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one
THE ROUTINE
Absolutely, Boss


Five to nine. Frank pushed through the door at Hartwell & Blake, nodded at the brass plaque without reading it, caught the chicken shop grease smell drifting up from the ground floor. His coat was doing its job; the morning air on Kentish Town Road had been sharp, proper cold, but the lobby was warm enough. He took the stairs. The lift was shite.

Janet was already at her desk. Silver bob, pressed cardigan, the same smile she'd had for eleven years. Warm enough to be pleasant, professional enough that you never quite forgot she ran this floor more efficiently than Frank ran his team.

"Morning, Frank."

"Morning, Janet." He shrugged out of his coat, hung it on the stand just inside his office door. "Anything I should know about?"

She passed him three Post-its without looking at them. Client call at nine-thirty. Carl's one-to-one at eleven. Sandra wanting a word about the Meridian timeline when he had five minutes.

"Cheers. Coffee?"

"Already on."

The mug sat on his desk, still steaming faintly. Frank sat down, logged into his laptop, opened the Meridian file while the screen loaded in its own sweet time. The office laptops always did that. He scanned the project tracker. Most of it was green. A few ambers. One red.

Carl's section.

Of course it bloody is. He clicked through to the detail. The analysis Carl had promised by close of play yesterday: blank cell. A note instead: WIP, uploaded by EOD.

End of day yesterday. Which meant it should have been here this morning. Which meant Carl hadn't done it. Again.

Frank's jaw tightened. He didn't sigh. Never sighed at work, it set the wrong tone. Instead he made a small note on the pad beside his keyboard: Carl - chase analysis. The handwriting was neat, controlled. The full stop perhaps slightly firmer than it needed to be.

He glanced up, through the glass partition that separated his office from the rest of the floor. The desks were filling up. Sandra at her station, phone already tucked under her chin, laughing at whatever the person on the other end had said. A few juniors drifting in with takeaway coffees. The usual morning hum.

Carl's chair was empty.

Frank checked his watch. Two minutes past nine.

He turned back to the screen, opened his emails. Seventy-odd new since last night. He began sorting them. Client queries into one folder, internal updates into another, a reminder from HR about the quarterly review process. Delete this one, file that one, respond, delete. The rhythm was automatic. He'd been doing this long enough that his hands knew the pattern before his brain finished reading.

Quarter past. Frank glanced up. Carl, finally, pushing through the main door with his gym bag over one shoulder, jacket in the other hand. Shirt sleeves already rolled up like he'd been somewhere more interesting than here and might fuck off back there any minute.

Frank's fingers stopped on the keyboard. Twelve minutes late.

Carl dropped the gym bag under his desk, slung the jacket over the back of his chair, and sat down with the easy sprawl of someone who'd never once worried about taking up space. Didn't glance toward Frank's office. Didn't need to. Just logged into his machine, leaned back in his chair, feet almost on the desk, scrolling through something on his phone with his free hand.

Frank pressed the buzzer on his desk phone.

Janet's voice came through, calm and immediate. "Yes, Frank?"

"Can you ask Carl to step in when he's got a moment?"

"Of course."

The line clicked off. Through the glass, Frank watched Janet lean out from her desk, say something to Carl. Carl glanced up, nodded, said something back that made Janet smile faintly. Then he stood, stretched, and walked toward Frank's office with that same unhurried gait. Summoned but not inconvenienced.

He stopped in the doorway. Didn't come in. Just leaned on the frame, one hand in his pocket.

"Morning, boss."

Frank gestured to the chair opposite his desk. "Come in. Sit down."

Carl stepped inside but didn't sit. Stayed standing, arms folded loosely, head tilted just slightly to one side.

"Something up?"

Frank kept his voice level. "The Meridian analysis. You said yesterday end of play."

"Aye." Carl nodded easily. "I'll have it done by lunch."

"I need it midmorning."

Carl's mouth moved, not quite a smile. "Right. No bother. I'll crack on."

Frank waited. Carl didn't move.

"Anything else, boss?"

"That's it. Cheers."

"Absolutely, boss."

Carl pushed off the doorframe, walked back to his desk with that same easy slouch. Frank watched him go.

Boss. The way Carl said it. The way other people said mate down the pub. Friendly, easy. Frank could write him up for timekeeping, for missed deadlines, for any of it, and Carl would say "absolutely, boss" and nothing would change.

Frank's jaw was tight. He turned back to his screen. It was just Carl. Carl was always like this. Charming when he bothered, lazy when he didn't, somehow never quite crossing the line far enough to warrant a formal bollocking. Frank had managed him for three years and this was simply how it went.

And yet.

His gaze drifted back to the glass partition. Carl was at his desk now, fingers moving over the keyboard, working. Fast when he bothered, the bastard. The analysis would be done by end of morning. Frank knew that. It would be done well, too. Carl was good at the job when he applied himself, which was the most irritating thing about him.

Carl glanced up.

Through the glass partition their eyes met. Half a second, maybe less. Carl's expression didn't change. Steady. Almost amused. Then he looked back at his screen as if Frank wasn't there.

Frank looked away first.

What the fuck was that?

Frank pulled the Meridian file back up, forced himself to focus. Client call in fifteen minutes. Notes to review, briefing document to skim. Work. The whole shape of his day, exactly as it should be.

The office hummed. Sandra laughing at her desk. A phone ringing somewhere. Janet's keyboard, steady and rhythmic. The coffee smell from the kitchen mixing with the heating system's dry warmth.

Everything in hand. Everything normal.

Across the office, Carl laughed at something on his screen. Frank's hand went still on the mouse for a second, listening without meaning to, before he made himself focus on the briefing document.

Client call. Nine-thirty. Meridian timeline. Stakeholder buy-in.

The words lined up properly in his head. His shoulders were tight but that was normal before client calls. The job. The performance. The whole routine he'd been doing for eleven years.

This was exactly fine.
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This Is Fine

Frank loosened his tie before he'd even cleared the building doors. Kentish Town Road at half six on a Tuesday: buses grinding past, the junction lights going amber, then red. He crossed with the usual crush of commuters, past the betting shop, past the Tesco Metro with that fluorescent strip that always made him squint. Bloody thing.

Eight minutes home. He had it timed without meaning to, the same way he timed everything else. Client meetings. Reports. Carl's long lunch breaks.

By the time he turned onto Falkland Road the Manager voice in his head had started to soften. The houses settled around him, Victorian terraces in various states of gentrification. His was halfway down, number fourteen, red brick and a black front door with the stained-glass fanlight Penny had insisted on when they'd replaced it three years ago.

He saw the bay tree in its pot by the door. Penny watered it. Frank never thought about it. Key in the lock, door open, step inside.

The smell hit him first, same as always. Reed diffuser, White Tea and Fig, from that shop on the high street Penny liked. The narrow hallway with its black and white tiles, the coat rack already crowded with too many coats even though there were only the two of them. He hung his jacket carefully, pulled his tie off the rest of the way, rolled it, set it on the console table. Shoes on the rack, lined up properly beside Penny's trainers.

On the console table the amethyst crystal sat in its usual spot next to the key bowl. Frank clocked it the way he clocked everything, logged it, moved on. Three months, that one. Before that it was a different crystal, rose quartz maybe; Penny had told him the name, but they all looked the same to him. Purple rock. Pink rock. He stepped around it the same way he stepped around all of Penny's enthusiasms: fond, unbothered, mildly amused by the whole thing. Reiki last year. Chakra balancing the year before that. The crystal group was still going, though, which probably counted as staying power.

He heard the radio from the kitchen, something on Radio 2, and Penny humming along faintly.

Frank walked through.

She was at the hob, wooden spoon in hand, stirring something that smelled of garlic and tomatoes. Pasta sauce, probably. Her hair was clipped up, glasses on, the reading ones she wore when she was cooking or doing close work. She glanced over her shoulder when she heard him, smiled the smile that still made him feel obscurely pleased with himself after ten years of marriage.

"Hello, love. Good day?"

Frank leaned against the doorframe, rolled his shoulders. They ached faintly. Always did by this point in the day. "Carl missed a deadline. Again."

"Did you pull him up on it?"

"Yeah. He'll have it done by tomorrow. He always does."

Penny nodded, turned back to the hob. "He's the Scottish one, isn't he? The one you said was charming when he bothered?"

"That's him."

"You should get him moved departments."

Frank smiled faintly. "Can't. He's good at the job when he applies himself. Just needs managing."

"Sounds exhausting."

It was, slightly. Frank didn't say so. He pushed off the doorframe. "I'm going to change. Back in a sec."

Upstairs he stripped the suit off with the same relief he felt every evening. Jacket on the hanger, trousers folded over the rail. Unbuttoned the shirt, added it to the washing basket in the corner. In the mirror he caught sight of himself: pale chest, soft belly, the grey creeping in at his temples like a slow leak. Forty-three. Not old, not young, somewhere invisible in between. When did that happen? He didn't linger. Never did.

He pulled on the joggers, the old Middlesex University hoodie with the fraying cuffs, thick socks. Comfortable and shapeless, the suit man gone entirely.

Back downstairs Penny had plated up. She handed him a beer from the fridge without asking, the way she always did, the glass already cold and beading faintly. Frank twisted the cap off, took a long pull. The first one of the evening always tasted better than it should. He sat at the kitchen table.

Penny brought the plates over, set one in front of him. Penne in a tomato sauce, olives, something green he didn't recognise. She sat opposite, tucked her feet under her on the chair the way she always did.

"I've been researching something this week," she said brightly.

Frank forked pasta, blew on it. Still too hot. "Yeah? What's that?"

"Hypnotherapy."

He glanced up. Penny was watching him with that particular expression she got when she was excited about her faddy latest thing: eyes bright, leaning forward slightly, expectant.

"Right," Frank said carefully. "Hypnotherapy."

"I've started doing a course. Online. There's a woman on YouTube, she's brilliant, really clear, and she does these guided sessions for practice. I've been trying it out with a couple of the girls from the crystal group."

Frank chewed, swallowed. The pasta was good. Bit of chilli in it, just enough. "And how's that going?"

"Really well, actually. Mandy said she felt lighter afterwards, like she'd had a proper rest. And Claire said her shoulders were less tense."

Frank nodded slowly. Penny was still watching him, waiting.

"I was thinking," she said, voice going softer, more coaxing. "You carry a lot of tension in your shoulders. I've noticed. And you said work's stressful at the moment, with the Meridian thing and Carl being difficult."

"Carl's not difficult, he's just lazy."

"Well, either way. I thought it might help. If you let me practise on you."

Frank set his fork down, took another pull of his beer. "Pen, I appreciate the thought, but I don't really... I mean, it's not really my thing, is it? Crystals and hypnotherapy and all that."

