the water, nipples visible, almost daring the camera to look away.

Kate lay still beneath the covers, the duvet heavy on her thighs. One knee bent. Her fingers rested lightly on her stomach, just below the edge of the nightshirt. The fabric was soft. Worn. The kind that held warmth close to the skin.

She watched the screen without blinking.

Not because of the story. There wasn't one. Just slow, deliberate silence. A woman alone, moving through a life that seemed dimly lit and privately erotic.

She looked down at her own body. The rise of her hip under the blanket. Her thighs, bare beneath. The faint outline of her nipples pressing into the cotton of her shirt. She didn't feel beautiful.

She felt aware.

Her hand moved. Not deliberately. Not confidently. Just—curious.

Fingers trailed downward, grazing the elastic edge of her knickers. She paused. Her breath slowed. Then she pressed a little lower. Not inside. Just enough to feel the heat of herself.

The film continued. The woman on screen tilted her chin back, closed her eyes in the bath, and exhaled.

Kate mimicked the breath without meaning to.

She circled slowly, finding the rhythm before her mind could catch up. She wasn't thinking of Alex. Not even of Jamie. Just sensation. The thrum of her body finally waking. The way her legs shifted instinctively, opening just enough.

She pressed a little harder. Her eyes fluttered closed.

The knock came from inside her mind first.

Then she realised—it was real.

A faint thud downstairs. Maybe something shifting in the wind. Maybe the fridge door clicking back shut.

Her hand stilled.

The heat inside her lingered, unsatisfied. Her breath caught in her chest.

She waited.

Nothing.

Still, the spell had broken.

Kate pulled her hand back and brought it to her mouth, brushing her fingers absently against her lower lip. Her skin smelled faintly of herself—warm, musky, earthy. She didn't taste it. Just held her fingers there.

She turned off the TV.

The room fell into soft darkness, broken only by the distant sweep of headlights across the far wall as a car passed outside.

She lay back.

Let the quiet press in.

Minutes passed. Maybe more.

And then she dreamt.

Not vividly. Not with clarity. But with weight.

A presence behind her. Breath on her neck. Hands—too large to be Alex's—gripping her hips. Lifting. Pressing. She felt her own voice in the dream—low, urgent, needy. Felt her body open for someone unseen. Someone real only in outline and intent.

Her back arched. Her lips parted. The sensation bloomed, raw and unshaped.

She moaned softly in her sleep.

When she woke, the sheets were warm beneath her. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, slick and slow. The edge of her nightshirt had ridden up. Her knickers clung.

She didn't move right away.

Just lay there. Listening to her breath. Remembering the pressure of those dream-hands. The weight. The rhythm.

She didn't know who he was.

But she knew he wasn't Alex.

The clock said 3:12 a.m.

She turned on her side, pulled the duvet over her shoulder, and closed her eyes again.

The dream was gone.

But her body remembered.

––––––––
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TUESDAY MORNING CAME without drama—just a faint patter of rain against the glass and the dull ache of interrupted sleep behind her eyes. Kate woke slowly, stretching under the duvet until her foot brushed the cool, empty space where Alex hadn't been.

She sat up, blinked at the grey light, and let her feet touch the floor.

The house felt still. Not calm—waiting.

She walked naked to the mirror by the wardrobe, the one she usually avoided in early light. But this morning, she stood in front of it.

Not to check herself.

To look.

Her body was softer than it used to be, but strong where it mattered. Years of running, of squats and yoga while Alex travelled, had carved strength into her thighs, her glutes, her shoulders. Her stomach was flat, though not hard. A woman's belly. Real.

Her breasts hung full and natural, pale with wide areolas and thick nipples still flushed from the memory of the night. She cupped one, letting it fall into her palm. It filled her hand.

She tilted her hips forward, examining the curve of her arse from the side. Strong. Lifted. Still hers.

Her red hair fell over one shoulder, catching against the slope of her collarbone.

She didn't smile.

But she didn't look away.

Kate opened the bottom drawer of the dresser.

The lingerie lay tangled—black lace, pale silk, mesh, and memory. She reached for a piece almost without thought: a high-waisted set in plum lace with satin edging. Worn once, years ago, under a trench coat for dinner at a hotel in Manchester.

She stepped into the knickers, pulled them up slowly over her hips, then hooked the bra. The cups pushed her breasts together, lifted them. Her nipples rose beneath the lace.

She studied the effect in the mirror. Turned slightly.

Then added the suspenders.

No stockings. Just the belt. Just to feel the way it hugged her.

She stood like that for a full minute. One hand on her hip. One tracing the side of her thigh.

And a question, blooming quietly at the back of her mind:

What if someone else saw me like this?

Not Alex.

Someone who didn't know what the old version of her had looked like. Someone who hadn't watched her become this—older, firmer, fuller. Someone who might find it new.

She exhaled through her nose.

It wasn't arousal. Not yet. It was something else. Something like...

Readiness.

She stripped again and dressed for work.

Another blouse. Another skirt. Hair brushed and left loose, tumbling past her shoulders in soft waves.

At the front door, she paused. Looked back toward the stairs.

She had left the lingerie on the bed.

Not thrown aside.

Laid out.

As she stepped out into the drizzle, pulling her coat tight at the waist, she didn't feel cold.

She felt contained.

As though something had stirred—and hadn't gone back to sleep.
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Thursday evening. The kind of evening that used to mean wine and leftovers, socks on the radiator and bad TV she didn’t mind watching if his hand was on her thigh.

Now it was takeaway containers she didn’t touch, and the soft thud of him moving from one room to another like a man just passing through his own house.

Kate stood by the window, nipples brushing the inside of her jumper, her body aware of its own hunger, watching the neighbour’s porch light blink on and off in the misty dark. The air outside looked wet. The kind of cold that made you crave someone’s heat, made you ache to be wrapped up in sweat and skin. The kind that made you want someone’s body beside yours.

Behind her, Alex was upstairs. Shower running. Wardrobe doors creaking open, closed, open again.

He’d told her at lunch—just a text, no punctuation—that he had drinks planned with two of the old shipping crowd. No one she knew. No reason to join.

“Just catching up. Nothing big.”

And yet he was changing shirts twice. She heard him curse under his breath when the steam fogged the mirror.

Kate picked at the edge of a takeaway napkin. Her lesson slides were still open on her laptop, halfway through a revision plan for Year 13. She needed to print the final version, double-sided. Her laptop hadn’t been syncing with the printer since the last update, and she’d ignored the problem for weeks.

She climbed the stairs slowly, pausing at the landing.

“Alex?” she called through the ajar bathroom door.

“Mmm?” The water hissed.

“Your laptop—can I print from it?”

“Yeah, go for it.” The voice came through steam. “It’s open. Just email it to yourself.”

“All right.”

She turned into the bedroom.

His laptop sat on the side table. Screen already open, display glowing faintly. She moved his blazer aside—it was slung half on the bed—and sat down with her glass of water.

The home screen was tidy. A few folders. Calendar. Chrome browser open.

She clicked the Chrome icon to bring the window to the front.

It wasn’t empty.

The page was paused on a still frame—muted, but not closed. A dark room. A woman on her knees. Blonde. Heavy-breasted. She was looking up at a man with his cock out, while another man sat behind her, watching.

Kate blinked.

The video title hovered above in bold text: “My Wife Worships His Cock While I Watch – Cuckold Confession Series”

She froze.

Didn’t scroll. Didn’t breathe.

Didn’t even look away.

Just... read it again.

She touched the trackpad lightly. The cursor trembled across the screen. She didn’t close it. Her finger hovered, uncertain.

It had auto played to a stop, waiting.

From the bathroom, she heard Alex finish. The water cut off with a final groan of old pipes. She shut the browser tab quickly—not closed, just minimised—and clicked into her email. Hands steady. Posture perfect.

She accessed the file and hit print.

The printer downstairs began to hum.

Behind her, the door opened.

Alex stepped in with a towel over his hips, rubbing another through his hair.

“All good?”

“Yes,” she said without turning. “Thanks.”

“Cheers. I’m heading out soon. You need anything?”

“No.”

He dropped the towel from his shoulders onto the floor. Opened a drawer. Found a shirt. She watched him in the mirror. Still strong. Still broad. Still entirely elsewhere.

She said nothing.

He buttoned up. Deodorant. Wallet. Keys.

“Love you,” he said casually, passing her on the way to the stairs.

She nodded. “You too.”

The front door clicked shut four minutes later.

The door clicked shut. Not slammed—just final. Measured.

Kate waited at the top of the stairs, listening. No keys returning. No footsteps on the gravel. He was gone.

She walked slowly back into the bedroom, glass of wine in hand, and sat down in front of the open laptop.

The screen blinked awake with the lightest tap of her finger. Chrome was still open. She didn’t need to guess which tab it had been.

The video was paused where she’d left it. A woman—naked, on all fours—looked back over her shoulder with smeared lipstick and flushed cheeks. Behind her, a thick, dark cock pressed into her. In the background, another man filmed, his hand visibly shaking as he breathed heavily from behind the lens.

The title bar read:

“My Wife Gets Ruined by His Huge Cock While I Watch – Real Cuckold Footage”

She clicked pause again. Not to stop it—just to feel the silence.

She sat back. Sipped her wine. Then did what she shouldn’t have done.

She opened the browser history.

It wasn’t even hidden.

He hadn’t bothered to use incognito.

The list was long—repetitive, almost compulsive. Each entry stamped with time. Today. Yesterday. Two days ago. Dozens of clips, clips he'd barely watched for more than a few minutes at a time.

Search terms stacked like confessionals:

	hotwife amateur real

	wife fucks black guy first time

	cuckold humiliation pov

	bbc hotwife amateur

	husband films wife getting fucked

	she moans for other man

	real cuckold tears

	wife rides bull while husband watches


Kate stared at the screen, blinking slowly.

This wasn’t some passing interest. This was ritual. Rhythm. A kink embedded deep enough that it had a shape. A pulse.

And he hadn’t told her.

Not once. Not a word.

She clicked into another video, hands trembling now.

This one began with a close-up of a woman’s face—her mascara smudged, mouth open, whispering: “He’s bigger than you.”

A second man entered the frame. Muscular. Silent. He unzipped without ceremony and pushed into her, rough and slow. The woman gasped, hands gripping the sheets. Behind the camera, a male voice moaned helplessly.

Kate didn’t realise her thighs had drawn together until her calf cramped slightly.

She adjusted in the chair. Took another sip of wine.

Then another.

A third video started automatically.

This one was different. Set in a hotel room. A woman stood at the balcony door, wearing nothing but heels and a robe. She opened it to a stranger—black jeans, leather jacket, shaved head. He stepped inside and kissed her hard.

The husband—the filmer—whispered: “Good girl. Let him use you.”

Kate hit pause.

Her chest rose and fell, slow and sharp.

She leaned back and closed the laptop gently. The light vanished. The screen returned to black.

But her thoughts didn’t.

She sat in the silence of the bedroom, listening to the radiator click softly beneath the window, the wind playing with the trees outside.

Alex hadn’t just watched these.

He’d searched them. Repeatedly. Built a private theatre out of strangers, desire, and her image.

He’d wanted to see her this way.

Fucked.

Claimed.

Humiliated, maybe.

And he never said a word.

She stood and walked to the mirror. Her reflection was pale, lit only by the hallway spill. Her hair loose. Her blouse slightly open from where she’d tugged at it while sitting.

She finished the glass of wine in two long pulls. The taste was sharp, sour on her tongue. She didn’t pour another.

Instead, she undressed slowly.

Not like she had to.

Like she was preparing to feel something.

Then she lay back on the bed, closed her eyes, and tried not to picture herself on camera—collared, kneeling, opening her mouth for someone who wasn’t her husband.

The bedroom was dim now, lit only by the glow of the laptop screen and the soft pulse of the router in the corner.

Kate sat upright against the pillows, legs crossed beneath her, the duvet bunched at her hips. She’d pulled on an old cotton tank top but left her knickers off. The air against her skin felt cooler now, more alert.

She reopened the browser.

The tab blinked back to life, right where it had left off.

She watched the woman on screen kneel in front of the camera, lips parted. Her eyes—so obviously aware of being observed—burned with something between guilt and performance.

The man behind the camera whispered again.

“Open wider. I want him to see what I married.”

Kate swallowed.

She clicked into another clip. This one handheld, rougher, grainier. A couple in a cramped flat, the wife bent over the kitchen table. The man filming trembled with every thrust the stranger made behind her. At one point, she reached back and pushed the stranger deeper inside her, moaning: “This is what I need. Not you.”

It wasn’t the sex that gripped her.

It was the dynamic. The permission. The performance. The possession.

The heat.

She slid her hand between her legs.

Not urgently. Not even deliberately.

Just... instinctively.

The tips of her fingers were already damp. The tank top clung to the curve of her breasts, nipples hardening as the scene played on. She didn’t blink.

The woman on screen reached orgasm. Loud, messy, twitching. Her husband whimpered. She laughed.

Kate’s fingers circled once, twice, slower. She didn’t press yet. Just touched enough to feel the truth of her own arousal.

She paused the video.

Took a breath.

Then whispered aloud: “You wanted this?”

She imagined Alex—not watching porn, but watching her.

In their own bed. Bent forward. Taken.

And him—there.

Not participating.

Just... watching.

His eyes locked to hers while another man touched what was his. Or wasn’t.

She felt a jolt of heat in her gut. Her fingers slipped lower. Deeper.

Her mouth fell open. She made no sound.

She came quickly. Sharply. Almost involuntarily.

No climax had come like that in months. Years, maybe. Not since the first months with Alex, when his hunger had made her feel adored.

This was different.

This wasn’t love.

It was power. Performance. Permission to feel everything she'd been told to keep in check.

She lay back on the pillows, one hand resting lightly between her thighs, the other brushing damp hair off her forehead.

Tears pricked her eyes—but they didn’t fall.

She wasn’t sad.

She was awake.

She stood a few minutes later. Walked to the en suite and rinsed her hands under warm water. Caught her own eyes in the mirror. Her lips looked fuller. Her cheeks flushed. Her pupils wider than normal.

She looked like she’d done something wrong.

And like she might do it again.

She returned to the bedroom. Closed the browser completely. Shut the laptop. Left it on Alex’s side of the bed, exactly where he’d left it.

As if it had never been touched.

But she knew better.

It had touched her.

She couldn’t sleep.

Not really.

She drifted, but never fully let go. Her limbs stayed too tense, her brain too active. Every time she closed her eyes, the images returned—flickering not like memory, but possibility.

In one moment, she was being filmed.

In another, watched through a crack in the door.

Then her body bucked beneath a stranger while Alex stood at the edge of the room, his hands shaking, his lips parted—not in protest, but awe.

By morning, she was up before her alarm. The sky outside was a pale smear, half-rain and soft light. She made tea instead of coffee. Her fingers were still unsteady.

She sat at the kitchen table, feet bare against the cold tile. The kettle steamed behind her. Her phone buzzed. A message from Alex:

“Stayed over at John’s. At office now. Will text later.”

No greeting. No punctuation. No kiss.

She didn’t reply. Not yet.

She thought back—through years of little comments she hadn’t known to read.

Times he’d asked how she handled teenage boys staring in class.

The way he’d said “I bet they all want to fuck their teacher” one night after too much wine, laughing as if it was nothing.

How he sometimes asked what she’d worn to school—then quickly changed the subject.

The day she’d mentioned a dad making a comment at parents’ evening, and Alex had said, “Maybe he’s not the only one.”

It had all sounded like teasing at the time.

But now, in the haze of post-climax clarity, it felt like something else entirely.

Hints.

Signals.

Soft little admissions.

He’d watched her. Not just as his wife. But as... an object. A fantasy he didn’t know how to admit wanting.

He didn’t want to be the man who shared his wife.

But he wanted to be turned on by the idea that someone else might.

That someone else had.

Kate touched her throat. It felt warm, vulnerable. Like her pulse had moved closer to the surface.

She stood, walked into the living room, and pulled open the drawer where they kept old notebooks, spare batteries, tangled cords. She found a small notepad—lined, soft-backed, the kind she used when she needed her thoughts out where she could see them.

She sat again at the table and wrote two words in the centre of the first page.

He knew.

Then underneath:

But not about me. About what he wanted me to be.

She stared at the page for a long time.

Then, slowly, she added:

What if I gave it to him?

The moment she finished the sentence, she felt her thighs clench again under the robe. Her skin reacted before her mind did.

Again.

She closed the notebook. Left it under a stack of magazines.

Not hidden. Just... not visible.

Like everything else between them.

She showered, dressed, and pulled on a new blouse. Pale blue. The silk one she hadn’t worn in months. It slid over her skin like breath.

Underneath, no bra.

Just the camisole.

The sheer one.

It wasn’t a decision.

It just happened.

The silk blouse felt different this time. Not just soft—intentional. A whisper of luxury that belonged to a version of herself she hadn’t summoned in a while.

No bra. Just the thin black camisole beneath. Semi-sheer. Not scandalous, but close enough to be guessed at in the right light.

Kate had always dressed carefully for work. Controlled. Polished. Feminine without being provocative. Today, she didn’t aim to be inappropriate.

She just wanted to be noticed.

The corridor buzzed as she walked in from the car park—students loitering near lockers, tapping away at phones, slinging bags over shoulders. Two boys near the main entrance stopped talking when she passed. One nudged the other. The other looked twice.

She didn’t react.

But her cheeks flushed. Not with embarrassment.

With confirmation.

In her classroom, she pulled off her coat and stood for a moment at the window, letting the cold seep away from her skin. The air felt electric against the silk.

A knock.

Jamie leaned around the doorframe. Hoodie, backpack slung low. Early, again.

“Morning,” he said, casual.

“You’re early,” she replied, even.

He shrugged. “Library’s full. Figured this was quieter.”

She nodded and sat behind her desk. He didn’t take his usual seat. He lingered near the bookshelf, pretending to browse the spines. But he wasn’t reading.

She felt his gaze skim across her chest when she reached for a pen. She adjusted slightly, not because she needed to—but to see what he’d do.

He didn’t blink.

Didn’t smile.

Just watched.

She rose from her chair, walking over to rearrange some handouts by the whiteboard. The silk clung as she moved, the shape of her hips more visible in the still morning light.

She heard him sit down.

Didn’t turn around.

By the time the rest of the class trickled in, the heat under her skin had settled into something like tension. She felt alive. Alert. Her body humming in a way she hadn’t felt in months.

When she leaned over a desk to correct a paragraph, the boy beside her—Jack, 19, rugby shoulders and cologne too strong—glanced down her blouse. She saw it in his peripheral hesitation. The gulp. The way his eyes dropped and didn’t come back up.

She let him.

Didn’t scold. Didn’t warn.

Just straightened and moved on.

At lunch, in the staffroom, she barely heard the conversation about schedules and overdue reports.

She watched the door instead.

Watched who looked at her as they entered.

Watched who didn’t.

Back in the classroom later that afternoon, Jamie lingered again after the others had gone.

He stood by the doorway, bag slung over one shoulder, hand braced against the frame. He didn’t come back in. He just... paused.

His eyes dropped once—to the dip of her blouse—then up again.

“You look different today,” he said.

Just that.

Not a compliment. Not a challenge.

A statement. A question dressed as an observation.

Kate met his gaze evenly. “Do I?”

Jamie gave a crooked half-smile. “Yeah.”

Then he turned and left.

Her pulse didn’t slow for minutes.

That night, the house was silent again. Clean and orderly and full of nothing.

Alex hadn’t messaged again. She hadn’t followed up. The silence between them now had shape—no longer emptiness, but space. Intentional. Held open like something waiting to be filled.

Kate poured a smaller glass of wine this time. No need for courage. Just confirmation.

She carried it upstairs. Closed the bedroom door behind her.

Then reopened the laptop.

It was muscle memory now. Chrome. History. Third tab down.

The thumbnails lined up like a secret catalogue. Her eyes scanned past the first few—things she’d already seen, already imagined herself inside.

She didn’t feel like a voyeur anymore.

She felt... expected.

She clicked a new one.

“My Wife Fucks Our Gardener – He Begs to Watch”

It opened on a woman being bent over a kitchen counter. A stranger—tall, young, working-class—pulled her hair as he fucked her hard, while the husband knelt nearby, holding her hand. His face was wet with tears.

Kate watched the woman. Her face.

Not pain.

Elation.

She felt the heat build fast this time. As if the need had only been waiting for permission.

She slid her hand into her knickers and moved with slow precision—testing, teasing. This wasn’t about speed. It was about replaying.

She pictured herself in the same kitchen.

That same counter.

Not with Alex.

With someone younger.

Firmer.

Someone who didn’t ask.

Someone who took.

And Alex—standing in the doorway. Helpless. Hard.

Watching.

Kate pressed harder.

Her breath grew shallow.

She thought about Jamie’s eyes. The pause. The “You look different today.”

What if he knew?

What if he guessed?

What if she wanted him to?

She came with a sharp cry she muffled in her wrist, back arching off the pillows, legs trembling. It rolled through her in waves—more physical than emotional. Pure, clean release.

When it passed, she lay there for a long time, chest rising and falling beneath the silk.

Later, she showered. Not rushed. Not perfunctory.

She washed slowly. Let her fingers linger between her legs, remembering how she felt when she said the words aloud the night before:

He wanted me to be fucked by someone else.

And now she knew how it sounded.

Knew how it felt.

Knew what it did to her.

Back in bed, she opened her phone to check the time. A new message from Alex had landed during the shower.

“Train might be cancelled. Will try for early morning. You good?”

Still nothing tender. Nothing warm.

She stared at the message.

Then typed:

“All good. Kiss.”

Just that. And a single x.

Then she turned off the screen.

And smiled in the dark.

Not because she was lying.

But because she wasn’t.
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Someone to Watch Her
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Sunday morning arrived with soft rain and the clink of cutlery in a quiet kitchen. Kate sat curled into her side of the breakfast table, legs folded beneath her, hoodie sleeves tugged over her hands. The steam from her mug of tea curled into the low light coming through the window.

Outside, the hedges dripped steadily. The town was silent. Even the birds sounded uncertain.

She scrolled through the news on her phone with the vague detachment of someone who wasn’t looking for anything in particular—until the headline stopped her thumb.

“Woman Found Dead in Woods Near Old Railway Path”

Her stomach dropped.

She tapped it.

The photo loaded slowly. A familiar face—not a friend, but known. Pilates, once a week. Always wore mismatched socks and had that laugh that carried down the hall.

Kate blinked.

She felt her fingers tighten around the mug.

Alex came in then, yawning, bare-footed in trackies and a long-sleeve tee. He went straight for the coffee machine, his usual half-smile tugging tiredly at the edge of his mouth.

“You’re up early,” he said.

Kate didn’t answer right away.

When she did, her voice was quiet. “Someone’s been killed.”

He turned. “What?”

She turned the screen so he could see. He leaned down, read the headline, then scanned the first few lines. His face sharpened.

“Shit.”

“Emma from Pilates.”

Alex looked again. “The one with the dog?”

Kate nodded.

He sat. The coffee beeped behind him, forgotten.

They ate slowly. No music. No radio. The scrape of cutlery filled the space between glances. Kate wasn’t frightened exactly. But the world had tilted slightly. And she didn’t like the way it made the hallway feel longer, the hedges outside look taller.

Alex watched her across the table. “You okay?”

She nodded. “Just... weird, that’s all. I walk past that railway path every week.”

He tilted his head. “You’ve been nervous lately. I noticed.”

She sipped her tea. “It’s nothing.”

“It’s not nothing.”

She didn’t correct him.

They cleared the table in silence. Kate rinsed the plates while Alex dried, the rhythm of domestic life carrying them back to something normal—but underneath, the current was still there.

He leaned on the counter. “Would it help if I worked from here more?”

She smiled faintly. “You can’t do that.”

“I could.”

“But you won’t.”

Alex gave a soft exhale. “Then maybe there’s another way.”

Kate raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

He hesitated. “Liam.”

She blinked. “Your nephew?”

“Yeah.”

Kate wiped her hands on a tea towel. “Why Liam?”

“He’s good. Solid. He’s between contracts. Did security for a while after the army thing didn’t stick. You always liked him.”

She gave him a look. “He was seventeen last time I saw him.”

“He’s twenty now.”

“So?”

“So he’s a man, Kate. He’d make you feel safer.” He shrugged. “I just don’t like the idea of you alone in this house while there’s a bloody killer loose two streets over.”

Kate bit the inside of her cheek. She wasn’t sure how she felt. Not scared, exactly. But there was something sobering in the way Alex said it. Not dramatic. Not commanding.

Protective.

Practical.

She rinsed the mugs and set them on the rack. “And where would he stay?”

“The guest room. Just for a while. Until you feel settled again.”

Kate said nothing.

Alex leaned in and kissed her temple. “It’s just an idea.”

She nodded, still drying her hands. “Fine. If it makes you feel better.”

Later, after he left for the train, she stood in the hallway and stared at the guest room door.

Clean sheets. Spare towels. Neutral enough to hold anyone.

She tried to picture Liam there.

But the image that came was incomplete.

Because he wasn’t seventeen anymore.

He arrived on a Wednesday afternoon, just before four.

Kate heard the engine before she saw the car—something low, black, and loud pulling up at the curb like it didn’t care who was watching. She was still in her school clothes, blouse half untucked, heels kicked off in the hallway. Her hands were damp from rinsing a mug.

The knock was casual. Not rushed. Two short taps. Confident.

She opened the door.

And blinked.

Liam stood there with a gym bag slung over one shoulder, keys hooked through a finger, hair still wet from the shower he must’ve had before the drive.

He was taller than she remembered. Not gangly anymore. Broad through the chest and arms. T-shirt stretched slightly across his shoulders. His face was lean, sharp in the jaw. A dimple still cut through his cheek when he half-smiled—but his eyes were darker now. Focused. Calm.

“Hey, Aunt Kate.”

His voice was deeper. Lazy. Self-assured.

She hesitated. Then stepped aside. “Hi, honey. Come in.”

He walked past her into the hallway. The air shifted with his presence—something warm and faintly musky trailing behind him. She caught it like a reflex.

He turned halfway, looking down the hall. “Nice place. Smells like wood polish and rosemary.”

She raised an eyebrow. “That’s oddly specific.”

“Smells like you, then.” He winked.

She didn’t laugh. But she didn’t scold him either.

Liam dropped his bag at the foot of the stairs and looked around with easy ownership.

“No dog?” he asked.

“No.”

“Shame. I like dogs. They keep you honest.”

She crossed her arms, feeling the soft weight of her breasts shift, leaning against the banister. “You don’t have a dog. Aren’t you honest?”

He looked back at her, amused. “I guess we’ll find out.”

She showed him the guest room—neutral tones, spare charger in the wall, towel folded at the end of the bed like a hotel.

Liam walked in and gave a single nod. “This’ll do.”

“Let me know if you need anything.”

He turned around then, bag still slung over his shoulder. His eyes skimmed her, not in a rush, not crudely—but fully. A scan with the confidence of someone who knew how to look without apologising.

She felt it.

Felt her body respond before her mind caught up.

“I’ll unpack later,” he said. “You want tea?”

“You’re offering to make tea?”

“I’m staying in your house. I’m not a savage.”

She smiled, surprised. “Kitchen’s downstairs. Mugs are obvious.”

“I’ll find them.”

He walked past her again. His arm brushed her shoulder lightly.

She stood still for a beat longer than she should have.

When she joined him five minutes later, he already had the kettle on and two mugs out. One of them had her name on it. Literally. It was from a Secret Santa exchange years ago.

He poured hers first. No questions asked. No small talk.

She watched the flex of his forearm as he stirred, the veins raised, the muscles tightening with movement.

He handed her the mug. Their fingers didn’t quite touch.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Alex said to look after you,” he said casually, sipping his own. “But I get the feeling you’re not the one who needs looking after.”

She looked at him.

He smiled around the rim of the mug.

He was no boy.

And she wasn’t imagining the way he looked at her.

Dinner was pasta. Nothing complicated. Just penne, garlic, olive oil, and the parmesan she kept in a jar because grating it fresh made her feel vaguely in control of her life.

Liam offered to help, but she waved him off. He stood by the counter instead, sipping a beer and watching her move around the kitchen like he belonged there already.

“You cook like someone who doesn’t care about recipes,” he said.

She looked at him over her shoulder. “Is that a compliment or a warning?”

“Bit of both.”

They ate at the island. No candles. No pretence. The windows were dark now, reflecting the inside back at them—her blouse slightly open at the collar, his arms bare where the sleeves of his t-shirt strained at the edge of his biceps.

He ate slowly. He talked easily—nothing deep, just stories from the job he’d left, the road trip he wanted to take, the gym he hated but couldn’t stop going to.

“Miss being in the army?” she asked at one point.

Liam shook his head. “I miss the fitness. The purpose. But I don’t like being told what to do.”

“You didn’t seem the type.”

He smirked. “And what type is that?”

“The type that thinks rules are optional.”

He took a sip of beer. “Only the boring ones.”

She watched the way he moved as he talked—shoulders loose, jaw working steadily between mouthfuls, fingers strong but careful around the cutlery. He wasn’t fidgety like the boys she taught. He didn’t posture like the men she worked with.

He simply was.

Present. Comfortable in his body.

At one point, he stretched back in his chair, hands clasped behind his head. His shirt lifted just enough to reveal the defined V at his hips. His stomach was tight, smooth, a trail of hair vanishing beneath the waistband of his jeans.

Kate looked.

Only for a second.

But long enough to know she had.

He caught her mid-sip of wine and grinned. “So, what’s your gym like?”

She blinked. “My gym?”

“Yeah. Gotta keep up with you somehow.”

She rolled her eyes. “There’s a place a ten-minute walk from here. Bit overpriced. Decent weights. I mostly use it for classes.”

“Good enough.” He stood, stretching again. “I’ll go tomorrow. First thing.”

“You’re not here for a holiday, then?”

He looked at her. “Do I seem like someone who switches off?”

She said nothing.

He smirked again. “Didn’t think so.”

He cleared their plates without being asked, stacking them neatly, rinsing each under the tap.

She leaned on the counter, finishing her glass. The wine was warmer now, softened at the edges, like the room itself.

“You don’t have to do that,” she said.

“I like doing it.”

He turned off the tap and dried his hands on a tea towel.

“Thanks for dinner.”

“You’re welcome.”

He met her eyes. Didn’t look away.

“Don’t let me slack off,” he said, voice low, teasing. “I expect you to keep me in line.”

Then he disappeared upstairs, two steps at a time.

Kate stood in the kitchen long after the light had turned itself off. Her body hummed with something too soft to name, but too loud to ignore.

She hadn’t thought about Alex once all evening.

Not until now.

The hallway was quiet now. Not silent—just layered in the sounds of a lived-in house. Pipes settling. The wind brushing against the hedge. A faint creak from somewhere upstairs. She wasn’t used to sharing the space anymore.

Kate stood in front of the bathroom mirror, brushing her teeth with one hand and holding her phone with the other. The news of the murder had faded by now—dropped off the front page. The world was already moving on.

She couldn’t.

Not because of fear.

Because of him.

She paused at her bedroom door. Listened.

Liam’s shower had started five minutes ago. She heard the water hit the tile, hard and rhythmic. Then the faint echo of music—his phone, playing something bass-heavy through the bathroom speaker.

She walked into her room and closed the door quietly behind her.

The robe slipped off easily.

She lay back on the bed in just her knickers and vest top. The sheets were cool. Her thighs were warm.

She closed her eyes.

It started as it always did now.

The memory of that video. The woman bent over a kitchen table. The man holding her hair. The husband in the corner, silent and shaking.

But this time, the man behind her wasn’t a stranger.

He was tall. Muscled. Confident.

His hand on her hip. His voice in her ear.

“You like being watched, don’t you?”

It wasn’t imagination anymore.

It was Liam.

Kate shifted under the duvet. Her hand slid slowly down her stomach, into her knickers. She was already wet—soaked—before she even touched herself.

Her breath came faster.

She pictured the way he’d stretched at dinner. The V of muscle above his jeans. The way he looked at her like he saw something she hadn’t let anyone see in years.

She circled gently, barely grazing the most sensitive part of her. Her knees fell open under the sheets. The house was quiet, the sound of her breath sharp in her own ears.

She imagined Liam behind her. Holding her hips. Making her take every inch while Alex stood in the doorway—his mouth open, too stunned to speak.

Her legs tensed.

Her fingers moved faster.

She bit her lip and let it happen.

The orgasm came in a wave. Not a scream. Not a cry.

Just a long, low moan buried into the duvet as her back arched and her thighs shook and her chest rose off the mattress. It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t polite.

It was needy.

It was real.

She lay there afterwards, flushed and trembling, chest still rising with shallow breath.

Then—

She heard it.

The click of the bathroom door. The soft tread of bare feet on the landing. The floorboard near his room—always creaky—gave the faintest squeak.

She held still.

Counted the steps.

His door opened.

Closed.

Softly.

Kate pulled her hand from her knickers and stared at the ceiling.

She wasn’t sorry.

She wasn’t scared.

The next morning broke sharp and golden, sunlight slicing across the kitchen tiles like something deliberate. Kate moved barefoot through the house in her robe, a pale grey thing she usually wore when she couldn’t be bothered to perform domestic grace.

She filled the kettle. Pulled mugs from the shelf. The house still held the quiet of sleep, except for the faint rustle of wind against the windows.

Then—footsteps. Soft, padded. Moving with too much energy for morning.

She didn’t have to turn to know it was Liam.

“Morning,” he said, his voice still gravelled with sleep, but bright.

She looked over her shoulder—and froze for a half-second longer than polite.

He was shirtless. His torso slick with sweat. Running shorts hung low on his hips, waistband rolled once. His skin glowed from exertion, flushed and warm. His chest was broad, stomach tight, and a sheen of sweat still clung to his neck and collarbones.

She swallowed.

“Been out already?” she asked, turning back to the mugs too quickly.

“Six kilometres,” he said, heading straight for the tap. He drank from his hands like it didn’t matter how primal it looked. Water ran down his wrist, over his forearm. He wiped his mouth on his shoulder and grinned.

“I forgot how cold the mornings are out here.”