"It's not like the crystals," Penny said, leaning forward properly now. "It's evidence based. There's proper research. The woman on YouTube has a degree in psychology."

Frank smiled, dry and affectionate. "I'm not clucking like a chicken, Pen. I've got a nine o'clock tomorrow."

Penny laughed. "It's not like that. You just lie down, I talk, you relax. Most people don't even go under properly the first time, but it's still nice. Like a guided meditation."

Frank forked another mouthful of pasta, chewed. Guided meditation. Right. She'd be onto something else by next month anyway. Sound baths, probably. Or that tapping thing she'd mentioned, the one with the pressure points.

Penny's face was open, hopeful. She wanted this. It was harmless, probably. An hour on the sofa, her voice washing over him, and then she'd be satisfied and move on.

"One session," he said. "But I'm telling you now, it won't work. My mind doesn't switch off like that."

Penny's face lit up. "That's fine. It's the trying that matters."

She went back to her pasta, started chattering about the YouTube woman, the technique, something about a trigger phrase that helped people relax faster. Frank half-listened, nodding in the right places. His mind had already drifted back to work: the Meridian timeline, Carl's analysis, whether Sandra had clocked the late arrival this morning. She had, probably. Sandra clocked everything.

Absolutely, boss.

Frank pushed the thought away, drained the last of his beer.

After supper they cleared the plates together, Penny washing, Frank drying. The radio was still on, some phone-in about traffic on the M25. Penny switched it off, poured herself a glass of wine, brought it through to the living room. Frank followed, remote in hand, scrolling through the channels until he found something acceptable. A crime drama, the kind they'd seen a hundred variations of. Competent detective, troubled past, murders solved in an hour.

Penny tucked herself into the corner of the sofa with her legs folded under her, wine glass balanced on her knee. Frank sat beside her, close enough their thighs touched. The sofa dipped under their combined weight, the cushions soft and familiar.

Penny's hand found his somewhere around the first ad break. Warm, familiar, her thumb moving absently over his knuckles. Frank squeezed it without looking away from the television. She squeezed back.

It was ordinary. Real. Nice, in the way long marriages were nice when you stopped expecting fireworks. Work, then home, then Penny beside him on the sofa with her wine, her hand warm in his. No complaints. No drama. Everything in its place, everything running smoothly.

This is fine, Frank thought, not for the first time. This is good.

It was. He was sure it was.

The detective on the screen arrested someone. Penny murmured something about the acting being wooden. Frank made a noise of agreement. By half ten his eyelids were heavy. Penny finished her wine, set the glass on the side table, stretched.

"Bed?"

"Yeah. Go on up, I'll lock up."

She kissed his temple on the way past, her lips warm and brief. Frank stayed on the sofa for another minute, watching the credits roll. Locked the front door, checked the back, switched off the lights one by one. The house settled into darkness around him.

Upstairs Penny was already in the shower. Frank could hear the water running, the faint hum of her singing something under her breath. He sat on the edge of the bed, pulled off his socks. By the time Penny came back in her pyjamas, the soft cotton ones with the floral print, Frank had turned down the duvet on his side.

She climbed in, picked up her book from the bedside table. Some self-help thing about manifesting abundance. Frank had stopped asking.

He showered quickly, brushed his teeth, came back in his boxers and old t-shirt, the Adidas one with the hole under the arm he kept meaning to throw out. The bedroom was warm, the lamplight soft. Penny was already engrossed in her book, reading glasses perched on her nose.

Frank got into bed beside her. The mattress dipped under his weight, the duvet soft and heavy. Penny glanced at him over the top of her glasses, smiled faintly, went back to her book.

Frank closed his eyes.

Absolutely, boss.

Carl's voice, that faint Scottish lilt under the flat London vowels. The smirk. The way he'd held eye contact through the glass partition this morning and Frank had looked away first, busied himself with the report printout like he'd suddenly remembered something urgent.

Frank turned onto his side, tried to let it go. It didn't go far. Hovered somewhere in the back of his skull, faint and persistent, like the tail end of a headache. Lazy Scottish prick. He'd have the analysis done by tomorrow. He always did. Frank knew that. Didn't stop the irritation sitting in his chest like a small stone.

Beside him Penny turned a page. The lamplight clicked off a moment later. She settled into her pillow with a soft sigh.


two
FAILED 'TRANCE'
Bit of Daft Fun


Frank returned downstairs after getting out of his suit just after half eight and stopped in the doorway.

The living room had been transformed. The overhead light was off, the side lamp turned to its lowest setting, casting the room in warm amber. Candles were everywhere. Three on the mantelpiece, two on the coffee table, one on the windowsill behind the sofa. The air smelled of something sweet and woody. Incense, burning in a little holder beside the largest candle. Penny's phone sat on the arm of the sofa, playing something ambient and repetitive. A singing bowl, struck at regular intervals, the note fading slowly before the next one arrived.

Penny herself sat in the armchair, her notebook open on her lap, a glass of red wine on the side table. She looked up as Frank appeared, smiled.

"There you are. Come in, sit down. Or lie down, actually. The sofa's better."

Frank glanced at the sofa. She'd laid a folded blanket across the seat, plumped the cushions. The whole room looked like a spa advert.

"Bloody hell, Pen. You've really gone for it."

"I want you to be comfortable." She set the notebook aside, stood, smoothed her hands down her jeans. She was wearing a soft grey jumper, her hair loose. No makeup. She looked calm, focused, more purposeful than he'd seen her in weeks.

She gestured to the sofa. "Lie down. Feet up. Get yourself settled."

Frank crossed the room, lowered himself onto the sofa with the faint self-consciousness of a man being watched. The blanket was soft under his back, the cushions arranged to support his head and shoulders. He stretched his legs out, crossed his ankles. The singing bowl chimed again, faint and clear.

She's really gone for it, he thought again. The candles, the blanket, the whole production. It was touching, in a way. Penny took her hobbies seriously. Always had. He remembered the chakra balancing phase; the little stones arranged on his chest while he lay on the living room floor trying not to laugh. This felt similar. Earnest. Harmless. Faintly ridiculous.

He was completely certain nothing would happen.

Penny settled into the armchair opposite, her notebook back in her lap. She looked at him for a long moment, her expression unreadable.

"Comfortable?"

"Yeah. Fine."

"Close your eyes when you're ready. No rush."

Frank let his eyes fall shut. The candlelight a faint warm glow through his eyelids. The singing bowl chimed. He could hear Penny turning a page, the soft rustle of paper.

"Right," she said quietly. "So. This is very simple. I'm just going to talk. You're just going to listen. If you feel yourself drifting, that's fine. If you don't, that's fine too. There's no pressure. No expectation. Just let yourself be here."

Her voice had changed. Not dramatically, but enough that Frank noticed. Slower. Softer. Lower in register. She sounded like someone who knew what she was doing.

"I'm going to count you down," Penny continued. "Ten to one. With each number, you'll feel a little heavier. A little warmer. A little more relaxed. If you don't, that's alright. But if you do, just let it happen."

Frank lay still. His hands rested on his stomach, rising and falling with his breath. The wine sat warm in his chest. The sofa held him comfortably. Penny's voice was pleasant, unhurried, easy to listen to.

This is nice, he thought. Bit weird, but nice.

"Ten," Penny said. "Feel the weight of your body sinking into the sofa. Feel the support underneath you. You're safe here. You're held."

Frank's shoulders settled. He hadn't realised they were tense.

"Nine. Your breathing slows. Deep and steady. In through your nose, out through your mouth. Let the week leave your body with every breath."

He breathed. In, out. The singing bowl chimed.

"Eight. Your jaw unclenches. Your forehead smooths. All that tension you carry, all that stress, it's draining away now. Leaving you. You don't need it here."

His jaw was clenched. He let it go. His tongue sat heavy in his mouth.

"Seven. Your arms are heavy. So heavy. You couldn't lift them if you tried. But you don't want to try. You just want to lie here, warm and still and perfectly safe."

Frank's arms were heavy. Not paralysed, he could move them if he wanted to, but the wanting had drained out of him somewhere between eight and seven. He didn't move them.

"Six. Halfway now. You're drifting. Floating. The room is fading. There's only my voice. Only this moment. Nothing else matters."

Bloody hell, Frank thought distantly. She's actually quite good at this, it is relaxing.

"Five. Deeper now. Letting go. Trusting. You don't have to be in charge here, Frank. You don't have to manage anything. You can just be."

Something shifted in his chest. Not unpleasant. A softening, a release. He felt his breathing deepen without meaning to.

"Four. So relaxed now. So comfortable. Every part of you heavy and warm and completely at ease."

The Manager voice in Frank's head, the dry running commentary, was still there. Still cataloguing. But it had slowed, gone quiet and distant, like a radio playing in another room.

"Three. Almost there. You're safe. You're held. You trust me."

I do, Frank thought, and was faintly surprised by it.

"Two. One more breath. One more moment. And then..."

The pause stretched. Frank floated in it, weightless.

"One."

Silence. Just the singing bowl, chiming faintly. Just Penny's breathing, slow and steady across the room.

Then her voice again, quieter now, deliberate.

"Relax and obey, Frank."

Should he say something, let he know it’s not worked? No, might break her heart. Go with it.

So he kept his eyes closed, played along.

Penny's voice continued, unhurried.

"You hear those words and something in you responds. Something deep. Something you didn't know was there. Relax and obey. It feels good, doesn't it? To let go. To stop thinking. To just... do as you're told."

This is not hypnosis, he thought. I'm awake. I'm completely bloody awake.

He let Penny think whatever she wanted to think.

"I'm going to give you some simple instructions now," Penny said. Her voice had gone softer still, almost a murmur. "And you're going to follow them. Not because you have to. Because you want to. Because it feels right."

Frank's pulse thudded in his throat.

"Take a slow breath in. Hold it. Now let it out."

He did. His chest rose and fell.

"Good," Penny murmured. "Very good. Now let your hands relax. Let them fall open. Palms up. Just let them rest."

He decided to play along, after all this was very relaxing, and he didn't want to break Penny's heart.

"You feel safe," Penny said. "You feel heavy. You feel very, very comfortable. And underneath all of that, Frank, you feel something else. Something warm. Something that makes you want to please me. To do exactly as I say. Because it feels good. Doesn't it?"

It actually did feel good to just listen to her voice and clear his mind. He didn't understand why, but it did. He stayed perfectly still. Breathing. Listening. Pretending.

Penny shifted in the armchair. He heard the notebook close, heard her set it on the side table. She stood. Crossed the room. Stopped beside the sofa.

"Open your eyes, Frank."

He opened them.

She stood above him, backlit by the candles, her face in shadow. She was smiling. Not her usual warm, distracted smile. Something else. Something sharper.

"You're doing so well," she said softly. "You've gone under beautifully. Can you hear me?"

Frank nodded.

"Good boy."

The words landed somewhere below his stomach. His cock jerked.

Penny's smile widened.
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The Command

Penny moved closer, her hip brushing the edge of the sofa. The candlelight caught the side of her face, softening it. She looked down at Frank with an expression he didn't recognise. Something intent. Something hungry.

"You're so relaxed now," she said quietly. "So open. So willing to listen."

Frank's pulse hammered. He kept his breathing steady, kept his body still. The pretence of being hypnotised felt paper-thin but he held it.

"I'm going to tell you something, Frank. And you're going to hear it very clearly. Are you listening?"

He nodded. This felt big. What was she doing?

"Good." She sat on the edge of the coffee table, directly in his eyeline. Her knees almost touched the sofa. She was close enough that he could smell her, that faint floral scent she wore, something underneath it that was just her skin. "You're going to do exactly what I tell you. Because something in you wants to please me. To serve me. To do the things I've been too polite to ask for."

The Manager voice stirred briefly in Frank's head. Penny doesn't talk like this. What the hell is going on-

"Relax and obey."

Penny's smile was small and private. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees, bringing her face level with his.

"Here's what you want, Frank. You want to use your mouth on me. You want me to sit on your face while I fuck myself. You want your tongue on my arse, licking me, tasting me, while I work my dildo in and out of my cunt. You want to lie there and service me and feel how wet I get. How loud I get. You want to hear me come on something that isn't you."

Frank's entire body went rigid.

She wants me to what? She owns a dildo?

The information landed with a physical jolt, somewhere between his ribs and his groin. He had not known. In ten years of marriage he had not known. The image arrived fully formed in his head: Penny, alone, legs spread, working plastic into herself while he was at the office managing Carl and checking Meridian timelines.

His cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

It’s probably bigger than you, something whispered in his head. Obviously bigger than you.

He didn't move. Didn't blink. Didn't break.

Penny straightened, watching him. Her breathing had changed. Faster. Shallower. She was flushed across her throat, the pink creeping down toward the neckline of her top.

"Stay exactly where you are," she said.

She stood. Crossed the room to the sideboard. Opened the bottom drawer, the one full of table linen and napkins they never used. She reached beneath the stack and pulled something out, straightened, turned.

Purple and thick. Eight inches, maybe more. Big enough to make Frank's stomach clench. She held it casually, like it was something she handled every day. Maybe she did. Maybe she'd been doing it for months.

Years, the whisper said. You boring bastard. Years.

Frank stared. He couldn't help it. The thing was substantial. Properly substantial. A clear, deliberate upgrade from what Frank had been providing, which was five inches on a good day and a perfunctory ten minutes every other Friday.

Penny walked back to the sofa. She set the dildo on the coffee table with a soft thud. It rolled slightly, settled. Frank's eyes tracked it. He was still flat on his back, hands open on his stomach, breathing through his nose.

"You see it," Penny said. Not a question.

He nodded.

"Good. I want you to see it. I want you to know exactly what I'm using. What I've been using. What feels better than you've been making me feel."

The words should have stung. They didn't. They went straight to his cock, which was leaking now, a wet spot spreading on the inside of his joggers. Frank felt it, distantly, the way you feel rain when you're already soaked.

Penny's voice dropped lower.

"You're going to lie there. You're not going to move unless I tell you to. You're going to use your mouth exactly how I want it. And you're going to listen to me fuck myself properly. Do you understand?"

Frank's mouth was dry. His tongue felt thick. He swallowed.

"Yes."

The word came out hoarse, barely there. Penny's smile widened.

"Good boy."

She reached for the waistband of her jeans. Undid the button. Slid the zip down slowly, deliberately. Pushed the denim over her hips and stepped out, one leg then the other. No knickers. She hadn't been wearing knickers. Frank registered this with the same numb shock he'd registered the dildo.

When did she stop wearing knickers? What the hell is going on?

But he knew he didn't want to stop it, to get up and storm off. No, he wanted to see where this went, to discover more about this new side of his wife.

She stood there in just her top and socks, her cunt bare and neatly trimmed, the soft curve of her belly and the heaviness of her hips backlit by the candles. She looked nothing like the Penny who served him pasta and talked about her crystal group. Now she looked like someone who knew exactly what she wanted and had decided to take it.

"Move up," she said. "Head at the end of the sofa. Lie flat."

Frank moved. Shifted his body, his head settling against the armrest. The leather was cool under his neck. Penny stepped over him, one knee on the sofa, then the other, straddling his chest. He could smell her now. Properly. The warmth of her, the faint musk, something sharper underneath.

She reached behind her, gripped the dildo from the table. Brought it forward. Frank saw it clearly now, thick and veined and utterly unlike him, and his cock pulsed hard enough to make him gasp.

"Open your mouth," Penny said.

For some fucked up reason he couldn’t explain in the moment, he did.

She leaned forward, balancing on one hand, and slid the tip of the dildo between his lips. It tasted of silicone and something faintly floral. She pushed it deeper, not far, just enough that he felt the stretch. His jaw widened.

"Get it wet," she said.

Frank's tongue moved without conscious thought. He licked, tasted, coated the thing with spit while Penny watched him with that same strange, hungry smile.

"That's it. Good. Make it nice and slick for me."

She pulled it free. Penny shifted her weight, moving higher, her arse just above his face. She reached back with one hand, spreading herself, and Frank saw everything. The tight pink pucker, the slick folds of her cunt, the wetness already gleaming.

"Relax and obey," she said again, and lowered herself onto his mouth.

The weight of her settled over him, warm and soft and absolute. Frank's nose pressed into her, his mouth opening against her arsehole. She tasted clean, faintly soapy, and something else beneath that. His tongue moved instinctively, circling, pressing, and Penny made a low sound above him that went straight through his body.

"That's it. Just like that. Don't stop."

She rocked slightly, grinding against his face. Frank's hands came up, gripping her thighs, holding her steady. His cock throbbed untouched. He could barely breathe but he didn't care. He licked, circled, pushed the tip of his tongue against the tight ring of muscle, and Penny groaned.

Then he heard it.

The wet sound of the dildo sliding into her cunt.

She'd angled herself forward, one hand braced on the armrest, the other working the toy. Frank couldn't see. He could only hear. The slick push, the small gasp she made, the way her thighs tensed under his hands.

"Fuck," Penny breathed. "Oh fuck, that's good."

She started moving. Slow at first, working the dildo in and out while she rocked against Frank's mouth. The sounds filled the room: wet, rhythmic, obscene. Frank's tongue worked faster, licking, pressing, and Penny's breathing went ragged.

"You hear that?" she said, her voice shaking. "You hear how wet I am? How much I need this?"

Frank made a muffled sound. His cock was agony now, untouched, straining. He wanted to reach down, wanted to touch himself, but his hands stayed on her thighs. Holding her. Serving her, maintaining the charade now - he wasn't sure why, but he didn't want to break the illusion. He wanted to serve.

Penny fucked herself harder. The dildo made a slick, filthy sound with every thrust. She was moaning now, properly moaning, louder than Frank had heard in years. Maybe louder than he'd ever heard. Her arse ground against his face, his tongue working in tight circles on her puckered hole, and she shuddered.

"Yes. Yes. Right there. Don't stop. Don't you dare fucking stop."

His jaw ached. His lungs burned. He didn't stop.

Penny's rhythm changed, faster now, more desperate. The dildo squelched obscenely. Her thighs were trembling. Frank felt her tension building, the way her body went tight and focused, and then she said it again.

"Relax and obey, Frank."

Her voice cracked on his name.

"Touch yourself. Now. Do it now."

Frank's hand frantically dropped to his joggers, shoving them down, freeing his cock. It was slick with pre-cum, painfully hard, and the moment his fingers wrapped around it he knew he wouldn't last. He stroked fast, while his tongue still working against her arsehole, and Penny came.

She cried out, a high, shattered sound, her body convulsing above him. The dildo was still inside her, Frank could hear it, and she was grinding against his face with total abandon. Her cunt clenched rhythmically and she moaned his name, or something like his name, or maybe just a sound that meant nothing except pleasure.

Frank’s orgasm exploded.

It hit him like a fist, his cock pulsing in his hand, spilling over his fingers and onto his stomach in thick, helpless spurts. He groaned into Penny's arse, his tongue still moving, and she shuddered through another wave.

Then she went still.

For a long moment there was nothing except their breathing. Ragged. Uneven. The candles flickered. The singing bowl chimed faintly from Penny's phone.

Penny lifted herself slowly, carefully, and Frank gasped for air. His face was wet. His hand was wet. His stomach was wet and sticky. He lay there, blinking at the ceiling, his mind completely blank.

Penny climbed off the sofa, retrieved her jeans, stepped back into them. She zipped up, buttoned, smoothed her top. She picked up the dildo from where it had fallen onto the cushion beside Frank's head, walked calmly to the kitchen, and Frank heard the tap running.

He didn't move. Couldn't move. His cock was softening against his belly, sticky and spent. His joggers were bunched around his thighs. He felt hollowed out. Wrung dry. Utterly bewildered.

What had gotten into her? Was it one of her friends, putting new ideas into her head? That was mind-blowing… did he care where it came from as long as it keeps happening?

Penny returned. She had a damp cloth. She knelt beside the sofa and cleaned Frank's stomach gently, maternally, wiping away the mess he'd made. Then she wiped his face, his mouth, his chin. He let her. He didn't say a word.

She folded the cloth, set it aside, and leaned down. Kissed him softly on the mouth. Her lips tasted of wine.

"That was lovely," she said quietly. "Wasn't it?"

Frank stared at her.

"You did so well, sweetheart. So well. I'm very proud of you."

She straightened, stroked his hair once, and stood.

"I'm going to wake you now. When I do, you'll feel calm and rested. You won't remember the details of what we did. Just that it felt good. That you enjoyed helping me. That you want to do it again. Do you understand?"

Frank nodded.

"Good. I'm going to count to three. When I reach three, you'll feel completely normal. One. Two. Three."

Frank blinked, faking as if he was coming round from a dream. Penny was standing beside the sofa looking down at him with her usual warm, distracted expression.

"There you are," she said brightly. "How do you feel?"

Frank pulled his joggers up slowly. Sat up. How should I feel?

"Fine," he said. His voice came out steady. "Yeah. Fine."

"Good. See? Nothing scary. Just a bit of relaxation." She picked up her wine glass from the side table, took a sip. "Fancy some telly?"

Frank nodded. He stood, slightly unsteady, and Penny handed him the remote. She curled up on the opposite end of the sofa, tucking her feet under her, and Frank sat down carefully, leaving space between them.