Kate focused on pouring water into the mugs. “That’s why we drink tea instead of doing anything productive.”

“You mean like standing half-naked in a stranger’s kitchen?”

She paused. “You’re not a stranger.”

“Am I not?” he asked, tone lighter than the words.

He moved to stand beside her at the counter. Close. Not inappropriately close—but not careful either.

She could feel the heat radiating off his body. His scent—clean sweat and skin and something woodsy from his deodorant—hit her like a wave.

She stirred the tea, her fingers suddenly awkward. The sleeve of her robe slipped slightly down her forearm, revealing more skin. She didn’t pull it up.

He reached past her for the sugar. His arm brushed hers.

Not hard. Just contact.

But it didn’t end quickly.

His skin was warm. The hair on his arm brushed hers. She froze—but didn’t step away.

He didn’t either.

Their elbows touched. Then his fingers grazed her hand. Intentional?

No. Couldn’t be.

But he didn’t apologise.

Didn’t move.

She turned slightly, looked at him.

Liam was already watching her.

He smiled. Not sweet. Not innocent.

Slow. Knowing. Confident.

He dropped a spoonful of sugar into his tea and stirred without speaking.

Kate took her mug and walked to the other side of the island, her movements too quick. She tucked her robe closed a little tighter, but not fully. The air against her legs reminded her she’d chosen not to wear anything underneath.

She wasn’t cold.

Not in the slightest.

He stood with his back to the counter, sipping tea like it was just another morning. His eyes never left hers.

“Going to the gym after breakfast,” he said.

She nodded. “I’ll write down the address.”

He grinned. “Don’t worry. I’ll find it.”

As Liam turned to head upstairs, he passed behind her again. Closer this time. Not touching. But not careful either.

She stayed frozen until she heard the tread of his feet on the carpeted landing above.

Only then did she move—quietly, slowly. She placed her mug down and gripped the edge of the counter with both hands.

Her pulse throbbed between her thighs.

And she hated it.

This wasn’t flirting. It wasn’t a harmless exchange.

He was young. And her husband’s nephew.

But the way he looked at her... the way her body reacted without permission... that was harder to reason away.

She was supposed to be disturbed by Alex’s search history. Hurt. Angry.

But part of her kept circling back to the same unbearable thought:

If he wants to watch me with someone else... is it even cheating?

The question came again, unbidden. Not because she had the answer.

But because she wanted one.

Any one that would let her stop feeling guilty for how alive her skin had become.

She exhaled.

Tight.

Unsettled.

And certain of only one thing.

This wasn’t harmless anymore.

The house was still again by mid-afternoon. Liam had returned from the gym an hour ago, dropped his trainers by the door, and vanished upstairs with his phone and a bottle of water. She hadn’t seen him since.

Kate sat in the front room with her laptop open and lesson plans half-finished. The cursor blinked on an empty PowerPoint slide. Her brain was stuck somewhere else entirely.

She stood, stretched, and decided to take the laundry upstairs. Something useful. Something routine. Something normal.

The guest room door was ajar.

She paused in the hall, laundry basket balanced on her hip.

He hadn’t made a sound since coming back.

She nudged the door a little wider with her foot.

Liam stood by the window, facing away. Just a towel around his waist. His back broad and damp from the shower. Shoulders like something sculpted, his lats pulling slightly as he stretched both arms above his head.

Kate froze.

Not just at the sight.

But at the feeling.

Her body responded before her mind had a chance to remind her who he was.

The towel rode low on his hips. One firm glute peeked from the edge. His skin was golden from the sun, the muscles in his back flexing as he rolled his neck.

She couldn’t move.

She knew she should.

But she didn’t.

And then—he turned.

Not quickly. Not startled.

Just turned.

His eyes landed on hers.

She was still holding the laundry basket. Frozen in the doorway like a thief caught mid-act.

For a second, neither of them moved.

Then—he smiled.

Slow.

Nothing innocent about it.

Kate stepped back without a word. Her cheeks burned. Her skin prickled from her scalp to her knees. She blinked and turned away, stepping into the bathroom across the hall, shutting the door softly behind her.

She placed the basket on the counter and gripped the sink with both hands.

Her reflection stared back at her—wide-eyed, lips parted, robe clinging too closely to her body in all the wrong places.

What are you doing?

He’s twenty.

He’s your husband’s nephew.

He’s staying here to protect you.

She exhaled through her nose, trying to calm the erratic beat of her pulse.

But the guilt didn’t come alone.

It arrived beside justification.

You didn’t touch him.

He’s the one who smiled.

Alex is the one who started all this—with his secrets and kinks and his porn loaded with strangers fucking women like you.

She closed her eyes.

You didn’t choose this.

But her body had.

And her body was making its own decisions now.

That evening, the house felt warmer. Not from the thermostat, but from something less mechanical. Heat that came from nearness. The kind of warmth that made fabric feel heavier against the skin.

Kate stayed in the living room after dinner, curled up with a blanket and a book she didn’t really read. Liam had offered to clear up again. She let him. She was too aware of her own heartbeat to argue.

Voices filtered through from the kitchen. Not conversation. A phone call.

Alex.

She stayed still, not leaning in—but not pretending not to hear.

Liam’s tone was relaxed. Amused. “Yeah, she’s spoiling me. Got me back in a routine already.”

Pause.

Then, louder:

“She’s looking after me. You’ve got the cool aunt, uncle.”

Kate’s chest tightened.

She heard the fridge open. The clink of a glass on the counter. More muffled laughter. A low hum of approval.

And something else.

The edge in Liam’s voice wasn’t disrespectful. But it wasn’t exactly innocent either.

There was something too smooth in it. Something deliberate.

When she walked past him in the hallway half an hour later, he was leaning against the wall near the stairs, phone in one hand, thumb scrolling aimlessly. He looked up.

“Still up?” she asked.

“So are you.”

He glanced her over. Not up and down. Just... through. His eyes didn’t linger. They settled.

And then—he smiled. The kind of smile that knew something you hadn’t said out loud yet.

Kate gave him a faint one in return and kept walking.

In the bathroom, she stood in front of the mirror again.

Not to check her face or  fix anything.

Just... to see.

Her eyes were wide. Lips parted. She looked flushed, lit from somewhere beneath the skin. Not beautiful—awake.

She whispered something this time, not loud enough to fully form.

Not even a sentence.

Just a breath: “Stop this.”

But even as she said it, her body betrayed her again.

Her nipples tightened. Her thighs pressed together.

She didn’t want to start something.

She wanted not to want it.
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Saturday night. Alex was home. The heating had come on an hour earlier than usual, and the bedroom was heavy with warmth and the soft scent of their laundry detergent—lavender and something vaguely floral.

Kate lay on her side, facing the window. The curtains were drawn but she could feel the night pressing in through the glass. Beside her, Alex’s breathing was slow, not quite asleep. Just settled.

The room felt familiar. Lived-in. Safe.

And yet—hollow.

They’d spoken over dinner. Bills. The new head of department. That boy in Year 13 who wouldn’t stop staring at her in class—Alex had laughed at that. Not jealous. Just amused.

“Still got it, then,” he’d said, sipping his wine.

She had smiled. Said nothing.

Now, lying in bed, his body inches from hers, she listened to the rhythm of his breath. The way his shoulder rose and fell, steady and sure. He was warm. Grounded. Always had been.

She used to sleep with her head tucked under his arm. Now there was a line between them—a soft, undrawn boundary neither of them crossed unless one of them was sick, or cold, or apologising.

He shifted slightly and murmured something into his pillow.

She didn’t respond.

Just kept her eyes open.

Staring into the dark.

Her thoughts slipped. Skipped.

Liam’s voice at breakfast.

His laugh at the gym story.

The way he looked over his shoulder when he came out of the shower.

The way her body responded without waiting for permission.

She closed her eyes.

Tight.

She wasn’t trying to think of Liam.

It just... happened.

Beside her, Alex’s hand moved slightly. Not toward her—just a turn of the wrist. She felt the air shift. That tiny movement made her aware of her own body all at once.

The soft brush of her nightdress across her breasts. The warmth trapped between her thighs. Her skin was too alert.

She pressed her legs together and shifted her hips. Not to touch—just to ease the ache. But it didn’t help.

It made it worse.

The image came unbidden. A flash—skin, fingers, breath against her neck.

Then another. Her back arched. A mouth against her breast.

She opened her eyes again, wide now. The ceiling swam in the dark.

She didn’t want this.

She didn’t ask for it.

But her body had made a decision her heart wasn’t ready to process.

She turned onto her back, stared at the ceiling, and forced herself to breathe slowly.

Eventually, her eyes grew heavy.

But sleep didn’t come like it used to.

It came in pieces.

Sharp.

And filled with heat.

She woke with a jolt.

No sound. No nightmare. Just a heat spreading through her body like it had travelled upward from her thighs to her neck, a slow surge that left her damp at the back of the knees and aching between the legs.

Kate blinked into the dark. The alarm clock glowed: 03:38.

The room was still.

Alex slept beside her, turned away, his breath deep and steady.

The dream was already slipping. She tried to hold it, pin it in place, but it unravelled like steam from her skin. Still—pieces remained.

Hands.

Firm.

Not Alex’s.

Her body had been bent forward. Her breasts pressed against something hard—wood? The edge of a table? She wasn’t sure. There was pressure. A rhythm. Her own voice.

She’d been saying something. Pleading.

“Don’t stop.”

That part was clear.

Her legs were drawn up now, knees close together under the covers. Her knickers were damp. Her inner thighs slick with arousal. Her chest rose in shallow pulls. She reached down, instinctively—but stopped herself.

Not out of shame.

Out of fear that finishing it would make the dream real.

She stared at the ceiling and tried to calm the thudding inside her.

She didn’t remember seeing his face.

But she’d felt his skin.

His mouth.

The way his fingers gripped her hips—not tender, not cruel, but confident. Like someone who knew she would say yes before she did.

It wasn’t until her breath began to slow that the last fragment of the dream clicked into place.

The man—

the one behind her—

he had a tattoo.

Low on the left side of his torso.

A black line.

She’d seen it before.

On Liam.

Kate turned onto her side, eyes wide in the dark.

Her body pulsed with leftover pleasure, with need she hadn’t asked for, hadn’t invited. But it was there now, in her blood, in her breath.

She glanced at Alex, still asleep.

Still peaceful.

Still warm.

She wanted to reach for him.

She wanted to want him.

But her hand didn’t move.

She lay awake until nearly five.

Eventually, she drifted off again.

But when she woke with the alarm at seven, she couldn’t remember any more of the dream.

Just how it made her feel.

Sunday morning settled into the house like mist—slow and silver. Kate padded out of the bedroom in leggings and an oversized hoodie, hair scraped into a loose bun.

The hallway was quiet.

Alex was downstairs already, she could hear the low murmur of the radio and the clink of a spoon against ceramic.

She turned to head toward the stairs.

Then stopped.

Liam’s gym shirt was draped over the banister. Still damp. Dark grey, slung casually like it had been peeled off and forgotten.

Kate didn’t mean to touch it.

She just... did.

Her fingers found the hem. The cotton was soft but soaked with that particular weight sweat leaves behind—clean, sharp, distinctly male.

She lifted it slightly, bringing it closer. The scent hit immediately. Musk. Salt. Deodorant with something earthy in it.

She hadn’t expected to react.

But her thighs clenched, her breath caught.

It wasn’t the smell itself.

It was the intimacy of it.

How close you had to be to know someone’s scent like that. How familiar. How physical.

She closed her eyes.

Just for a second.

“Morning.”

Her eyes flew open. She dropped the shirt like it had burned her.

Alex stood at the bottom of the stairs with two mugs in his hands. He offered one up.

“I made you the good coffee.”

Her smile took a second too long to arrive. “Thanks.”

He handed it up to her. “What were you doing?”

“Nothing.” She took a sip. “Just zoning out.”

Alex glanced at the shirt. “He’s a hurricane, that one. Uses three towels a day. Leaves socks everywhere.”

Kate laughed softly. “I’ll have words.”

But her heart was still racing.

They sat in the kitchen a few minutes later, newspapers between them, toast cooling on plates.

Alex glanced up over his cup. “You didn’t sleep much, did you?”

She kept her gaze on the paper. “Not really.”

“Too warm?”

She nodded, vague. “I think so.”

He reached across the table, laid his hand over hers. Warm. Familiar.

It was the most intimate they’d been in days.

She didn’t pull away.

But she didn’t lean into it either.

And as she stirred her coffee, the scent of Liam’s shirt still clung to the inside of her nose.

And it wasn’t fading.

Lunch was thrown together without ceremony. Leftover roast chicken, a tub of coleslaw, half a baguette cut into uneven chunks. The kitchen buzzed softly with the Sunday feel of domestic noise—radio on low, kettle refilled, fridge opened, closed again.

Alex had stayed home for once. No early train. No looming emails. Just the three of them around the table like a makeshift family.

Liam arrived last, still damp from the shower, his t-shirt clinging faintly to the lines of his chest. He raked a hand through his wet hair and grinned.

“Something smells good.”

“It’s just chicken,” Kate said.

“Everything smells good when you don’t have to cook it.”

They ate standing up, plates on the counter, talking between mouthfuls. Liam told a story about a man at the gym who tried to bench too much and ended up flat on his back, trapped and red-faced.

Kate laughed. Properly. More than she’d expected to.

Alex smirked. “Still lifting like a show-off, then?”

Liam flexed his arm in mock reply. “Someone has to uphold the family reputation.”

Later, Kate sat down on the edge of the window seat with her plate, one leg folded beneath her, balancing her glass of water on the ledge. The conversation turned to football, then travel plans. She only half-listened.

Across the kitchen, Liam leaned back against the counter, arms folded, chewing slowly.

He was looking at her.

Not hard. Not staring.

Just... looking.

Not her face.

Her mouth.

She felt it before she saw it. The awareness crawled up the back of her neck and into her scalp.

When she glanced up—he didn’t look away.

His eyes were relaxed. Curious. Unapologetic.

Kate swallowed and looked back down at her plate.

Her pulse fluttered in her throat.

She wasn’t imagining it.

And she wasn’t sure she wanted to.

Alex passed behind her with a second plate. “Still with us?”

She nodded, startled. “Yeah. Just thinking.”

He kissed her temple absentmindedly. “I’ll do the washing up. You’ve done enough today.”

She nodded again.

But her thoughts had already shifted.

Later, she caught herself.

She’d gone to the sink to rinse her glass and saw her reflection in the window—the way her top curved against her chest, how her hips moved when she turned just so.

She imagined Liam watching from behind.

And hated how her stomach fluttered.

Back in the hallway, she passed Liam at the foot of the stairs. He was looking at his phone.

She wasn’t sure if he noticed her.

But she noticed everything.

The second dream came without warning.

No half-sleep. No restless tosses. Just one moment she was lying in bed beside Alex, and the next—she was somewhere else entirely.

The hallway light flickered behind her. Warm, golden. She was naked, her skin flushed, her hair damp like she’d come from a shower. The guest room door was open. She stood at the threshold.

Inside, Liam waited.

He didn’t speak. He just held out a hand.

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

Her breath was tight. Excited. Her nipples grazed the cool air. The duvet was already folded down. She climbed onto the bed without being told, knees sinking into the mattress. He watched her—calm, steady—as if this were inevitable.

Then he moved behind her. His hands on her hips.

Fingers digging in just enough to mark.

She felt herself arch into it. Felt the way her breath left her throat in a long, low sound.

“I shouldn’t,” she whispered.

Liam leaned down, his chest pressed to her back. He didn’t speak. Just exhaled near her ear.

Her own voice answered for him.

“But I want to.”

He pushed into her. Slowly at first. Deep. Her mouth fell open. Her nails clutched at the pillow.

And then—

A sound from the hall.

The creak of floorboards.

She turned her head, panting, to see the outline of someone standing just outside the door.

Alex.

Watching.

Frozen.

Not furious.

Not shocked.

Just... there.

Her dream self didn’t stop.

She kept moving. Moaning. Tilting her hips harder, deeper, her eyes locked on her husband’s.

“You wanted this,” she whispered to him.

“You made me this.”

And he nodded.

Kate woke with a sharp gasp, hand between her thighs, the sheet tangled around her hips.

Her skin was slick with sweat. Her fingers were wet. Her body thrummed with the kind of need that sat deep in the belly—dense and bright and urgent.

She was so close to orgasm it startled her.

But she stopped.

Her chest heaved as she sat upright, pushing the duvet away, heart hammering behind her ribs.

She couldn’t do this.

Not next to Alex.

Not with the dream still clinging to her skin like steam.

She slid out of bed carefully and padded to the en suite. The cold tile shocked her back into her body. She flicked on the light and gripped the sink.

Her reflection stared back at her.

Cheeks flushed. Pupils dilated. Bottom lip caught between her teeth.

She turned on the cold tap and let the water run until it numbed her fingertips.

She didn’t finish.

Didn’t touch herself again.

But the ache between her legs was worse than it had ever been.

Because this time—

she’d said yes.

Monday morning arrived with the hollow ring of a life returning to order. Alex had left before sunrise—train to London, suit bag over his shoulder, a kiss at the door that missed her mouth by half an inch.

Kate stood at the kitchen counter in her dressing gown, mug in hand, trying to remember whether she’d said goodbye properly or just murmured something about the dishwasher.

The kettle clicked off. Steam rose.

Then came the footsteps.

Liam padded in, barefoot, his joggers low, T-shirt clinging to his chest in a way that felt criminal this early in the day. His hair was messy from sleep, not styled. It suited him.

He didn’t look surprised to see her there. Just smiled. “Morning.”

Kate turned back to the counter. “Morning.”

“Tea or coffee?”

“I’ve got it.”

He stepped closer. “Let me.”

It wasn’t a question. And she didn’t protest.

He moved around the kitchen like he’d always known it. Pulled the mugs, flicked the switch, poured slowly. The silence between them stretched thin. Not awkward—but filled.

Kate folded her arms over her chest, trying to act like she wasn’t keenly aware of her body under the robe. She’d put on her usual black knickers and nothing else. The fabric clung in all the wrong places. She hadn’t expected company before nine.

Liam slid her mug toward her. Their fingers touched.

Just a brush.

But it stayed too long.

His thumb grazed hers. Warm. Barely there.

She pulled back.

Her hand hit the side of the mug harder than she meant to. It clinked loudly against the counter.

He didn’t flinch.

“You all right?” he asked, voice low.

Kate stared at the mug. “Fine. Just... tired.”

“You look it.”

She glanced up sharply. “Thanks.”

He smiled. “Didn’t say it was a bad look.”

She took a sip of coffee she didn’t want. Her mouth was dry. Her lips too sensitive. The heat from the mug did nothing to ground her.

Liam leaned on the counter beside her, closer now. The scent of his skin was still morning-warm—clean and faintly citrus. It hit her like déjà vu.

From the dream.

From the night before.

“You got plans today?” he asked.

“Work. Lesson prep. Meetings.”

He nodded, then reached for a banana from the fruit bowl and peeled it casually.

She watched him eat.

Watched his mouth.

Stopped herself.

“I’ll be out most of the day,” he said. “Might go for a run. Maybe hit the weights.”

She nodded. “Gym’s quiet on Mondays.”

He took another bite. “Not the gym I’m going to.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Meaning?”

“Meaning I’ve seen the park. It’s got better scenery.”

He said it without looking at her. Chewing. Smiling slightly.

Kate’s heart skipped.

Then stuttered.

“I should get dressed,” she said, stepping back from the counter.

“You should.”

He didn’t move out of her way.

She squeezed past him, not fast enough. His hand brushed her lower back as she passed. Just a graze. A fingerprint of contact.

Not enough to accuse.

Far too much to ignore.

The house quieted by ten.

Kate had tried to keep herself busy—emails, laundry, a bit of marking—but her focus was fractured. Each task done half-heartedly, each thought drifting off course. By nine, she’d stopped pretending.

She poured a glass of water and walked upstairs in silence.

Her door was open. His was, too.

She didn’t mean to look.

But she did.

Liam was asleep on his back, duvet pushed low around his hips. Bare chest rising and falling slowly, one arm thrown up above his head, the other draped across his stomach. The low hallway light cast a soft glow over his body, tracing the edge of his collarbone, the curve of his ribcage, the faint trail of hair that disappeared below the blanket.

She didn’t breathe.

Didn’t blink.

Just... watched.

She told herself it was curiosity.

Told herself she was checking he was safe. Comfortable. Settled.

But her eyes didn’t stop at his face.

They moved over the slope of his shoulder, the muscle of his bicep, the slack curve of his mouth.

He looked young like this.

But not harmless.

Not anymore.

Her fingers tightened around the glass in her hand.

Her skin pulsed.

Something inside her shifted—low and aching. She could almost feel the weight of him behind her again, the echo of the dream still blooming hot against her hips.

She closed her eyes for a moment.

Then turned away.

Back in her room, she set the glass down on the nightstand. Slipped out of her dressing gown. Climbed into bed.

But her body wouldn’t still.

She lay on her side, staring into the dark, thighs pressed tight together, lips parted, heart too loud.

Sleep didn’t come.

Not quickly.

Not kindly.

And when it did, he was waiting for her there too.
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I Dreamt He Touched Me
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She woke to a soft tangle of sheets twisted around her thighs, her hair damp at the temples, her lips parted and dry.

The room was quiet.

The kind of quiet that only came when Alex wasn’t home.

She reached across the bed instinctively. Cool sheets. Empty.

Gone.

The dream was still inside her.

Not flickers this time. Not fragments. But sensation.

His hands on her hips.

His mouth against the back of her neck.

The weight of his body pinning hers down as her legs trembled, her breath caught, and her voice—her voice—said the thing she never said aloud.

“Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Kate pressed her thighs together under the duvet.

She could feel it.

The heat between her legs. The slickness on her inner thigh. Her nipples stiff against the cotton of her vest.

She closed her eyes and let one hand trail down her stomach, slow and silent. It paused just at the edge of her knickers, then slipped inside.

Soaked.

Shame bloomed in her chest, but it was drowned quickly by the hunger.

She rubbed once. Twice. Her hips twitched. Her breath caught.

But then she stopped.

Hand still between her legs.

It felt too close to something real.

Too much like surrender.

She pulled her hand back and lay still, heart pounding, legs tense.

A full minute passed before she moved again.

When she did, it was slow.

Purposeful.

She got out of bed, peeled her clothes off, and walked naked into the en suite.

The tile was cold under her feet. She turned on the shower as hot as it would go and stepped under the stream before it had fully warmed. The shock made her gasp, and for a moment, she let herself pretend it was penance.

She didn’t come.

Not in the bed.

Not in the shower.

She washed like someone scrubbing evidence from a crime scene.

And when she stepped out, she didn’t feel clean.

Just... restrained.

Wrapped in a towel, she looked at her reflection in the mirror—cheeks flushed, hair wet, chest rising too quickly.

She tried to meet her own gaze.

Tried to say something.

But the only words that came were:

“He’s just a boy.”

But she didn’t believe it anymore.

The kitchen felt bright in a way her body didn’t appreciate. Sharp-edged morning light sliced across the countertop, illuminating every fingerprint, every smear, every forgotten crumb. Kate stood at the kettle, towel-dried hair hanging loose, wearing an oversized tee and knickers, hoping the shirt was long enough to hide what needed hiding.

She hadn’t heard him come down.

“Morning.”

She jumped slightly, nearly knocking over her mug.

Liam walked in mid-stretch, arms raised, hoodie already halfway off. He pulled it over his head in one smooth motion, ruffling his dark hair as it fell into place.

He was shirtless underneath.

Bare torso. Damp skin. Veins visible along the lines of his forearms. A small silver chain lay flat against his collarbone, barely catching the light.

“Didn’t mean to scare you,” he said, heading to the fridge, casual as ever.

Kate turned back to the mugs, heart hammering.

“You didn’t,” she lied.

“You’re up early.”

She shrugged. “Didn’t sleep much.”

Liam pulled out the orange juice, cracked the cap, and drank straight from the bottle.

He glanced over at her as he lowered it, licking a stray drop from the corner of his mouth.

“You okay?”

“Fine.”

He watched her for a beat longer than necessary, then opened a cupboard and retrieved a protein bar, tearing the wrapper with his teeth.

Kate busied herself with the kettle, willing it to boil faster.

But her eyes kept flicking back—uninvited—to his torso.

His chest wasn’t bulky, but sculpted. Every movement showed muscle and fluid strength. His shorts hung low on his hips, the V-cut of his abdomen leading to a waistband she refused to look at directly.

She stirred her tea harder than she meant to.

“You’re quiet,” Liam said, leaning back against the counter.

“Just tired.”

“Rough dreams?”

Her hand stilled on the spoon.

She turned slowly to look at him. “Why would you ask that?”

He shrugged, not smiling now. “You look like someone who didn’t sleep well. That’s all.”

She held his gaze a moment too long.

Then looked away. “You shouldn’t drink from the bottle.”

He raised an eyebrow, amused. “Noted.”

She picked up her tea and made to leave, but as she passed him, he didn’t move. She had to shift sideways, close enough that her hip brushed the front of his shorts.

She caught his scent again—soap and sweat and something unmistakably male.

It wasn’t the collision that stayed with her.

It was the way he looked down at her as she passed.

Like he could still feel her.

Like he wanted more.

She walked straight out of the kitchen, into the hallway, and up the stairs.

Only when she reached the bedroom and closed the door did she realise her breathing had changed.

Faster.

Hungrier.

Her thighs were wet again.

And she hadn’t even touched him.

Late afternoon.

The kind of stillness that settled between chores and dinner, when the light began to change and the air turned gold. The quiet hour. The time when nothing happened—or everything did.

Kate was carrying a basket of laundry up the stairs, her bare feet light on the wood. She was in leggings and a vest, hair tied up, still warm from folding clothes and pretending not to think about what happened that morning.

She paused at the landing.

Something pulled her attention before she could think why.

Liam’s door.

It was open.

Not wide. Not thrown. Just ajar. Tilted with casual negligence, as if he’d meant to close it but got distracted.

She approached without meaning to.

Her hand rested on the doorframe.

And then—she looked in.

He was standing with his back to her, towel low on his hips, rubbing another through his hair. Fresh from the shower. Steam still clung to the corners of the room, softening everything except him.

His body was fully on display. Shoulders broad. Waist narrow. Back taut with ridged muscle and motion.

Then—without warning—he dropped the towel.

She didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

Her breath caught mid-inhale as his full body came into view.

Tall. Muscular. His arse firm and perfectly shaped. His thighs thick, strong. His skin still glistening in places.

He moved like he didn’t know he was being watched.

Or maybe he did.

Kate’s eyes travelled lower.

Her mouth went dry.

He was big.

Limp, but heavy. Thick. Her stomach dropped in a rush of heat that made her knees ache.

She should have left.

She knew she should have.

But she couldn’t pull herself away.

Then—he turned slightly. Just enough that his profile came into view.

His jawline. His chest. His cock, no longer so soft.

She gasped.

Quietly.

Too quietly?

He paused.

She stepped back into the hallway like it burned. Her heel hit the floorboard. It squeaked. She winced, clutched the laundry basket tighter.

No footsteps followed.

No voice called out.

But her heart pounded like she’d run miles.

Back in her bedroom, she dumped the basket onto the floor and sat on the edge of the bed, trembling.

She hadn’t meant to look.

Hadn’t meant to stare.

But the image wouldn’t leave her.

His body.

His size.

He had no idea what he’d done to her.

Or maybe...

Maybe he knew exactly.

Night came softly. Warm air. A breeze slipping through the open window, stirring the curtain like a whisper. The house creaked and shifted as old houses did, but otherwise—it was silent.

Kate lay beneath the duvet in only her knickers, the sheet pushed to her waist. She hadn’t worn a top to bed. She hadn’t needed to. The heat was clinging, inside and out.

But it wasn’t the weather that made her burn.

It was him.

The way his back had flexed under the light.

The way his cock had hung, thick and unbothered.

She’d seen him nude.

Fully.

And now—now she was soaked.

She let her hand drift down.

Slow. Careful.

Just a touch at first, brushing over her stomach. Then lower. Her fingers moved beneath the elastic of her knickers, and she hissed through her teeth at how ready she was.

No build-up. No resistance.

Just need.

She rubbed in slow, small circles. Her eyes fluttered shut. Her breath shortened.

She imagined his fingers instead of hers—longer, stronger, more confident. She imagined him kneeling between her thighs. That cock pressing against her entrance. That voice saying her name.

“Kate.”

The sound made her freeze.

Her eyes snapped open.

She didn’t imagine it.

It was real.

The floorboard creaked outside her door.

Then a voice. Soft. Low. Breathless.

“Kate...”

It wasn’t loud. Not meant to be heard, not really.

But she heard it.

And just beneath it—

a sound she knew far too well.

A moan.

Male. Deep.

Ragged at the edges.

Her hand stilled inside her knickers.

She barely breathed.

The sound came again—fainter now. Like he’d moved away. But it was there. Unmistakable.

Liam.

She slid her hand away, slowly, as if caught mid-crime.

Her heart pounded.

The door hadn’t clicked shut earlier when she’d come upstairs. She hadn’t latched it. It might’ve been open by an inch.

Had he seen her?

Had he been watching?

Or had he simply heard?

Or worse—

Had he been doing the same thing?

Kate rolled onto her side, hand still damp against her thigh, chest tight.

She didn’t finish.

But her body buzzed with the tension of something unspoken.

Something shared.

Something dangerous.

Morning arrived too quietly.

No birdsong. No clatter from the neighbour’s bin. Just sunlight pressing against the blinds and the muffled hum of the house warming up for another day.

Kate sat at the kitchen table with her tea going cold, dressed in leggings and a thin-strapped vest. She hadn’t bothered with a bra. She told herself it was the heat.

The silence between her thighs had become a kind of hum.

Liam entered mid-yawn, a towel draped around his neck, hair damp from the shower.

He didn’t say good morning.

He just nodded, walked to the counter, and started making toast.

Kate sipped her tea, eyes on the window.

He didn’t mention her name.

He didn’t ask if she slept well.

He didn’t say anything about the night before.

And that, somehow, made it louder.

She got up to fetch the butter from the fridge just as he turned to grab a plate. They met beside the toaster—close.

Her hand reached across at the same time as his. Their fingers collided over the handle.

She pulled back. Too fast. The butter slid off the counter and hit the floor with a soft slap.

They both crouched to get it.

And in that moment—their hands met again.

Palms brushing. Fingers tangling briefly.

Too deliberate to be clumsy.

Too light to be innocent.

They both paused.

Then Liam looked up at her.

Not grinning. Not teasing.

Just... looking.

Like he knew.

Like she knew.

Kate stood first. He passed her the butter without comment.

They didn’t touch again.

Not for the rest of breakfast.

But the heat between them remained—like something spilled and never cleaned up.

She washed the dishes later with more force than necessary, the sponge squeaking beneath her fingers. She could still feel his skin against hers. Not his hand—his presence.

The memory of his moan from the night before replayed in her head like a forbidden song. Paired now with the weight of his palm.

She didn’t say a word.

Neither did he.

They didn’t need to.

It was late afternoon when Kate stepped out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, hair dripping down her back. The kind of quiet that only happened when two people were in the same house, both trying not to be noticed.

She walked softly, avoiding the squeaky floorboard near the stair.

The guest room door was half-open.

She didn’t expect him to be there.

But he was.

Liam stood in the hallway just beyond, facing her as she turned the corner.

He froze.

So did she.

The towel clung tightly across her chest. One hand held the edge at her side. Water still dripped from the ends of her hair, trailing down her collarbone.

His eyes flicked down.

And stayed there.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t cover herself more.

Didn’t run.

She just stood still.

Let it happen.

Let him look.

His eyes moved slowly from the swell of her breasts, down her legs, then back up—hesitating at her throat, then her mouth.

She swallowed.

Her thighs pressed together.

The moment stretched long enough to pulse.

Then—he stepped aside.

Just a few inches.

Enough to let her pass.

But he didn’t look away.

And neither did she.

Kate walked slowly. Past him. Through the narrowest gap.

Their bodies didn’t touch.

But the heat between them was physical.

When she reached her bedroom door, she paused. Half-turned. Looked back.

He was still there.

Still watching.

His hand at his side curled slightly—like he wasn’t sure what to do with it.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t smile.

Didn’t wink.

Just slipped into her room and closed the door behind her.

The latch clicked.

Soft.

Final.

But her heart didn’t settle.

It beat faster.

Because she didn’t feel alone in the house anymore.

She felt wanted.

The house held its breath.

No hum of appliances. No ticking clock. Just stillness.

Kate lay on her back, eyes open, covers tangled around her waist. She couldn’t sleep. Again. Her body was too warm. Her skin too alert. Every nerve hummed beneath the surface.

She thought it might pass.

That the silence would dull the ache.

But then she heard it.

Her name.

“Kate...”

Barely a whisper. Not a call. Just a sound meant for no one else.

The voice came from the hallway.

Her breath caught in her chest. She strained to listen.

And then—

A sound.

Soft.

Guttural.

Male.

A moan.

Not loud. Not dramatic. Just real.

And unmistakable.

Her lips parted.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t dare.

The moan came again—slightly sharper. Then silence.

Her heart pounded so hard it felt like it moved her ribs.

Had he said her name again?

Or had she imagined it?

Had he seen her earlier? Had he wanted her to?

Or was he behind his door, hand wrapped around his cock, thinking about someone else?

The thought made her stomach twist.

No—

She wanted it to be her.

Her own hand slid beneath the duvet.

She didn’t even try to resist this time.

Her knickers were already damp.

She touched herself slowly, gently, holding her breath. Her fingers found her clit, slick and swollen. She barely had to move—her body was already right there. On the edge.

All it took was that sound. That name.

Her name.

On his lips.

In the dark.

She came in silence, biting her bottom lip, eyes wide open.

No pillow this time.

No shame.

Just heat.

Release.

And a question echoing behind it:

Did he know?

Did he hear her too?

The house settled again.

No footsteps.

No voices.

But somewhere down the hall, behind a closed door, Liam was breathing just as fast.
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Warm for the Wrong Reasons
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The classroom smelt of printer paper, cheap perfume, and the kind of energy teenage boys couldn’t hide if their lives depended on it.