His mind was racing.

She thinks I don't remember her using me. She thinks I was actually under.

The dildo was gone. Washed. Probably back in the drawer under the pashmina. Penny scrolled through Netflix, humming softly.

Frank's cock stirred again.

What the fuck just happened?

He didn't know. He couldn't process it. But his body knew. His body had responded with an intensity that frightened him. He glanced at Penny. She looked completely normal. Calm. Content.

She didn't know he'd been awake. She didn't know he'd chosen to go along with it, wanted to maybe?

Frank turned his eyes to the television. Penny selected something, a drama series they'd been watching. The opening credits rolled.

I should tell her, Frank thought. I should say something. Ask her why…

But something stopped him.

He sat there, his heart still thumping, his cock half-hard in his joggers, and watched the screen without seeing a single frame.

Penny reached over, squeezed his hand.

"Love you," she said absently.

"Love you too."

The words came automatically. Frank's mind was elsewhere. Replaying the filthy scene. The dildo. The size of it. The sounds Penny made. The way she'd used him. The way his body had responded.

Relax and obey.

His cock thickened. Frank shifted slightly, adjusted himself, and kept his eyes on the television.

Beside him, Penny sipped her wine and smiled at nothing in particular.


three
THE WORK WEEK
Boss


Frank arrived at the office just before nine. His best navy suit pressed, shoes polished, the morning routine clicking into place around him. He needed it today. Something about the structure, the predictable rhythm of it. He didn't ask himself why.

Janet intercepted him before he reached his door. Coffee in one hand, Post-it notes in the other, the day already organised before he'd walked through the door. She was brilliant at this. Frank knew he didn't thank her enough.

"Morning, Frank. Your nine-thirty with the Meridian account director is confirmed. Carl's analysis came through Friday evening, it's on your desk. You've got the eleven o'clock stand-up with the team." She paused, studied his face. "You look tired. Did you sleep alright?"

"Fine," Frank said. "Slept fine. Cheers, Janet."

He went into his office and shut the door behind him.

The coffee was perfect. The notes were colour-coded, aligned on his desk in order of priority, same as every Monday. Something eased in his chest. Lists. Calls. Timelines. This he could manage. This he knew how to do.

He sat down, opened the Meridian file, and did not think about Friday night for almost four minutes.

Carl's analysis was good. days late of course, promises broken through last week. One annotation. Minor formatting inconsistency in the third appendix. He wrote it in the margin in his neatest handwriting, the precision of it oddly satisfying. He thought about the Meridian client timeline. He did not think about Friday. He closed the file. He looked at Carl's empty desk through the glass partition. He opened the file again.

Right.

He'd had the whole weekend. Saturday at the garden centre, two bags of compost in the boot. Sunday on the sofa, some crime drama, Penny's hand warm in his. Forty-eight hours. He could have said something. ‘Pen, about Friday. I wasn't actually under. We should probably talk about that. We need to talk.’

He could have said it at breakfast. Could have said it when they'd turned the lights out Sunday night. Penny had kissed his cheek; told him she was pleased the hypnotherapy was working so well.

Frank had nodded, and simply said nothing. Instead he'd made breakfast. Carried the compost. Said "love you" and meant it, or meant something that looked enough like it that neither of them noticed the difference.

Now it was Monday. He was at work. The filing cabinet labelled Friday was somewhere he couldn't currently see, except he could see it perfectly clearly from where he was sitting, and the Meridian analysis was not holding his attention the way it should.

He closed the file. Opened his email. Dealt with three client queries in rapid succession, replies crisp and professional. Felt moderately better. Or at least occupied.

His door was still shut. Through the glass he could see the floor filling in: Sandra already on the phone at her desk, two of the junior analysts arriving with takeaway coffees, the usual Monday hum establishing itself around him.

Carl's desk was still empty.

Nine fourteen he wondered in, his gym bag went under the desk first. Jacket over the chair. Carl dropped into his seat like he'd timed it, not late, just entirely unbothered about whether anyone thought he was. Sleeves already rolled to the elbows. Frank had seen Carl like this a hundred times. Why was he noticing it now?

Frank buzzed Janet.

"Can you send Carl in when he's settled?"

"Of course."

Routine. The man was late, Frank needed to have a word. Try and get some control back into the office.

Carl appeared in the doorway two minutes later. He didn't sit. Leaned against the frame instead, one hand in his pocket, the other holding his coffee. Sleeves still rolled. Frank could see the muscle in Carl's forearm where his hand gripped the cup. Stop noticing that.

"Morning, boss. You wanted me?"

Frank gestured at the printout on his desk.

"Meridian report. Good work. One formatting note in the appendix, I've marked it. Otherwise solid. Cheers."

"No worries." Carl smiled. That easy, lopsided grin he always wore. "Told you I'd have it sorted."

"You did. I'm holding you to end of day on the next one, though. No five fifty-five submissions."

"Absolutely, boss."

There it was. Boss. Carl said it every bloody day, had done for three years. Frank heard it differently now. The shape of Carl's mouth when he said it. The faint smile underneath, like he was in on a joke Frank hadn't been told. Not quite taking the piss. Not quite serious. Frank couldn't work out which bothered him more.

"That everything?" Carl said.

"Yeah. Cheers."

Carl pushed off the doorframe, nodded, walked back to his desk. Frank watched him go. Watched the way he moved, unhurried, easy. Taking up all the space he wanted.

Frank turned back to his screen. His pulse was up. The conversation, that was all. Needing to keep Carl on schedule. Manager managing his team. Standard Monday.
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The eleven o'clock stand-up happened in the small meeting room at the end of the floor. Frank stood at the head of the table with his notes, running through the week's priorities with his usual efficiency. Twelve people, three active projects, two client calls scheduled. Carl sat at the far end, legs stretched out under the table, not taking notes. Never took notes. Somehow still delivered.

Frank made eye contact with each team member as he spoke. Management technique he'd learned years ago: eye contact establishes authority, builds trust, keeps people engaged. He was good at this.

When he reached Carl, he held the gaze. Two seconds. Three.

Carl didn't blink. Didn't look away. That faint bloody smile, steady, unbothered. Like he knew something.

Frank looked back at his notes. The stand-up continued. Somewhere in his chest, the feeling from holding Carl's gaze sat quietly, heavy and warm. Not irritation. He didn't know what to call it.

He didn't try. He finished the meeting. Everyone filed out. Carl was last to leave, jacket slung over one shoulder, still in no particular hurry.

"Cheers, boss."

Frank nodded. Closed his notebook. Went back to his office.

At his desk, he opened his diary. The week stretched ahead, each day neatly blocked with meetings and deadlines.

Hypno session 8pm.

Frank stared at it.

His cock thickened against his thigh. Immediate. Undeniable. He shifted in his chair, adjusted himself, the fabric of his suit suddenly too tight, too warm. He closed the diary.

Christ. Could he pretend again. Did he want to? What would he learn this time?

He closed the diary again.

Sandra was standing in his doorway. Two coffees in her hands, watching him. That look. He couldn't read it.

"Alright, Frank?"

"Yeah. Fine. Just checking the week."

She nodded. Didn't move. Then she smiled, warm and knowing, and walked on.

Frank watched her go. What had she seen? What had his face done when he'd looked at the diary, at Friday's entry? His collar felt tight. He pulled at it and turned back to his screen.

The cursor blinked at him. He had emails to answer. Calls to return. A Meridian timeline to confirm.

He could do this. He was good at this.
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Kentish Town Lunchtime Erection

Frank walked out past the office outer glass door with the brass plaque was exactly where it always was: Hartwell & Blake Consulting, Floors 2 & 3. He'd walked past it thousands of times. Usually that plaque did something for him; a small settling in his chest. Proof he'd built something. Climbed somewhere. Made himself into the kind of man whose name went on timesheets and performance reviews.

Today he walked past thinking about the word "obey" and the specific drop of his shoulders when Penny had said it, and he didn't look up.

Out here, on the pavement, the Manager sat slightly lighter on his chest. The suit was still doing its job. But the street didn't require the performance the office did. No glass walls. No Sandra clocking his expression. Just buses and exhaust fumes and the bookmaker's LED sign scrolling odds he never bothered reading.

He tried the rational framework again. Penny had asked him to do something out of character. He'd gone along with it. They'd both enjoyed it. Ten years of marriage: these things happened. People got bored. Tried new things. Bit of fun. Nothing to examine further.

The argument held for about thirty seconds before something underneath it shifted.

Why am I thinking about it constantly?

Rational fun didn't occupy every spare second of a man's mental bandwidth for two solid days. Rational fun didn't make his pulse jump when he opened the diary and saw Hypno session 8pm.

He walked past the bookmakers. Yes. Perfectly normal.

And underneath that, running at a frequency his rational framework couldn't touch: I want to do it again. I want her to tell me to. I want to lie there and wait for her commands.

His cock thickened in his suit trousers. He kept walking. Faster now.

He thought about Penny's body with a specificity he realised he hadn't managed in a long time. Her flushed face. The sounds she'd made. The specific, unselfconscious loudness of her. He couldn't remember the last time he'd heard her sound like that. He thought about it carefully, walking past the pedestrian crossing, and he genuinely couldn't pin it down. Not in years. Maybe not since they'd bought the house.

She'd sounded like a woman getting exactly what she needed from something that wasn't him, and he'd lain underneath her and had the best orgasm he'd had in five years, and the two facts sat together inside him and refused to be separated.

His cock was fully hard now. He adjusted himself in his trousers, casual, one hand in his pocket. No one looked twice. Kentish Town Road on a Monday lunchtime: everyone too busy getting somewhere to notice a middle-aged man in a decent suit walking too fast with a hard-on.

He reached the restaurant. Stopped outside the window. Straightened his tie in the glass reflection. Checked his collar. Smoothed his jacket.

The Manager clicked back into place. Shoulders back. Face neutral. He was very good at this. Twenty years of practice. Putting the suit back on, the competence, the performance: automatic as breathing. He couldn't locate the gap between the act and the man anymore. Wasn't sure there was one.

He went inside. The account director was already at the table, scrolling his phone. Frank shook his hand. Sat down. Ordered sparkling water and the sea bass because he always ordered the sea bass. The lunch happened the way these lunches always happened. He was competent. Professional. Present enough. He asked about the Meridian timeline. He nodded when the director mentioned delays. He reassured him Carl Draper was sound, fundamentally, despite his occasionally relaxed approach to deadlines.

Carl's fine, Frank thought, and immediately pictured Carl's smirk from Friday afternoon. Absolutely, boss.

He picked up his water glass.