Kate stood by the board, uncapping a marker with a practiced flick of her thumb. Behind her, the low drone of side-conversations drifted through the rows—half about coursework, half about whatever videos or girls were currently circling their social feeds.

She wrote a quote on the board from The Picture of Dorian Gray, then turned.

“Right,” she said, loud enough to quiet the room. “Let’s talk about vanity.”

That got a few smirks.

Of course it did.

She wore a fitted cream blouse tucked into a navy pencil skirt—modest by any standard, but the fabric hugged the curve of her hips a little more than usual. She’d meant to grab a cardigan. Hadn’t.

The room was too warm anyway.

Or maybe that was just her.

Halfway through the lesson, she glanced toward the back row.

Two boys—Lewis and Jamie—quickly looked away.

Too quickly.

She knew that look.

Not defiance.

Not boredom.

Just hunger they didn’t have the grace to hide.

She moved down the aisle, pointing to a passage one of them had underlined. “Why this line, Jamie?”

He looked up at her with bright blue eyes and shrugged, but his gaze didn’t land on the page.

It landed squarely on her chest.

“Just... thought it sounded deep,” he said.

His friend snorted.

Kate arched an eyebrow but said nothing. She turned and walked back toward the front.

As she passed, she heard Lewis whisper—loud enough to carry—“Imagine her in a black corset though.”

The desk creaked as Jamie kicked him under it.

Kate didn’t turn.

Didn’t acknowledge it.

But her cheeks flushed. Not from shame.

From the fact that, for a flicker of a second, she’d imagined it too.

Later, when the bell rang, she stood at her desk stacking papers. The boys filtered out slowly, laughing, shoving. Jamie lingered a second too long.

“Miss,” he said.

She looked up.

“Your lipstick’s smudged.”

She touched the corner of her mouth instinctively. “Is it?”

He smiled. “Don’t worry. Still looks good.”

Then he walked out.

She sat down once they’d gone, letting the silence close around her.

Her thighs ached.

And she hated the heat blooming between them.

Because she wasn’t fantasising about Jamie. Or Lewis. Or anyone in that room.

But their attention had cracked something open.

And what poured in wasn’t about schoolboys.

It was about a man upstairs in her house, shirtless in her hallway, who whispered her name when the lights went out.

The front door clicked shut behind her.

Shoes off. Keys in the dish. School bag dropped by the stairs.

Kate exhaled, leaned briefly against the wall, and told herself to breathe normally. It was just another Tuesday. Just another long, sweaty, teenage hormone-filled day. Nothing had happened.

Except her thighs were still pressed tightly together. And her cheeks still burned.

She started up the stairs, one hand on the banister, the other brushing damp hair from her neck.

Halfway up, she saw him.

Liam was sitting at the top of the landing, one knee bent, his arm draped over it, a bottle of water dangling loosely from his fingers.

Shirtless.

Again.

Sweat still clinging to his chest. Hair damp from the gym. A towel looped over his shoulder.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t shift.

Just watched her climb the stairs—slowly, silently.

She stopped a step below him, and for a moment they were eye-level. Close enough that she could see the droplets of sweat glinting on his collarbone. His chest rose and fell slowly. Unhurried.

“Hey,” she said, softly.

He nodded.

His eyes didn’t leave hers.

She adjusted the strap of her handbag. It wasn’t falling. She just needed something to do with her hands.

“Good run?”

“Hot,” he said. “Crowded.”

He took a sip of water. A drop rolled down his chin and along the ridge of his throat.

Her eyes followed it before she could stop herself.

“I left dinner in the fridge,” she said.

“I saw. You didn’t have to.”

She shrugged. “Habit.”

His mouth curved slightly. “You’ve got a lot of those.”

The air between them felt thick. Not tense, exactly. But stretched.

She swallowed. “Did you sleep okay last night?”

Liam’s head tilted.

Then—

That smile again.

Low. Private.

“Eventually.”

Her breath caught.

A pause bloomed in her chest, wide and sudden.

She didn’t ask what he meant.

Because she knew.

And he knew she knew.

And they were both standing in the middle of that knowledge, bare and wordless, with nothing between them but distance—and not even much of that.

She stepped around him carefully.

He didn’t move.

Just let her pass.

But as she reached the top, he spoke again.

“Kate.”

Her name. Soft. Like before.

She turned slightly. “Yes?”

His eyes were darker than usual. “You look drained.”

“I am.”

“Maybe you should let someone look after you.”

She didn’t answer.

Just walked into her room and closed the door behind her.

Not fast.

Not loud.

But with hands that wouldn’t stop trembling.

Evening curled in slowly, the house growing quieter by the hour. Kate moved between her bedroom and the hallway in soft socks and a loose tee, trying not to think. Not to feel.

She folded a towel, emptied the dryer, stood for too long in front of her wardrobe without choosing anything. She hadn’t eaten. She didn’t feel hungry. Only restless.

Liam’s door was ajar.

Again.

She turned to head toward the bathroom—trying to move casually, as if her heart hadn’t been in her throat all day.

She didn’t mean to look inside.

But something in her refused to let her pass.

She paused in the hallway.

And the moment she looked—

the towel dropped.

Liam bent over to pick something up from the floor. The towel he’d wrapped around his waist slid from his hips with a lazy shrug of movement.

He didn’t stop it.

Didn’t react.

Didn’t reach to cover himself.

He just stood.

Completely naked.

Kate froze.

He was facing slightly away from her—enough for modesty to still technically exist—but the curve of his back, the line of his hip, the shadow of his cock... none of it left anything to the imagination.

Her breath faltered.

She should have turned.

She didn’t.

He straightened.

Slow.

And without looking back, he spoke—casual, quiet.

“You always stop right there.”

Her heart jolted. “What?”

He turned, just enough to show her the side of his face. He didn’t smile.

Just looked over his shoulder.

“I hear you. Every time.”

Kate tried to laugh, but it caught in her throat.

“I wasn’t—”

“Watching?”

He turned fully now. Still naked. Still calm.

Her eyes flicked down—reflex. She caught herself. Too late.

Liam saw it.

And this time, he did smile.

She backed a step. “Put something on.”

He didn’t move.

“Why?” he asked softly.

And it wasn’t arrogant.

It wasn’t mocking.

“I’m not doing this,” she said.

Her voice came out quieter than she’d meant it to. Almost a whisper.

He didn’t push.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t reach for her.

But he didn’t apologise either.

Just turned back to his room, picked up the towel, and slung it casually over one shoulder.

Like it had never been needed.

Kate walked straight into the bathroom and locked the door.

She didn’t cry.

Didn’t scream.

She just sat on the closed toilet lid, face in her hands, body vibrating with need and panic and something worse than either: anticipation.

The kitchen was dim and still when she came downstairs.

Ten past eleven. The windows reflected soft shadows of the room’s interior—lamplight, edges of bowls, the curve of her own shoulder as she moved toward the kettle.

She hadn’t meant to come down.

Not really.

But her mouth was dry. Her thoughts louder than they should have been.

A cup of tea. Something warm. Something calming.

She didn’t hear him enter.

Just felt him.

Liam.

Behind her.

Close.

Not touching—but there.

The air changed. Thickened.

Kate stayed still, fingers still curled around the mug, pulse suddenly thudding in her throat.

He stepped closer.

She felt it first in the space behind her knees—then across her lower back.

She could feel his breath before she heard his voice.

“I couldn’t sleep.”

Neither could she.

But she didn’t say it.

Slowly, she turned.

He was right there.

Close enough to see the flecks in his eyes.

Close enough to count the drops of moisture on his collarbone from the glass in his hand.

He didn’t reach for her.

Didn’t rush.

But his gaze dropped—mouth to collarbone to mouth again.

And she knew.

It was going to happen.

He leaned in.

She could have moved.

Should have.

But she didn’t.

His lips brushed hers. Barely a touch. A ghost of contact.

Then deeper.

A second time—full, warm, slow.

Kate’s breath hitched.

Her fingers twitched against the edge of the counter.

She kissed him back.

Her mouth opened.

Not wide.

Just enough to let him in.

Her chest pressed lightly against his. His hand didn’t touch her—yet—but she could feel the tremor between them, the restraint.

The unbearable restraint.

She pulled away first.

Just an inch.

Her forehead rested against his.

Her breath came fast.

“This can’t happen,” she whispered.

Liam didn’t move.

Didn’t argue.

Didn’t beg.

He just said, quietly:

“It already did.”

She should have walked away.

That would’ve been the cleanest thing. The right thing. The final thing.

But instead, she stayed still—forehead to his, breath tangled with his, lips parted like a door that had already been opened once.

And then she did it.

She kissed him.

Again.

Her hands didn’t reach for him. They hung uselessly at her sides, fingers curling into fists, as if her own body was confused about who it belonged to now.

But her mouth knew.

It pressed softly to his, then with more weight. Her lips opened, slowly, uncertainly.

He didn’t deepen it.

Didn’t take control.

Just let it happen.

And it did.

For seconds that stretched wide.

Their bodies didn’t grind together. No hands tugged clothing. It wasn’t lust in a rush.

It was something far more dangerous—

Permission.

When she pulled back again, his eyes stayed closed for a beat longer than hers.

When they opened, he didn’t smile.

He looked at her like he’d seen something he couldn’t unsee.

And she hated how good that felt.

She stepped back.

Not far.

Just enough to feel the edge of the counter behind her, grounding her.

Her voice came quiet. Unsteady.

“This isn’t who I am.”

Liam tilted his head slightly.

His voice was low. Clean.

“I think it is.”

She didn’t answer.

She couldn’t.

Because some part of her knew—

he saw her better than she wanted him to.

And he was going to use it.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand just as she finished brushing her teeth. She glanced down—

Alex.

The name still made something move in her chest.

Not butterflies. Not dread.

Something heavier.

She took a deep breath, wiped her hands on a towel, and answered.

“Hey,” she said, trying to sound rested, casual.

“Hey, you,” he replied, his voice warm. “Did I catch you in bed?”

“Not yet.”

“You sound tired.”

“Long day.”

He filled the next few minutes with talk of trains and deadlines. His meeting had run over. The client had stalled. The usual shuffle of life too full to live properly.

She nodded, murmured at the right moments. He couldn’t see her smile falter. Couldn’t hear the lie in her throat.

I kissed someone else.

The words wanted to rise.

They sat like pins in her chest.

“I miss you,” he said suddenly, softly.

It caught her off guard.

She almost said it back.

But the pause came too long.

He filled the silence before she could.

“Anyway, I’ll let you sleep. I’ll be back Friday, unless anything changes.”

“Okay.”

“I love you.”

She hesitated. A blink too long.

“Love you too,” she whispered.

And hated how wrong it sounded.

When she hung up, she sat on the edge of the bed for a long time, phone still in hand, toothbrush untouched beside her.

She didn’t cry.

She didn’t rage.

She just stared at her reflection in the black screen.

Her lips still tingled.

And not from anything Alex had said.

The bedroom was dark, but she didn’t close her eyes.

Not right away.

She lay on her back, one arm bent beneath her head, the other draped across her stomach. The thin fabric of her nightdress felt too present—itching where it brushed her nipples, damp against the inside of her thighs, as if her skin had become too sensitive to wear anything at all.

The house was still.

She listened for footsteps.

There were none.

The kiss replayed in flashes, not slow motion.

His breath.

His mouth.

The weightless shock of giving in, even for a second.

Her lips still felt swollen. She pressed her fingers to them gently, half-expecting to find proof.

There was none.

But her body remembered.

She should have stopped it.

Should have slapped him.

Should have shouted.

But what haunted her wasn’t that she’d kissed him.

It was how easy it had been.

How natural.

How right.

And how quickly she’d wanted more.

She rolled onto her side and pulled the duvet up to her chest, curling her knees tight, trying to shut the heat out.

But it pulsed between her thighs.

Her body didn’t care about guilt.

It only cared that something had started.

And no one had tried to stop it.

A few minutes later, she heard movement.

Not footsteps.

Not a door.

Just the floorboards shifting down the hall.

She didn’t sit up.

She didn’t open her mouth.

She didn’t even hold her breath this time.

She just whispered, too softly to be heard:

“What am I doing?”

There was no answer.

Only her own heartbeat, loud in her ears.

The line was gone.

Not bent.

Not blurred.

Gone.
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Starved
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Kate woke with her lips still tingling.

Her eyes opened to the pale grey light spilling through the curtains, and for a moment, she thought she’d dreamt it.

But her thighs were pressed together, tight. Her knickers clung damp between her legs. Her body remembered—long before her thoughts caught up.

She hadn’t just kissed him.

She’d kissed him like she meant it.

Like she needed it.

Like she was starving and he was the first man who’d ever fed her.

She pushed the duvet back and sat on the edge of the bed, her legs shaking slightly. Her nipples were stiff against the fabric of her nightdress, and her skin felt flushed, hypersensitive.

She didn’t want to feel any of it.

But she did.

She ached.

She went straight to the bathroom and shut the door behind her. Locked it.

She didn’t look in the mirror. She knew what she’d see—guilt, maybe. Shame, probably. But worse than that, she’d see arousal. Need.

She peeled off her nightdress and kicked her knickers into the corner. Stepped into the shower before the water had finished warming.

It hit her like pins and needles.

She gasped.

But didn’t flinch.

She stood there, motionless, steam rising around her.

Water streamed between her breasts, down her stomach, across her thighs.

And still—he was there.

The kiss. His breath. His hand nearly on her hip. His mouth so close it had felt inevitable.

And her moan—soft, involuntary—had betrayed everything.

Her right hand moved.

First across her stomach, slow and aimless. But her fingertips kept drifting lower. The heat between her legs pulsed in time with her heartbeat. She parted her thighs slightly.

Then her fingers slipped between them.

Straight to her clit.

Slick. Swollen. Desperate.

She didn’t tease.

She rubbed.

Hard and fast from the first stroke, because her body had already decided what it wanted.

Her moan echoed off the tile—louder than she meant.

But she didn’t stop.

She imagined him behind her.

Tall. Strong. Naked.

One hand in her hair. The other gripping her hip.

His cock thick against her back.

Her fingers moved faster.

Two now. Sliding lower. Finding her soaked opening and pressing in—deep, then out. She was tight and slippery, already pulsing around nothing.

Her other hand braced against the wall.

Her legs trembled.

Her breath grew ragged.

She imagined him fucking her right there—lifting her leg, thrusting into her from behind, his hand over her mouth to muffle her cries.

She didn’t need to whisper his name.

She thought it with every stroke.

Liam.

Liam.

Liam.

Her orgasm crashed into her like a wave breaking against stone.

Her body arched forward.

Her mouth opened around a sharp cry.

Her fingers stayed buried inside her as her cunt clenched tight, milking the air, her thighs shaking uncontrollably. Heat flooded her belly, rippling out through her limbs. Her vision blurred.

She gasped. Moaned again.

And then slumped against the tile.

Water kept pouring over her.

She stayed there—fingers still inside herself, heart still hammering.

Then slowly pulled out.

Her body trembled.

But not from pleasure anymore.

From realisation.

She had never come that hard thinking about Alex.

Not once.

And now—she’d come thinking about his nephew.

She leaned her head against the wall, shut her eyes, and whispered to no one:

“What the fuck am I doing?”

The classroom door clicked shut behind her, and for a moment, she let the echo settle. It was the only thing that made the room feel still.

Her heels tapped softly across the linoleum as she moved to her desk. Coat off. Bag down. High-necked blouse, slim black trousers. Nothing inappropriate. But she still felt exposed. Sensitive.

She’d come hard that morning.

Harder than she had in months.

And it had done nothing to take the edge off.

The students trickled in like always—hoodies, lanyards, coffee cups too large for teenage hands. Jamie arrived last, as usual, wearing that too-sure grin. She could feel the charge in the air before the register was even open.

She capped her red pen and moved to the board, scrawling today’s date and one of the chapter titles from Dorian Gray.

“Page seventy-two,” she called over her shoulder. “Let’s try reading before fantasising.”

Silence, for a beat.

Then Jamie muttered—low, but deliberately—

“She sure is my favourite fantasy.”

A few boys laughed behind their hands. One gave a sharp whistle.

Kate froze.

She didn’t turn.

Didn’t speak.

Just stood still for one long, hot moment, every part of her skin suddenly awake.

She wasn’t flushed from embarrassment.

She was flushed because her body liked it.

Not the attention. Not from them.

But the electricity—the trigger. The tension in her chest that said: You’re not invisible. You’re wanted.

And all she could see in her mind was Liam’s mouth, the way his voice dropped when he got too close.

She finally turned. “Open your books. Read silently. Don’t test me today.”

Jamie lifted his hands in surrender, smirking.

She walked down the aisle, handing out new sheets, careful not to lean over anyone’s shoulder. One of the boys—Lewis, she thought—still tried to look up her blouse when she passed.

She didn’t give him the satisfaction of noticing.

Back at her desk, she sat down too quickly and crossed her legs tightly beneath the table. Her thighs clenched. Her pulse was louder than it should be.

She didn’t want them.

She wanted him.

And that made everything worse.

The class read. Pages turned. Pens scratched. The usual silence took over—but Kate didn’t find comfort in it today.

She stared out the window and thought about a towel on the floor.

A mouth on hers.

Her own hands shaking with how much she wanted to be touched.

And all she could think was:

I shouldn’t be like this.

Why am I like this?

The front door shut with a soft thud behind her. Keys in the dish. Shoes lined up. Hand lingering on the banister for longer than necessary.

Kate stood in the hallway for a few seconds, letting the silence settle. But it wasn’t true silence. Not anymore.

Every quiet moment in the house now felt full.

Tuned to him.

She walked past the stairs. Stopped. Looked up.

Liam’s door was ajar again.

Just like it always was.

Steam curled faintly from the gap, and she heard the low creak of a drawer opening. Then footsteps.

Too late to backtrack.

She kept moving—straight into her bedroom. Safe ground.

She set her bag down. Took off her earrings. Loosened the top two buttons of her blouse.

She didn’t glance at the mirror. Didn’t glance back at the hallway.

Then—

the soft sound of bare feet on carpet.

She turned just as Liam appeared in her doorway.

He didn’t knock. Didn’t smile.

Just stood there.

Towel slung low around his hips, droplets still sliding down his chest. His hair was damp, pushed back like he’d raked his fingers through it. His body looked carved.

She stared at his shoulder instead of his stomach.

“Hey,” he said.

Her mouth went dry.

“Hi.”

He stepped half a pace closer.

Not in the room.

But enough.

He didn’t look at her face.

Not right away.

His gaze travelled—her throat, the open buttons, the shape of her breasts beneath the thin fabric.

Then finally up to her eyes.

He said, quiet and easy:

“Long day?”

She nodded. “Yeah.”

The kind of answer that said nothing and too much all at once.

He held her gaze for a second longer.

Then his eyes moved again—lower.

Her cheeks flushed hot.

She could feel it, and she hated that he saw it.

But he didn’t look away.

He just said, smooth as silk:

“Still flushed.”

She blinked. “What?”

That subtle curve of his mouth—not a grin, but close.

“Your cheeks.

Or maybe it’s not just your cheeks.”

Then he turned and walked off.

No goodbye.

Just bare feet and damp heat and the weight of that sentence curling around her chest like a rope.

Kate let out a breath she didn’t realise she’d been holding.

He was in her house.

And in her head.

And now—under her skin.

She really didn’t need to do the dishes tonight. They could wait.

But she did them anyway.

Kate stood at the sink with the window cracked open, hands in hot, soapy water, a half-glass of white wine to her left. The sun had barely set, and the soft glow outside made everything feel too calm.

Her hands moved automatically. Plate. Glass. Cutlery.

She needed the ritual.

She needed anything that would help her feel normal.

Liam entered like he always did—quiet, smooth, barefoot. He didn’t announce himself. He didn’t have to.

She felt him behind her before he even spoke.

He moved to the fridge, pulled out a can of something, cracked it open, and leaned against the counter like he lived there.

Because he did.

Because Alex had invited him to.

Because she hadn’t said no.

“I can do those,” Liam said.

She shook her head, eyes on the soap bubbles. “I’ve got it.”

A pause.

“You always have it.”

Kate paused for half a second. Then rinsed a plate.

“Liam,” she said, carefully. “We need to talk about yesterday.”

He sipped. “We kissed.”

“It shouldn’t have happened.”

“Felt like it should’ve.”

She turned slightly, dish towel in hand. “It was a mistake.”

He didn’t react.

Didn’t flinch or smile or nod.

He just stepped closer.

Not touching her. Not even in reach.

But his presence filled the space between them.

“You’re right,” he said quietly. “It was a mistake.”

She blinked.

Until he added:

“Should’ve happened sooner.”

She opened her mouth to object—she wasn’t sure what she was about to say—but he leaned in before she could speak.

Just his breath at her ear.

Warm.

Measured.

“Don’t worry. I won’t tell him you moaned.”

Her knees buckled slightly.

She gripped the sink edge harder than necessary.

Her body flushed hot from collarbone to thigh, and the dish towel slipped from her hand.

She should’ve slapped him.

Should’ve screamed at him.

But instead, she stood there, still and shaking, while his voice hung in the air like smoke.

When she finally turned, he was already gone.

Like he’d never been there.

Like it had all happened inside her.

And maybe it had.

It started with silence.

Not the tense kind.

Not the angry kind.

The kind of silence that only happens when two people know exactly what’s coming.

Kate stepped into the hall with the empty wine glass in her hand.

Liam was standing halfway up the stairs.

Waiting.

Not smiling.

Not speaking.

She walked toward him slowly.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t ask.

Didn’t need to.

At the base of the stairs, they stood level for just a moment. Her breath caught. Her skin buzzed.

Then he stepped down until they were face to face. Close enough to kiss. Close enough to feel it if she shook.

He didn’t ask permission.

He didn’t need to.

He kissed her.

And she kissed him back.

It wasn’t soft.

It wasn’t hesitant.

His lips crushed hers with force, with heat, with hunger. His hand slid behind her neck. Her mouth opened. She moaned into him before she could even think about stopping it.

He pressed her back against the wall—one strong arm caging her in, the other sliding down to her waist, then lower.

Her hands stayed limp for a moment, then curled into his T-shirt. She pulled him closer.

Their hips met.

He was already hard.

And she was already soaked.

Her blouse bunched up as he pushed his thigh between hers. She gasped and arched into it. Her clit ground against the pressure. She was panting now—short, shallow breaths between kisses that felt more like claims than questions.

His hand slid up—under her blouse, over her stomach, up to her bra.

Then under it.

He palmed her breast, fingers finding her nipple, pinching just enough to make her whimper.

“Fuck,” she whispered, head falling back.

He kissed down her neck.

“You want me to stop?” he murmured against her throat.

She didn’t answer.

Couldn’t.

Her hips rolled against his thigh.

His mouth was back on hers.

She wasn’t thinking about Alex.

She wasn’t thinking about the consequences.

She was thinking about how good it felt to be touched like this.

Grabbed.

Handled.

Wanted.

He lifted her, just enough to press her harder into the wall, and she wrapped her legs around his waist. Her skirt hiked up. She didn’t pull it down.

Her moan was louder this time.

Breathless.

Real.

He pulled back an inch, just to look at her face.

Then he smiled.

“There it is.”

The stairwell pressed in around them—narrow, dim, breathless.

Kate's back was to the wall, her skirt hiked high over her hips. Liam’s body pinned her there, solid and relentless. Her legs were still wrapped around his waist. His cock, thick and heavy beneath his joggers, ground up between her thighs with every roll of his hips.

Her knickers were drenched.

Her nipples ached beneath the lace of her bra. His mouth was everywhere—neck, jawline, collarbone.

Her moans had lost their rhythm.

She was close.

Dangerously close.

And then it happened.

A voice.

Outside.

Faint—but real.

Someone calling a dog.

A neighbour.

Kate froze.

The sound cut through the heat like a blade. Her body locked up. Her heart pounded against Liam’s chest.

She twisted her head slightly, eyes wide.

Not because someone had seen.

But because someone could have.

“Liam,” she breathed.

He didn’t stop right away.

His mouth moved lower, hands still gripping her thighs.

She braced her palms against his chest and pushed—gently, but firm.

He stopped.

Blinked up at her.

Waited.

She swallowed hard.

Her voice came out thinner than she wanted.

“We can’t.”

Not now.

Not here.

Not where the world could knock again.

He didn’t argue.

Didn’t move.

Just stared at her like he already knew the answer.

Then, with maddening calm, he leaned forward and kissed her—slowly this time, deliberately.

She let him.

When he pulled back, he murmured:

“We already did.”

Then he set her down.

Fixed his shirt.

And walked away.

Kate stood at the foot of the stairs, skirt still rucked up, breath still heaving, lips swollen from his mouth.

She tugged her clothes back into place with trembling fingers.

Then stared at the front door.

Everything was quiet again.

But nothing was calm.

Dinner sat untouched on the counter.

She’d made pasta—something automatic, something easy—but it had gone cold while she stood at the sink, fingers pressed to her lips, breathing like someone who’d run miles instead of just kissing the wrong man against the stairs.

She poured herself another half-glass of wine. Sat down at the table.

And stared.

At nothing.

At everything.

Her body still pulsed.

Her thighs were slick. Her nipples still hard beneath her blouse. Her jaw ached from how hard he’d kissed her—how hard she’d kissed him back.

She tried to eat.

She couldn’t.

Upstairs, the air felt thinner.

She stood in front of the mirror with her blouse unbuttoned, her bra pushed up above her breasts. The curve of them was flushed. Her skin blotched pink. There was a faint mark where he’d sucked the base of her throat.

Her reflection stared back, glassy-eyed and hungry.

And guilty.

She cupped one breast in her hand. Watched how it filled her palm. Watched her own fingers stroke the nipple until it peaked.

Her breath hitched.

Then she stopped.

She didn’t want to touch herself.

Not because she didn’t need it—but because it would be him again.

His hands.

His cock.

His voice.

Not Alex.

Alex.

Alex would be home in three days.

And she didn’t know what she’d see in his eyes when he looked at her.

She pulled her blouse closed slowly. One button at a time.

Still staring at herself.

Her lips were swollen. Her cheeks flushed. Her eyes, wide and afraid.

But her body looked sated.

Almost.

She whispered, to her reflection:

“Don’t tell him I moaned.”

But it was too late.

Because the moan had happened.

And she hadn’t wanted it to stop.
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She was loading the washing machine when it happened.

One sock still in her hand. The low whir of the spin cycle behind her. The door to the laundry room open—just enough to catch light from the hallway. Her blouse was untucked. Her sleeves rolled. A soft clatter of buttons in the bottom of the laundry basket.

Kate bent forward to stuff in a pair of Alex’s work trousers.

And that was when she felt him.

A hand slipped around her waist.

Not a slow touch.

A grip.

Familiar now. Unmistakable.

Liam.

His chest pressed to her back. One arm caging her in against the washing machine, the other hand sliding straight down the front of her trousers.

She gasped.

But she didn’t flinch.

“Not here,” she hissed, breath catching in her throat.

He didn’t answer.

His fingers worked fast—unzipping, pushing past the waistband of her knickers, finding the wet heat already waiting for him.

Kate moaned. Quiet. Desperate.

He knew exactly where to touch.

Two fingers found her clit and rubbed tight, fast circles. Her legs trembled.

The door was open.

Anyone could walk by.

She gripped the edge of the machine and closed her eyes.

She tried to step away.

He pushed her hips forward again, grinding against her from behind as his hand moved faster.

No talking.

No teasing.

Just raw, determined friction.

She came quickly.

Too quickly.

Her body seized around it, thighs shaking, mouth opening in a silent cry.

She bit the shoulder of one of Alex’ T-shirts to muffle the sound.

It didn’t help much.

Her knees buckled.

He held her up.

Then, just as suddenly, he withdrew.

His fingers slipped out of her, slick and slow.

He stepped back like it had been nothing.

Like they hadn’t just fucked without undressing.

She stood still.

Breathless.

Wrecked.

Unbuttoned.

The washing machine hummed behind her. The house was silent again.

The door stayed open the whole time.

And for the first time—she realised—

she hadn’t cared.

Kate arrived at school twenty minutes early, the corridors still half-asleep and the building smelling faintly of paper and coffee.

She wore a black midi skirt and a pale blouse, the top three buttons undone. Her bra—ivory lace, thin-strapped, deliberately chosen that morning—was just visible at the edge of the opening when she moved.

She hadn’t worn anything underneath it.

No camisole. No excuse.

And when she passed the window outside the staffroom and caught her own reflection, she didn’t fix it.

She just walked a little taller.

Dan from Science was by the kettle when she entered. He turned too quickly—like he’d been waiting for something to look at—and nearly spilled his tea.

“Bloody hell,” he muttered under his breath, then grinned. “Someone’s had a good morning.”

Kate smiled faintly, breezing past him toward the cupboard. “Just caffeine.”

His eyes didn’t leave her chest.

“No offence, but whatever’s in that cup—I need it.”

Outside her classroom, Michael waited with his hands in his pockets, rocking on his heels. Eighteen, charming in a cocky, fuckboy kind of way.

He held the door open with exaggerated chivalry.

“Morning, Miss,” he said, eyes locked to the open vee of her blouse.

Her cleavage caught the light. She could feel it.

“You look...” he trailed off, biting his bottom lip, “...professional.”

“Try not to stare at your teachers, Michael.”

“No promises.”

Inside, while she wrote on the whiteboard, the room went too quiet.

She turned. A few of the boys were whispering. One elbowed another. Jamie glanced up and down her front and mouthed something that made the others snort.

When she walked between the rows of desks, eyes followed the sway of her breasts. She could feel them watching.

One boy didn’t even pretend to be subtle.

She leaned over to check a workbook and caught him staring down her blouse, mouth slightly open.

Kate straightened sharply. “Eyes on your notes.”

But her pulse was racing.

Not from embarrassment.

From power.

At break, she found a note tucked into her lesson folder.

Folded once, crisp.

Six words in thick, angry pencil:

YOUR TITS MAKE ME HARD.

No name.

She read it twice.

Then again.

She should’ve marched it to the Head.

Instead, she slid it between the pages of her planner.

Back in the staffroom, Claire dropped into the chair beside her with a coffee and a grin.

“You’re going to cause a scandal.”

Kate blinked. “What?”

“Your blouse. Your tits. Dan’s practically walking into tables when you come in. And Year Thirteen looks like they’ve stopped breathing.”

Kate laughed—too loud. Too startled.

Claire raised an eyebrow. “That good, huh?”

Kate sipped her tea. “I think I’ve just stopped caring.”

Claire leaned in. “Whatever’s going on—keep doing it. You look like a woman who’s finally getting what she needs.”

And Kate—still flushed, nipples tight beneath that lace, legs pressed together under the table—didn’t deny it.

Because she was.

And more than one person had noticed.

The sound of the front door closing had barely faded before Kate felt it—the shift.

She no longer paused at the threshold to reset herself. No longer tried to play the role of the wife, or the woman who hadn’t just been ogled at work by students and staff alike. She just walked in.

And waited.

Liam didn’t greet her.

He never did now.

He didn’t need to.

His towel was on the stairs.

His trainers were by the door.

She found his hoodie draped over the arm of the sofa, a half-finished protein shake beside it.

The house smelled faintly of him—clean sweat, mint, something musky she couldn’t name. He’d opened a window, probably after his workout. The room was still warm.

She moved through the kitchen in silence.

Took off her coat.

Unzipped her boots.

Then her blouse—already missing the top three buttons—slipped casually off her shoulders and onto the back of the nearest chair.

No reason.

No plan.

Just... instinct.

He came in behind her ten minutes later. No announcement. Just presence.

T-shirt clinging to his chest, headphones still around his neck. He didn’t say a word. Just looked at her.

Then at her breasts.

Then at her waistband.

His eyes dragged over her like he was inventorying a possession.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t move.

Her breath hitched as he stepped closer.

His fingers grazed her bare side, just beneath the edge of her bra.

He didn’t kiss her.

He didn’t ask.

He pressed her against the counter, pushed his hand between her legs through her tights, and held it there.

She gasped.

She was wet already.

From school. From walking in. From the way he looked at her like she wasn’t even a question anymore—just an answer he could use.

Still no words.

No teasing.

No sweet nothings.

Just friction.

She ground into his palm once before pushing him back.

Not because she didn’t want more.

Because if she didn’t stop, she wasn’t going to make it to the next room.

He let her go without protest.

But the look in his eyes said he’d be back.

They barely spoke anymore.

They didn’t need to.

Kate sat on the edge of the bed, phone pressed to her ear, her skirt still on, her blouse unbuttoned and clinging to her shoulders like a question left hanging too long.

Alex’s voice buzzed through the speaker—warm, tired, and distant.

“Train was delayed again. Some incident at Clapham. I’ll be back late Friday, assuming nothing else blows up.”

She switched the phone to her other hand, trying not to sound breathless.

“Okay.”

“You alright?” he asked.

“Yeah. Just tired.”

“You sound a bit... off.”

“I said I’m fine, Alex.”

Silence.

Not long.

But long enough to taste.

“I miss you,” he said at last.

Her heart tensed. Then softened. Then recoiled.

“I know.”

Another pause. Neither of them said I love you. Neither filled the space.

“Call you tomorrow?” he offered.

“Yeah.”

“Night, Katie.”

“Night.”

The call ended. The screen went dark. Her thumb hovered over his name.

She didn’t text.

Didn’t fix her blouse.

Didn’t move.

Not until she heard it—

the creak of the hallway floorboard.

Then soft, bare footsteps.

She opened the door.

Liam passed by. Shirtless, towel slung low. Hair damp. Skin glowing with sweat and heat.

He looked at her as he walked. Just once.

She stepped aside.

He entered.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t pause.

Didn’t ask.

He dropped to his knees.

Pushed her skirt up.

Pulled her knickers down.

And devoured her.

No hesitation. No teasing.

His tongue found her clit and worked it in hard, rhythmic circles. His hands gripped her thighs, keeping her still, dragging her closer.

She gasped. Clutched the doorframe.

Tried to stay upright.

Her legs trembled as he licked her deeper—slow, strong, thorough. Not a man pleasing a woman. A man consuming her. Feeding on her need.