The account director was still talking. Something about stakeholder buy-in. Frank nodded. Made the appropriate listening face. His cock had softened but the weight of the arousal hadn't fully lifted. It sat in his chest now instead, a low hum he couldn't quite shake.

She sounded like that for a huge plastic cock.

The thought landed without warning. He took a sip of water. The director was waiting for a response. Frank said something about bandwidth and resourcing. The director looked satisfied. Frank cut into his sea bass.

What would she sound like for a real big one?

He chewed. Swallowed. Smiled at something the director said about quarterly targets. His pulse was doing something odd again. Not panic. Not quite. Something lower and hotter and more dangerous than panic.

He finished the lunch. Shook hands. Walked back out onto Kentish Town Road.

The Manager was still in place. Shoulders back. Stride confident. But underneath the suit his skin felt tight, electric, like something was trying to get out and he was holding it in through sheer force of habit.

He walked back to the office.

Fresh air, he thought. That's all. Just needed to clear my head.

The lie sat in his chest, warm and familiar. He'd been telling himself lies for twenty years. He was very good at it.
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The Attentive Husband

Frank stood by the kettle waiting. The kitchen smelt like garlic and tomatoes, proper cooking smells. Penny stirred pasta sauce at the hob, humming along to Radio 2, something soft and immediately forgettable. Distracted. Content.

He'd walked through the door at twenty past six. The Meridian resourcing document had kept him at his desk, but at least he'd finished the bastard there instead of bringing it home. He'd got changed and come straight down to find Penny already cooking. He'd offered to make tea. She'd looked briefly surprised, then pleased, and said that would be lovely.

The kettle boiled, clicked itself off. He poured two mugs, added milk to both, carried hers over to the counter beside the hob.

"Cheers, love." She glanced up, smiled. "How was your day?"

"Fine. Productive." He leant against the worktop, watching her stir. "Yours?"

"Bit dull, really. Mrs Kapoor came in about her knee again. Third time this month." She shook her head. Same complaint, different week. "I keep telling her she needs to see the physio, not just Dr Murray, but she won't have it."

"She likes you."

"She likes complaining to me, which isn't quite the same thing." Penny tasted the sauce, added a pinch of salt. "Oh, and the boiler made that noise again this morning. The clunking one."

"I'll have a look at the weekend."

"You said that a couple of weekends ago."

"I will this time."

She gave him a look, wry and warm. He had not, in fact, looked at the boiler that weekend. He'd spent most of the Saturday on the sofa watching football and most of Sunday doing very little at all. Penny hadn't minded. She'd gone to her crystal group on Saturday afternoon and come back fizzing with some story about a woman called Marianne who'd had a breakthrough with her sacral chakra. Frank had nodded and made tea and let her talk.

He was listening now, properly, in a way he realised he hadn't been for weeks. Maybe longer. Penny was telling him about a problem with the appointment system at the surgery, something technical and boring, and he was following it, asking questions, noticing the way her hands moved when she talked.

She drained the pasta. He refilled her mug without being asked.

"You're being very attentive." She carried the colander to the counter, glanced back at him. "Should I be suspicious?"

"Just a good week at work. Slept better."

True enough. He had slept better. Two nights in a row, solid and dreamless, which was unusual for him. He put it down to the Meridian deadline being behind him and Carl, for once, delivering on time.

They sat at the kitchen table with their bowls. Penny circled back to the sacral chakra story, the woman called Marianne who'd apparently broken through something significant last Saturday. Frank made the appropriate listening sounds. He was interested. In Penny being interested, mainly, but that was marriage after ten years.

She refilled her wine glass. Looked at him across the table.

"So are you still Ok with the session Friday," she said. Casual. "If you fancied it."

He had his fork halfway to his mouth. He set it down.

"You think I need it?"

"Mm." She twirled pasta round her fork, not looking at him directly. "I've been refining my technique. Watching a few more videos. I thought we made real progress last time."

"Did we, I can't remember what happened?"

A little white lie.

"You responded beautifully." She looked up now, warm and direct. "You were so receptive. I think you have a real capacity for it, actually. Some people fight the process, but you just... let go." She smiled, pleased. Proud, almost. The way you look at someone who's done something well without quite knowing they could.

Heat bloomed in his chest, spread downward. His cock thickened against his joggers, sudden and urgent.

"Yeah," he said. "Alright. Could be interesting."

Penny's smile widened. "Lovely. Same time? Eight-ish?"

"Fine."

He ate another forkful of pasta. She was talking about the specific techniques she wanted to try, something about deepening the trance state, building on the foundations from last week. Her voice dropped into that register again. The therapeutic one, warm and deliberate. The one that made his pulse kick and his throat go dry on Friday night.

He nodded. Said he was open to it. His cock was already half-hard under the table, which had absolutely nothing to do with being open to therapeutic techniques and everything to do with the fact that Friday was two days away and he was thinking about what she might command him to do this time, when she thought he was under her control.

They cleared the plates together. Penny rinsed, Frank stacked them in the rack. The radio was still on, some phone-in about traffic on the North Circular. He opened his mouth whilst handing her a bowl.

Pen. The thing on Friday. The words sat in his throat. I should probably tell you.

He closed his mouth. Put the bowl in the rack.

The words hadn't made it past his throat. They sat there, half-formed, something between confession and question, and then The Manager stepped in and filed them under not necessary and what would be the point and, underneath both, let's see what happens on Friday first.

Penny dried her hands on the tea towel, oblivious.

The moment passed.

After dinner they ended up on the sofa. Crime drama, two episodes back-to-back. Penny's choice. Something Scandinavian with subtitles. Frank half-watched, his arm along the back cushions, not quite touching her shoulders. She leant into him halfway through the second episode, warm and relaxed. He could smell her shampoo. Coconut, something faintly tropical that she'd been using for years.

Half ten, they headed up. The usual routine. Penny showered first. Frank locked the front door, turned off the lights, checked the back door was bolted. The small rituals of the evening, automatic as breathing. When Penny came out of the bathroom in her dressing gown he went in, showered quickly, brushed his teeth.

In bed she was already half-asleep, her book open on her chest. He took it gently, marked the page, set it on her bedside table. She murmured something affectionate and incoherent and turned onto her side.

Frank lay in the dark.

He thought about what she might say this time, what she might command. His body responded before his brain caught up properly, cock thickening against his thigh. Just curious, he told himself. Interested in where the sessions might go. What therapeutic benefit they might yield. Corporate speak, even in his own head.

His cock had a different word for it.

He turned onto his side. Closed his eyes. Listened to Penny's breathing settle into the steady rhythm of sleep.

He was still half-hard when sleep found him, cock heavy against his thigh, Penny's breathing steady beside him.
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Absolutely, Boss

The project review log wasn't there.

Frank scrolled through the shared folder twice. Everyone else had filed their sections, neat and ready for tomorrow morning's client presentation. Carl's section was a blank space where competence should have been sitting. Of course. Three days. He'd asked for this on Tuesday. Carl had nodded, said yeah, no bother, mate, and then clearly filed it under things-Frank-wants-that-Carl-will-do-when-Carl-feels-like-it.

He checked his inbox. Nothing. He checked his spam folder, which was stupid because Carl's emails never went to spam, but he checked anyway because the alternative was accepting that Carl simply hadn't bothered, and Frank wasn't quite ready to accept that at four forty-five on a Thursday afternoon.

Three years of managing Carl had taught Frank exactly two things: one, Carl was perfectly capable when he could be arsed; two, Carl could not be arsed on any timeline that aligned with Frank's. The work arrived eventually. It was always competent, sometimes even good. It was never, ever early.

Frank looked through the glass partition.

Carl was at his desk by the window, leaning back in his chair with his phone to his ear. One foot hooked round the chair base, the other stretched out, almost on the desk. Close enough that Frank had mentioned it twice in the past year before giving up because what was the bloody point. Carl was laughing at something, head tilted back, shoulders loose, not a trace of urgency or stress or any awareness that his boss might need something.

Completely unbothered. Always unbothered.

Frank's jaw tightened. He stood, straightened his jacket, and walked out onto the floor.

His footsteps made no sound on the carpet. Nobody looked up. Sandra was on her own call at the far end of the room, her voice a low murmur he couldn't make out. A couple of the juniors were already packing up, coats on, attention gone. Thursday afternoon. The week winding down. Everyone drifting towards the weekend except Frank, who had a nine thirty client call tomorrow and no bloody project log.

He stopped beside Carl's desk and waited.

Carl finished his sentence, said something that sounded like "cheers, mate," and ended the call without any particular hurry. He swivelled in his chair, looking up at Frank with that same easy expression he always had. Not guilty, not apologetic, just present, the way Carl always was.

'Alright, boss?'

Frank kept his voice level. Professional. The Manager fully deployed.

'The project log for Meridian. Your section. It's not in the shared folder.'

Carl blinked. Tilted his head slightly, as if accessing a memory that wasn't especially urgent.

'Right, yeah. I thought that wasn't needed till tomorrow morning?'

'I asked for it Tuesday.'

'Aye, you did.' Carl nodded, perfectly reasonable, perfectly unbothered. 'I'll have it done by end of day. No bother.'

'End of morning,' Frank said, and his voice came out firmer than he'd meant it to. Not unkind, not angry, just clear: this is the expectation, now meet it. 'I need it before I leave tonight. The client call's at nine thirty tomorrow and I'm prepping the deck first thing.'

Carl's expression didn't shift. No defensiveness, no irritation, no flicker of oh-shit-I-fucked-up. Just that same calm acceptance, like Frank had asked him to pass the milk.

'Absolutely, boss.'

He was already turning back to his screen as he said it, hand moving to his mouse, attention shifting back to whatever he'd been doing before Frank interrupted. Conversation over. Carl had agreed. Matter resolved.

Frank stood there in an attempt to assert his authority for a moment - something from a management course he has forced to go on - watching the back of Carl's neck. The short dark hair, the easy set of his shoulders, the way he clicked into a spreadsheet and started scrolling without a trace of stress.

Carl smiled, very faintly, at something on his screen.

Frank turned and walked back to his office.

He closed the door. Sat at his desk. Pulled the Meridian file towards him and stared at it without reading a single word.

Every single time.

The exchange had gone exactly the way these exchanges always went. Frank said do this. Carl said absolutely, boss. The work would appear, competent and complete, exactly when Carl decided to do it. Frank won every single one of these small confrontations and not one of them had ever felt like winning. They felt like talking to a man who'd decided, at some fundamental level, that Frank's authority was a polite fiction they were both agreeing to maintain for the sake of office harmony.

The Manager reasserted itself: he'd handled it. Carl would file the log. The client call was tomorrow. Everything was fine. All under control.

And then, before he'd decided to think it: Tomorrow was Friday.