She moaned before she meant to.

Louder than she should have.

She buried one hand in his hair, holding him in place, while the other clutched the edge of the wall.

He moaned into her, and the vibration made her jolt.

Her hips rolled forward.

He sucked harder.

Tongue stroking her clit like he’d memorised her already.

She came like her body had been counting down since that first kiss.

No words.

Just a sobbed breath.

Her thighs tensed, her cunt clenched around the emptiness inside her, and her head thumped softly against the wall as she cried out.

He kept going until she was twitching. Until she had to push his head away to breathe.

When he stood, she expected something.

A look. A smirk. A demand. Him throwing her on the bed and fucking her.

But he just walked out.

Silent.

Mouth glistening. Eyes unreadable.

Kate stayed where she was, skirt rucked, blouse open, cunt still pulsing.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t wipe herself clean.

She only leaned there, breath shaky, body wet.

And wondered:

Why hasn’t he fucked me?

Why does he do everything else?

Alex’s voice floated back into her head.

“I miss you.”

And she pictured him, headphones in, late at night, watching one of his videos. The ones with women on their knees for men who weren’t their husbands.

Wives bent over.

Husbands filming.

Cocks she couldn’t ignore.

And she wondered—

Am I giving him what he wants?

Or ruining everything?

She found him in the living room.

Shirtless, sprawled on the sofa, sweat still drying on his skin from whatever workout he’d used to burn her out of his system—or keep her in it.

Kate stood in the doorway, blouse buttoned halfway, nipples still tight beneath the fabric, the taste of herself still on her tongue.

He didn’t look up.

Didn’t say a word.

Just kept scrolling something on his phone like her legs hadn’t shaken around his mouth less than twenty minutes ago.

She crossed the room slowly.

Stood over him.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t make space.

Didn’t offer anything.

She sank to her knees.

Not slowly. Not dramatically. Just down, deliberate, into the space between his legs. Her skirt pooled around her thighs. Her heart kicked hard in her chest.

Still, he didn’t say a word.

Just widened his stance slightly.

Permission. Or challenge.

Maybe both.

She reached for the waistband of his joggers.

He lifted his hips a little. Just enough.

She pulled them down.

And there he was.

Hard. Thick. Ready.

Her mouth watered.

She wrapped one hand around the base, her fingers not quite meeting.

He twitched at her touch.

Still silent.

Still watching.

Her tongue flicked the tip, tasting pre-cum. Then she flattened it and dragged it slowly down the underside of his shaft, eyes half-lidded, throat already aching with want.

She opened her mouth and took him in.

Her lips stretched wide. Her jaw ached almost instantly.

She took more.

And more.

Until he hit the back of her throat and she gagged softly, pulling back with a slick, audible gasp.

Saliva coated her chin. Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach, slow and tight.

He still hadn’t said anything.

Not a grunt. Not a whisper.

But when she looked up, his eyes were on her—dark, locked, full of heat that made her moan around him.

She sucked harder.

Her pace quickened.

She hollowed her cheeks and let her spit drip from her mouth to his balls, her hand twisting, squeezing, her rhythm exact.

She wanted to make him break.

She wanted to ruin him.

He grunted.

Once.

Deep and low.

His hips lifted.

Just once.

And then his hand came down to grip the back of her head—firm, forceful, guiding her forward.

She took it.

All of it.

He came with a sharp exhale through his nose, thighs tensing, cock pulsing on her tongue.

She swallowed.

Every drop.

Didn’t stop moving until he twitched and groaned again.

Only then did she pull back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

Still kneeling.

Still staring at him.

Her lips were red. Her face flushed. Her chin wet.

He didn’t thank her.

Didn’t kiss her.

Just tucked himself back into his joggers and leaned his head against the back of the sofa.

His chest rose and fell.

His eyes closed.

She waited for him to speak.

To move.

To offer anything.

He didn’t.

She stood and walked to the bathroom without a word.

Inside, she shut the door, locked it, and leaned against it.

Her legs were shaking again.

Not from power.

Not from pride.

But from the slow, creeping realisation that she’d just knelt for a boy who hadn’t even kissed her when he finished.

And worse—

She wanted to do it again.

She curled around it.

Held it to her chest.

Closed her eyes.

And tried to breathe.

But all she could feel was the weight of nothing.

No words.

No tenderness.

No voice in the dark.

Not from Liam.

Not from Alex.

Just the echo of her own silence.

The morning was silent.

No birdsong. No distant lawnmower. Just the dull thump of blood behind her eyes and the stiff ache in her legs when she rolled out of bed.

Her thighs were sticky.

Her knickers were still in the bin.

The pillow still smelled faintly of Alex.

She showered.

Didn’t bother to lock the door.

Didn’t care if Liam walked in.

Part of her wanted him to.

Another part wanted to know what she’d do if he did.

After dressing—jeans, bra, an oversized jumper she rarely wore—she made herself a cup of tea and carried it upstairs again.

Sat at her desk.

Opened the drawer.

And pulled out a notebook.

She hadn’t written in it for years.

Not since before she and Alex moved to the coast. Not since the last time she’d believed journaling could save her.

Still, she opened it.

Still, she wrote.

It wasn’t supposed to happen again. But it did. And it’s easier now. Too easy.

He doesn’t speak. Doesn’t ask. He just... takes.

And I let him.

Worse—I want him to.

Her hand hovered.

Then kept moving.

It’s not love. Not even lust, really. It’s something else. Something lower. Something that makes me feel alive in a way I hate needing.

I gave him my mouth.

And when he finished, he left.

Didn’t even look at me.

She paused.

Then:

I liked that.

Does that make me a slut?

Her pen stilled.

She stared at the word.

Not in shock.

Not in shame.

But in recognition.

Downstairs, she could hear Liam’s music thudding faintly from behind his closed door.

She pressed her thighs together.

Felt the heat again.

And hated how much she didn’t hate it.

She closed the notebook.

Slipped it back into the drawer.

And sat in the silence of her bedroom, one hand resting still against her stomach... the other drifting lower.
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Teeth at Her Throat
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She woke gasping.

Not from fear.

From heat.

From the ache in her thighs and the wet press of her knickers to her skin.

Her heart pounded against the pillow. Her legs were tangled in the sheets, one knee drawn up high, her hips twisted, her mouth parted.

The dream had been vivid. Vicious. Relentless.

She couldn’t remember the details.

Just flashes.

Hands on her hips. Teeth at her throat. Her legs spread wide, a body pressed down between them, tongue working her clit until she begged—

No face.

No voice.

Just sweat.

And pressure.

And a filthy, perfect rhythm.

Kate rolled onto her back, her chest rising and falling fast, nipples tight beneath the thin cotton of Alex’s old shirt.

She could still feel the dream in her body.

Still soaked between her legs.

She reached down. Slid her fingers over the curve of her mound, cupping the heat of herself through her knickers. They were damp. Clinging. She pressed a little harder and gasped.

One circle.

Two.

Her hips shifted.

But something stopped her.

She didn’t want to come from this.

Not from a dream.

Not from something she couldn’t even name.

Because whoever it had been in that dream—it wasn’t Alex.

And even now, lying alone, one hand between her thighs and the other pressed flat to her chest, she couldn’t say with certainty that it hadn’t been Liam.

She got up.

Didn’t bother changing.

Just tugged on joggers over her shirt and padded downstairs barefoot.

The kitchen floor was cool beneath her toes. The kettle hummed.

And the ache between her legs refused to fade.

She poured herself a cup of tea. Didn’t sip it.

Stood at the window instead, looking out into the soft grey light of the garden. The sky was clouded. The air looked thick with rain.

And still—still—her body buzzed like it was waiting for hands to return.

She leaned against the counter.

Pressed her thighs together.

And whispered into the silence:

“He hasn’t even fucked me.”

Kate stood at the stove, waiting for the kettle to boil again.

She hadn’t bothered with a bra.

The cotton shirt clung to her skin from the steam of the bathroom, nipples clearly outlined. She hadn’t even noticed until she caught her reflection in the microwave door.

By then, it was too late to care.

Liam walked in shirtless, sweat-dark waistband low on his hips, a fresh towel over one shoulder. His chest was damp. Hair tousled. He passed behind her—close.

Too close.

The soft brush of his hand against her arse was effortless. Like he was steadying himself. Like she’d imagined it.

She didn’t react.

Didn’t move.

She only gripped the edge of the worktop a little tighter and kept her eyes fixed on the kettle.

He didn’t apologise.

Didn’t explain.

He just grabbed a bottle from the fridge, twisted it open, and leaned against the wall, watching her in silence.

She refused to look at him.

Refused to give him the satisfaction.

But her nipples tightened further under the fabric. Her body felt raw from that half-dreamed orgasm. And she knew—without even needing to turn around—that he was staring at her chest.

She picked up her mug, turned slowly, and met his eyes.

He didn’t smile.

He just took another drink, the bottle rising slowly to his lips, throat working.

He stared at her like she was still naked.

Like he could see every inch of her wet skin beneath that shirt.

She left the room.

Didn’t say a word.

Didn’t trust herself to.

But the heat between her legs hadn’t eased—not since the dream, not since the brush of his hand.

It was building again.

And this time, she wouldn’t be able to blame it on sleep.

It happened in the hallway, mid-afternoon.

She wasn’t expecting to see him—not there, not then. She was carrying laundry, fresh from the line, folded neatly in her arms.

He stepped out of the spare room shirtless.

She nearly dropped everything.

They collided near the doorway to her bedroom.

Not hard. Just enough.

Her hands bumped his chest. Her laundry basket hit the wall.

Neither of them moved.

For one long moment, they stood there, breath mingling in the narrow space, her arms full of fabric, his bare chest inches from hers.

Her nipples tightened beneath her jumper.

She didn’t step back.

He did.

But only to lean in.

His mouth found hers without a word.

The kiss was open, dirty, hard.

Tongue, teeth, breath.

He shoved the laundry from her arms with one sweep. It hit the floor in a soft, useless heap.

Her back met the wall.

His hands came down hard on her hips.

And her moan vibrated between them.

He kissed down her jaw. Bit her earlobe. Pressed his thigh between hers and rocked forward.

She ground against him without thinking.

Her breath was ragged. Her hands clutched his shoulders.

His mouth moved to her neck. Her collarbone. Lower.

She gasped as his hand slipped beneath her jumper, over her stomach, up to her bra.

Her legs parted instinctively.

His fingers stopped at her waistband.

Hesitated.

She grabbed for his belt, tugged at it. Her body screaming yes, her pulse hammering.

And just when she thought he was about to—

He stepped back.

Pulled away.

No words.

No explanation.

Just turned and walked into the bathroom.

The door shut behind him.

Kate stood there, chest heaving, lips swollen, jeans unbuttoned, thighs slick with her own need.

She leaned back against the wall and let her head fall.

Eyes closed.

Jaw clenched.

He could’ve fucked her right there.

She would’ve let him.

She wanted him to.

But he didn’t.

And for the first time, a sharp edge crept into her hunger.

Not just lust.

Frustration.

Confusion.

Kate walked through the school corridor with her blouse clinging slightly to her skin. The air was warm from the heating system, but the flush in her cheeks had nothing to do with temperature.

She hadn’t worn a bra.

The fabric pressed against her breasts, outlining her nipples, firm and obvious beneath the thin wine-coloured cotton. She told herself she didn’t mean to—it was just the way the blouse fit now.

But part of her knew.

Part of her wanted it seen.

A group of students loitered by the lockers. Mostly boys. Eighteen, maybe nineteen. She stepped around them, chin up, eyes ahead.

One of them turned as she passed and let his gaze drop.

“Good morning, Miss,” he said, smiling like he knew something he shouldn’t.

Another leaned over to his mate. “Bet she’s cold today,” he muttered.

The other snorted. “Or hot.”

Kate didn’t respond.

She didn’t stop.

But her thighs clenched slightly as she walked away.

In her second class, she moved between desks, checking on assignments. Jamie—confident, lazy, and far too observant—watched her closely as she leaned to glance at his work.

His eyes dropped straight to her cleavage.

She could feel him staring.

When she glanced up, he didn’t look away.

He just smirked.

“Focus,” she said under her breath.

“I am.”

She straightened quickly and moved on.

Her pulse was rising.

Not from embarrassment.

From something else.

Half an hour later, Michael let her pass in the back row. But as she stepped by, he moved—subtle, swift—brushing his shoulder directly across her breast.

The contact was unmistakable.

It sent a jolt down her spine. Her nipple throbbed under the fabric.

He muttered a soft, “Sorry,” with a grin that said the opposite.

She stopped mid-step, heart pounding.

Then walked on.

No protest.

No warning.

Just clenched thighs and a deep, quiet burn that followed her to the door.

She left the class early.

Didn’t look at anyone.

Didn’t say a word.

The staff toilet door clicked shut behind her.

She locked it.

Pressed her back to it.

And exhaled like she hadn’t breathed all morning.

Her hand moved without thinking.

She hiked up her skirt. Yanked her tights and knickers down to her knees. Leaned back against the door, and let her fingers slide over the slick, hot centre of herself.

She was soaked.

Pulsing.

Her clit throbbed beneath her touch.

She started slowly. Circles. Pressure.

Then faster.

Harder.

Two fingers, rubbing tight over the bud until her hips jerked forward and her eyes fluttered shut.

She thought of Liam—his mouth, his silence, the way he made her come without saying a word.

She thought of the boy’s hand brushing her breast.

The stares.

The desire.

The danger.

Her free hand clamped over her mouth as her moan rose.

Her fingers worked faster.

Her cunt clenched around nothing.

Her thighs trembled.

She came with a long, strangled breath—face buried in her sleeve, body shuddering. Her legs nearly gave out. Her back slid against the door as she trembled through it, fingers still moving until the last wave passed.

Silence followed.

Just the drip of the sink.

The throb behind her eyes.

The mess between her legs.

She cleaned herself with shaking hands. Her knickers were soaked. She stuffed them in her handbag. Washed her hands. Washed them again.

Looked in the mirror.

Her pupils were blown.

Her cheeks flushed.

Her nipples still hard beneath the blouse.

She didn’t look like she’d just finished a class.

She looked like she’d been taken in the dark.

She buttoned higher.

But not all the way.

And walked out without fixing her hair.

The key stuck in the door when she got home. Her hands were shaking again.

She hadn’t cooled down.

Not after the staff toilet.

Not after the long walk through the school car park.

Not after sitting on the train, still damp between her legs, thighs clenched, jacket pulled tight.

She didn’t even remember the walk home. She’d floated through it. Hollow. Wired. Wrecked.

Inside, the house was silent.

The curtains had been drawn early. The hall was dusky, close.

She dropped her bag by the radiator and slipped off her shoes. Every sound seemed louder than it should’ve been. Her heart. The clock. Her breath.

Upstairs, she could hear movement.

She climbed slowly.

Step by step, her body remembered what her fingers had done hours earlier. The ache was back. The need. But now coated in something worse: guilt.

Alex.

She hadn’t texted him since morning.

He was probably still in meetings, head down, assuming everything back home was still his.

The bedroom door was open.

The light was on.

Liam was on her bed.

Not the guest bed.

Hers.

He was lying back against the pillows, shirt off, one hand behind his head, the other resting casually over the waistband of his jeans.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t flinch.

Just watched her.

She stood in the doorway, coat still on, her blouse damp with sweat and creased from sitting too long. Her knickers were balled up in her bag. Her skin still tingled.

He didn’t blink.

Didn’t move.

She stepped into the room without a word. Walked to the mirror. Stared at herself.

Her hair was loose. Her lips parted. Her nipples pressed through the blouse again, betraying everything.

She unbuttoned it.

One button.

Then two.

Then the rest.

She let it fall to the floor.

No bra.

Her breasts lifted with each breath. The room felt too warm.

She unzipped her skirt. Let it slide to her feet. Stepped out of it.

She stood there in nothing but tights—no underwear beneath. Her thighs slick with the evidence of everything she hadn’t dealt with.

Still, he didn’t move.

She turned, just enough to glance at him in the mirror.

His eyes dragged over her. Lazily. Possessively. But he didn’t reach for her.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t open his jeans.

She pulled on an oversized jumper. No underwear. No trousers. Just the hem brushing her hips.

She walked out without meeting his eyes.

And as she stepped into the hallway, she felt his stare behind her like a palm pressed to the small of her back.

He never said a word.

But she could feel it.

He knew she’d come undone.

And that she would again.

She didn’t see him again until the house was quiet.

It was nearly midnight.

She had spent the evening pretending to read. Feet curled under her on the sofa, legs bare beneath her jumper. Her skin still buzzed. Her body still restless.

She hadn’t gone upstairs.

Not yet.

She didn’t trust herself.

When she finally switched off the lamp and turned toward the stairs, he was there.

Leaning in the doorway of the hall, arms folded, shirtless.

Watching.

Waiting.

She stopped.

They didn’t speak.

They hadn’t for hours.

He stepped closer.

She didn’t move.

He pressed her back gently against the wall, mouth on hers—open, hot, wordless.

His hand slid beneath her jumper. No hesitation this time. His fingers grazed the wet warmth between her legs and he groaned into the kiss.

Still, no words.

Still no tenderness.

Just need.

She gasped as he dropped to his knees in the hallway, right there on the floorboards, her bare thighs parted, his hands gripping them like he owned them.

She clutched the wall as his mouth met her.

No teasing.

No slow buildup.

His tongue worked fast circles over her clit, then slower, then sucked it hard into his mouth until she whimpered.

Her head dropped back against the plaster. Her nails dug into the wallpaper.

He licked her like he’d been thinking about it all day.

Like she was his reward.

Like she was his.

Her legs trembled.

She widened her stance.

He groaned again as he buried his mouth deeper, lips wet with her, tongue firm and relentless.

He didn’t ask.

He didn’t look up.

He just kept going.

She came hard, one hand over her mouth to muffle the cry, the other in his hair, hips twitching against his face as her orgasm hit like a wave she hadn’t braced for.

He didn’t stop.

Kept licking until she came again.

Shorter. Sharper. Her knees nearly gave out.

When he finally pulled away, she looked down at him—panting, flushed, soaked—and for a moment, thought he might finally say something.

He didn’t.

He just stood.

Walked past her.

And left her there, dripping down her thighs in the hall.

Kate lay in bed with the covers pushed down to her thighs, one arm resting across her stomach, the other curled under Alex’s pillow.

Her body still pulsed. Her lips were still slick from his mouth. Her thighs still trembled from the hallway floor.

And yet—

It wasn’t enough.

She stared at the ceiling, barely blinking.

Outside, the street was silent. Inside, only the low groan of pipes in the walls, the occasional creak of old wood. The house felt like it was holding its breath.

Liam had gone to bed.

Guest room. Door closed.

Like nothing had happened.

She pressed her legs together.

Her clit throbbed again at the memory of his tongue.

But that wasn’t what she needed.

Not anymore.

She needed to be fucked.

Hard.

Fully.

Filled.

She needed to feel him stretch her, claim her, make her forget her own name.

She wanted to beg.

And she hated that he hadn’t even tried.

Not once.

She rolled onto her side and pulled the pillow tighter against her chest. Alex’s scent had faded. Faint and distant now. Like he’d stopped existing in the same space as her. Or she’d drifted too far from him to find her way back.

He wouldn’t understand this.

Wouldn’t understand the ache. 

And worst of all—

Maybe he never really wanted it.

She thought of the porn again. The browser tabs. The wives taking strangers in front of their husbands. The words whispered into the camera—“He likes watching,” “He wants me to do this.”

It had all started there.

That folder.

That night.

She squeezed her thighs tighter.

Then relaxed.

And whispered into the dark—

“Why won’t he fuck me?”
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Lingerie for Someone Else
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She wasn’t planning to stop.

She’d gone into town for groceries, for detergent, for something painfully ordinary. But there it was—tucked between a florist and a card shop—the boutique she’d only passed before with a glance and a clench of guilt.

Today, she went inside.

It smelled like rosewater and satin. Like secrets no one confessed out loud.

She walked straight to the rail at the back.

Black. Lace. Barely-there cups. A suspender belt with tiny velvet bows.

Nothing she’d ever worn before.

Certainly not for Alex.

She told herself it was to surprise him.

He was coming home that evening. And hadn’t she said she wanted to feel closer to him again?

Hadn’t she promised herself she’d try?

The saleswoman wrapped it carefully, folded tissue paper with gloved fingers, slid the whole thing into a discreet bag.

Kate walked back to the car with the handles clenched tightly in one fist, her other arm wrapped across her stomach.

She could already feel the silk pressing against her skin.

Could already see his reaction when he peeled it away—

But the face that appeared in her mind wasn’t her husband’s.

It was Liam’s.

Back at the house, she didn’t take the shopping out of the car. Left the milk, the bananas, the pasta packets in the boot.

She went straight upstairs.

Closed the door behind her.

And opened the bag.

The lingerie was more daring in daylight. Sheer and delicate, the bra almost entirely see-through, the panties cut high and low at once, and the suspenders whispering sin with every satin strap.

She stripped down and put it on slowly.

Bra. Then panties. Then the belt.

The black lace disappeared against her pale skin. Her nipples pressed through the cups, hard already. Her hips curved into the straps. The whole thing didn’t cover so much as frame her body.

She stood in front of the mirror.

Turned.

Tugged one strap into place.

Pulled her hair over her shoulder.

And stared.

It was beautiful.

She was beautiful.

But not in a soft way.

Not in a wife way.

She looked like she could be bent over the kitchen counter without ever being kissed.

She touched herself. Just a palm, flat over her stomach.

And thought—

He’s going to see this tonight.

And then—

But which one?

The thought scared her.

More than she let herself admit.

She took it off quickly. Folded it with care. Slipped it into the back of her drawer beneath a T-shirt she never wore.

The tag was still on.

Just in case.

She heard the front door click just as she was setting the wine glasses down.

Keys on the hook. A soft sigh. The sound of his shoes being nudged off near the mat.

She wiped her palms on the tea towel and took one deep breath.

Then walked out to meet him.

Alex stood by the stairs, coat half off, looking travel-worn but handsome. His shirt was open at the throat, his jaw still carrying the rough edge of city days. He smiled when he saw her.

The same smile as always.

But she felt it anyway.

“Hey, love.”

“Hi.”

He leaned in and kissed her cheek, warm and brief. His hand touched her back—light, polite. It used to linger there. It didn’t now.

She hugged him tighter than he expected.

Held on longer than she should’ve.

He didn’t pull away.

“You look...” He stepped back to take her in. “Good. Different.”

“Different how?”

“Healthier. Brighter. New shampoo?”

She smirked. “New detergent.”

He followed her into the kitchen.

Saw the table already set.

His eyebrows rose.

“A Friday dinner. What’s the occasion?”

“You’re home.”

They ate slowly. Wine flowed easily. She found herself watching him more than she had in weeks—watching the way his hand curled around his glass, the soft lines around his eyes, the almost-tired way he smiled.

Halfway through, he asked it—lightly, too lightly:

“So... these sixth form boys. Still driving you up the wall?”

She gave him a side glance. “Same as ever.”

“I bet they love having a young redhead teach them poetry.”

He said it playfully, with a smile, but his eyes flicked toward her collarbone.

She tilted her head, half teasing. “You think they’re fantasising about me, Alex?”

He shrugged, lips twitching. “I know I would’ve at that age.”

She sipped her wine slowly.

Then gave him more than she meant to.

“One of them dropped his pen yesterday just to get a better look when I bent over his desk.”

Alex’s breath caught.

He didn’t blink.

Didn’t laugh.

Just looked at her like she’d cracked open a door neither of them knew they were still knocking on.

“And?” he asked softly.

She didn’t answer.

Just smiled.

Then added, “I didn’t call him out for it.”

A flush crept into his face. His throat flexed as he took another sip.

The room shifted.

Tilted.

Opened.

They cleared the table. She brushed against him once—more than necessary—as she reached for a plate.

He didn’t flinch.

But he didn’t make a move either.

On the sofa later, they sat close. Close enough to pretend they were still something they hadn’t been in weeks. Her hand rested on his thigh. She leaned in when he leaned back.

He watched the screen.

But his hand never moved toward her leg.

Not once.

When the credits rolled, he pressed a soft kiss to her temple.

“I’m exhausted,” he said. “Early start tomorrow.”

“Of course.”

She stayed sitting.

Watched him climb the stairs.

Watched the door close.

The wineglass trembled slightly in her hand.

Her heart beat too fast.

Not from guilt.

From something worse.

Hope.

She sat at the edge of the bed, the room dark except for the light spilling in from the landing.

Alex was already under the duvet, eyes closed, one arm folded beneath the pillow.

His breathing was steady. Not deep enough for sleep, but almost.

She peeled her jumper off slowly, quietly, and reached into the drawer.

The lingerie was still there.

She touched it—black lace between her fingers, soft and sinful.

But she didn’t put it on.

She didn’t want to be rejected in satin.

She slipped into bed in silence, wearing nothing but an old shirt that barely covered her hips. She lay on her side, facing him.

Waiting.

He stirred slightly.

Eyes opened.

He turned his head toward her.

“Cold?” he murmured.

“No.”

He reached for her hand beneath the covers. His palm was warm.

She moved closer.

Close enough to let her thigh press against his.

Close enough that he’d feel the heat between her legs.

Her hand slid across his stomach, down his side, fingers brushing the elastic of his waistband.

He let her.

For a second.

Then he shifted.

Turned.

Kissed her forehead.

“I missed you,” he said softly.

And then:

“Early train.”

He turned onto his side, facing away.

And pulled the duvet up to his chest.

Kate lay flat on her back.

Staring at the ceiling.

Breathing through her nose.

Her nipples grazed the cotton of her shirt with every breath. Her body still hummed from the memory of Liam’s mouth, his silence, his control.

But she didn’t want Liam now.

She wanted this.

Her husband.

His weight on her.

His body inside her.

She closed her eyes.

Imagined climbing on top of him.

Letting the shirt fall open.

Guiding him into her, slow and desperate.

Imagined what it would feel like to come with someone who’d kissed her forehead first.

But she didn’t move.

And neither did he.

She turned her head to look at him.

His shoulders rose and fell.

The same ones she’d fallen in love with.

The same ones he gave to her now, turned away.

She could’ve had him tonight.

Could’ve reached for him fully.

Could’ve begged.

But if he didn’t take her—if he didn’t want her—she wasn’t sure her heart could survive hearing no again.

Instead, she pulled the duvet up to her neck.

Closed her eyes.

And imagined Liam in the guest room.

Hard.

Awake.

Knowing.

The house was still. Dawn filtered pale light through the blinds.

Kate lay on her side, facing Alex.

His face was calm in sleep—lips parted, chest rising and falling in that same slow rhythm she’d once matched her own breathing to.

She studied him for a long time.

Tried to feel something steady.

But her thighs were already pressed together under the duvet.

And she couldn’t stop thinking about Liam.

Not Liam’s voice. Not his stare.

Just his mouth.

The way it had crushed against her.

The way it had taken her.

Used her.

And left her aching, wet, shaking.

Her clit throbbed.

She shifted beneath the covers, slow and silent, the damp ache spreading deeper.

Alex didn’t stir.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t reach for her in sleep the way he used to.

She slipped out of bed without a sound.

Down the hall. Into the bathroom. Locked the door behind her.

The cold tiles met her bare feet. Her breath came fast now.

She didn’t bother turning on the light.

She didn’t need to see.

She already knew.

The nightshirt rode up easily.

No underwear.

Her body wanted this. Had wanted it for hours. Maybe since yesterday.

She sat down on the closed toilet lid, legs parted, and let her hand slip between them.

The heat there was immediate.

One finger brushed her clit and she gasped—quiet, sharp.

She was soaked. Her folds were slick, flushed, swollen from the tension she hadn’t been able to shake all week.

She pressed harder.

Her hips lifted off the seat.

Her other hand went to her breast through the shirt, pinching the nipple, rolling it between her fingers, chasing sensation with a hunger that made her feel unrecognisable.

She moaned—soft and short, lips parted.

Bit down on her bottom lip.

Her fingers moved faster. Two now, rubbing tight little circles over her clit.

Her cunt throbbed under the pressure.

She pictured Liam again—on his knees, hands gripping her thighs, tongue dragging slow and possessive up her centre.

No words.

No asking.

Just his mouth using her like she was his.

She slid two fingers inside herself—deep, wet, curling up—and nearly choked on a breath.

Her muscles clenched around them.

She rubbed harder with her palm as she fucked herself slowly.

In and out. In and out.

Her toes curled on the tiles.

Her thighs trembled.

She thought about him spreading her wider.

Spitting on her.

Holding her open and groaning against her cunt like she was the best thing he’d ever tasted.

She whispered “fuck” under her breath.

Rocked harder.

Tighter.

Faster.

She thought of Alex in the next room.

Sleeping.

Oblivious.

Still loving a version of her that no longer existed.

She came hard.

Her whole body tensed—every nerve locked tight—then burst like a snapped string. Her fingers were still inside her, her clit screaming, her hips jerking against her palm as the orgasm tore through her.

One long, guttural breath escaped her lips.

Then another.

Then silence.

She sagged forward.

Arms limp. Chest rising and falling.

Her cunt still pulsing, raw, wet.

Her thighs slick.

Her heart thudding like she’d been running.

She pulled her fingers out slowly.

Stared at them in the half-light.

Then wiped them clean. Flushed the tissue. Washed her hands.

Three times.

She finally looked up at her reflection.

Hair messy.

Eyes wild.

Her lips still parted.

Her shirt clung to her chest. Her nipples still stiff beneath it.

She looked wrecked.

Used.

And still wanting more.

She stared at herself.

And whispered, “I can’t stop.”

Kate didn’t mean to put it on.

Not really.

She opened the drawer for a fresh pair of knickers, reached past the plain cotton, past the folded greys and whites—and her fingers stopped on black lace.

The tag was still on.

She pulled it out.

Held it up.

Felt her pulse quicken.

She stripped.

Stepped into the panties slowly, the lace catching at her hips.

Clipped the suspender belt into place.

Slid the sheer bra up her arms and fastened it tight behind her back. Her nipples pressed through the transparent cups, peaked and exposed.

She turned to the mirror.

And stared.

The woman looking back at her wasn’t the one Alex had kissed on the cheek.

She wasn’t soft.

She wasn’t safe.

She was fuckable.

And she knew it.

Kate pulled on her dressing gown, loose and thin, letting it hang open enough to let the lace peek through.

Downstairs, the light from the fridge cut a line across the floor.

Liam was standing in the kitchen again, back to her, drinking straight from the bottle of milk.

He didn’t speak when she entered.

Didn’t even glance.

She stepped inside slowly, the lace of the lingerie brushing between her thighs.

Bare feet. Loose belt.

Her nipples visible through the sheer cups. Her breath shallow in her throat.

She stopped two feet from him.

He turned.

Looked her up and down.

No smirk.

No approval.

Just claiming.

Then he stepped forward and hooked a finger under the centre of the bra, lifting it slightly, letting it snap back.

She gasped.

Her body betrayed her instantly—thighs clenching, lips parting, nipples hardening again like they remembered the last time his mouth had touched them.

Without a word, he spun her gently by the hips, guided her back until she hit the fridge.

The cold bit at her skin.

Her robe slipped down her shoulders.

He dropped to his knees.

Kate gripped the edge of the counter.

Then his mouth found her.

There was no patience.

No tease.

He pushed the lace panties aside and went straight for her—tongue flat and slow, then sharp and fast, building pressure until her knees bent and her moans came in short, hot bursts.

She reached down, fingers in his hair, not guiding—just holding on.

Trying to stay upright.

Trying not to come too fast.

But Liam was relentless.

He sucked hard on her clit, then pulled back just enough to flick it, over and over, until her legs shook and her stomach tightened.

Then he pushed two fingers inside her.

Hard.

Kate nearly choked on her moan.

Her body snapped forward.

Her orgasm broke fast and brutal—hips jerking, thighs clamping, breath stuttering as he kept going.

Her heel slipped and she dropped to the floor with him.

He didn’t stop.

He knelt between her legs, one hand on her thigh, the other inside her, curling just right.

Her head fell back against the cupboard.

She came again—softer this time, slower, her body pulsing around his fingers.

Still, he didn’t kiss her.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t even look at her face.

He stood.

Left her there on the kitchen floor.

Wet.

Gasping.

Half-naked in her husband’s house.

The house was silent.

Kate climbed the stairs barefoot, robe loose, the lace lingerie bunched in one hand.

Her body still throbbed—wet, open, flushed from Liam’s mouth.

She reached the bedroom.

Their bedroom.

The door was ajar.

She slipped inside.

Alex was asleep on his side of the bed, turned slightly toward her pillow.

The lamp was off. The room dim. Still warm from earlier.

She shut the door behind her and stood there in the dark for a moment, listening to his breathing.

Steady. Safe. Familiar.

She didn’t turn the light on.

Didn’t want to see her reflection in the mirror. Didn’t want to see the lingerie in her hand.

She dropped it to the floor.

Then peeled off the robe and let it fall silently beside the lace.

She slid beneath the covers.

Naked.

Her skin still tingled. Her thighs were slick with the aftershocks. Her chest rose too fast.

She didn’t dare reach for him.

He shifted slightly in his sleep, the duvet rustling.

She stared at the ceiling, then turned her face toward him—close enough to see the outline of his features in the low light.

His mouth was soft.

His brow relaxed.

He looked like the man she’d chosen.

Not the one who had stayed.

Her hand moved to her chest. Then her stomach.

Her fingers curled into the sheet.

She whispered his name.

“Alex.”

Just to feel it in her mouth.

Just to try and believe she still had the right to say it.

He didn’t stir.

Didn’t reach for her.

Didn’t know that his wife had been on the kitchen floor just minutes before, thighs parted for someone else.

She edged closer.

Pressed her body to his back.

Her breasts settled against him, her face resting near the space between his shoulder blades.

She let out a slow, shaky breath.

Then whispered, “I love you.”

She meant it.

But it wasn’t whole.

Because the heat still lingered between her legs.

And Liam’s silence still rang louder in her head than her husband’s voice ever had.

The name didn’t slip out.

But it wanted to.