He opened his diary. Checked tomorrow's schedule, even though he'd checked it twice already this morning. The nine thirty with Meridian. Team catch-up at eleven. Lunch at his desk, probably a sandwich from Pret. Nothing after three. He'd be home by six, easy.

Hypno session 8pm.
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At five fifty-five, Carl's project log arrived in his inbox.

Frank opened it immediately. Read it in under three minutes. It was thorough, well-structured, exactly what he'd needed. Every section filled in, every timeline accurate, every deliverable accounted for. He should have been pleased. He was pleased. He copied it into the shared folder, closed his laptop, and reached for his coat, and tried not to think about the fact that Carl had probably knocked the whole thing out in twenty minutes while Frank had been sitting here distracted.

At the coat stand near the stairs, Carl was already pulling his jacket on. They ended up leaving at the same time, walking towards the stairwell without speaking. Frank didn't mind. They'd worked together long enough that silence was easier than small talk.

'Night, boss.'

'Night.'

Carl had that tone. The one that meant he had somewhere to be, someone to meet, plans that didn't involve spreadsheets or project logs. Frank didn't ask. Wasn't his business what Carl did on a Thursday evening, where he was heading with that gym bag slung over his shoulder.


four
SECOND 'TRANCE'
Relax and Obey


Frank headed downstairs at quarter to eight and stopped in the doorway.

The living room was already prepared.

Lamp low, candles everywhere: on the mantelpiece, the coffee table, the little ones Penny kept in the cupboard for power cuts and apparently now for this. Whatever this was becoming. The ambient sound was playing from her phone, the same one from last week, rain and distant bells. The sofa had been rearranged again: blanket folded, cushions positioned just so, the space waiting for him like a bed turned down in a hotel.

He didn't need to ask if they were doing the session tonight. The room had already answered.

He went to the sofa, sat down. The wine was already there, already poured, sitting on the coffee table in his usual spot. She'd thought of everything.

His body was already responding before his brain finished cataloguing the setup. Warm weight in his chest, pulse ticking faster, his cock waking up in his joggers like it knew something he didn't. One session. One Friday on this sofa, and already his nervous system had filed the whole arrangement under: something is going to happen here.

He took a sip of wine and waited.

Penny finally entered with her notebook in hand. She wore jeans and a soft grey jumper. Nothing dramatic. Standard Friday night Penny. Except she had that look, the one she got when she'd spent the afternoon down a research rabbit hole and come back up with ideas. She sat beside him, close enough that her knee touched his.

“How are you feeling?”

Her voice had that therapist quality already, warm and deliberately unhurried. Frank recognised it from last week, the shift she made when she moved into the hypnotherapy register. Like flipping a switch.

“Fine. A good week at work. Tired, but, you know. Normal Friday tired.”

Penny smiled. She opened her notebook, flipped to a page she'd marked with a Post-it note.

“I wanted to check in about last week. How did you feel afterwards? Any lingering sensations, anything that surfaced during the week?”

Frank kept his face entirely even.

“Relaxed,” he said. “Slept well. Nothing I can put my finger on specifically.”

True enough. He'd slept well. He'd also wanked in the shower on Saturday morning replaying Penny's voice saying good boy whilst his cock had been hard enough to ache, but that probably wasn't what she meant. He'd felt relaxed because every time the stress at work started building he'd thought about lying still on this sofa and letting Penny tell him what to do, and the thought had dropped his shoulders like a release valve.

Nothing he could put his finger on specifically.

Penny nodded, wrote something in her notebook. Her pen moved across the page in quick, certain strokes.

“Good. That's really good, Frank. The course says most people report better sleep after the first few sessions. Your subconscious is processing, even if you don't remember the details.”

She looked up at him, expression warm and genuine.

“I'd like to go a bit deeper this time. Is that alright?”

A bit deeper. The phrase just sat there between them, sounding perfectly innocent and absolutely not. Frank's pulse kicked before he could arrange his face into something neutral. He kept his expression calm, took another sip of wine, nodded.

“Yeah. Course. Whatever you think.”

Penny smiled. She closed her notebook, set it on the coffee table beside the candles.

“Lovely. Just lie back, same as last time. Get comfortable.”

Frank shifted, swung his legs up onto the sofa, settled back against the cushions Penny had arranged. The blanket was folded beside him. He didn't pull it over himself. The room was warm enough, the candles doing their small atmospheric work.

Penny stood, moved to the armchair opposite. She sat, smoothed her jeans, looked at him with that same focused warmth.

“Close your eyes, Frank.”

He closed them.

“I'm going to count you down from ten. Same as last time. Just let yourself relax. Let everything go. There's nothing you need to do except listen to my voice.”

Her voice had dropped half a register. Slower, softer, deliberate. Frank lay still and listened and felt his body respond with an ease that should have surprised him and didn't. This part's getting easier

“Ten. Feel your body sinking into the sofa. Heavy. Safe.”

His shoulders dropped.

“Nine. Let your jaw relax. Unclench. Let it go.”

…

“Six. Deeper now. Letting go of the day. Letting go of work, of stress, of anything you've been carrying.”

Carl's face surfaced briefly behind Frank's closed eyelids: that faint smirk, the easy sprawl in his chair, absolutely, boss. Frank let the image drift past without holding it. Not now. Later. He'd think about Carl later.

“Five. Halfway there. You're doing beautifully, Frank. Just let yourself sink.”

…

'Two. One more breath. Deep and slow.'

He breathed.

'One.'

Silence.

Frank floated in it, eyes closed, body slack, mind present and distant simultaneously. He wasn't hypnotised. He’d certainly know the difference. He was a project manager with eleven years of professional competence and a good chair and a parking space. His subconscious was not amenable to external access. That wasn't how brains worked.

Penny's voice came again, quieter now, closer.

“Relax and obey, Frank.”

There it was. The phrase she used, which she seemed to think was a trigger.

He was anticipating something physical again, something intimate, the two of them. Her voice giving him another command like last week, something filthy and private that would end with his face between her legs or his hand on his cock whilst she watched. His pulse was already elevated. His breathing had quickened.

Penny moved. He heard her stand, heard her footsteps on the carpet, soft and deliberate. She was beside the sofa now. He could feel her presence, warm and close, the faint scent of her shampoo.

“Open your eyes, Frank.”

He opened them.

Penny stood above him, backlit by the candles, looking down with an expression that was warmer and sharper than he'd ever seen on her face. Not the therapist. Not his wife of ten years. Something else, something that had been there all along and was only now stepping forward into the light.

She smiled.

“Good boy.”

He realised his cock was fully hard. Just like that. Two words and his body responded like she'd reached down and squeezed him. Christ.

Penny's smile widened, just slightly. Frank lay there looking up at her and thought: what the fuck is she going to ask for this time? Half-nervous, half-desperate to find out. Last week had been a bombshell he hadn't seen coming. The dildo, the explicitness, Penny's flushed face and unrestrained pleasure. He wanted more. He wanted to know what else his vanilla wife had been hiding, what other secrets were going to surface tonight.
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Professional Boundaries

Penny's hand landed on Frank's shoulder, warm weight through his t-shirt. Her voice dropped into that register, the hypnotherapy one, slow and deliberate.

“You're so relaxed now, Frank. So open. I want to take you a little deeper.”

Frank lay still. His cock was already interested, pressing against his joggers in a way that felt both embarrassing and inevitable. One session. One bloody session and I'm Pavlov's dog. He kept his breathing even. Waited.

“Your body is so heavy. Your arms, your legs, your chest. You couldn't move them if you tried. But you don't need to try. You're completely safe here with me.”

He was tracking this. The analytical voice still running, quieter now, background hum rather than commentary. The Manager sitting in the back row taking notes whilst something else, something without a professional title, leaned forward in the good seat.

“You can hear me clearly. My voice is the only thing that matters right now. You want to do what I ask. There's nothing stopping you. No resistance. Just trust.”

Trust. The word settled warm in his chest. Frank's pulse kicked up. He was thinking about last week: Penny's body over his face, the sounds she'd made, the purple dildo he hadn't known existed. What will it be this time? His cock pulsed hopefully. Please don't want to use that thing on me. Though... maybe...? He shut that thought down immediately.

“There's someone you encounter regularly. A name I'm about to say. Someone you've been noticing.”

His mind was already running through names. The account director from Meridian. Someone from the client team. Janet, possibly, though that felt unlikely. He sorted them with The Manager's brisk efficiency: categorise, file, assess. None of them felt loaded. He was curious in that detached, half-aroused way of a man who thought he knew what territory he was in.

He was completely wrong.

“You've noticed Carl. Carl Draper. The younger man you work with. The confident one.”

Carl.

The name hit before the rest of the sentence caught up. His Carl. Five fifty-five project logs and ‘absolutely, boss’ with that smirk. The lazy Glasgow prick who hadn't filed a quarterly on time in three years.

Frank's body registered it first: a jolt that wasn't arousal, sharper, colder. His pulse jumped. His eyes stayed shut. He lay absolutely still.

What is she doing with Carl's name?

Penny's hand stayed on his shoulder. Her thumb moved, a small reassuring circle.

“You think about Carl. You've been thinking about him. About his confidence. His ease. The way he moves through the world.”

His cock was suddenly softening from the shock of hearing Carl's name.

“These are feelings you've been carrying. Deep feelings. And now they can surface. It's safe to acknowledge them.”

She paused. Frank lay there. Pulse hammering. Cock thickening. Mind spinning.

“You want to invite Carl to the house.”

The sentence hung in the air between them.

Offence hit first, pure and professional and immediate. That's my subordinate. The bloke who can't file a quarterly review without three reminders. He's not coming to my house.

“You want Carl to spend time with me. Your wife. You want to see us together.”

The absurdity landed next. This was insane. His wife suggesting he invite his lazy, smirking, twenty-something subordinate round to their house so Carl could what, exactly? Chat about crystals? Discuss hypnotherapy techniques?

“You want to watch. You want to see what happens between us. You want to help make it happen.”

Oh Christ. Oh fuck.

Frank's cock went fully, undeniably hard. Just like that. Three sentences and his body had the most embarrassingly clear position on the matter.

He lay completely still. His breathing had quickened. His cock pressed against his joggers with an insistence that left no room for ambiguity. The Manager was very loud now, listing all the reasons this was completely out of the question: professional boundaries, workplace hierarchy, the fact that Carl was his employee, the sheer bloody insanity of it.

And underneath that, from somewhere Frank had no professional vocabulary for, a single word surfaced, warm and undeniable.

Yes.

His cock pulsed.

Carl. Of course. Carl.

Penny stopped speaking. The silence stretched. She was waiting, watching him. Frank felt his chest rising and falling, his hands loose at his sides, his cock hard enough that if he opened his eyes and looked down the blanket would show it.