It curled inside her chest.

Pressed against her teeth.

His name.

She shut her eyes.

Gripped the sheet.

And lay in silence.

Not with a husband.

Not with a lover.

Just beside the weight of her own undoing.
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No Words Needed

[image: ]


The front door clicked shut.

Kate didn’t move from the window until she heard his car start. The soft rumble. The sound of gravel under tyres. Then nothing.

Alex was gone.

For three nights.

She turned from the window and walked straight upstairs.

Not to the bedroom.

Not to the bathroom.

To his room.

She didn’t knock.

Didn’t speak.

Just stepped inside and shut the door behind her.

Liam looked up from the bed. He was lying across it shirtless, one knee bent, phone in hand, a single white earbud still hanging loose.

She didn’t give him time to ask.

“I want it,” she said. “All of it.”

He sat up slowly.

Didn’t smirk.

Didn’t move toward her.

Kate untied the robe where she stood.

Let it fall.

Underneath—nothing but skin. No lace this time. No teasing.

Just her body, bare and flushed and trembling.

Her breasts lifted with each breath. Large, soft, the nipples already tight. Her stomach tightened as she stood there, letting him see her. No hiding. No defence.

He said nothing.

So she stepped forward.

One step.

Then another.

Then dropped to her knees in front of him.

Her voice shook.

“Please.”

She reached up and brushed his thigh. Then cupped his cock through the thin fabric of his joggers.

It was already hard.

Her hand moved slowly.

“I need you to fuck me. I don’t care if it makes me a whore. I don’t care if it means I’ve ruined everything.”

She looked up at him from the floor.

“I want you to ruin me.”

Still, he didn’t speak.

He stood.

Dropped his joggers.

His cock was thick, long, already twitching. She reached for it—but he grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her up instead.

Turned her around.

Bent her over the edge of the bed.

Her breasts swung forward as she braced herself.

Her nipples brushed the sheets—sensitive, heavy, aching. Her thighs parted instinctively, cunt slick, ready.

He slid into her in one hard thrust.

Kate gasped—hands grabbing at the blanket, head dropping forward as her body stretched to take him.

She was soaked, but he was thick. The first push made her cry out. The second made her shake.

He gripped her hips tight.

Then started fucking her in full.

Hard.

Fast.

No rhythm.

No warmup.

Just raw possession.

Each thrust sent her tits bouncing, her nipples dragging across the sheets until she lifted her chest slightly, hands now pressing into the mattress just to keep her balance.

He grabbed one breast from behind. Squeezed hard. Then slapped it.

She moaned.

Pressed back into him.

His hand slid under her, grabbed both breasts at once—fingers digging deep, pulling, lifting, owning them.

She arched into his hands.

Her pussy clamped around his cock.

“Liam—please—harder—”

He slammed into her faster.

The bed thudded against the wall.

She was gone. Gone in it.

She came with her mouth open, drool on the sheet, her body spasming around him.

But he didn’t stop.

He flipped her over onto her back, her tits bouncing from the motion, legs wide, and plunged back in.

He sucked one nipple into his mouth. Bit it. Let it pop free.

Then the other.

Then both with his hands as he pinned her wrists and pounded into her until her second orgasm burst like fire in her spine.

She cried out his name.

Moaned yes until it was meaningless.

He came inside her—deep, hard, cock pulsing—and stayed there.

Her chest rose and fell beneath him.

Nipples red. Body marked.

Sweat between them.

Silence above them.

Then he pulled out.

Got dressed.

Left the room. His room.

Kate lay back, her thighs sticky, her breasts sore and glowing.

She didn’t cry.

She didn’t smile.

She just watched the ceiling.

And whispered, “What have I done?”

She didn’t mean to go back.

She told herself she wouldn’t. That once was already too far.

But by ten the next morning, she was standing in Liam’s doorway again.

Hair damp from the shower. No bra under her T-shirt. No knickers either.

He looked up from where he was lying on the bed, one arm behind his head, shirtless again.

His cock was already hard.

“You really are that desperate,” he muttered. “Not even twenty-four hours.”

Kate didn’t answer.

She just stepped inside.

Closed the door.

And let the silence swallow her.

She crossed the room slowly.

Climbed onto the bed.

Straddled his hips, heart pounding as she pulled his joggers down.

His cock was heavy, hot, flushed dark at the tip.

She gripped it, rubbed it along her slit once, twice—then sank down onto him in one deep, hungry thrust.

Liam groaned.

“Still sore from last night?”

Kate nodded.

“Good.”

He didn’t help her move.

Didn’t even touch her at first.

Just lay back and let her ride him.

Her tits bounced with every grind—full, aching, still marked from where he’d slapped them the night before. Her nipples brushed her shirt, already visible, already tight.

She pulled the shirt off and threw it aside.

Let him see everything.

Let him own it.

He grabbed her breasts immediately—rough, greedy.

Squeezed them hard.

Slapped one, then the other.

Watched them jiggle, then caught both and pressed them together, his thumbs rubbing her nipples fast until she whimpered.

“You’re soaking again,” he growled. “And you came to me like this? No underwear? No shame?”

Kate nodded, moaning.

“Filthy little wife,” he spat. “You can’t go one night without cock now?”

He thrust up into her suddenly, making her cry out, her body tightening.

“Already ruined.”

She rocked harder.

Faster.

She couldn’t stop.

The friction hit just right—her clit grinding against his skin, her cunt stretched around him.

Her head dropped back.

Mouth open.

Hair wild.

“Look at you,” he hissed. “Bouncing on me like it’s the only thing you know how to do. Some aunt.”

He twisted a nipple.

She yelped.

He pulled her forward by the tits.

Bit one—hard.

Then sucked it deep into his mouth, tongue dragging across the nipple while his cock pulsed inside her.

Kate sobbed out a moan.

Her body broke open.

She came like that—still riding, still trembling, her pussy spasming around him while his mouth marked her chest.

He grabbed her arse and flipped her onto her back.

Pinned her wrists above her head.

Fucked her hard and fast.

“You’re going to beg for it now,” he said.

“No more crawling in here like you’re not addicted.”

He drove into her deep.

“You want to be used, you ask.”

She nodded. Moaned. “Please—fuck me—don’t stop—”

“Say you love it.”

“I love it.”

“Say you’d let me fuck you even if Uncle Alex was in the next room.”

Her eyes widened.

Her cunt clenched.

She didn’t answer.

He grinned.

“Yeah. You would.”

He gripped her hips and slammed into her until her second orgasm tore through her like a scream.

Then he pulled out, jerked once—twice—and came across her stomach, hot and thick and messy.

Kate lay there—naked, shaking, chest heaving, nipples swollen, covered in sweat and cum.

Her thighs sticky.

Her mind completely blank.

Liam wiped himself with the edge of the sheet.

Tossed it onto the floor.

“You’ll be back tomorrow.”

It wasn’t a question.

Then he left for the bathroom.

Kate stayed still.

Stared at the ceiling.

Her tits ached. Her pussy throbbed. Her lips were parted in a half-breath she never finished.

She didn’t even try to clean up.

She didn’t want it to be over.

The TV was on.

Some slow-moving crime drama she’d never seen.

Liam was lounging shirtless on the sofa, joggers riding low, one arm behind his head.

The house was quiet.

No one else home.

And Kate had already made up her mind halfway down the stairs.

She didn’t say a word.

Just walked in, eyes on him, and dropped her dressing gown at the doorway.

She was naked underneath.

Her breasts heavy, full, already flushed with heat. Her nipples peaked from the cool air and anticipation.

Liam looked at her. Sat up slightly.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t stop her.

She straddled his lap and reached down to pull his cock free.

Already half hard.

Already thick in her hand.

She stroked him slowly, watching him grow—her thumb dragging over the head, gathering the slick.

“You’re not even pretending anymore,” he said, voice low.

She didn’t smile.

Just positioned herself and sank onto him.

Her mouth fell open as he filled her.

Every inch.

No prep. No warm-up.

Just her cunt stretching around him, already wet, already throbbing.

She started to move.

Slow. Steady.

Grinding her hips in circles, dragging his cock against every sensitive spot inside her.

Her tits bounced with every rock—nipples brushing his chest, drawing soft friction that made her moan.

“You like this couch, don’t you?” he murmured, cupping her breasts. “Wonder how many times Uncle has sat here with you like a good husband.”

He pinched her nipples hard, then sucked one into his mouth.

Kate gasped. Threw her head back.

“I fuck you better than he ever did, don’t I?”

She moaned.

“Say it.”

“You do.”

He grabbed her arse, lifted her, dropped her back down onto his cock.

The sound was obscene.

The wet slap of skin. The creak of the sofa. Her breath breaking with every thrust.

Her hands pressed into his chest.

Her nails dragged down his ribs.

She rode him faster.

Harder.

The shame was gone now.

Only the hunger remained.

Liam’s mouth moved to her other breast.

Bit the nipple.

Left marks.

Then slapped her tit so hard it bounced.

“Good Aunt,” he growled. “You fuck like you were made for this.”

Her thighs started to tremble.

The orgasm building sharp and hot.

She couldn’t hold it.

Didn’t want to.

She came with a sob, her pussy clenching tight around him, body locking up as she ground hard against his cock.

But he didn’t stop.

He gripped her hips and fucked up into her from below.

“Look at you,” he hissed. “Tits out, cunt dripping, fucking me where anyone could walk in.”

She moaned louder.

“You’d ride me with the front door wide open if I told you to.”

“Wouldn’t you?”

“Yes—yes—God, Liam—yes—”

He slammed deep one last time, cock jerking inside her.

She felt the rush of heat flood her.

Her eyes fluttered shut.

Her body collapsed forward onto his chest.

They stayed like that.

Breathing hard.

Covered in sweat.

He reached up and cupped her tits again.

Squeezed.

Just because he could.

“You’ve got no limits left,” he said.

“You’re mine now.”

Kate didn’t argue.

Because he was right.

Alex would be home by seven.

She had the timer set.

The house was spotless. The laundry folded. His favourite pasta sauce simmering on the stove.

Everything looked normal.

Perfect.

Wifely.

Except for the black lace panties still lying beside Liam’s bed.

And the ache between her thighs.

And the bruises on her breasts.

It was five forty-two.

She had time.

She walked into Liam’s room barefoot.

Wearing nothing but a vest—braless—and the softest cotton shorts she owned.

He was sitting on the edge of the bed.

Waiting.

Hard.

“You’ve got half an hour,” she said.

And pulled the vest over her head.

Liam stood, stepped forward, and cupped her breasts like they belonged to him.

Lifted. Squeezed. Sucked one nipple into his mouth and let his teeth drag over it until she whimpered.

Then grabbed her arse and pulled her onto the bed.

She straddled him without needing to be told.

His cock was thick against her thigh.

She lined him up and sank down fast, no teasing.

Just hunger.

The stretch made her cry out.

She rocked against him, breasts bouncing in his hands, thighs burning with the rhythm.

“You gonna kiss him with this pussy full of my cum?” Liam asked, voice hot against her neck.

She didn’t answer.

Couldn’t.

He grabbed a handful of her hair, pulled her face back, and sucked hard at the skin beneath her jaw.

“Bet you’ll still let Uncle eat your pussy later. Taste me. Pretend it’s all his.”

Her orgasm hit without warning—sharp and clenching, her body jerking in his grip.

But she didn’t stop riding him.

She leaned forward.

Pressed her tits to his face.

And moaned as he bit one nipple and grabbed the other like he wanted to leave marks for weeks.

When he came, it was deep and messy—her cunt already swollen and soaked, his cum thick inside her.

She collapsed onto his chest.

Their breath tangled.

Their sweat cooled.

She stayed there five minutes.

Then stood.

Picked up her discarded panties.

Walked back to the master bedroom.

Alex’s side of the bed was made.

His pillow plumped.

Kate lifted it, slowly.

Slid the lace underneath.

Pressed it flat.

She stood there for a moment.

Heart pounding.

Then stripped the sheets from the bed.

Tossed them in the machine.

Showered quickly.

Applied concealer to her breasts.

And changed into a clean blouse with just enough coverage.

At six fifty-eight, the front door opened.

Kate was in the kitchen.

Stirring the sauce.

Smiling.

It started with a text.

Her: You busy?

Him: Depends what you want to ruin.

Her: His desk.

He was already hard when he walked into the room.

Kate didn’t look at him at first. She stood beside the desk in nothing but a long button-down shirt. Bare legs. No bra. No knickers.

She’d opened the curtains just enough to let the afternoon light cut across the desk—right across the wedding photo, centre frame.

She turned it face-down before he said a word.

Then stepped around the desk and bent forward over the polished surface.

Her breasts pressed to the cool wood.

She didn’t look back.

Liam stepped up behind her.

Ran his hand up the back of her thigh.

Found the heat between her legs immediately.

“Fucking soaked.”

“I’ve been thinking about it all day.”

He didn’t unfasten his jeans. Just shoved them low enough to free himself.

Then gripped her hips and rubbed the thick head of his cock against her slick opening.

“Such a needy little bitch,” he muttered. “Not even pretending anymore.”

“Don’t need to.”

“You’ll take it on your knees in front of the fireplace next, won’t you?”

“If you tell me to.”

He shoved inside her with one deep, brutal thrust.

Kate gasped—fingers clawing the edge of the desk, her toes curling in the rug.

The stretch was still delicious, still overwhelming. And the pain only made it hotter.

He set a hard rhythm. No patience. No restraint.

Just fast, hard, wet.

The desk creaked.

Her tits bounced against the wood.

“You really bent over his desk for me?” he snarled.

“Because I wanted to be fucked here.”

“Because you wanted to be a disgrace here.”

He pulled her hair, forcing her to arch.

Her bare breasts lifted off the desk—swinging, flushed, nipples tight and red.

He slapped one.

Then the other.

“You think he’d still love you if he saw this?”

“No.”

“Think he’d still call you his wife if he saw how you beg?”

“No. But you would keep fucking me.”

Liam grinned.

Slapped her arse hard.

“Fucking right I would.”

He pulled out.

Turned her.

Lifted her by the thighs and dropped her onto the desk, legs wide, her cunt glistening.

He shoved back inside—deeper this time, watching her tits bounce as she moaned open-mouthed.

Kate looked up at him.

Her hands slid over her own breasts.

Squeezed.

Offered.

“I’m not yours,” she said.

“I’m not his.”

“I’m just the cunt you fuck when you feel like it.”

He growled.

“Say it louder.”

“I’m just a hole. Just a dirty little cock-sleeve who lets you fuck her on her husband’s desk.”

He slapped her face.

Not cruel. But enough to jolt her.

She whimpered.

Grinned.

And pushed her hips harder against him.

“I can’t stop,” she whispered.

“I don’t want to stop.”

He reached down and rubbed her clit—fast, tight circles that sent her thighs trembling.

“You want to come on his spreadsheets?”

She nodded wildly.

“Want to soak the fucking tax returns?”

“Yes—God—please—don’t stop—”

He leaned in, teeth at her throat.

“You’re pathetic.”

“I know.”

Her orgasm ripped through her—legs locking, back arching, a scream in her throat that turned into a gasp, then a sob.

Her cunt spasmed around him.

She didn’t stop him.

Didn’t slow.

He held her ankles and fucked her through it—hard, wet thrusts that knocked pens off the desk, scattered papers to the floor.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m your fucktoy.”

“Say what he is.”

Kate looked him dead in the eyes.

“He’s a cuckold.”

That did it.

Liam slammed deep, grunted low, and came inside her—thick and raw, holding her there, cock buried to the hilt.

They stayed like that—his body heavy over hers, her legs wide, her tits rising with each breath.

When he pulled out, cum spilled onto the desk.

Kate reached for the nearest document and wiped her thighs with the corner.

Folded it neatly.

Dropped it on the floor.

She stood slowly.

Tucked the photo of her wedding back into place—face-up now.

It stared back at her, smiling.

Framed.

Stupid.

She left the room with no panties, no apology, and the ache of Liam still inside her.

The house was silent.

Alex had kissed her goodnight, half-asleep from the wine they'd shared, and gone to bed early. He hadn’t questioned her staying up to “finish a few things.”

She’d waited until the snoring started.

Until she was sure.

Then she'd crept across the landing in nothing but an oversized T-shirt and her own guilt.

Liam's door opened before she even touched it.

He'd been waiting.

He didn’t say a word.

Just stepped aside and let her in.

She climbed onto the bed like she was entering something sacred. Or profane.

He was shirtless. Under the covers. Hard already.

She pulled the shirt off.

Her nipples were stiff from the cold air. Her cunt wet from fear and hunger.

She straddled him beneath the sheets.

Lifted herself.

And slid down onto his cock with a breathless moan.

His hands gripped her thighs.

Then moved to her hips.

Then to her tits.

He squeezed them hard, thumbs brushing her nipples, fingers pressing deep until she gasped.

Kate rocked slowly at first—grinding instead of bouncing, letting him hit her deep.

The rhythm was slow.

Heavy.

Dangerous.

“I should be next to him,” she whispered. “I should be in his arms right now.”

Liam thrust up into her.

“Instead you’re full of me.”

She clenched around him.

Rode harder.

Her tits bounced in the moonlight, her breath catching with each thrust.

He grabbed one breast. Bit it through clenched teeth.

“You wanted this the moment you opened the door to me,” he growled.

“I knew it,” she moaned.

“You’re a filthy little aunt.”

“Say more.”

“You wear his ring but fuck like a slut who’s been waiting to be ruined.”

She dropped her mouth to his ear.

“Ruin me again.”

He rolled them suddenly—her back to the mattress, his cock still buried inside her.

Then he fucked her like it was the last time he'd ever be allowed.

Fast.

Hard.

Unapologetic.

The headboard tapped the wall.

Kate’s arms stretched above her.

Her nails scratched the headboard.

Her thighs were spread wide, and his cock filled her over and over again.

“Say what he is,” Liam demanded.

Kate moaned, “A cuckold.”

“Say what I am.”

“You're the one who owns me.”

“You’re my bull.”

Her second orgasm hit harder than the first—cunt spasming, legs shaking, breath ripped from her throat in a half-cry she barely managed to bite back.

He didn’t stop.

He kept pounding her, her tits bouncing wildly beneath him.

His hand closed around her throat.

Not choking—just control.

“You want him to hear?” he hissed.

“No—”

“You want him to come down here and see this? See his wife on her back, legs open, begging to be filled?”

Her eyes fluttered.

She didn’t answer.

Didn’t need to.

Because her body answered for her.

Tight. Wet. Relentless.

He slammed deep and came with a hiss between his teeth.

His cock pulsed inside her, thick and warm and impossible to ignore.

She whimpered under him.

Didn’t push him away.

Didn’t clean herself.

Didn’t say a word.

They stayed like that—his weight over hers, sweat between them, the house creaking in the wind.

Down the hall, her husband slept.

Here, her soul was wrecked.

She whispered into the darkness, barely audible.

“Don’t stop.”

Kate moved through the kitchen like a woman who’d slept eight perfect hours and woken under silk.

The sun cut through the windows. The kettle hissed. She leaned against the counter, barefoot, wearing a soft, low-cut sweater with nothing underneath.

Her breasts shifted naturally, heavy and free.

Her nipples—still swollen from Liam’s teeth—pushed against the thin fabric like a secret.

Alex came in seconds later, hair still wet from the shower.

He smiled when he saw her.

“Morning, gorgeous.”

She handed him a mug.

He kissed her cheek.

“You look incredible today,” he said.

Then hesitated.

Sniffed the air.

His brow lifted, faintly puzzled.

“You smell...” He blinked. “God, what is that? It’s not your perfume.”

Kate smiled into her coffee.

Shrugged.

“New body wash.”

She didn’t tell him what he was smelling.

Didn’t explain the slick ache between her legs, the lingering soreness in her thighs, or the fact that her panties were damp not from desire but from the cum she still hadn’t cleaned up.

She sat across from him at the kitchen table.

Crossed her legs slowly.

The sweater shifted with her. The deep V dipped lower.

Alex looked down.

Not subtle.

“Is that... no bra?”

Kate held his eyes and sipped her coffee.

“Nope.”

He blinked again.

Then laughed.

“You’re in a mood.”

She arched one brow.

“Do you mind?”

“Not one bit.”

He stared a little longer.

She let him.

Her nipples were tight under the fabric.

Visible.

Unashamed.

She felt his gaze like a pulse between her legs.

And all it did was make her wetter.

She leaned over the table, slow and loose, to reach the sugar.

Her tits hung low in the sweater—soft, full, clearly bare.

She heard him swallow.

She dropped in one cube. Stirred once. Then sat back.

Alex still hadn’t taken his eyes off her.

“You’re glowing,” he said.

She smiled.

“I know.”

He reached across the table and touched her hand.

“You okay?”

“Better than okay.”

He smiled, a little puzzled, a little aroused.

She leaned in and kissed him—soft, slow, sweet.

Her tongue didn’t press forward.

Her lips didn’t linger.

But her cunt clenched all the same.

She looked at him while she pulled away.

And in that moment, he didn’t look like her husband.

He looked like a man who trusted her.

Her phone buzzed.

She picked it up.

Typed quickly, under the table, while Alex took another sip of coffee.

Can still taste you.

She set the phone face-down beside her napkin.

And smiled.
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She Wore It for Him
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The skirt was tighter than it needed to be.

It hugged her hips and cupped her arse in a way that made Kate glance back at her reflection twice—once with guilt, and once with something darker.

She didn’t wear a bra.

Her blouse—cream, soft, silk—moved when she did. The lace of her nipples outlined beneath it like shadows under satin.

She could’ve buttoned it higher.

She didn’t.

The air outside was cold, but she felt warm.

Between her thighs, already damp.

Between her breasts, flushed.

Inside her head, chaos.

By the time she reached the classroom, she could feel her nipples brushing fabric with every step.

Every movement teased her own body.

Every breath reminded her of what Liam had done the night before.

She liked it that way.

The classroom fell quiet as she entered.

Not politely. Not with focus.

With heat.

Michael sat at the front.

Eighteen. Dark curls. Still a boy in most ways—but the way his eyes travelled down her body said otherwise.

He stared. Unapologetically.

His mouth parted slightly.

She pretended not to notice.

Jamie was worse.

Leaning back. Legs wide.

Eyes fixed on her chest like he was memorising her.

She caught him.

He didn’t look away.

She turned to write on the whiteboard.

And felt them all watching.

Her breasts shifted under the blouse.

The room was warm, but her nipples still stood out.

Hard.

She turned and asked a question.

Jamie raised his hand. Then dropped it.

“I forgot what I was gonna say.”

Grinning.

Bastard.

She walked between the desks slowly, handing out printed passages.

Michael took his with a little too much care—his fingers brushing hers and staying a moment too long.

He looked up as she passed.

Eyes on her hips.

On the sway.

On the way her blouse didn’t quite cover everything when she leaned forward.

“Thanks, Miss,” he murmured.

She didn’t answer.

She knew her voice might shake.

By the time she reached the back row, her skin buzzed with attention.

Jamie had his phone face-down.

His eyes up.

His lips curled in a half-smile like he knew something.

She handed him a sheet.

He took it—then leaned close.

“New perfume?”

“Something like that.”

“It suits you.”

He held the page, but didn’t move.

She straightened slowly.

His eyes stayed low.

“Something else is different too.”

Her breath caught.

“Maybe the way you walk,” he added.

“Maybe the way you dress now.”

She gave him a hard stare.

But her pulse was racing.

He smiled. Tilted his head. Then added, low and slow:

“Whatever it is... it’s working.”

Kate turned away before she lost herself.

Back to the board.

Chalk in hand.

Voice calm, somehow.

The period passed like smoke.

Hot and heavy, invisible but everywhere.

Between lessons, she passed Reeve in the corridor.

He was heading the opposite way, but slowed as he spotted her.

His eyes ran down her body in a sweep that wasn’t professional.

“Jesus, Kate.”

“Something wrong?”

“You’re dressed like you’re trying to drive every eighteen-year-old boy in that classroom insane.”

She smirked.

“Just eighteen-year-olds?”

He stared a moment too long.

Then chuckled.

“Careful. Someone’s going to get ideas.”

She walked away, cunt clenched, thighs slick.

She didn’t have to flirt.

But the look in his eyes had made her wetter.

Her phone buzzed as she stepped into the staffroom.

One new message.

Liam.

No words.

Just a photo.

His cock—hard, veined, glistening.

Framed by his hand.

Kate’s thighs pressed together instinctively.

She glanced toward the corridor.

Empty.

She turned and walked, fast and quiet, to the staff toilet.

Closed the door.

Locked it.

And leaned back against it, heart pounding.

The lock clicked into place behind her.

Kate leaned back against the door and exhaled.

The photo was still on her phone.

Liam’s cock in his hand—thick, flushed, shining at the tip.

He knew exactly what it would do to her.

He’d taken it for this.

For her.

She stared at it for a few seconds longer.

Then turned and lowered the toilet lid. Sat.

Skirt up.

Knickers to the side.

Two fingers between her thighs without hesitation.

Her cunt was already wet.

Already swollen from being stared at all morning. From brushing past Jamie’s desk. From Michael looking down her blouse like it was an invitation.

But this?

This was more than heat.

It was need.

Her fingers slid easily—parting her lips, circling her clit. She leaned back, legs spread, breathing hard through her nose.

One hand held her phone.

The other disappeared into her body.

She didn’t fantasise.

She remembered.

Liam’s mouth on her tits.

Liam biting her nipple until she cried out.

Liam slapping her face as she came.

Her fingers moved faster.

Her hips rocked.

The seat creaked faintly under her weight.

She brought the photo closer.

Zoomed in.

Traced her thumb over the head of his cock.

The way his hand gripped the base—tight, possessive.

The way she wished it were her mouth.

She moaned before she could stop it.

Too loud.

She bit down on her lower lip and closed her eyes.

Breathed through her nose.

Fucked herself harder.

She imagined being bent over the staffroom desk.

One hand pressed to her mouth to keep her quiet.

His cock forcing its way back inside her just after she said stop.

Her orgasm came sharp and sudden.

She clenched her thighs.

Pressed down harder.

Spasmed silently as her cunt throbbed and her mouth opened in a breathless gasp she couldn’t voice.

The pulse took her over.

Rushed through her belly.

Tightened her chest.

Left her aching and ruined and shaking on the toilet seat.

Her hand dropped.

Her phone rested on her thigh.

And for a moment, the room was silent again.

She wiped herself quickly.

Flushed nothing.

Fixed her hair in the mirror.

Lipstick still fine.

Cheeks too red.

Nipples still stiff.

Before leaving, she opened her phone again.

Typed with one hand.

I wish you’d been there to hear it.

Then she pressed send.

Kate walked back into the corridor with her heart still pounding.

Her panties were damp. Her legs unsteady. Her fingers still smelled like sex no matter how long she scrubbed them at the sink.

She hadn’t come quietly.

She knew that now.

The moan had slipped out—short, low, but real.

And someone could’ve heard it.

A student.

A colleague.

Someone walking past the toilet door.

She told herself it didn’t matter.

Told herself she looked normal.

Told herself her face wasn’t flushed, her breasts weren’t still bouncing subtly with every step.

But she could feel the afterglow.

It lived in her chest, her skin, the warm stickiness between her thighs.

Her phone buzzed.

A message from Liam.

Next time, video it.

She didn’t reply.

Not because she didn’t want to.

But because she couldn’t stop smiling.

When she stepped back into the classroom, Jamie looked up first.

His gaze tracked her the whole way across the room.

Not curious.

Not surprised.

Just focused.

Like a dog waiting for a cue.

Michael raised his eyebrows.

Gave her a small, private smile.

She knew exactly what it meant.

She was glowing.

And they could see it.

She made it halfway through the lesson before Jamie pushed his luck.

He waited until she was walking past his desk—her notes in hand, her skirt fitted tight over her hips.

She turned to speak to the next group—and that’s when it happened.

His hand.

Soft. Deliberate.

Right on the curve of her arse.

He didn’t grope.

He didn’t squeeze.

He rested it there—flat, confident, like it belonged.

Her breath caught.

Her thighs clenched.

She didn’t turn around.

Didn’t flinch.

Didn’t stop talking.

She kept explaining the text to the girl in front of her.

All while Jamie’s hand stayed exactly where it was.

Warm.

Claiming.

Brazen.

He let it linger until she moved.

And even then, he didn’t apologise.

Didn’t look embarrassed.

He just smirked when she finally glanced down at him.

And she—

She didn’t scold him.

She walked back to the board and picked up a marker.

But her heart was racing again.

And her pussy—wet all over again.

Ten minutes later, Michael asked a question he didn’t care about.

He came up to her desk with his book and leaned over.

Too close.

Close enough that she knew he was staring straight down her blouse.

Her nipples still outlined, bra-less, achingly sensitive.

She didn’t pull away.

She didn’t adjust her top.

She let him look.

Mr. Reeve passed by the door.

Paused.

Caught her eye.

Then looked down at Michael, then at Kate again.

His smile was tight. Curious.

He didn’t step in.

The message was clear: I see what’s happening. And you like it.

When the bell rang, Kate sat down behind her desk slowly.

Legs pressed tight together.

Back straight.

She pulled out her phone one more time.

Typed a single word.

More.

Then tucked it back into her drawer before anyone could see.

Kate was already warm when she stepped back into the classroom.

Third period. Literature. The boys were waiting.

Not in their seats, but in their eyes.

She didn’t need to glance down to know how the blouse hung from her shoulders—slightly sheer, two buttons undone too many, the lace of her bra barely muted beneath.

Her skirt was snug and high. Her legs bare.

No tights. No apology.

Just skin, perfume, and soft fabric where nothing underneath interfered.

Jamie was lounging, as usual. One arm stretched across the back of the chair beside him, legs parted like he owned the floor.

Michael had taken his seat near the front—again. His posture upright, but his stare openly fixed on her thighs.

She picked up the marker.

Turned to the board.

Felt her nipples brush fabric as she lifted her arm.

Heard the hush spread through the room as the boys settled into place—not out of discipline, but anticipation.

When she turned back, Jamie was already smiling.

“Your shirt’s trying to read ahead,” he murmured.

She didn’t respond. Just arched one brow and walked past.

Michael raised his hand.

“I think I need help again.”

His voice was syrup—smooth, slow, and playful.

She approached him calmly. Stood beside his desk. Bent just slightly as he pointed to the page.

The moment her weight shifted, she felt it—his eyes dropping straight to the swell of her breasts.

Then his hand.

Resting lightly on her knee.

She didn’t flinch.

He brushed it upward. Casual. Measured. Just under the hem of her skirt.

Fingertips resting on bare thigh.

“Like this?” he asked, pencil tapping the line he’d already underlined.

Kate nodded. Voice even.

“Exactly like that.”

He didn’t move his hand.

Not until she did.

She stood slowly, not a word spoken.

He looked up, satisfied.

Jamie was next.

He waited until she walked past his desk, then shifted just slightly—close enough to bump against her.

But it wasn’t just a brush.

It was a touch.

His hand came to her waist. Slid back. Then down.

And landed firmly on her arse.

Kate paused in place.

His fingers flexed.

Not a squeeze—but deliberate.

Present.

Warm through the fabric.

She said nothing.

She didn’t even look at him.

Just kept her focus on the girl she was helping.

Her voice didn’t crack. But her thighs pressed together on instinct.

Her cunt pulsed.

She turned to him slowly.

“Sit down, Jamie.”

He grinned. “Of course.”

But as he pulled away, he gave her arse one final, parting pat.

She walked back to her desk, eyes forward.

But she felt it all—where they’d touched her, how long they’d stared, how much they’d taken.

And how much more she’d let them.

Later, Michael stayed behind.

No excuse this time.

He simply lingered by the board while the others filed out.

“You know they’re all talking about you,” he said.

Kate arched a brow.

“They think you’re doing it on purpose.”

Her voice was calm. “Doing what?”

He stepped a little closer. His hand brushed the side of her hip.

“You dress like that... move like that... smile like that...”

She didn’t stop him.

“You’re driving us all insane.”

She stepped around him with a faint smile.

“Why on Earth would I want you insane?.”

He watched her all the way out the door.

Kate didn’t knock when she got home.

She dropped her bag by the front door, kicked off her heels, and walked straight through the house with her pulse already pounding between her legs.

Liam was in the lounge.

Shirtless. Smirking.

Phone in hand.

“Long day?”

She didn’t answer.

She straddled him.

Still in her skirt. Still in her blouse. Still wet where Michael had touched her and Jamie had groped her and Liam had filled her days before.

Her hands went to his jeans.

His went straight to her blouse—pulling it open with no finesse, no patience. Buttons popped. Lace exposed. Her tits bounced free into his hands.

He grabbed them.

Rough. Possessive.

Thumbs rolled over her nipples until she gasped.

“Still no bra?” he said, voice thick.

“No.”

“Fucking knew it.”

She got his jeans open.

Freed his cock.

Slid forward, still in her underwear.

Friction sharp, heat rising.

She rocked against him once. Twice.

Then pulled her panties aside and took him in with a desperate, guttural moan.

Her blouse was open.

Her skirt rucked up.

And she fucked him like she needed it to survive.

Liam grunted, hands locking around her hips.

“Bet they were looking at you today.”

“They touched me.”

“Who?”

“Michael. Jamie.”

His breath caught.

“Where?”

Kate didn’t stop riding him.

She moaned into his mouth and said, “Michael touched my thigh. Slid his hand right under my skirt.”

“Fuck.”

“Jamie put his hand on my arse. Just held it.”

“Jesus.”

She rode harder.

“And I let him.”

Her tits bounced with every thrust.

Liam grabbed them both, shoved them together, leaned in and bit the underside of one—hard enough to bruise.

She cried out. Didn’t stop.

Didn’t want to.

“They’re eighteen, aren’t they?” he growled.

“Yes.”

“And you liked it.”

She nodded. Could barely breathe.

“They want to fuck you.”

“I know.”

She moaned louder.

Liam slapped one breast, then the other. The sound cracked sharp and wet.

Her cunt tightened around him.

“You’re fucking dripping.”

“I know.”

“Say who you belong to.”

She gasped.

“You.”

“Say it again.”

“You.”

He thrust up hard, and her voice broke.

“You’re not his anymore. You’re mine now.”

“I’m still his wife.”

“You’re my whore.”

The words punched through her.

Her orgasm rose—violent, choking, fast.

“I’m gonna—”

“Do it.”

He grabbed her throat, just enough to hold her still.

“Come on my cock like a good married slut.”

She shattered.

Her legs shook.

Her body clamped down around him, milking him, making her sob with each pulse of release.

Liam fucked her through it—hard, unforgiving—until he came with a rough curse and filled her.

Her head dropped to his shoulder.

Her thighs were shaking.

Her tits were bruised and exposed.

And the lounge window—

Fogged completely.

They stayed like that.

Breathing. Glowing. Silent.

And Kate didn’t want to move.

Didn’t want to leave the sweat, the mess, the wreckage of it.

Because it was the only thing that made sense anymore.
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Across the Table
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The dining room hummed with soft jazz and overlapping voices.

Kate stepped back from the kitchen with the wine bottle in hand, her heels quiet on the wood floor, her blouse just sheer enough to glow in the candlelight. She felt Liam’s eyes follow her as she rounded the table—placing the bottle between Sarah and Alex, smiling as she did, then slipping into the empty chair between Liam and Emma.

She hadn't let Alex sit beside her.

She said it was to make room for the others.

Liam passed her a napkin.

Their fingers brushed.

His lingered.

She didn’t move hers.

Roast chicken, sautéed greens, and thick bread—Liam’s handiwork—sat in steaming dishes across the table. Kate filled glasses. Liam carved, slowly, confidently. Emma complimented the food. Chris agreed. Sarah talked about some school fundraiser. Josh laughed too loudly at something Alex said.

But Kate?

Kate felt every inch of Liam beside her.

His leg against hers under the table.

His knee brushing hers when he shifted.

The scent of his skin—soap, heat, and something male and familiar—pulling at the memory of how he’d fucked her on that very kitchen counter days earlier.

“You’re glowing tonight,” Emma said, smiling over her glass.

Kate looked up.

“Am I?”

“You are. Honestly. You look like you’ve just come back from holiday. What’s your secret?”

Kate laughed softly.

“Sleep. Good food.”

Liam murmured, “Plenty of hydration.”

Only Kate caught it.

Only she pressed her thighs together beneath the table.

Dinner carried on with soft clinks of cutlery and easy laughter.

Alex told a story from his office—some ridiculous client email—and Sarah rolled her eyes in perfect sync with Kate.

Liam reached for the salt.

His hand brushed her knee.

But it didn’t just brush.

It stayed.

Lightly. Like it belonged there.

Kate didn’t flinch.

She passed him the water jug in return, her arm crossing his, their skin touching again and again.

Dessert was waiting in the kitchen, but no one had moved yet.

Kate leaned toward Liam, hand resting on her wine glass.

The others were mid-discussion—Emma and Alex bickering gently over whether Amalfi or Lisbon had better seafood.

Kate’s voice dropped to a whisper.

“I want you to fuck me while they’re here.”

Liam’s thumb pressed slightly harder against her knee.

Then he turned his head, slow and smooth, and looked her dead in the eye.

He didn’t say a word.

Didn’t need to.

His smile was all teeth and intent.

The second bottle of wine was open.

Emma was halfway through a story about a disastrous boat rental in Sicily. Chris kept interrupting her to correct the details. Alex was laughing. Josh was already a little flushed from the wine.

Kate smiled. Laughed when she needed to. Topped up Sarah’s glass.

But her whole body was fixed on one thing.

Liam’s hand. On her thigh.

Under the table.

It had started light. Just fingertips against the fabric of her skirt.

Then beneath it.

Now—

Now his palm rested fully against her bare thigh, his thumb stroking slowly in circles.

She hadn’t said a word.

She didn’t have to.

Kate shifted slightly in her seat—easing her legs apart. A soft movement. Invisible to everyone except the man beside her.

Liam didn’t look at her.

He didn’t need to.

His hand slipped higher.

“...and then we realised we were stranded halfway up the coast without a working motor or signal,” Emma was saying.

Kate let out a soft laugh. “Sounds like a dream.”

Liam’s fingers reached the edge of her panties.

She kept her tone even. “You must’ve panicked.”

“No,” Chris said. “She panicked. I drank the last of the wine.”

Everyone laughed.

Kate’s smile tightened. Her hand gripped the base of her wine glass.

Liam’s fingers dipped beneath the waistband of her knickers.

She inhaled quietly.

Turned her head slightly—just enough to see his profile.

He was still facing forward. Nodding along to the conversation like he wasn’t slipping two fingers inside her cunt beneath the linen-draped table.

She bit the inside of her cheek.

Her inner muscles clenched around him.

He moved slowly. Carefully.

Not thrusting—just teasing.

Sliding in, curling. Pulling out.

Kate cleared her throat and reached for her water. The cool glass grounded her for all of three seconds.

Then his thumb pressed down on her clit.

She nearly dropped it.

“Kate?” Sarah said. “Have you ever been to Italy?”

Kate blinked. Smiled.

“Once. Ages ago. Alex and I went to Venice.”

Liam twisted his wrist just enough to rub against her g-spot.

“And how was that?” Emma asked.

Kate’s breath hitched. “Flooded.”

Another ripple of laughter.

Kate’s fingers tightened around the edge of the table.

She glanced at Alex. He was mid-sentence. Oblivious.

Liam’s fingers moved in slow, tight circles.

She was drenched.

Throbbing.

She was going to come if he kept going—and she was going to do it while they were all still sitting here.

Her hand dropped below the table, brushing against Liam’s thigh. She grabbed his wrist—not to stop him.

Just to feel it.

To remind herself that it was real.

That this was happening.

He kept going.

She started to tremble.

And still she smiled, nodded, sipped her wine.

“Dessert?” she managed to say.

Alex glanced at his watch. “Let’s give it a few more minutes.”

Liam’s thumb pulsed once, twice.

Kate’s jaw clenched.

Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment longer than they should have.

When she opened them again, Liam finally turned to look at her.

And mouthed one word.

“Come.”

Kate’s orgasm built like a storm held in glass.

Silent. Trembling. About to shatter.

Liam’s fingers moved steadily inside her, slow curls and strokes that pressed every breath from her lungs. His thumb circled her clit in tight, soft patterns. Methodical. Unforgiving.

And no one else at the table had any idea.

She gripped the edge of the seat.

Her thighs squeezed tight around his wrist, holding him there.

Beneath the tablecloth, she was pulsing—wet, twitching, completely undone.

Above it, she was the perfect hostess.

Michael from across the table raised his glass.

“To good friends, and the nights that don’t end too early.”

“To friends,” everyone echoed.

Kate lifted her glass, eyes sharp.

And came again as Liam’s fingers pressed deep, knuckles tight.

She swallowed the moan in her throat and turned to Liam.

Her smile was serene. Her legs were shaking.

Her orgasm still pulsed between her hips, dripping into the lace of her underwear.

And beneath the table, she squeezed his hand once in silent thanks.

“Shall we have dessert?” she said sweetly.

Liam’s hand slipped away.

Kate exhaled quietly and reached for the plates.

She stood up from the table just as Emma offered to help with dessert.

“I’ve got it,” she said, smiling. “Just need the loo first.”

Alex nodded, distracted. No one else looked up.

Except Liam.

She walked down the hall with a sway in her hips she didn’t try to hide.

She left the door unlocked.

Liam pushed it open less than thirty seconds later.

She didn’t turn. Just braced her hands against the sink, skirt lifted, knickers already down to her knees.

No words.

Just need.

He stepped in and locked the door behind them.

The overhead light buzzed on.

He looked down at her—arched, glistening, bare between her thighs.

“Jesus, Auntie.”

“You made me come at the table,” she whispered. “And you’re not done.”

He moved behind her and unzipped without hesitation.

One hand gripped her hip.

The other guided his cock against her soaked entrance.

Then—he shoved inside her with one brutal, perfect thrust.

She gasped, slapping her hand over her mouth.

The sink creaked beneath her weight.

Her eyes rolled back.

He didn’t start slow.

He fucked her like he owned her.

His hips snapped against her arse, cock filling her with the same fingers he’d used at dinner. Her knickers hung around her knees. Her blouse was still buttoned, but not for long.

He reached up and popped two buttons.

Then another.

Her bra was intact—until he slipped a hand beneath it and yanked one breast free.

Then the other.

He pulled the cups down until her tits spilled out and slapped against her chest.

“You didn’t wear this for them, did you?”

She couldn’t speak.

He slammed into her.

“Tell me.”

“No,” she gasped.

“Then who?”

“You.”

He pinched her nipple hard.

Her whole body jerked.

“They’re all out there thinking you’re some perfect little wife,” he growled.

“You know what I am,” she whispered, face flushed against the mirror.

He slapped her arse.

Loud.

Echoing.

“Say it.”

“I’m your whore.”

He grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back.

“And Uncle?” he spat.

“He’s my cuckold.”

Liam leaned down, voice hot against her ear.

“Your husband sat across from you while I fingered your cunt.”

“I know.”

“You smiled at him with my fingers inside you.”

“I came while he was talking,” she breathed. “He had no idea.”

Liam bit her shoulder.

“Fucking cuck.”

She moaned, loud into her hand.

Her legs started to shake.

He thrust harder. Dirtier.

Her tits bounced freely now, nipples stiff, thighs wet from his rhythm.

“You like cheating on him, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You like fucking his nephew in the bathroom while his friends are in the next room.”

“Yes.”

“You want him to find out?”

She froze.

Her cunt clenched tight.

“...yes.”

Liam reached around, fingers slick with her arousal, and rubbed her clit in fast, filthy circles.

“You’re so close.”

“I’m gonna—”

“Do it.”

She shattered.

Bent forward.

Cunt pulsing around his cock as her orgasm tore through her.

He kept fucking her through it—no mercy, no pause—his hands gripping her waist, her tits, her throat.

“Say you’re not his anymore.”

“I’m not.”

“Say who you fuck now.”

“You.”

“Say what he is.”

“He’s a cuckold.”

That did it.

Liam groaned, shoved deep, and came inside her with a curse.

Filling her.

Ruining her.

Claiming her.

They stood there, both shaking.

Her blouse open. Her tits out. Her thighs dripping.

She met his eyes in the mirror and whispered:

“I want to go back like this. Still full of you.”

Liam smirked.

“Then button up and walk, slut.”

Kate fixed her blouse slowly.

Wiped her face.

Didn’t bother with knickers—just tucked them into her handbag.

She left her nipples slightly visible beneath the silk.

Then turned to the door and opened it.

Her husband’s laugh drifted down the hall.

And she smiled.

Kate stepped back into the dining room with a soft, composed smile.

Emma was laughing. Josh was pouring more wine. Alex caught her eye and held up a fork.

“Everything alright?” he asked.

“Just fine,” she said, voice easy, breath steady.

She crossed to the table and slid back into her seat beside Liam, smoothing her skirt as she did.

Her cunt was still pulsing.

She could feel the slow trickle of his cum slipping out of her—soaking into the lace edge of her skirt where it clung to her thigh.

Her heart was still racing. Her nipples still tight beneath the blouse she’d only half-fixed.

But she kept her smile.

And no one noticed.

Except Liam.

He passed her a plate of cake.

Their fingers touched.

She let her hand linger on his for just a second longer than was polite.

He leaned toward her slightly, as if to ask a question.

Instead, he whispered: “Still dripping?”

Her breath caught.

But she nodded.

Once.

Across the table, Alex smiled at her, completely at ease.

“I think this is the most relaxed we’ve all been in months,” he said, sipping from his glass.

Kate smiled back.

“Sometimes you just need good wine.”

“And good company,” Sarah added.

Liam’s hand rested on her knee again under the table.

This time, it didn’t move.

She looked at Alex.

At the way he was laughing with Chris about something ridiculous and harmless.

She felt a flicker of guilt.

Then something hotter.

Something like possession.

She reached into her bag without thinking.

Pulled out her phone.

Typed.

Still inside me.

Liam’s phone buzzed softly a second later.

He glanced down.

Then up.

Smirking.

Dessert continued.

So did the conversation.

And Kate sat there like nothing was wrong.

Nothing was filthy.

Nothing was broken.

Except her. And maybe the marriage.

But neither of those were stopping her.
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Shut Up
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Kate heard the front door open before she saw him.

Footsteps. Familiar. Heavy. Confident.

Liam dropped his gym bag in the hallway and walked in, still in a tight vest, forearms glistening, headphones dangling around his neck.

He opened his mouth to speak.

She didn’t let him.

Her hand grabbed the front of his vest and pulled him forward, slamming her mouth to his. His lips were hot. Surprised. Willing.

She kissed him hard, messy, needy.

Bit his bottom lip.

He chuckled against her teeth. “Well, fuck.”

“Shut up,” she whispered, already tugging at the waistband of his shorts.

He glanced over her shoulder toward the kitchen. “Didn’t know you were—”

“Liam.”

Her voice dropped.

“I need you to fuck me right now.”

He didn’t hesitate again.

He grabbed her waist, spun her around, and bent her over the back of the sofa like she weighed nothing.

Her dress rode up fast—hips exposed, her ass already bare beneath.

No knickers.

“You were waiting for me like this?” he hissed, kneeling behind her.

“I was dripping thinking about it.”

He didn’t bother teasing.

His mouth went straight between her thighs.

She moaned—loud.

His tongue was savage. His hands gripped her thighs like he wanted to leave marks.

He licked from slit to clit, then back again, groaning into her.

Kate pushed back into his face.

“More.”

He slapped her arse.

She gasped.

“Filthy fucking teacher,” he growled, voice thick. “Bent over the couch like a whore.”

“I am.”

He stood.

Pushed down his shorts.

Grabbed his cock—already hard.

And shoved it into her in one brutal thrust.

Kate cried out.

Her head dropped between her arms.

He was so deeper, so thick. 

She needed it desperately. 

He held her by the hips and fucked her like he was trying to leave bruises.

Each thrust made the sofa creak.

Her tits bounced beneath her dress.

Her legs were shaking by the third minute.

“You’re gonna wreck the room,” he said, panting.

“Good.”

“Gonna wreck your cunt.”

“Do it.”

He reached around and yanked the front of her dress down—exposing her tits, slapping them gently, then harder.

She moaned into the cushion.

He didn’t let up.

“Say you don’t care if he finds out.”

“I don’t.”

“Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours.”

“Say his house is yours to ruin.”

She turned her head, eyes wild.

“I’m going to fuck you in every fucking room he owns.”

He drove into her so hard her voice caught in her throat.

She was right there. So close.

Then his hand reached under again—fingers working her clit.

Sharp. Fast. Merciless.

Kate screamed through her teeth as her orgasm hit.

It shook her, collapsed her chest against the backrest, her legs trembling, cunt spasming around his cock.

Liam held her there.

Thrust twice more.

And pulled out.

She didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

Her cheek pressed to the cushion. Her tits hung out. Her dress was rucked up over her back. Her thighs were slick with his spit and her own release.

He leaned down.

Whispered into her hair.

“You think that was enough?”

Her breath caught.

“No.”

They didn’t speak on the stairs.

Kate climbed first, her dress half-hanging from her shoulders, tits still out, legs slick and flushed. Liam followed, eyes locked to the bounce of her arse with every step.

She didn’t look back.

She didn’t need to.

In the bedroom, she kicked the door shut with her heel.

Then turned.

And stripped.

No slowness. No seduction.

Just need.

Her dress hit the floor. Her bra next.

She stood before him, fully naked, cunt still red and open from the fucking on the couch. Her nipples were stiff. Her skin flushed.

Liam pulled off his vest and stepped out of his shorts.

She pushed him back onto the bed.

Crawled up.

Straddled him.

His cock was already hard again.

She didn’t wait.

She reached back, lined him up, and sank down in one long, brutal slide.

They both groaned.

Kate set the rhythm.

She bounced on his cock with wild control—hips snapping, tits slapping, her hair falling in waves around her face.

Liam grabbed handfuls of her arse. Then her tits.

Slapped one. Bit the other.

She moaned louder.

“You think uncle would like this view?” he said through clenched teeth.

“He’d come in his pants.”

“You think he’d like watching you fuck his nephew like this?”

She grinned through a panting moan. “He’d fucking thank you.”

Liam thrust up hard beneath her.

She cried out.

Then leaned down until their faces were close.

“But he’s not here, is he?”

“No.”

“You are.”

“Fuck, yeah.”

She kissed him. Bit him. Fucked him harder.

Her thighs burned. Her cunt pulsed. She was already close again.

And Liam knew it.

“Come on me,” he growled. “Drip on me. Soak my cock.”

“I will.”

“Beg for it.”

“Make me beg.”

He rolled her suddenly—flipping her onto her back, cock still buried deep.

Then he fucked her in long, hard strokes while he kissed down her throat and sucked one nipple into his mouth.

Kate came again, writhing under him, gasping his name.

He didn’t stop.

“I want it inside,” she whispered. “I want to feel it all day.”

“You want to drip down your thighs with my cum?”

“Yes.”

“You want to sit at dinner full of me?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I want your cum inside me while I kiss my husband.”

He slammed into her twice more.

And came with a grunt that shook them both.

She moaned as she felt it flood her—deep, hot, wet.

Her thighs shook again.

She wrapped them around his hips and held him there.

“Don’t pull out,” she whispered, breath ragged. “Stay inside me.”

And he did.

Liam lay back against the pillows, cock still inside her, hand resting lazily on her thigh.

Kate straddled him, her chest still rising in shaky breaths, her cunt fluttering around the softening weight of him inside her.

His cum was already leaking out around his shaft.

She didn’t care.

She wanted more.

She rocked her hips slowly.

Just once.

Then again.

His breath caught.

“You’re insatiable,” he muttered, voice hoarse.

“Shut up and get hard again.”

He smirked.

Then sat up suddenly, gripping her hips.

“Then ride me like you mean it.”

She did.

Slow at first—grinding instead of bouncing.

Her tits brushed his chest. Her mouth found his again. Her hands tangled in his hair.

She didn’t speak.

She just moaned into his throat and moved like she needed him to fill every inch of her again.

And he responded.

His cock stiffened, swelling inside her again.

Her body took him greedily.

“I could fuck you forever,” he murmured against her breast.

“You already have.”

“You’re going to ruin your marriage.”

“I already have.”

He grabbed a fistful of her hair.

“You going to tell him?”

Her breath caught.

“No.”

He pulled tighter.

“No what?”

“No, sir.”

He laughed into her skin. “Good little slut.”

“You love it.”

“You think I don’t know what you’re doing?”

“What?”

“You want him to find out.”

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t deny it.

She just rode him harder.

His hands went back to her tits—rougher now.

He bit one.

Sucked the nipple hard.

Then slapped it and held her still as he fucked up into her with full, deliberate thrusts.

“You want him to hear.”

“You want him to come home and smell it on you.”

“You want him to kiss you with my cum still inside.”

“Yes,” she gasped.

And then—

A sound.

Far off.

Kate froze mid-thrust.

Liam’s hands stilled.

The creak of the front gate.

A key rattling.

A lock turning.

Kate’s eyes went wide.

“Shit.”

She scrambled off Liam’s lap, nearly falling, grabbing her bra, dress, pants in a panic.

Liam rolled off the bed.

Grabbed his shorts.

“Move.” she hissed. “Get to your room. Now.”

He dashed out, bare-chested, cock still half-hard.

Kate pulled her dress over her head with trembling hands. No bra. No knickers.

She opened the window.

Shoved the bedsheets into the laundry basket.

Sprayed perfume in the air like a madwoman.

Then bolted for the bathroom.

The sound of the front door opening.

Alex’s voice: “Kate?”

She turned on the shower.

Stepped under it just as his footsteps came up the stairs.

“Hey,” he called. “You home?”

“Up here!” she called back, trying to sound casual. Breathless. But casual.

“Just jumped in.”

Steam filled the air.

Water beat down over her flushed skin.

Her cunt still swollen.

Still leaking Liam.

The bathroom filled with steam.

Kate let the water run over her body, rinsing away the sweat, the smell, the stickiness of what had just happened. But no amount of heat could erase the throb still between her legs.

She didn’t scrub.

She didn’t have time.

Alex’s footsteps moved down the hall.

He opened the bedroom door. She could hear the faint creak of hinges, the heavy pause.

Then his voice: “Everything okay?”

Kate called back, “Yes! Just got back. Needed a rinse.”

“Didn’t think you were home yet.”

“I came back early. Took the afternoon off.”

There was silence outside the door.

Then a soft chuckle.

“Good timing, then.”

Kate swallowed.

Her heart beat hard behind her ribs. Not from fear—yet—but from the chaos she’d just left behind. Her soaked knickers in the washing machine. The perfume haze in the bedroom. 

She turned off the shower and stepped out, wrapping herself in a towel. Wiping steam from the mirror.

Her reflection looked flushed, panicked, raw.

She fixed her hair. Rolled her shoulders. Breathed in through her nose and out through her mouth.

Composure.

Now.

Alex was waiting in the bedroom, sleeves rolled up, tie undone.

She smiled as she walked in, towel cinched tight.

He stepped forward and kissed her cheek.

“Missed you,” he said. His hands brushed her arms. “You look... radiant.”

Kate forced a laugh.

“Just the shower.”

He looked past her.

The windows were open.

The bedsheets were gone.

His brow furrowed.

“Spring clean?”

Kate shrugged. “Got in the mood. Figured I’d start upstairs.”

He nodded slowly.

Then paused.

He kissed her again, this time on the lips.

Lingering.

She held her breath.

His tongue touched hers.

Her mind spun.

Does he taste it? Smell it?

But he just smiled.

“Better than I remember.”

Kate stepped away. “I’ll get dressed.”

He nodded and turned toward the door.

Paused.

“Is the washer running?”

Her spine snapped straight.

“...Yeah.”

“What’s in it?”

“Whites.”

He smiled and walked out.

Kate sat down slowly on the edge of the bed, towel still wrapped tight.

The washer hummed from the cupboard down the hall.

Inside: her black lace panties. Her ruined bra. A towel smeared with Liam’s cum. The shirt he wore last night.

All tumbling quietly behind the locked door.

Kate padded downstairs in loose jeans and a fresh top.

The towel was tucked away. Her hair was damp. Her legs still sticky deep between her thighs, but she moved like she was calm.

Alex was in the kitchen, leaning against the counter with a half-finished cup of tea. His laptop was open. Something work-related on the screen.

He glanced up as she entered. Smiled.

“You okay?”

“Yeah.”

“You seemed a bit... off.”

Kate tilted her head. “Just tired. Long week.”

He reached for her hand.

Pulled her gently in and wrapped his arms around her waist.

“Stay tired. I like you like this.”

She smiled. Kissed him. Let him hold her close.

And tried not to flinch at the memory of Liam still pulsing between her legs.

He looked down. “You’re warm.”

“I just got out of a hot shower.”

“Mm.”

His lips brushed her neck.

“You smell good.”

Kate forced another smile. “New conditioner.”

She pulled away and crossed to the kettle.

“Tea?”

He shook his head.

“I’m okay.”

The kitchen was quiet. Almost too quiet.

In the hallway, the washing machine churned.

Kate glanced at the door.

Still shut. Still humming.

Still full of evidence.

Alex sipped his tea, not noticing.

Not asking.

She poured herself a glass of water.

Her hands were steady now. Her breath even. Her thoughts clearing.

Almost.

Because the moment he turned back to his laptop, her phone buzzed on the counter.

She checked it.

A message from Liam.

Still dripping?

She swallowed hard.

Deleted it.

Alex didn’t look up.

Didn’t see her cheeks flush.

Didn’t see her thighs press together.

Didn’t see the way her toes curled in her trainers when she thought about what might’ve happened if he’d been five minutes earlier.
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What He Left Behind
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Kate stood in the bathroom, staring at her own body in the mirror.

Her towel had fallen to the floor, forgotten. Her thighs were bruised faintly where Liam had held her too tight. A small bite mark shadowed her left breast. There were red streaks along her hips—his grip, his teeth, his want.

She touched one of them with her fingertips.

It didn’t hurt.

But it lingered.

Like everything else.

The mirror fog had long faded.

All she could see was herself.

Her eyes were tired. Her mouth soft and unsmiling.

Her skin still flushed from the shower. From everything before it.

The washer had stopped an hour ago.

She crossed the hall barefoot, opened the door, and pulled out the bundle—her panties, her bra, a damp towel she could barely bring herself to fold.

Liam’s T-shirt was still tangled in it all.

She held it up.

Sniffed it.

No smell of him left.

Kate dropped it in the linen basket and closed the lid.

Then leaned against the door.

And let herself breathe.

It has to end.

The thought came quietly.

Then louder.

She couldn’t do this again. She couldn’t keep sneaking. Lying. Hiding her soaked underwear behind her husband’s back. Pretending every kiss didn’t taste like someone else’s cock still lived in her mouth.

She walked into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed.

Picked up her phone.

Typed:

We need to stop.

She didn’t send it.

She stared at the screen for almost a minute.

Her thumbs hovered again.

Not a breakup text.

Not even anger.

Just a quiet, almost scared admission:

I can’t keep doing this. I’m losing who I am.

She didn’t send that one either.

She closed her phone.

Set it on the table.

Alex was out for a jog. He’d be back soon. She could still hear the front gate slam behind him fifteen minutes ago.

Liam was upstairs in his room.

Not a word since that morning.

Not a knock.

Not a smirk.

Not a whispered taunt through the bathroom door.

She stood up.

Gathered the laundry.

Put the folded clothes away.

Wiped down the mirror. The sink. The countertop.

Everything clean.

Everything in order.

And still, deep between her legs—

A dull, aching throb.

Kate leaned on the edge of the basin.

Looked at herself one last time.

Then whispered:

“It’s over.”

The next morning, he sent her a new text just as she entered the school building:

You think it’s over because you said it is?

You’re dripping through your jeans, sweetheart. You’ll beg before Friday.

Her hand started shaking, and she dopped her phone.

Jamie walked past behind her, brushing close—too close.

“Looking good today, Miss,” he said, like it was a reflex.

Kate didn’t reply.

She just walked to the staffroom, sat down, and stared at nothing for ten straight minutes.

By lunch, her resolve was already faltering.

The way Michael had leaned against her desk while asking about coursework.

The way she caught Mr. Bryant—the maths teacher—staring at her chest when he thought she wasn’t looking.

Every glance.

Every smirk.

Every accidental touch.

It all fed the pulse already building low in her belly.

And Liam’s words were still burning in her head.

Dripping through your jeans...

She locked herself in the staff toilet.

Sat on the seat.

Pulled down her jeans.

Touched her knickers.

Soaked.

Not a hint of control left.

She slipped her fingers under the cotton.

One stroke.

And another.

And she moaned aloud before she could stop it.

There was no thought. No rhythm. Just urgency.

She pressed her fingers in and up, eyes closed, biting her lip, the image of Liam between her thighs already taking over.

His voice in her head: "You’ll beg properly."

Her reply, whispered now into the stall door:

“Please...”

It didn’t take long.

Her orgasm was fast, shallow, desperate—over in a flurry of clenched teeth and trembling thighs.

After, she sat there, shaking.

Her head against the wall.

Her panties wet.

Tears in her eyes.

This wasn’t control.

This wasn’t clarity.

This was a body hijacked.

A hunger she didn’t recognise.

Kate pulled her jeans up with shaking hands.

Wiped her face.

Looked in the mirror and whispered:

“Get a fucking grip.”

By Thursday night, she had made it three days without touching him.

No glances. No words. No casual lingering at the fridge. No accidents in the hall.

Kate had kept her distance. And Liam had kept his.

He hadn’t texted.

Hadn’t slipped her notes.

He hadn’t even looked at her.

And that should have made it easier.

Instead, it burned.

She spent the day with Alex—shopping, cooking, laughing at some terrible sitcom with a bottle of red wine between them. It almost felt like normal.

They held hands on the sofa.

He kissed her cheek.

She let herself lean into him.

And for a moment, she believed it.

She could put the genie back in the bottle.

She could be the wife again. The teacher. The woman who wore silk blouses and smelled like citrus and said no.

She could unwrite the filth.

But when Alex went to shower, Kate walked down the hallway toward the kitchen—and collided with Liam.

He didn’t touch her.

Didn’t even reach for her.

He just stopped—so close she could feel the heat of his bare chest through his shirt.

He leaned in.

His mouth next to her ear.

And whispered:

“You’ll never fuck him again without thinking of me.”

Her body responded before her brain did.

A slick, hot throb that tightened everything low and deep.

She backed away without saying a word.

Walked into the kitchen.

Gripped the edge of the sink.

And exhaled.

He hadn’t touched her.

But she’d felt every syllable like a hand around her throat.

Alex came in moments later, towel around his waist, hair damp.

“Everything alright?” he asked.

Kate turned and smiled. “Yeah. Just tired.”

He kissed her temple.

She smiled again.

But her thighs were already pressing together.

And that night, she lay in bed wide awake.

Alex sleeping beside her.

Her body burning.

The ghost of Liam’s voice still dripping between her legs.

Friday, 01:12 AM.

Kate stared at her phone in the dark.

Alex was asleep beside her, breathing softly, one arm draped over his chest. The sheets barely moved with him. The bedroom was silent.

Except for the chaos inside her.

Her legs were pulled up, her phone in her lap.

Her hand trembled.

She typed.

Deleted.

Typed again.

Deleted.

Then finally—

One more time.

She hit send.

She waited.

Ten minutes.

Nothing.

She checked the signal. Full bars.

Checked the timestamp. Delivered.

No reply.

Kate locked her phone and slipped it under her pillow.

Closed her eyes.

Tried to breathe.

But an hour later, she was still awake.

Still aching.

Still thinking about his mouth. His voice. The way he said mine with his cock inside her.

When she opened her bag in the staffroom later that day, a new text came in:

You’ll beg properly. I’m waiting.

She stood in place, gripping the phone like it might disappear.

She looked around.

No one was watching.

No one knew.

But her cunt was already clenching.

She sat down at her desk.

And felt herself leaking.

By lunchtime, she’d stopped pretending.

Stopped pretending she wanted to stop.

Stopped pretending Alex’s touch was enough.

Stopped pretending the ache in her belly was anything but hunger.

She went to the bathroom.

Locked the door.

Took the phone out, opened the text and laid it on the counter.

Then unzipped her jeans and touched herself—again.

But this time, she couldn’t come.

Because it wasn’t enough.

Because she didn’t want just fingers.

She wanted him.

And when she got home that evening, she walked past Liam without looking at him.

Straight to her bedroom.

Straight to her drawer.

And pulled out the lingerie she swore she’d never wear again.

She didn’t knock.

She just walked in.

Liam was shirtless, lying on his bed, phone in one hand, the other resting casually over his abs. He didn’t look up right away.

Didn’t have to.

He could feel the shift in the air.

Kate stepped forward.

The door clicked shut behind her.

She didn’t speak.

Just unbuttoned her coat. Let it fall to the floor.

Beneath it—black lace, thigh-highs, nothing else.

Liam’s phone hit the mattress.

He looked up slowly.

Then smiled.

“Decided to beg after all?”

Kate dropped to her knees.

Palms flat on her thighs. Chin lifted.

Her voice didn’t shake.

“Yes.”

“Say it properly.”

She stared straight ahead.

“Please.”

He stood, towering over her.

“Not enough.”

She swallowed.

Her mouth opened.

And her voice dropped.

“Please, Liam. I need you. I need your cock. I need you to ruin me.”

He stepped closer.

His hand tangled in her hair.

Pulled her head back just enough.

“What are you?”

“I’m your slut.”

“Whose cunt is this?”

“Yours.”

“Who do you cheat with?”

“You.”

“Who do you lie for?”

“You.”

His cock was hard now, inches from her mouth.

“Say what Uncle is.”

Kate’s breath hitched.

“A cuckold.”

“Louder.”

“A cuckold.”

“Say what you are.”

“I’m your whore.”

He pulled her hair tighter.

And whispered:

“You’re not done.”

Then shoved his cock into her mouth.

She gagged.

Tears pricked.

But she didn’t stop.

She moaned around him, let him use her throat, hands behind her back, knees burning on the carpet.

When he pulled out, her face was wet, mascara smeared, spit on her chin.

He yanked her to her feet.

Bent her over the desk.

And fucked her like it was the last time they’d ever speak.

She moaned his name with every thrust.

He slapped her tits, bit her shoulder, called her everything she hated to love.

“Does he kiss this mouth after I’ve been in it?”

“Yes.”

“Does he know your cunt stretches wider for me?”

“No.”

“Do you want him to?”

“Yes.”

She came hard.

Screaming into the crook of her arm, body shaking, cunt gripping him so tight he groaned like an animal.

He didn’t stop.

Not until she begged again.

And again.

And when he finally filled her, spilling deep and pulling out with a groan, she collapsed onto his bed in silence.

Trembling.

Spent.

Wrecked.

She didn’t ask for a towel.

Didn’t reach for her coat.

She curled up beside him, her body bare, cum seeping between her thighs, and whispered:

“I can’t stop.”
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The Hollowing
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The room was quiet.

Liam’s arm was heavy across her waist, his chest warm against her back. He was still asleep. Still hard. Still inside the dream where she belonged to him.

Kate’s eyes opened to the ceiling.

She didn’t move for a long time.

Her body ached—soft bruises on her hips, soreness between her legs, fingerprints on her breasts that would fade by morning.

She stared at the shadows crawling up the wall as the sun rose.

And for the first time since it began, she didn’t feel like she wanted more.

She felt hollow.

She eased his arm off her, gently, slowly, and sat up.

Slipped from his bed.

Picked up her clothes.

Didn’t look back.

Downstairs, she dressed in silence.

Washed her face.

Pulled her hair into something neat.

Then made coffee and sat at the table with her phone face-down and both hands around the mug.

She didn’t cry.

She didn’t scroll.

She just waited.

Liam padded down in his boxers, cocky smirk half-formed.

“You made coffee?”

Kate didn’t answer right away.

Didn’t look up.

Just said it.

Calm. Plain. Clear.

“You need to leave.”

He blinked.

Still grinning. “Leave?”

“Yes.”