Seconds ticked. One, two, three. The Manager scrambling through deliverables and professional boundaries and eleven years of brass plaques and good chairs. Five, six. His cock pulsed, insistent. Seven, eight. The blanket shifted with his breathing. Nine.

He was going to do it. The knowledge sat in his chest, quiet and absolute.

Penny's voice came again, gentle.

“Now I'm going to bring you back. And you'll remember nothing specific. Just a feeling of warmth. Of relaxation. Of things moving in the right direction.”

She counted him up slowly. Five, four, three, two, one.

“Open your eyes, Frank.”

He came up slowly, doing the performance: the blink, the slow surface, the slight confusion. He rubbed his eyes. He clocked his joggers, the blanket, his cock still half-hard beneath both. He adjusted the blanket with the casual ease of a man who had been genuinely elsewhere and happened to be adjusting a blanket.

Penny smiled at him, warm and ordinary.

“How do you feel?”

“Good,” Frank said. His voice came out normal. “Yeah. Really relaxed.”

“Lovely.” She kissed his forehead. “I think that went really well.”

Frank nodded. He reached for his wine. His hand was steady.

Penny stood, stretched, picked up her notebook.

“I'll make us some tea,” she said, and walked toward the kitchen.

Frank sat on the sofa, blanket over his lap, wine glass in hand. The candles flickered. His heart still hammered. His cock pressed against his joggers, half-hard and unmistakable.

Carl?
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Risk Assessment

Penny came back with the tea in two mugs, milk in both, hers with honey. She handed Frank his and sat close enough that her thigh pressed warm against his through her jeans.

“Did anything surface?” she asked. “Any images? Any emotions?”

Frank sipped. The tea was too hot, but he drank it anyway, buying time. He looked at her face in the candlelight, open and soft and genuinely curious.

“Nothing specific,” he said. “Just... warm.”

“Warm is good.” She smiled, that pleased smile she got when he said the right thing. “Did you feel safe?”

“Yeah. Very safe.”

Technically true. He had felt safe. He'd also felt his cock stiffen at the thought of Carl Draper standing in this room, in this house, Penny's voice wrapping round his name like she was already tasting it. But warm and safe were both accurate enough. Close enough.

Penny made a small note in her book. Frank watched her pen move across the page and thought about all the things he could say right now that would end this cleanly.

I wasn't under. Heard everything. Let's talk about what you just suggested, Pen, because I think we might have a problem.

But he said nothing.

“You did brilliantly.” Penny closed her notebook and leaned in to kiss him. Soft, affectionate, the way she kissed him when he'd done the bins without being asked. “I think we're making real progress.”

Frank kissed her back and watched her face when she pulled away. Searching for it. The crack, the smirk, the gotcha. Eleven years of reading clients across boardroom tables, catching every micro-expression, every tell, and he couldn't read his own wife. She looked pleased. Genuine. Proud of him, even.

Christ.

“I'm knackered,” Penny said. She stood, stretched, her spine cracking softly. “Bed?”

“Yeah. In a bit.”

She kissed the top of his head and went upstairs.

Frank sat on the sofa with his tea going cold and his cock still half-hard under his joggers. The candles were burning low, wax pooling at the base, and the living room felt too warm suddenly, close and airless. He finished his tea, tasting nothing. Blew out the candles one by one. Locked the front door, turned off the lights, went through the same routine he'd followed for ten years without thinking about it once.

Upstairs, the bedroom door was open. Penny was already in the bathroom. Frank heard the shower start, the familiar sound of her humming something tuneless under the water. He sat on the edge of the bed and unlocked his phone. Three work emails. He deleted them without reading, then immediately regretted it because now he'd have to deal with them Monday and pretend he'd only just seen them.

Monday.

The word sat there.

Penny came out of the bathroom in her pyjamas, damp hair twisted up, smelling of her coconut body wash. She climbed into bed, kissed him goodnight with minty breath, and rolled onto her side facing the wall.

“Night, love.”

“Night.”

Frank went into the bathroom and closed the door. Stripped off, left his clothes in a heap. Stood under the hot water with his head down and both hands braced against the tiles, thinking very carefully about nothing at all. Tax codes. The Jubilee line. The structural integrity of IKEA shelving. Anything except Carl Draper's name in Penny's voice and the way his cock had thickened the moment she'd said it, instant and shameful and still there, still there, even now.

He dried off without looking in the mirror, pulled on clean boxers, got into bed beside his wife. She was already asleep, or pretending to be. Her breathing was slow and even. Frank lay on his back in the dark, staring at the ceiling.

His house. His bedroom, his wife breathing steadily beside him, and Carl Draper's name sitting in his skull like a warm stone he couldn't swallow.

You want to invite Carl to the house. You want to watch. You want to help.

He ran the session back in his head. Word for word. He was meticulous about this, always had been. He played the whole thing through twice, clinical and detached, filing each detail the way he filed project notes.

Then he ran the reasons this could not happen. Professional boundaries, Christ. Workplace hierarchy. The HR nightmare alone. The sheer bloody insanity of inviting his twenty-something subordinate round so Carl could do what, exactly? Seduce Penny whilst Frank watched from the armchair with a glass of Merlot and his cock out?

Absurd. Completely out of the question.

He stacked them up carefully, each good sensible reason, a project manager's risk matrix, every box ticked. Professional ethics. Personal dignity. Basic common sense. He could see the list in his head, bullet-pointed and thorough, the kind of document you'd present to stakeholders to kill a bad idea before it got traction.

Frank turned onto his side.

His cock was thickening against his thigh, warm and insistent, pressing into the mattress.

Oh, fuck.

The decision was already made. Had been made, probably, the moment Penny said Carl's name. Everything since had just been performance. Frank building the argument he was supposed to build so he could knock it down and pretend he'd thought about it properly. Due diligence. A man weighing his options like a rational adult.

Bollocks.

He wanted it. Wanted Carl in this house, in this room. Wanted to see what happened when Penny looked at someone who wasn't Frank, someone younger and cockier and harder. Wanted it with an intensity that made his chest tight and his cock ache and his brain go mercifully, blissfully quiet for the first time in years.

No emails. No deadlines. No managing up or managing down or managing bloody sideways.

Just... permission. To stop. To watch. To kneel, maybe, if it came to that.

Christ, if it came to that.

His cock pulsed. Frank closed his eyes.

Monday, he thought. The word settled, solid and certain. Monday, then.

He lay in the dark beside his sleeping wife, his erection pressing into the mattress, and felt something in his chest unclench for the first time since he couldn't remember when.


five
THE INVITATION
Team Morale


Frank had rehearsed the sentence three different ways. Saturday morning in the shower, Sunday evening whilst Penny watched Countryfile, and again this morning on the walk to the office. Version one sounded desperate. Version two would make Carl ask questions Frank couldn't answer without lying badly. Version three was perfect, though. Casual. Collegial. Exactly the sort of thing a senior manager did to build team morale and recognise solid performance.

He picked up a printed report from Janet's desk at quarter past ten, thanked her, and took the long route back to his office.

Carl's desk was on the window side. Frank could see him through the glass partition from his own office, but approaching meant walking the length of the floor. Past Sandra's desk. Past the coffee machine. Past three other team members who might notice and file the interaction for later examination. Frank held the report against his chest. His other hand carried his coffee. The sentence sat in his mouth, ready and rehearsed.

Sevenish Friday. Informal drinks. Thought you might like to come along.

Simple and warm, the kind of professional gesture that meant absolutely nothing.

Carl was at his screen, headphones in, drumming his fingers against the edge of his keyboard. He looked relaxed in the way he always looked relaxed: sprawled slightly in his chair, one foot hooked round the chair leg. Frank stopped beside the desk and waited. Carl glanced up, pulled one earbud out, and smiled that easy smile.

“Alright, boss?”

“Carl.” Frank nodded at the screen. “Meridian timeline's looking solid. Client call went well this morning.”

“Aye? Good stuff.” Carl leaned back, both earbuds out now, giving Frank his full attention in that way that always felt slightly too generous, faintly mocking. “They happy with the resourcing?”

“Seem to be. Stakeholder feedback's positive.” Frank paused. This was the moment. Natural continuation. Casual segue. “Actually, while I've got you.” He cleared his throat. “Penny and I are having a few people over Friday evening. Informal drinks, nothing fancy. Thought you might like to come along, celebrate how well you’ve done, and get to meet my wife properly.”

Carl's eyebrows lifted. Was the look of surprise genuine? Has Carl been expecting it? “Yeah? That'd be nice.” Carl's smile widened slightly. “What time?”

“Sevenish. We're just off Kentish Town Road, ten-minute walk from here. I'll text you the address.”

“Sound. Cheers, boss. I'll bring wine.”

“You don't need to.”

“I will, though.” Carl's grin was warm, easy, nothing behind it that Frank could see. “See you Friday, then.”

“Friday.”

Frank walked back to his office and sat down. Stared at his screen. Thirty seconds passed and he hadn't read a single word.

Done. Christ. Actually done.

Carl was coming to his house on Friday. What did that mean – what plans did Penny have?

He opened his inbox. Forced himself to read the top email twice. Stakeholder update, action points, nothing urgent. His pulse was up. His hands were steady on the keyboard. The Manager was still performing beautifully. Underneath, something hotter and more frightened sat in his chest and wouldn't settle.
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At half past two Frank glanced through the glass partition. Carl was at his desk, phone to his ear, laughing at something the person on the other end had said. As Frank watched, Carl's gaze flicked up and caught Frank's eye through the glass. The corner of Carl's mouth shifted, not quite a smile, something smaller. It lasted half a second before Carl looked away and continued his conversation, but Frank felt it like a fucking electric shock.

He turned back to his screen.

He knows something.

The thought surfaced cleanly, certain. Frank pushed it down immediately. Paranoia. Carl didn't know anything. How could he? Carl was just a cocky twenty-something who smirked at everyone. That knowing look was Frank's imagination, guilt manifesting itself as conspiracy.

The thought sat in his chest anyway, warm and uncomfortable, and wouldn't budge.
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The front door clicked shut behind him. Frank set his briefcase down in the hallway, hung his coat on the rack. The house smelled of something cooking: garlic, tomatoes, basil. Penny's special tomato pasta, the one she made when she was in a good mood. Penny was in the kitchen.

He loosened his tie as he walked through. She was at the hob, stirring something in a pan, hair tied back, barefoot. She glanced over her shoulder and smiled.

“Good day at work, sweetheart?”

It was the same question she always asked. But the tone was different now. Warmer. More attentive. Like she was genuinely interested, like she was checking on him.

Like she's pleased with me.