“You’re not serious.”

“I am.”

He came closer.

Hands on the back of the chair.

“Kate.”

“No.”

His voice dipped. Softened. “You don’t mean it.”

“I do.”

She looked up now.

Met his eyes.

And held them.

“I’m going to tell him.”

That made him pause.

The smirk cracked.

“You’re joking.”

“No.”

“You’re going to tell him what? That you begged for it? That you came for me harder than you ever did for him? That you—”

“That I let you get into my head.”

Her voice was steel now.

“That I let you play me. That I wanted it. And that I hate myself for it.”

Liam stepped back like he’d been slapped.

But he recovered quickly.

“Go ahead,” he said. “Tell him. He won’t want you after.”

“That’s not why I’m doing it.”

He stared at her.

Then shrugged.

“You’ll come crawling back.”

Kate stood.

Picked up his gym bag from the hallway and tossed it onto the kitchen floor.

“Not if you leave now.”

They held the silence for a beat longer.

Then Liam stepped forward, grabbed the bag, and didn’t say another word.

The door closed behind him without ceremony.

And Kate sat back down.

The house was still.

But for the first time in weeks...

It felt like it belonged to her again.

The silence was oppressive.

It wasn’t the kind that came with peace—but the kind that clung to walls like smoke after a fire.

Liam was gone.

Not just out for a walk or upstairs with headphones in.

Gone.

His room was empty. His drawers cleared. His scent already fading from the hallway.

Kate had spent the day wiping every surface, not because anything needed cleaning, but because she did.

Something in her had been building, pressurising behind her ribs for weeks, and now it sat there—still, sharp, dangerous.

She stood by the window in the living room, arms crossed tight across her chest, staring at the garden like it might rearrange itself and offer her a sign.

The front gate clicked.

Her breath caught.

Moments later, Alex stepped into the hall.

“Hey,” he called casually. “Door was stiff again.”

His voice carried that relaxed post-travel rhythm—low, familiar, almost warm.

Kate closed her eyes.

The sound of it hit her like a bruise.

He walked into the living room, duffel still slung over one shoulder, city breeze still in his hair. The sight of him—sharp-lined and confident—felt unfair.

She loved that man.

And she’d hurt him so bad.

“Train was on time for once,” he said, kissing her cheek.

She let him.

And when he pulled away, he frowned.

“You okay?”

She nodded. “Just tired.”

He dropped his bag. “You don’t look tired.”

She didn’t smile.

Didn’t lie.

Just looked at him with hollow eyes and said softly, “Can we sit?”

Something in her voice made him pause.

He straightened slightly.

Brows furrowed.

But he nodded.

“Sure.”

She walked into the kitchen, slow and deliberate.

Waited for him to follow.

He did.

The table felt colder than usual when she touched its edge. She pulled out a chair and sat down.

He took the one across from her.

There was no coffee between them.

No wine.

No buffer.

Only the quiet, and the clatter of a clock they’d both stopped hearing years ago.

Alex leaned his forearms on the table.

“Kate—”

She cut him off.

Her voice didn’t tremble.

But it was quiet. Worn.

“There’s something I have to tell you.”

The silence after her words wasn’t like the others.

This one didn’t hang in the air. It settled.

Heavy. Deadweight. Immovable.

Alex stared across the table at her, hands folded, unmoving. His expression was unreadable. His lips didn’t twitch. His eyes didn’t narrow. He didn’t even blink.

“Say it again,” he said quietly.

“I’ve been sleeping with Liam.”

“How long.”

“Six months.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw.

Kate folded her hands tighter in her lap.

“He’s gone,” she said. “I told him to leave.”

Alex didn’t flinch. “So that’s why I didn’t see his shoes.”

She nodded.

Still, he said nothing.

“I never meant for it to happen,” she added, unsure why. “At first it was just tension. I didn’t even think he—”

“Wanted you?” Alex interrupted.

She blinked.

He shook his head slightly. “He’s twenty. And you walk around this house like desire’s your job.”

Her mouth opened, but nothing came out.

He stared her down.

“Was it just sex?”

She hesitated.

He caught it.

Laughed bitterly.

“I see.”

“I didn’t love him.”

“That wasn’t the question.”

He stood suddenly, chair scraping softly against the tiles.

Kate stood too, instinctive.

“Alex—”

He raised a hand. Not to threaten. Just to stop her.

His voice wasn’t raised. But it was... final.

“You fucked someone else in our bed.”

“I didn’t—”

“Then in his?”

“Yes.”

“Better.”

He paced once, then stopped at the window.

“I suppose the only silver lining,” he said, “is that it wasn’t just some stranger.”

Kate frowned. “What does that mean?”

He turned to her. Looked her straight in the eye.

“It means at least I don’t have to imagine you picking someone off the street. No. You kept it in the family.”

That one hurt.

But she took it.

Didn’t cry.

Didn’t look away.

“I didn’t mean to lie to you,” she said.

Alex chuckled. “You lied to me every time I kissed your mouth.”

He walked toward the door.

Then stopped.

His back still to her.

Kate swallowed hard.

Her voice softened.

“I thought you... might’ve wanted it.”

He turned. Slowly.

“What?”

“I saw your browser history. Before it started. The videos. The search terms. Cuckold... hotwife... all of it.”

His eyes narrowed.

Kate rushed on. “I thought maybe... not this, exactly. But something close. That it turned you on.”

His nostrils flared.

He took a slow step forward.

Then another.

Until he was just a metre from her, and his voice dropped to a cold whisper:

“It was a kink. A fantasy. Not a fucking instruction.”

And with that, he walked out.

Left her alone at the kitchen table.

And she knew—

Nothing would ever be the same.

Kate didn’t sleep.

She lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling, one arm across her stomach, the other curled under Alex’s pillow. The scent of him still clung to the fabric—a mix of aftershave, clean cotton, and something that always reminded her of home.

But the sheets were cold.

He hadn’t come back.

She heard nothing all night. No doors opening. No steps on the stairs. No whispered curses or slamming drawers.

Just... nothing.

When the sun finally broke across the curtains, she sat up slowly, her body heavy with a weight no sleep could have fixed.

The other side of the bed was still untouched.

She slipped out of the room and padded down the stairs in silence.

The house smelled like yesterday’s rain and too much quiet.

She walked into the kitchen.

And saw the note.

It was on the counter beside the coffee machine, written in clean, steady handwriting.

Just five words.

I need time. – A

Her chest tightened, as if the floor had shifted under her.

She picked it up. Read it again. As if more words might appear if she stared long enough.

They didn’t.

She folded it once. Slipped it into the drawer by the sink.

She stood there a long while, fingers resting on the edge of the counter, staring into the empty hallway.

No keys on the hook.

No sound from upstairs.

No Liam.

No Alex.

Just the faint hum of the fridge.

She walked to the living room.

Sat on the sofa.

Curled her legs under her.

Stared at the photo on the wall—the one from their ten-year anniversary trip to Devon. Wind in her hair. His arms around her waist. Both smiling.

The house was hollow now.

Even the familiar things felt wrong. The throw pillows. The coat rack. The plant he always forgot to water but insisted on keeping.

She looked down at her lap.

Hands motionless.

Still wearing her ring.

Her phone buzzed.

She blinked.

Picked it up from the side table.

It was from Liam.

Did he take it well?

She stared at the message.

Thumb hovering.

She typed:

He left.

Paused.

Then deleted it.

Typed again:

It’s over.

Deleted that too.

Her finger rested on the screen.

Then—

Backspace.

Backspace.

Backspace.

She stared at the empty message field.

Locked the phone.

And set it down.

No reply.

No contact.

Just the echo of her own breath in the room they’d made together.

And the note tucked away in a drawer like a question with no answer.
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Curtains Closed
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The bed didn’t creak when she turned over.

The mattress had forgotten the shape of his body. The dent where he used to lie was gone now, flattened back into nothing, as though he’d never been there at all.

Kate stared at the ceiling.

She didn’t know what day it was.

She didn’t need to.

In the first week, she’d left the curtains open every night. Some stupid, ritualistic hope that Alex might see the glow from the street and come in. Then she stopped. The light felt exposed. The empty bed too visible.

Now, she left them closed.

Always.

Downstairs, the kitchen had returned to its functional stillness. Plates stacked. Mugs unused. The breakfast table cleared before she ever sat down. No more crumbs. No more crumpled napkins. Just granite counters and silence.

At first, she still moved through the house like he might come back at any second—wiping spills right away, straightening his side of the bed, folding his socks even though they hadn’t been worn in weeks.

But after the third week, she gave in.

His drawers stayed empty.

His shoes stayed gone.

She thought loneliness would be noisy. A wail in her chest. A storm in the lungs.

But it wasn’t.

It was soft.

It was slow.

It was the hum of appliances and the creak of stairs and the sound of her own breathing at 3am.

Kate still put on lipstick in the mornings.

Still dressed carefully for school.

Still told herself it mattered.

But the mirror had become less of a friend, more of a battleground.

Some mornings she’d smile at her reflection. Other mornings, she wouldn’t meet her own eyes.

She hadn’t spoken to Liam.

Not since the day she told him to leave.

Not even when he messaged.

Not when he tried to tempt her back.

She didn’t reply.

Not because she didn’t want to.

But because she did—and that was the whole problem.

––––––––
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THE CORRIDORS HADN’T changed.

Neither had the boys.

If anything, their stares had only sharpened. Bolder now. Like the scent of her loneliness had made her more visible.

Jamie grinned when she passed. “New perfume, Miss?”

She arched an eyebrow. 

He winked. “Smells better than last term.”

Michael leaned too close during a mock exam review, pretending he couldn’t read his own paper. His thigh brushed hers under the desk. His eyes kept flicking to her blouse, where two top buttons remained undone—not by accident.

“You’re a distraction,” he murmured as she handed the paper back.

“Study harder,” she said. But she didn’t move away.

She found herself leaning into the heat again. The attention. The way every hallway was another mirror reflecting back desire she couldn’t act on—but still needed to see.

One afternoon, she caught Jamie staring at her through the glass of the staffroom door. He didn’t look away when she met his gaze. He smirked.

It should’ve annoyed her.

Instead, her nipples stiffened under the fabric of her bra, and she crossed her arms only after she saw him notice.

She wasn’t stupid.

She knew exactly what she looked like. She’d built her wardrobe to hug just enough curve. She knew the line. Knew how close to walk it without falling.

But lately?

She didn’t walk it.

She swayed across it.

Her pencil skirts felt tighter.

Her blouses a little more translucent in the sunlight.

And when she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror between classes, she sometimes paused a moment longer than necessary.

“New boots?” Mr. Bryant asked one morning.

She didn’t miss the way his gaze dropped down her legs, then back up.

“They’ve been in the cupboard for a while,” she replied with a small smile.

“Criminal,” he said, still looking.

She turned and walked away.

In the classroom, she caught Michael adjusting himself more than once.

One time, she saw him do it while looking directly at her cleavage.

Her cheeks warmed.

But she didn’t scold.

She just kept teaching.

And the arousal curled low in her belly like a secret she hadn’t decided whether to keep or use.

After lunch, she passed Jamie in the corridor again.

He leaned against the wall, chewing a pencil like it might give him courage.

“Miss,” he said.

She paused.

“I like the new shade of lipstick.”

She gave him a look. Half stern, half... something else.

He added quietly, “It suits you. Makes your mouth look... full.”

That night, alone in bed, her fingers hovered between her legs for nearly half an hour before she finally touched herself.

But she didn’t come.

Because she was thinking about too many hands.

Too many eyes.

And none of them were Alex’s.

Kate lay on the bed with the lights off and her hand beneath her pyjama waistband.

Again.

It was the third time that week.

She had no ideas how many since Alex left.

She’d stopped counting after the first dozen.

Her fingers worked softly at first. Gentle strokes. Slow circles. The way she used to before things got complicated. But it was no use.

Her body didn’t respond to gentleness anymore.

Not like it used to.

She pressed harder.

Let out a quiet breath.

Spread her legs wider.

Imagined Liam’s voice: “You're already wet, aren't you?”

Imagined Michael’s hand on her hip.

Jamie’s eyes watching her from the back of the classroom.

She didn’t mean to.

The thoughts just came.

Flooded her.

Filled her with heat and disgust and want.

She came.

Eventually.

Quick and messy.

Clutching the sheets, biting her lip.

But it felt... hollow.

Like taking the edge off a fever with ice water and pretending the virus was gone.

She rolled onto her side, hand sticky, chest heaving.

She wiped her fingers on the inside of her top and didn’t bother changing.

Downstairs, the house was dark.

The fridge hummed.

The tap still dripped in the laundry room.

No one was here to hear her cry.

The next night, she did it again.

This time in the shower.

Fingers slippery, back against the tile.

She lasted maybe a minute.

Came hard.

And hated herself for it.

Her body didn’t care what was right.

It didn’t care who she missed.

It just wanted.

And her fingers, no matter how fast or deep or frequent—they weren’t enough anymore.

Liam had left her with a hunger she couldn’t quiet.

Alex had left her with a silence she couldn’t fill.

And all she could do was lie in the dark each night, panting, crying, trembling from orgasms that solved nothing.
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The knock came late.

Almost midnight.

Soft.

Just once.

She didn’t answer it.

Didn’t move from the sofa where she lay curled under a blanket, half-asleep and still slick from the orgasm that had done nothing to help her sleep.

But she knew who it was.

The next morning, there was a small box on the porch.

No name.

Just black ribbon, perfectly tied.

She picked it up like it might bite her.

Carried it inside.

Set it on the kitchen counter.

She didn’t open it right away.

She poured coffee.

Sat at the table.

Stared at the box.

Her phone buzzed.

Liam

She didn’t open the message.

Not yet.

She unwrapped the ribbon.

Lifted the lid.

Inside—blood-red silk.

Panties. Tiny. Barely a whisper of fabric.

Beneath them, a note.

You always looked better ruined.

Her thighs clenched.

She dropped the lid back onto the box and stepped away like it had burned her.

She opened the message on her phone.

I still think about how you tasted. How you sounded. Every night.

She typed.

Paused.

Typed again.

Stop.

But she didn’t send it.

She backspaced.

Put the phone down.

Went upstairs and took the lingerie with her.

Held it.

Laid it across the bed.

Watched it for ten minutes.

Then stuffed it into the back of a drawer she never used.

Liam didn’t knock again that week.

But he didn’t have to.

His ghost was already back inside her walls.

In her pulse.

Her underwear drawer.

Her dreams.

Still, she didn’t let him in.

Didn’t answer his messages.

Didn’t give in.

Not because the need had vanished.

But because the guilt hadn’t.

Some nights, Kate stood at the window and looked for headlights that never came.

Others, she lay on the living room floor, flat on her back, arms stretched out, staring at the ceiling until her skin felt too big.

Alex didn’t call.

Didn’t message.

Didn’t come back.

She reread his note so many times the fold lines had gone soft.

I need time. – A

She kept it in the drawer beside the bed, folded carefully between two receipts from a holiday they’d taken the year before.

Sometimes, she reached for it just to prove it was still there.

Her body missed Liam.

God, how it missed him.

The bruising hands.

The filthy voice.

The way he used her.

The way he made her forget she was anyone other than the woman moaning into a pillow with no name but whore.

But she didn’t go back.

Didn’t text.

Didn’t open the messages piling up unread.

Didn’t wear the red silk.

She wanted to.

So badly she sometimes cried from the ache.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she made tea.

Taught literature to boys who wanted her.

Smiled at colleagues who didn’t know the half of it.

Walked through her house barefoot, hoping it might eventually feel like home again.

And on nights when the ache twisted low in her belly and Liam’s ghost climbed back into her throat, she whispered into the dark:

“I’m still his wife.”

It wasn’t a promise.

Wasn’t a prayer.

It was a lifeline.

The only one she had left.
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It was almost midnight.

The house was quiet, the kind of quiet that made every small sound feel dangerous.

The clink of the wine glass on the table.

The sigh when she sank deeper into the sofa.

The whisper of her thighs pressing tighter together.

She hadn’t bothered with pyjamas.

Just a faded t-shirt and the black lace knickers that still made her feel like someone.

She’d been strong.

For weeks.

She’d resisted every message. Every phantom breath of Liam’s presence behind her in the mirror. She’d slept with Alex’s note under her pillow and whispered promises into the dark.

But nothing filled the space.

Not memories.

Not masturbation.

Not restraint.

The last orgasm she’d had was three days ago, and it had ended in tears.

She couldn’t even remember what she’d imagined. His hands? Jamie’s eyes? 

She was tired of touching herself just to prove she still existed.

The phone buzzed once.

No name.

She didn’t need one.

She picked it up.

The screen glowed in the dark.

Please.

Just that.

One word.

Soft.

Knowing.

Deadly.

Her thumb hovered.

Shaking.

Then moved.

Slowly.

She typed.

One more time.

Sent.

Then tossed the phone onto the armrest like it was evidence.

She didn’t move for two minutes.

Not until her pulse kicked.

Not until her nipples hardened against the fabric of her shirt.

Not until she felt her breath falter with the beginning of a truth she wasn’t ready to admit.

She wanted him.

Not because she loved him.

But because her body was still his.

She stood.

Went to the mirror by the stairs.

Looked at herself.

Hair loose. Eyes wide. Shirt thin. Breasts full and visible through the fabric.

She didn’t fix it.

She opened the door.

And waited.

The night didn’t breathe.

The wind didn’t stir.

But her blood roared as headlights brushed the wall.

A car door shut.

And footsteps approached.

The second the door closed behind him, his hand was on her throat.

Not squeezing.

Just claiming.

Her back hit the wall.

Her breath caught.

And still—not a word.

Liam’s eyes dragged over her like hunger had a form.

Her shirt was short, her thighs bare, the outline of her nipples clear beneath the fabric.

He stared.

Smirked.

Then grabbed the hem and yanked it up over her head.

Her arms went with it.

No protest.

No pause.

Her breasts bounced free.

He looked down at them, breathing heavier now.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

But that was the only word.

He ducked and took one nipple into his mouth, hard, wet, rough.

Kate gasped—head hitting the wall, one leg lifting without instruction.

He bit lightly. Just enough to sting. Then sucked again.

Her fingers clawed at his hair.

He dropped lower.

Knelt.

His mouth pressed between her thighs.

She let her back slide down the wall until she was half-sitting, one leg bent, panties already soaked through.

He pulled them aside with a single, impatient motion.

His tongue pressed deep.

Still, no words.

Just heat.

Just breath.

Just need.

Kate’s fingers tightened on his scalp as he buried himself in her, fast and merciless.

No teasing.

No foreplay.

Just tongue and lips and open-mouthed groans that made her grind harder against his face.

She was wet. Needy. Raw.

Her body opened like it knew this mouth.

This pressure.

This permission.

He licked her like he wanted to drink her dry.

Her thighs trembled.

She came with a gasp, a stutter, a half-moan she bit down into the sleeve of her own arm.

He didn’t stop.

When she tugged him up by his hair, his mouth was glistening.

So was her inner thigh.

He stood.

Grabbed her wrists.

Pushed her against the wall again.

And kissed her—mouth open, tongue deep, still wet with her.

Still not a single word.

And still... she wanted more.

Kate dropped to her knees, breath shallow, pupils blown wide.

She wasn’t pretending anymore.

She needed this.

She needed him.

And she needed to be talked to like she was nothing more than a mouth.

Liam didn’t say a word—until she pulled his joggers down and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

Then he hissed through his teeth and muttered, “You missed this fucking cock, didn’t you?”

Her only answer was to take him straight into her mouth—deep, fast, hungry.

No warmup.

No tease.

“Jesus—fuck,” he gasped, one hand hitting the back of her head. “Look at you. On your knees like it’s where you belong.”

Her throat flexed as she sucked harder.

She didn’t nod. Didn’t moan.

She devoured.

“Bet Uncle never made you gag on it,” Liam snarled. “Bet you keep your little teacher voice when you suck him off, huh? Soft. Pretty.”

Kate’s eyes streamed.

He was hitting the back of her throat now—over and over. Her mascara already smudged. Her spit was dripping down her chin and onto her chest, but she didn’t stop.

She moaned around him.

And he grunted, “That’s it. You like choking for me, don’t you?”

She nodded this time.

Because it was true.

“You going to let me fuck your throat until you can’t speak at work tomorrow?”

She moaned again.

“Good little whore.”

He thrust deeper. Held it there. Watched her struggle—and loved it.

When she finally pulled back for air, gasping, her mouth was slick, red, raw.

He grabbed her hair, fisting it tight.

“Say it.”

She looked up, dazed. “Say what?”

“Say what you are.”

She panted. Her voice cracked. “I’m a slut.”

He grinned.

“For who?”

“For you.”

His cock twitched.

She didn’t wait.

She took him back in.

And this time—he fed her.

Fucked her mouth like it was a cunt. Called her names. Told her what Alex would think. What he’d say if he saw this.

“He’d never stop crying, would he? Knowing I’ve had you like this. Knowing you gag for me. Not for him.”

Her pussy clenched so hard it hurt.

She reached between her legs and pressed her hand to her soaked knickers.

He saw it.

“Touch yourself, then,” he growled. “Might as well get off while you whore your mouth out.”

She did.

Moaning now.

Loud. Desperate.

The friction barely enough—but her brain was too far gone to care.

He pulled out with a wet pop and stroked his cock, staring down at her.

She opened her mouth again without needing to be told.

“Beg for it,” he said.

She whispered, “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck my throat.”

He grabbed her jaw and shoved himself back in.

And she let him.

Eyes wide.

Breath gone.

Dignity shattered.

But finally—finally—the rush returned.

She didn’t remember moving to the living room.

Only the weight of Liam’s hands on her hips.

The way he dragged her across the carpet like a ragdoll and shoved her down onto the sofa, face-first, ass up.

No words.

No foreplay.

Just wet heat and a slap to her thigh.

“Get on top,” he barked.

Kate turned, breathless, heart pounding, hair wild.

Climbed onto him without question.

Lowered herself over his cock inch by thick inch, the stretch making her gasp and shake.

She sank fully, chest rising with a broken moan.

“Fuck—you’re tighter than ever,” he growled, eyes locked to where her body swallowed his.

“Don’t stop talking,” she said.

Voice trembling. Needy. Unashamed.

He grinned.

“You missed this cock, huh?”

She nodded.

“Missed being fucked like a goddamn toy.”

She rode him hard now, fast and bouncing.

Breasts swaying.

Hair in her eyes.

“Bet Uncle couldn’t take you like this.”

Slap—his hand struck her thigh again.

She gasped, rode faster.

“Tell me.”

“Tell you what?”

He grabbed her hair and pulled her down to growl in her ear:

“What kind of whore you are when he’s not looking.”

Kate moaned, high and desperate.

“I’m a cheating fucking slut.”

“For who?”

“For you.”

Another slap. This time to her breast.

Her nipples throbbed.

He grabbed her tit and squeezed, rough and brutal. “These are mine now. Not his.”

“Yes,” she breathed.

“They’ll never be his again.”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“They’re yours.”

He thrust up into her.

Hard.

Fast.

She screamed.

No more composure.

No more control.

Just heat.

Sweat.

Shame.

Her thighs burned from the motion. Sweat dripped from her temples. Liam grabbed her hips and thrust up into her from below.

Hard.

Slapping.

Filthy.

“God, you fucking love this,” he groaned. “You’d ride this cock with Uncle downstairs if I told you to.”

Kate moaned, broken, incoherent.

“You’d smile at him with my cum dripping down your leg, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes—fuck—yes—”

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours—yours—yours—”

He drove up harder, faster, both of them soaked in sweat and sin.

And then it happened.

Her spine arched.

Her head fell back.

She came with a cry so loud it echoed off the walls.

Liam was still buried inside her.

Still pulsing.

And she was still trembling—riding it out, breasts bouncing, body flushed and slick—when the front door clicked open.

Kate didn’t hear the door.

Not over her own moan.

Not over the wet slaps of skin.

Not over Liam’s voice snarling in her ear—“That’s it. Let your husband hear you come like a dirty little bitch.”

She was still coming.

Still shaking.

Still impaled.

Then the hallway light flicked on.

And a voice—calm, too calm—spoke from the shadows.

“Kate?”

She froze.

Eyes wide.

Still panting.

Still twitching.

Still sitting on Liam’s cock, his hands gripping her ass, his cock buried deep inside her.

Liam looked over her shoulder, chest rising fast.

And there he was.

Alex.

Standing in the doorway to the living room.

His phone in one hand.

His keys still in the other.

The moment stretched.

Kate’s thighs trembled.

Her nipples were hard, shiny with sweat.

There was no way to cover herself. No chance to climb off. No hiding the thick mess still leaking out of her onto Liam’s lap.

She didn’t speak.

Neither did Liam.

Alex just looked at them.

First at her face.

Then at her body.

Then between her legs.

His eyes locked there—where she was still spread open, flushed and soaking, still filled with another man’s cock.

And then—

Alex blinked.

Just once.

Like waking up.

Like something clicked.

He didn’t leave.

He didn’t shout.

He didn’t ask why.

He just swallowed, slow and heavy.

And she saw it.

That unmistakable rise under his jeans.

He was hard.

Watching her.

Kate stayed on top of Liam.

Naked.

Used.

Wet.

Still open.

Still twitching.

And Alex—eyes fixed between her thighs—just watched.
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The door didn’t slam.

That was the first thing.

Kate had expected the crash. The shatter of rage. The sharp spit of a voice she’d never heard from him before.

Instead, she heard the soft squeak of shoes on tile.

Alex walked into the kitchen like he’d just returned from a normal day at work.

Like he hadn’t seen his wife moaning on another man’s cock.

Like her orgasm hadn’t echoed through the house.

Liam didn’t speak.

He didn’t move.

Not until Kate climbed off him.

She winced at the slip of him pulling out.

Felt their combine juices trail down her thigh.

He was already tucking himself back into his joggers.

She stood, shaking, naked and flushed, and grabbed the first thing she saw—a shirt that wasn’t hers. Liam’s. Thrown over the back of the chair.

She pulled it on, but didn’t button it.

There was no point.

Liam moved toward the hallway.

Paused.

“Sorry,” he muttered.

Alex didn’t answer.

Kate didn’t either.

Liam left.

Kate stayed frozen.

Five long breaths.

Then she turned.

Walked slowly toward the kitchen.

Her legs were still unsteady.

Her thighs still slick.

Her whole body a trembling confession.

Alex was at the sink.

Filling a glass of water.

His back to her.

His shoulders tense.

Not clenched—but contained.

That was worse.

“Say something,” she whispered.

He drank.

Set the glass down.

And finally turned.

His face wasn’t angry.

It wasn’t sad.

It was... blank.

But his hands were trembling.

And his jeans—God—his jeans still showed the truth.

He looked at her.

Then lower.

The shirt hung open just enough for him to see the top of her breasts.

Her nipples were still hard.

Her skin still flushed.

“You came,” he said, voice quiet.

Kate swallowed.

He stepped closer.

“You came,” he repeated, “while I watched.”

Her heart was thudding like it was trying to break out of her ribs.

“I came back to forgive you,” he said.

He was staring out in the room. 

“I thought... if I could just see you. If I could sit down across from you. Remind myself who you are. What we had...”

His voice caught.

Then steadied.

“I thought I’d be able to do it.”

Kate gripped the back of a chair. Her knuckles white.

“And now?” she asked quietly.

Alex looked up.

And there it was again.

That flicker.

The thing she didn’t understand. 

“I walked in,” he said, slowly. “Saw you. On top of him. Moving like he was the only thing keeping you alive.”

She looked away, cheeks warm—like she’d just been caught in the middle of a thought she wouldn’t say aloud.

But not fast enough to hide it.

She was still wet from it.

Still flushed.

Still wrecked.

“I should’ve turned around,” Alex muttered. “I should’ve walked back out. Beat him. Slapped you. Yelled. Something.”

He swallowed.

“But I didn’t.”

He stared at her again.

And this time, his voice dropped lower.

“I stood there... and watched.”

Kate didn’t speak.

Couldn’t.

Alex rose to his feet.

Hands in his coat pockets.

He paced once.

Twice.

Then stopped at the sink, looking out at the darkened garden.

“You know what’s worse than the cheating?” he asked, almost too calmly.

She waited.

“The part that really fucks with my head?”

He turned, slowly, his voice cracking for the first time.

“I came back to take you back. To forgive you.”

His chest heaved once.

“And now I don’t understand why I’m still here.”

Kate blinked.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean,” he snapped, “why didn’t I leave again? Why am I still standing in this kitchen, hard as a fucking rock, picturing my wife on top of someone else?”

Silence.

Crushing.

Alex pressed his fingers into his temples.

“I don’t know what the fuck is wrong with me.”

Kate’s voice trembled. “There’s nothing wrong with you.”

“Don’t say that,” he shot back. “I just saw my own nephew cum inside my wife. I watched you come on his cock.”

She took a step toward him.

But he didn’t move.

Didn’t flinch.

“I should hate you,” he whispered. “But all I can think about is... how you looked.”

He looked at her now.

And his eyes weren’t angry.

They were starving.

“You looked beautiful.”

His eyes roamed over her face, the shirt, the hint of bare skin beneath it.

“I need to know what it meant,” he said. “I need you to tell me what he did to you.”

Kate’s head snapped up.

“What?”

“I want to know what it was like.”

She took a step back.

“That won’t help you.”

“You don’t get to decide that.”

She stared at him. Really stared.

He stepped forward.

“I watched you tonight,” he said, voice lower now. “I heard you. I saw your body. Your face. I saw what he gave you. Tell me what he did to you.”

Kate stood with her back to the fridge, the chill of it against her spine grounding her more than anything else in the room. Liam’s shirt still hung open. Her body still hummed from what had happened. But for some reason, she was calm. She knew she had to be 100% honest. She had nothing and everything to lose.

“It started after I found your porn,” she said quietly. “I didn’t understand it.”

Alex nodded once. “We already talked about that.”

“You told me it was just fantasy. Something you’d never really want.”

He said nothing.

So, she went on.

“I couldn’t forget it. The sites, the videos, the stories. Watching wives get used. Watching husbands watch. I thought... maybe there was something in you that wanted me like that.”

His jaw clenched. “That’s not what it meant.”

“I know,” she said. “But I thought maybe it did, and it planted something in me. And when Liam started looking at me that way—like I was a woman, not just his aunt—it came to life.”

Alex stared at her for a long time.

Then said, “And you let it happen.”

“I didn’t plan to.”

“But you did.”

She nodded. “Yes.”

He shifted in his seat. “Tell me what he did to you.”

Kate hesitated. Then stepped forward, slow and deliberate, until she was close enough that he could see the marks Liam had left on her thighs.

“He flirted. Touched me. Said things no one had ever dared say before. Filthy things.”

“And you liked it.”

“I loved it,” she said, voice low. “Not because it was romantic. Because it was raw. Because it made me feel... owned. Not safe. Not precious. Just wanted.”

Alex’s breath hitched.

“He fucked me like I was something he was allowed to wreck,” she said. “And I let him.”

His eyes darkened.

“Where?”

“Everywhere,” she said, nearly a whisper. “In his room. In ours. In the hallway. In your office. Once... right before you came home. I was still dripping when I got in the shower.”

Alex’s knuckles whitened against the table edge.

“And you said things?”

She nodded.

“He made me talk about you. About what you couldn’t give me. He made me say I needed to be fucked by someone else. That I needed to humiliate you.”

Alex inhaled like the air had teeth.

“And you came.”

“Hard,” she said. “More than I ever had before. He degraded me. And I begged him for more.”

Silence.

Thick.

Heavy.

Charged.

Alex didn’t move.

But she saw it again—the bulge behind his fly. The way he kept shifting, just slightly.

“You’re hard,” she said softly.

He didn’t deny it.

“I hate myself for it,” he said.

“Still?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t know if I can handle feeling this way.”

Kate stepped closer. Slowly. Like approaching something feral.

“May I help you handle it?” she said.

He looked at her.

Neither spoke for a long moment.

Then, without looking at her, Alex said:

“He made you moan like a whore.”

Kate didn’t answer.

He looked up.

“Has anyone ever made you sound like that?”

She met his gaze.

“No.”

“Not even me?”

“No.”

“Not once?”

She shook her head.

“Not like that.”

Alex leaned back in the chair, exhaled slowly through his nose, and looked at the ceiling.

“Jesus Christ.”

He sounded lost.

As if he’d just realised how much of her he’d never truly had.

“Do you want that again?” he asked.

Kate took a breath.

“I want you. But I want that too. And if I can’t have both, I’ll lose one of them.”

He swallowed.

“And which one are you willing to lose?”

She stepped closer. Bare thighs brushing the edge of the table.

“The fucking. I need you. But I am afraid I will be miserable without the filth.”

Alex stared at her body.

At the faint bruise rising on her inner thigh.

The smudge of cum still drying against her hip.

“You said he made you say things.”

Kate nodded.

“Things about me.”

“Yes.”

Alex’s cock stirred again. He adjusted in the chair, trying not to let her see.

She saw.

“What did you say?” he asked, voice low.

“That I needed a man who could ruin me. That you were too safe. Too soft.”

Alex’s eyes burned. His chest rose and fell with slow, controlled effort.

“And did you believe it?”

“No.”

“But it turned you on?”

She stepped even closer.

“It made me come so hard I cried.”

Alex slumped back in his chair.

Looked at her with something between horror and fascination.

“You’re my wife. Mine,” he said.

Her voice didn’t shake.

“But I don’t want to be only yours.”

Alex looked down. 

Silence filled the room

Then he looked back up. Decided.

“I’ll let you fuck others.”

Kate’s breath caught.

He stood.

Stepped into her space.

Looked down at her.

“But we follow my rules.”
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The house was silent.

Liam was gone.

The kitchen had been cleaned. The wine opened. Two glasses, mostly full, sat untouched on the coffee table.

And still—neither of them had said anything.

Kate sat curled on one end of the sofa, freshly showered, hair damp against the back of her hoodie. She was wearing his old trackies, too big for her frame, sleeves pulled down over her hands. She looked small. Liam’s old shirt was in the trash. 

Alex sat at the other end.

He hadn’t changed since walking in on her. Same jeans. Same shirt. But something in his expression had shifted.

The blankness had gone.

What remained was something far more dangerous.

“I don’t want to own you,” he said.

His voice was steady.

Kate didn’t answer yet.

She stared into the stem of her wine glass like it might tell her who she was.

Alex leaned forward.

“But I also can’t be blind again.”

She nodded once. “I understand.”

“I want to see it.”

Her heart kicked against her ribs.

“You mean... the next time?”

“I mean every time.”

His voice was steady. Measured. But there was heat behind it. A slow flame. Controlled.

“If this is going to happen,” he said, “I need to be part of it.”

Kate studied him. The man she’d married. Who’d left when the betrayal was too much. Who’d come back despite it. Who’d stood in the doorway and watched her come on another man’s cock—and hadn’t run.

She whispered, “What do you mean by part of it?”

Alex’s voice didn’t waver.

“I choose who. I watch it happen. Or I hear it. Or I know, in real time. No secrets. No shadows.”

“And if I say no?”

He shrugged. “Then we’re done.”

Her pulse skittered.

“And if I say yes?”

His eyes didn’t leave hers.

“Then that’s the first rule.”

Kate didn’t speak for a long time.

She sat with her legs curled beneath her, a throw blanket tangled in her lap, the stem of the wine glass cold against her fingertips.

Across from her, Alex waited.

He didn’t rush her.

Didn’t press.

He just sat still, his eyes steady, his posture unreadable.

Finally—she spoke.

“I don’t think I even realised how much I needed to be wanted until someone looked at me like that.”

Alex’s mouth pressed into a line.

She continued.

“Not loved. Not protected. Just wanted.”

She turned toward him slightly.

“There’s something that happens when someone new touches me. Someone who doesn’t know how I take my tea, or what time I grade papers. Someone who hasn’t seen me throw up at Christmas or heard me cry over my mother.”

Alex’s brow furrowed.

Kate looked down.

“There’s freedom in that. In being anonymous for a moment. In letting someone else see nothing but sex.”

He studied her in silence.

“You felt free when you were with Liam?”

“I felt alive.”

She met his eyes.

“I hate that it took cheating to realise it.”

Alex’s jaw flexed.

But he nodded.

“You need fresh attention.”

Kate blinked at the bluntness of it.

“You need new cock,” he added, voice low and without judgment. “That’s what this is.”

Her lips parted—but she didn’t deny it.

“I need the chase,” she said. “The look. The flirtation. The moment they realise I’ll let them.”

Alex’s pulse kicked, just once.

“And the fucking?”

Her breath caught.

“I need it hard. I need to feel taken. To be used. Not every time. But enough to remember what I am underneath all this.”

He was quiet for a long time.

Then leaned forward.

“Is that too much?” she whispered.

His voice was almost gentle.

“No.”

She looked up.

“Really?”

Alex nodded.

“I don’t think it’s too much.”

Alex had gone quiet again.

His hands were clasped between his knees, his eyes not quite on her.

The silence wasn’t cold. It was full.

Like something was coming.

Kate waited.

And when he finally spoke, his voice was soft. Measured. Afraid.

“I’m scared you’ll leave me.”

Kate’s breath hitched.

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said, quick and sure.

Alex gave a tight smile.

“You say that now. But if I open this door...” He gestured between them. “If I say yes to all of it—what’s left of me? Who am I, if I’m the man who watches while you belong to someone else?”

“You won’t be nothing,” she whispered.

He looked up.

And his eyes were different now.

“Then I need you to promise something.”

“Anything.”

“Don’t fall for anyone else.”

Kate’s chest tightened.

“I won’t.”

“Not just in words,” he said. “In actions. In what you give them. You can let them fuck you. But they don’t get your heart.”

She nodded.

“They don’t even get your affection,” he added.

Kate blinked. “You mean I can’t be kind?”

“I mean they’re toys. Not partners. Not friends. Not real.”

The silence held a beat too long.

Then he added, more quietly:

“And if they ever start to feel real, you stop.”

Kate nodded again.

“I can live with that.”

Alex’s gaze dipped.

Then lifted again.

“But I have to tell you something else.”

His voice lowered.

Like he wasn’t sure if he was admitting a sin or granting her permission.

“Do you know when I started watching that porn?”

Kate didn’t speak.

She only waited.

“It wasn’t just random. I didn’t stumble into it. I went looking.”

“For what?”

He swallowed.

“For something that scared me.”

She tilted her head.

“What scared you?”

Alex met her gaze.

Dark. Raw. Honest.

“Watching you get wanted by someone you shouldn’t be near.”

Kate’s eyes widened slightly.

Alex didn’t look away.

“Not men like Liam. That was real. That... that hurt.”

He exhaled through his nose.

“I mean men who shouldn’t even have the chance. Men who look at you and know they can’t—but maybe they might.”

Kate’s lips parted.

She didn’t interrupt.

He leaned forward.

“I used to fantasise about you at work.”

Kate blinked.

“At school?”

He nodded once.

“Those boys. Eighteen. Nineteen. Watching you when you weren’t looking. Wondering if your blouse might slip, if your skirt was a little too high. Fantasising about you when they got home.”

Her breath caught.

“And in my head,” he went on, “you let them. Just one of them. Or two. Or more.”

Kate’s thighs pressed together instinctively.

Alex watched her reaction.

And his voice dropped lower.

“I used to picture you bent over your desk while one of them fucked you. Young. Bold. Inexperienced but greedy.”

Kate swallowed hard.

He saw it.

Saw her skin flush. Her eyes sharpen.

“You said you need danger,” he said. “What’s more dangerous than that?”

Kate’s voice was almost inaudible.

“You want me to sleep with one of my students?”

“No,” he said, too fast.

Then quieter:

“Not yet. Maybe.”

She stared.

And then—she nodded.

Not agreement.

But understanding.

They were heading somewhere.

And neither of them was pulling back.

They sat in silence for a while. 

Contemplating.

Then Kate looked at him. 

“What turned you on when you walked in on us?” she asked.

Alex breathed in through his nose. Let it out slowly.

And then said:

“You.”

Kate tilted her head.

“You’ve seen me naked a thousand times.”

He shook his head. “Not like that.”

She waited.

He found the words.

“It wasn’t just that you were fucking him,” he said. “It was what you became while you did it.”

Her breath caught.

“You were wild. Loud. Filthy. You moved like nothing could stop you. You didn’t hold anything back.”

She swallowed.

“And I watched it happen,” he went on, voice lower. “I watched you lose yourself in someone else’s cock, and I didn’t look away. I couldn’t.”

His eyes met hers.

“You looked free. Not like my wife. Not like a teacher. Or a partner. You looked like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing—and didn’t care who saw.”

Kate shifted, her pussy heating up.

“You liked that.”

Alex nodded.

“I almost came in my jeans,” he said. “Standing in the hall.”

Her eyes widened.

“I didn’t even touch myself,” he said. “Just watched you come. Heard what you said to him. And I...” He broke off, then said it anyway:

“I’ve never been that turned on in my life.”

Kate exhaled.

Slow.

Trembling.

“I’ve never felt that powerful,” she whispered.

“And I’ve never felt that helpless,” he said.

They looked at each other.

Like something in the centre of them was cracking open.

“I don’t want to pretend anymore,” she said.

“I don’t want to hide that I love it.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I want more.”

He nodded.

And his voice, low and raw, reached her like a dare:

“So do I.”

Alex sat forward now, forearms on his thighs, eyes pinned to Kate like she might vanish if he blinked.

Kate sat across from him, damp hair still clinging to her neck, hoodie slipping off one shoulder. Her fingers curled around her knee, but her gaze was steady.

“If we do this,” she said, “we need boundaries.”

Alex nodded.

“No secrets.”

“No surprises.”

“I choose who,” he said.

“I agree,” she replied.

“And I need to be there or watching on video or listening over the phone. Real-time or nothing.”

Kate hesitated only a beat.

“Okay.”

He shifted slightly. “And no affection.”

Her eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”

“No kissing. No soft touches. No eye contact that lasts too long. They don’t get your tenderness.”

She frowned.

Then leaned forward.

“I can’t promise no kissing.”

Alex’s jaw twitched.

“Kissing is intimacy.”

“No,” she said. “Romantic kissing is intimacy. But when it’s raw? When it’s just heat and teeth and filth? That’s part of sex. That’s part of the fucking.”

He stared at her.

She didn’t flinch.

“I’ll never kiss them like I kiss you,” she said. “Never slow. Never sweet. Never like it means anything.”

Alex didn’t respond right away.

Then nodded.

“Alright. But if I ever think it’s slipping into more—if I ever see something that looks like it’s changing—I pull you out. Immediately.”

“You have that right,” she said.

“And after every time,” he added, “we talk.”

Kate blinked. “About what?”

“About how it felt. About what they did. And whether it meant anything.”

Her breath hitched.

“You don’t trust me?”

“I trust you,” Alex said, voice firm. “But I want to protect us. This isn’t just about getting off. It’s about not losing each other in the process.”

Kate nodded slowly.

“I’ll tell you everything.”

“I’ll need to.”

Alex’s eyes didn’t waver.

“Especially the parts that made you come.”

Kate looked at him—her husband, her new accomplice—and whispered:

“Then we’re doing this.”

Alex’s reply was quiet. Certain.

“Yes.”

They didn’t speak as they left the sofa.

Kate led him to the centre of the room, still lit by a single lamp casting long, amber shadows against the walls.

She undressed slowly.

Not to tease.

Just to show him everything.

The moment her joggers slipped down her thighs, Alex froze.

His eyes locked onto the faint bruises along her hips.

He stepped forward.

Reached out.

Thumb brushed over one.

He didn’t speak for a second.

“They’re from him?”

She held his gaze.

“Yes.”

Alex’s jaw tensed.

His fingers traced the edge of one purple shadow. Then the next. Then the thumbprint blooming high on her thigh.

His voice cracked.

He was already hard.

“I shouldn’t like this,” he said. “But I do.”

“You like knowing?”

“I like seeing.”

She moved closer, until her bare chest touched his shirt, her hips pressing to the erection behind his fly.

“Then don’t just look.”

They kissed—hard.

Teeth. Tongue. Heat.

Alex pulled at her hair.

She bit his lip.

She reached between them, opened his jeans, pulled his cock free.

It was already leaking.

She grinned.

Then mounted him on the arm of the sofa, knees wide, breasts bouncing.

She slid down on him all at once.

No hesitation.

They both groaned.

He gripped her hips hard, fingers digging into the same bruises he’d just touched.

“Do they hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Kate moved faster.

Slapping against him.

She wanted it raw. Dirty. Owned.

He wanted to feel her regret nothing.

“Am I better than him?” he asked.

She smirked.

“No.”

He growled—thrust up into her.

Again.

Again.

“Did he make you scream louder?”

“Yes.”

“Did he stretch you more?”

She moaned as he slammed up into her.

“Yes.”

Alex lost control.

His hands everywhere—palming her breasts, thumb pressing her clit, mouth at her throat.

“You love making me feel useless, don’t you?” he grunted.

“You love being my second place.”

She was close.

He was closer.

And still he kept asking.

“Do you wish it was his cock inside you?”

She gasped—

“Yes.”

He came hard.

Biting down on her shoulder as she shook on top of him.

After, they stayed there.

Sweating.

Tangled.

Shaking.

Kate whispered, cheek to his chest:

“What now?”

Alex answered without hesitation:

“You find someone new.”
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Kate lay across the bed in just a towel, legs crossed, the cool sheets beneath her still slightly damp from her shower.

The Tinder app was already open.

No name. One picture. Her collarbone, a hint of cleavage, the delicate gold chain that always caught the light just right. A ghost of a smile.

She created it the day after they set the rule: Alex decides.

She can browse. Flirt. Fantasise.

But nothing happens until he says yes.

Most of the swipes were meaningless. Pouts, poses, men trying too hard. Then—

Oliver. 22.

Dark hair. A cocky grin. A sharp jaw and lean body in a T-shirt that clung to muscle the way her blouse clung when the classroom overheated.

Bio: “Not here to fall in love.”

She smirked and swiped right.

It matched instantly.

Her stomach flipped.

Oliver:

Didn’t expect to match with someone like you.

Kate:

What do you think I’m like?

Oliver:

You look expensive. Taken. Trouble.

Kate:

Only one of those is false.

Oliver:

Taken, then. Let me guess—husband out of town?

Kate:

Something like that.

Oliver:

So what now?

Kate bit her lip, eyes flicking toward the hallway.

She reached for her dressing gown, tied it loosely, and padded barefoot down the corridor.

She knocked softly.

“Come in,” came Alex’s voice.

He was seated at the desk, sleeves rolled up, laptop open.

She stepped in, phone in hand.

Held it out.

“He’s young,” she said. “Too young, maybe.”

Alex took the phone.

Scrolled.

Paused.

Then asked, without looking up:

“Do you want him?”

Kate’s breath caught.

“I think I do.”

Alex stared at the profile a moment longer.

Then handed it back.

“Don’t let him kiss you tenderly,” he said.

She smiled.

“Never.”

She walked back down the hall, heart hammering now.

Texted Oliver:

Half seven. Old Vine Bar. Black top. Tight jeans. Don’t keep me waiting.

He replied instantly:

I won’t.

She arrived first.

That was important.

The Old Vine Bar wasn’t loud, wasn’t flashy—just low lights, leather booths, and enough dark corners to keep the eyes guessing.

Kate sat at a small table near the back. Black top. No bra. Tight jeans that hugged her hips and made her feel younger than she had in years.

The hostess had stared.

So had the man at the bar.

She didn’t mind.

She wanted it.

Oliver arrived five minutes late.

He spotted her in seconds.

And stopped.

Not from shyness—from surprise.

She was better in person.

Fiercer. Cooler. More dangerous.

He bought a drink at the bar, then made his way over.

“You look,” he said, sliding into the chair opposite her, “exactly like trouble.”

Kate smiled faintly. “And you look exactly like someone who wants it.”

He glanced at her chest—quick, but not discreet. Her nipples were visible beneath the clingy fabric.

He licked his lips.

“I’ll be honest,” he said. “I didn’t think you’d actually show.”

“I always show when I want to.”

“You don’t seem nervous.”

“I’m not.”

He leaned forward. “First time cheating?”

She tilted her head.

“Do I seem like someone who’d confess either way?”

He chuckled.

Then reached for his drink.

Whiskey. Neat.

A boy trying to be a man.

She watched the line of his throat as he drank.

Young. Reckless. Eager.

Just what Alex had asked for.

“You have a husband,” Oliver said casually. “And you’re here.”

Kate’s voice was calm.

“And so are you.”

“Should I feel guilty?”

“No.”

“You’re married to him. Not me.”

“Exactly.”

He leaned in just a touch closer.

“Should I feel lucky?”

Kate shook her head and stood.

Smoothed her jeans.

And said:

“Follow me.”

This kid was not the brightest. But he was damned hot. 

Kate unlocked the door with deliberate calm.

Oliver stepped inside, pausing just past the threshold. His eyes flicked around the entryway—high ceilings, muted lighting, hardwood floors that didn’t creak.

It was a married woman’s house.

He knew that now.

And that only made it hotter.

“Nice place,” he muttered.

Kate walked ahead, not looking back.

She didn’t rush.

He followed her through the hall, past sleek furniture and framed photos.

He paused at one—Kate in a formal blue dress, her arms around a tall man in a dark suit.

“This him?” he asked, voice low.

Kate didn’t even glance over her shoulder.

“He’s in London.”

Oliver hesitated.

Then grinned.

“Seriously?”

“He travels. A lot.”

“And he has no idea?”

Kate turned just enough to flash a smile that wasn’t entirely sweet.

“No.”

They moved past the kitchen, past the staircase, toward the bedroom at the end of the hall.

Above them, unnoticed, a tiny lens watched everything.

Behind a closed door upstairs, Alex sat motionless at his desk.

Headphones in.

Screens flickering.

The lights off.

His hand gripped the armrest of his chair—but he didn’t move.

Not yet.

Kate opened the bedroom door and stepped inside.

The lighting was soft. Intentional. Two bedside lamps glowing gold against navy sheets.

Oliver hovered behind her, eyes hungry.

“You’re not nervous?” he asked.

She pulled off her boots without answering.

Just stepped slowly out of her jeans and turned to face him.

“No one’s watching,” she said, quiet.

That was the lie.

Oliver closed the door behind him.

“Fuck, you’re sexy.”

Kate’s smile curved faintly.

And above them, in the dark, Alex pressed a finger to his lips.

Watching.

Waiting.

Kate stood at the edge of the bed, the room cloaked in low, golden light. One lamp on. The curtains pulled. 

Oliver watched her from just inside the doorway, backlit and eager, jacket already shed, belt loosened.

“I thought about this all day,” he said.

Kate didn’t answer.

She reached for the hem of her top, dragging it slowly up over her torso, revealing nothing but bare, freckled skin beneath.

No bra.

Her breasts bounced free, nipples already hard.

Oliver exhaled—sharp and greedy.

Kate let the shirt fall to the floor.

Her fingers skimmed the waistband of her panties.

She didn’t look at Oliver.

She looked at the top corner of the room—at a spot above the wardrobe where the faintest red light pulsed steady and silent.

She smiled.

Then turned her back to the stranger.

Oliver stepped closer, hungry now, but she lifted a hand—paused him.

“Not yet,” she said softly.

She bent at the waist, letting her knickers slip down her thighs.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

The curve of her ass framed by shadows. The bruises from nights past barely visible now.

She didn’t hide them.

She stood again, naked and tall, her back straight, her face turned half toward the lens.

Her lips moved.

Silent to the stranger.

But Alex, in the office above, saw it clearly:

This is for you.

Oliver reached out, hands brushing the top of her hip.

“You’re fucking perfect,” he whispered.

She turned to face him again, bare and unbothered.

“I know.”

He kissed her.

It was rough.

Messy.

All lips and tongue and grabbing hands.

He pressed her back against the wall, his thigh between hers, his hand palming one breast greedily.

Her eyes flicked once more to the corner of the room.

To her husband.

To the only man who really mattered.

She pulled away first.

Took him by the hand.

Led him to the bed.

Climbed up and turned, knees wide.

“Lie back,” she said.

Oliver obeyed, eager.

Kate straddled his thighs.

Leaning low.

Hair falling over one shoulder.

Her eyes—straight to the lens.

“Watch.”

Kate lowered herself onto him without ceremony.

He was hard already—young and impatient—and she didn’t ease it in.

She sank down in one motion, moaning sharp at the stretch, her fingers curling against his chest as her hips adjusted to the length.

“Fuck,” Oliver hissed. “You’re tight.”

She started to move.

Slow, heavy grinds. Her tits bounced with each thrust.

Upstairs, Alex leaned forward in his chair.

His cock in his hand.

“Is this what you give your husband?” Oliver asked, voice rough.

Kate laughed, breathless.

“This?” She bounced harder. “He doesn’t get this. He doesn’t have your size.”

The boy grinned. “No wonder you’re cheating.”

She leaned in low, her lips near his ear.

“I’m not just cheating,” she whispered. “I’m letting a boy wreck me.”

Oliver’s hands grabbed her ass, fingers spreading her wide as she rode him.

“You like that?” he growled. “Being used by someone half his age?”

She nodded, eyes fluttering shut.

“I like being filled by someone who actually makes me come.”

“Fuck,” he groaned.

“You’re nothing to me,” she added, riding him faster now. “Just cock.”

He grabbed her hips harder. Thrust up into her.

“I’ll be the best one you’ve ever had.”

“Be the one who make me forget his name.”

The words hit harder than they should have.

Alex’s breath stuttered upstairs.

Kate’s nails raked Oliver’s chest.

She was close—legs shaking, body trembling.

Oliver slapped her ass, once, hard.

“Dirty fucking slutwife.”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Wearing his ring while you bounce on mine.”

Her orgasm hit sharp.

She moaned loud—too loud—and arched back, thighs twitching, cunt clenching around him like she was starving.

And she didn’t stop.

She kept moving, milking him.

Oliver growled beneath her.

“Say you don’t love him.”

“No,” she gasped.

“Say you only want my cock now.”

“Yes.”

“Say you’ll let me come inside you.”

“Do it.”

She slammed down hard.

Oliver cried out—long and low—cumming deep inside her as she shuddered again, her hands braced against his chest, her eyes locked on the camera as she whispered:

“See what you let happen.”

Oliver didn’t soften.

Not even a little.

His cock twitched inside her, still wet, still hard, still pulsing with something he hadn’t emptied fully.

Kate was still trembling.

Just let herself sit there a moment—his cock deep inside her, the taste of her own orgasm still in her throat.

And then he said it.

“Round two.”

Before she could answer, he grabbed her waist and flipped her.

Fast. Rough. Her legs opened wide, face pressed into the sheets.

She gasped, more from surprise than pain.

Then moaned as he slid back inside.

Wet. Slippery. Filthy.

“Oh fuck,” he muttered. “It’s better this time.”

Kate bit the sheets.

He started to fuck her harder—sharp thrusts that slapped skin against skin.

Upstairs, Alex’s hand tightened around his cock.

Oliver grunted behind her.

“Letting a stranger fuck you raw in your husband’s bed.”

She moaned louder.

“You like being bred like a whore, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I’m a married whore who can’t get enough.”

He slapped her ass—twice, harder now.

“You fuck like a bitch in heat.”

Kate twisted her head just enough to see the camera.

To let Alex see her smile.

“I’ll take as much cock as you’ll give.”

Oliver grunted.

“Fucking slut.”

“Yeah.”

“My cum is still inside you.”

“Give me more.”

He grabbed her hair.

Pulled her back against him.

Fucked her deeper.

She gasped again.

Alex groaned in the dark.

Her second orgasm was fast, brutal—ripping through her with a cry she didn’t try to silence.

Oliver groaned and came again, this time deeper, rougher, grinding into her as he filled her one more time.

Kate collapsed into the mattress.

Breathing hard.

Used.

Wrecked.

Smiling.

Upstairs, Alex came in silence.

Then he slumped back and whispered:

“My good girl.”

The room was still..

The boy—Oliver—lay sprawled on the mattress, panting, one hand draped over Kate’s thigh like he had some claim.

He didn’t.

Kate closed her eyes.

Above them, one floor up, a man sat in the dark, trousers open, hand slick with the last twitch of release, heart still racing.

Alex hadn’t blinked in minutes.

The screen in front of him glowed.

Her body: glowing.

Her cunt: used.

Her eyes: locked on the lens for almost the entire fuck.

She hadn’t looked at the boy the way she used to look at Liam.

She hadn’t whispered sweet things.

She hadn’t lied.

She had performed.

For him.

Alex leaned forward, one hand braced against the desk.

The camera was angled perfectly.

Kate’s breasts were flushed and marked with thumb-shaped imprints.

Her mouth swollen.

Her inner thighs glistening with someone else’s cum.

And then—

She moved.

Not much.

Just a shift.

A twitch.

She reached down, dragged her fingers between her legs, slow and filthy.

Lifted them.

Licked them.

And mouthed:

Was this enough?

Alex swallowed hard.

His voice caught in his throat.

But he answered anyway.

To the screen.

To her.

“Yes.”

Oliver lay beside her, bare chest rising and falling, fingers tracing light circles on her hip.

Kate stared at the ceiling.

Eyes blank. Breathing even.

The heat had drained from her skin. But the echo of it was still inside her. He had seen her. She didn’t know for sure. But she felt it. He had seen her.

That was what lingered.

Not the boy’s cum.

Not his touch.

“You okay?” Oliver asked.

His voice was soft now. Tentative. Human.

Kate turned to look at him. Not unkindly.

Just detached.

“I’m fine.”

“That was... intense.”

She didn’t reply.

He smiled like he’d done something special.

“You’re not gonna regret this, are you?”

Kate sat up, gathering the sheet around her chest. She stood, walked calmly to the ensuite, cleaned herself quickly, quietly.

When she came back out, he was halfway dressed.

“I should go,” he said, awkward now.

She nodded.

“You should.”

He looked like he might say more—but her eyes made it clear.

The night was over.

Whatever fantasy he thought he was part of had already ended.

At the door, he turned one last time.

“You sure your husband’s not coming back tonight?”

Kate smiled faintly.

“He’s far away.”

Another lie.

One more layer of protection.

The moment the front door clicked shut, she walked through the house in silence.

Passed the hallway mirror.

Caught her reflection.

Her neck marked. Her mouth swollen. Her hips bruised again.

She didn’t flinch.

She poured a glass of water, the kitchen silent but for the soft clink of glass on stone.

The cold hit her throat and chest, shocking her a little back into herself.

Then she heard it.

The soft creak of the door behind her. Bare feet on the tile.

She didn’t turn.

Didn’t have to.

Alex’s arms slid around her waist.

Strong. Certain.

He pulled her gently back against his chest, warm and solid and there.

His lips brushed her shoulder.

Then her ear.

“I love you,” he whispered.

Her eyes burned—but she didn’t cry.

She leaned back into him.

And whispered:

“I know.”
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The Mechanic
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The rattle had been getting worse for weeks—nothing urgent, just irritating.

A loose plate under the front end, maybe. Something Alex had mentioned once, in passing, before leaving for another four-day stretch in London.

Kate didn’t mind driving alone anymore.

Not really.

But the silence in the car was always louder when he was away. Even the clatter beneath the bonnet sounded deliberate. Annoying. Unignorable.

She drove to the garage just after eleven.

No makeup. Hair loose. A simple black tank, no bra beneath, and an old denim skirt she hadn’t worn in months.

She didn’t plan it.

Not consciously.

She just... chose it.

The garage sat behind a petrol station, tucked off the road with a wide, cracked forecourt and a single red door that always stuck a little in the heat.

Kate parked, turned off the engine, and stepped out.

Then she saw him.

He was crouched by the open boot of a black estate, head down, arms covered in streaks of oil and sun. The same mechanic from before. Younger. Fitter now. T-shirt damp with sweat between his shoulder blades.

He stood before she could call out.

And when he saw her, he paused mid-stretch.

Then grinned.

“Well,” he said, wiping his hands on a rag. “You again.”

Kate returned the smile. “Still fixing cars?”

“Still breaking them?”

She laughed. “One of us needs a hobby.”

He walked toward her, his steps casual but alert—like he hadn’t expected her but was very glad she’d come.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Got a rattle. Front end,” she replied. “Started slow. Got louder.”

“Typical.”

He opened the driver’s door, listened to the turn of the key. His eyes flicked to her legs as she stepped back.

The skirt had ridden higher than she meant.

She didn’t tug it down.

“Pull it into the bay,” he said. “I’ll get under it now if you’ve got the time.”

“I’ve got time,” Kate said, then added, “My husband is in London all week.”

A beat.

Something changed in his face.

But he didn’t say anything.

He just smiled—slow and knowing—and walked toward the rolling shutter.

Kate climbed back in.

Closed the door.

Took a breath.

Then reached for her phone.

Kate:

At the Garage. It’s him. The young one. I want him.

The reply came fast.

Alex:

Call.

She dialled.

The line clicked open.

She didn’t speak.

Just set the phone face down on the passenger seat.

Then pulled the car into the garage.

The garage door rolled shut behind her with a hollow thud, cutting off the sun and the world outside. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. Concrete floor. Heat rising from the bonnet.

Kate stayed in the driver’s seat.

Breathing.

She didn’t move right away.

Didn’t speak.

The call had connected as she entered. The line was open. No video. No voice. Just the hum of connection, and her own pulse in her throat.

Alex didn’t say a word.

Her legs were warm against the leather. The tank top clung between her breasts. She hadn't worn a bra. The sweat there felt intentional now.

The mechanic appeared in her peripheral vision.

He bent at the wheel, listening, tapping, testing something with thick fingers and a practiced hum of approval.

Kate let her head rest back against the seat.

She shifted slightly.

Spread her legs just a little wider.

Not enough to flash.

Just enough to suggest.

Alex would be listening.

In a clean, quiet hotel room in London.

Alone. Hard. Waiting.

The bonnet popped with a clunk.

Kate climbed out slowly, smoothing the back of her skirt with one hand—pure theatre. She didn’t look at the phone. Didn’t need to.

She felt Alex there.

She knew he was listening.

The mechanic wiped his hands again.

“Definitely the lower plate,” he said. “Probably knocked loose.”

Kate nodded. “Can you tighten it?”

“Oh yeah. Won’t take long.”

He opened the tools with a metallic click. Then crouched under the bonnet, the flex of his arms visible even from behind.

Kate leaned her hip against the car.

Let her hand rest flat on the warm metal.

Her skirt shifted again.

No wind in here.

Just tension.

He stood a few minutes later, stretching out his back.

She didn’t step away when he moved closer.

Didn’t break eye contact.

Didn’t adjust her skirt.

He smiled. “You always wear clothes like that to the garage?”

Kate tilted her head.

“My husband doesn’t mind me dressing like this.”

“Doesn’t mind it,” he repeated, his gaze fixed on her chest. “Though he’s not here.”

“No,” she said softly. “He’s not.”

Kate leaned back against the edge of the bonnet, arms behind her, elbows locked.

The metal was warm beneath her fingers.

Her legs, bare to mid-thigh, crossed casually at the ankle. She looked calm. Comfortable.

But her heartbeat ticked faster than she let on.

The mechanic wiped his hands once more.

Then looked her over.

He didn’t rush.

Didn’t pretend not to stare.

Her breasts strained against the thin black fabric, no bra to soften the shape. Her nipples clear beneath it, the heat and the tension bringing them fully to life.

“Your car’s fine now,” he said. “But I can have another look if you want me to stay.”

His voice was different now—lower. Testing.

Kate didn’t blink.

“Depends on what you’d look at.”

He stepped closer.

Not touching. Not yet.

But the distance between them shrank.

His eyes dipped.

Saw the hint of skin beneath the hem.

And stayed there.

Kate let the silence stretch.

Then said softly:

“You remember I’m married, right?”

He raised a brow.

“Yeah. That’s hard to forget.”

She tilted her chin.

“So?”

He hesitated.

Then smiled.

“Then I guess this is the part where you tell me not to.”

Kate didn’t speak.

Instead, she took his hand.

Guided it to her thigh.

Higher.

No knickers.

Just heat.

Soft skin.

And intention.

His breath caught.

“You’re—fuck.”

She leaned in close.

“My husband’s in London.”

“Does he know you’re doing this?”

She met his gaze.

“No.”

It was a lie.

The best kind.

The kind that made him feel like he was stealing something sacred.

He dropped the rag.

His hands came to her waist.

Palms greedy.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t smile.

Just breathed.

Then said:

“Make it fast. Or slow. Whatever. Just use me.”

He shoved her back onto the bonnet, her skirt hitched high, the metal hot under her thighs.

Kate gasped but didn’t resist.

Didn’t even flinch when he yanked her top down—no bra, nothing beneath—and her breasts spilled free into his greedy hands.

“Fucking hell,” he groaned. “These tits are unreal.”

He grabbed them roughly, filling both hands, squeezing hard like he was trying to leave marks. His thumbs rolled over her nipples until they were tight and red and swollen from friction alone.

Kate moaned, loud, filthy, head thrown back.

“Harder,” she hissed. “Make them hurt.”

He bent and sucked one into his mouth, wet and brutal, teeth scraping skin. His other hand slid between her legs, testing how wet she was.

“Slut’s ready,” he muttered.

“I’ve been dripping since I came here.”

He didn’t kiss her.

Just pulled his cock out, shoved her thighs wider, and pushed inside in one deep, slick thrust.

Kate’s body jerked against the bonnet.

She cried out.

“You’ve been saving this for me,” he grunted, fucking into her hard. “Haven’t you?”

“Yes,” she panted. “Fucking yes.”

“You get off thinking about my cock while your husband’s away?”

She nodded, breath caught, tits bouncing with every thrust.

“I needed someone to fuck me properly.”

He slapped one breast—hard. It swung from the impact, already pink and tender.

“Bet he’s never used you like this.”

“No,” she gasped.

“Fucking waste.”

He gripped both tits again, harder this time, lifting them to his mouth, biting one nipple just enough to make her whimper.

Kate arched against him.

“Your husband must be a fucking idiot.”

“He’s not here,” she snapped.

“His loss.”

His hips slammed against her, relentless.

The car creaked under their bodies.

She could hear how wet she was—slick, obscene.

“You’re fucking soaked,” he growled. “Like your pussy knew I was coming.”

“I needed cock,” she moaned. “I needed this.”

Her second orgasm came like a wave breaking—shuddering, brutal, out of control.

She clawed at the bonnet, screamed his name, her cunt tightening around him until he growled through clenched teeth and pumped his load deep inside her.

For a long second, neither of them moved.

Just heavy breathing.

Sticky skin.

She just stayed there—skirt bunched at her hips, top askew, nipples flushed and aching. Her thighs were streaked with cum, and her body still twitched from the aftershocks.

But it wasn’t enough.

Not nearly.

The mechanic zipped up, stepped back, chest rising fast.

Her pussy was a mess.

She didn’t say goodbye.

Just slid off the car.

And walked to the driver’s seat—her cunt leaking and legs shaking.

The mechanic stood with his back to her by another car by the time she sat back behind the wheel.

She hadn’t bothered to fix her clothes.

Her tank top barely covered the top of her breasts. Her skirt stuck to her thighs with sweat and cum.

She didn’t fix it.

Didn’t clean herself up.

Didn’t even shut the door yet.

She sat there.

Sticky.

Breathless.

Dripping.

And then remembered the phone.

It was still on the passenger seat, screen-down.

Still connected.

Still live.

She reached for it slowly, fingers curling around the edges.

Lifted it.

Turned it face up.

The call was still active.

Still open.

She brought it to her ear.

Didn’t say hello.

Didn’t say anything.

Just listened.

For a moment, there was only silence.

Then the softest, raspiest voice from the other end:

“I heard everything.”

Her smile curved slow and wicked.

“Good.”

A pause.

Then Alex’s voice again.

Hoarse.

Tight.

“Was he good?”

Kate leaned her head back against the seat.

Closed her eyes.

Let the heat of it all pulse through her.

And whispered:

“He was REALLY good. I want him again someday. OK?”

Silence.

Breath.

Then a single reply.

“OK.”
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