Frank felt something shift in his chest, a small, pleasant loosening.

“Yeah,” he said. “Fine. Busy.”

Penny turned back to the pan. “That's good. You work so hard.”

She said it gently. Kindly. The way you might praise a child for finishing their homework.

Frank stood in the doorway, still in his suit, watching her. His tie hung loose. His cock was already half-hard, and he hadn't even thought about Carl and Penny yet.

Liar. You've been thinking about it since you left the office.

Penny glanced at him again. “Did you... remember to do something for me today?”

Her voice was casual. Almost offhand. But there was a thread of something underneath it, a test.

Frank swallowed.

“Yeah.” He cleared his throat. “I, uh. I invited Carl over. For Friday night. Drinks. Thought it would be good for you to get to know each other.”

Penny's smile widened. She set the spoon down, turned to face him properly. “Did you? That's lovely, Frank. What a good idea.”

She thinks her hypnosis worked. But she was letting Frank tell her anyway, letting him offer it up like it had been his own decision.

Frank felt his face flush. His cock thickened. Continue the charade.

“I thought it'd be nice,” he said. His voice sounded strange, too light. “You know. Just the three of us. Casual.”

“Mm.” Penny stepped closer. She reached up, straightened his collar. Her fingers were warm. “That's very thoughtful of you, sweetheart. I know you and Carl don't always get on at work. It's nice that you're making an effort.”

Frank nodded. He didn't trust himself to speak.

Penny's hand lingered on his chest for a moment. Then she patted it lightly, turned back to the hob.

“Go and get changed, dinner'll be ready in ten minutes.”

Frank went upstairs. Stripped off the suit, folded it over the chair. Pulled on joggers and an old hoodie. Stood in front of the mirror for a moment, looking at himself.

You invited him. You actually fucking invited him.

His reflection didn't argue.

He went back downstairs. Penny was plating up, humming something under her breath.

Frank sat at the kitchen table. She set a plate in front of him: pasta, garlic bread, a glass of red wine already poured.

“There you go, love.” She kissed the top of his head. “Eat up.”

Frank picked up his fork. It rattled faintly against the plate. His cock was still half-hard and sitting down had made it worse, the waistband of his joggers pressing against the head. He speared a piece of penne and tried to focus on chewing.

Penny sat opposite him, tucking into her own plate, perfectly relaxed. She didn't mention Carl again. She didn't need to.

Good boy. You did what I told you to do.

The message was clear.

Frank ate. The pasta was good, rich and garlicky. The wine was good, a decent Chianti. Everything was good.

Across the table, Penny smiled at him.

Friday. Two days, and then I might find out exactly what this is about. The thought made his cock pulse against his thigh.

He took another bite.
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The Receptionist's Secret

The waiting room stank of bleach and stale paper, the same smell every Monday, every Wednesday, every Friday for three years now. Penny kept her receptionist smile fixed on Mrs Patel and the sullen lump that was her daughter Riya, fifteen and mute, earbuds in, face glued to her phone. They'd been clogging up the chairs for twenty minutes and the girl hadn't said a single word.

Teenagers. Penny's smile didn't waver.

“The doctor will be with you in just a moment,” she said, voice warm and professional. “If you'd like to take a seat?”

Mrs Patel nodded, herding Riya towards the plastic chairs. Riya slouched into one without looking up. Mrs Patel hovered beside her, anxious and useless.

Penny clicked back to her screen. The appointment system was crawling along, ten minutes behind, twelve minutes behind, Dr Marshall never on time, never remotely close to on time. She noted the next patient, glanced at the clock.

Three o'clock. Nearly done. Nearly out of this dump.

Her phone buzzed in her handbag under the desk.

Penny's cunt clenched. She knew who it was before she looked. She reached down, pulled the phone out, angled the screen away from Mrs Patel's line of sight.

Carl: Still on for tonight? What time?

Heat spread through her belly, slick and immediate. She'd been wet since eleven this morning just thinking about tonight and now he was confirming it and she could feel herself getting wetter, a warm pulse low and insistent between her thighs. She glanced up. Mrs Patel was still fussing over Riya. The waiting room was quiet, empty except for the two of them.

Penny typed quickly, hands steady, face calm.

Penny: 7pm. He's expecting you. Going to test the trigger phrase properly. You ready?

She watched the three dots appear. Disappear. Appear again. Say yes. Say you're ready. Say you can't wait.

Carl: Born ready. This is mental. Can't believe he actually invited me.

Penny's smile widened. She typed back, adding the kiss because she knew it would make him harder.

Penny: Told you it would work. See you at 7. X

She slipped the phone back into her bag. Mrs Patel was approaching the desk again, wringing her hands, looking like she wanted to ask something she'd already asked twice.

'How much longer, do you think?'

'Just a few more minutes,' Penny said, voice as smooth and warm as honey. 'I'm sure it won't be long.'

Mrs Patel nodded and retreated to her anxious hovering.

Penny turned back to her screen, fingers moving over the keyboard with her usual efficiency. Her hands were steady. Her face was serene. Inside, underneath the receptionist smile and the patient warmth, she was soaking through her knickers and thinking about Carl's cock and the way Frank had invited him over without a single question, without a flicker of suspicion, just Yes, Penny, of course, whatever you think is best.

Tonight. Carl, in her house, maybe in her bed.

She'd been planning this for weeks. Since that first night in the pub on Kentish Town Road when Frank had stayed home with a headache and she'd gone alone. Carl had been there at the bar, grinning, buying her a drink. They'd talked and laughed and stayed till closing, and when he'd walked her halfway home he'd kissed her in the dark stretch past the Tube station where nobody could see.

She'd gone home to Frank and felt absolutely nothing resembling guilt.

Six weeks they'd been fucking. Early mornings, mostly. His flat on Leighton Road before work, fast and hard and never quite enough time. Frank thought she'd taken up yoga. Sweet, clueless Frank. He had no idea she was late to work three mornings a week because Carl had bent her over his kitchen counter at half seven and made her come with his fingers in her mouth to keep her quiet.

But six weeks of stolen mornings wasn't enough. Penny wanted more. Wanted Carl in her bed, in her house, taking his time. Wanted to fuck him properly without watching the clock, without rushing, without the frantic edge of we must stop, I have to go, Frank will notice.

And the hypnotherapy had given her exactly the tool she needed.

Frank would do what she told him. Frank had invited Carl into their home because Penny had planted the idea during the last session and her voice, her power, her control had done the rest.

Boring, predictable, five-inch Frank.

She loved him. She really did. Bless him, he tried so hard, always so earnest and sweet and utterly incapable of making her wet the way Carl did with a single text message. Loving someone and wanting to ride Carl Draper's thick Scottish cock until she screamed were not the same thing, and Penny had made her peace with that weeks ago.

Tonight she'd get both. Frank's obedience and Carl's cock. Her house, her bed, her rules.

Her phone buzzed again.

Penny pulled it out, pulse thrumming.

Carl: What are you wearing tonight?

She bit her lip, thighs pressing together under the desk. Typed back.

Penny: You'll see. X

She put the phone away, looked up just as Dr Marshall's door opened. Mrs Patel was already on her feet, dragging Riya towards the consulting room before Penny could say a word.

“Have a good weekend, Mrs Patel,” Penny called after her, voice bright and warm.

Mrs Patel nodded distractedly, disappearing through the door.

Penny clicked through to the next appointment. Logged the time. Glanced at the clock again.

Four hours. Four hours till Penny tested exactly how far the trigger phrase would take her. Four hours till she got everything she wanted.

She could wait four hours.

She was already wet enough to last till seven.
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Dressed to Kill

Penny pulled the dark skinny jeans from the wardrobe and held them against her hips. God, these were good. She'd bought them two years ago for a wedding in Hertfordshire, worn them precisely once, and Frank had barely glanced at her. Carl had noticed them last week at his flat. Your arse in those jeans, Pen. Fucking hell. His exact words. She'd remember them word for word if she lived to be ninety.

She laid them on the bed. Reached for the red wrap top, the one that showed her cleavage properly when she tied it right. Deep V, soft fabric, the kind that clung to her tits in exactly the way she wanted. She hadn't worn this in months. Maybe years. There'd been no point. Frank didn't look at her like that anymore. But Carl did.

She pulled the top on, tugged the neckline into place, then checked herself in the mirror. The fabric sat just below decent. She tugged it lower. Her breasts filled the V-neck beautifully, heavy and pale against the deep red. Carl would put his mouth on them the second he got her alone. She knew it. She could almost feel it already, the heat of his breath, the scrape of his teeth. Fuck.

He'd seen her in far less. Bent over his kitchen table at half seven in the morning with her sensible work trousers round her ankles, his cock buried so deep inside her she'd gasped into the Formica. But this was different. This was deliberate. This was her, dressed up for another man, in her own bedroom, in the house she shared with her husband.

The thought sent heat straight between her legs. She felt it, the slow slick warmth, the pulse of want. Frank's on the way home, totally clueless, and I'm up here getting wet thinking about Carl's cock. She pressed her thighs together, just for a second, felt the friction and the ache. God.

She stepped into the jeans. Pulled them up over her hips, did up the button. They fit perfectly. Her arse looked magnificent. She turned, checked the back view in the mirror. Carl was going to lose his fucking mind. Frank was going to watch him lose his mind. The thought made her stomach flip, made the wetness between her legs worse.

Baby steps, she reminded herself. Tonight Carl comes over. Next week, maybe, Carl stays later. By summer...

She didn't let herself finish the thought. One thing at a time. Softly, softly. She had a plan and it was going beautifully.

The key turned in the lock downstairs. Frank, home early. Bless him. Always so reliable.

Penny touched up her lipstick, fluffed her hair, checked herself one last time. She looked good. She looked ready. She looked like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and was about to get it.

She went to the top of the stairs. Looked down.

Frank stood in the hallway, jacket half off, briefcase still in his hand. He looked up. His eyes went wide. Tracked over her, head to toe and back again, taking in the jeans, the tits, the full makeup. He looked surprised. He looked appreciative. He looked, she thought with a little thrill, slightly nervous.

Good.

Penny smiled. Warm, easy, the smile she always gave him. 'I'll be down in a minute, sweetheart.'

Frank didn't say anything. Just nodded.

Good boy, she thought, warmth and satisfaction curling through her chest. He'd do exactly what she told him tonight. He always did. She turned back toward the bedroom, already thinking about Carl's hands on her arse in these jeans, about Frank watching, about the beautiful inevitability of what was about to happen.

Tonight was going to be perfect.
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The Trigger

Frank stood in the kitchen staring at the lagers lined up in the fridge. Carl's preferred brand. Tennent's. He'd walked past his usual Peroni at the Tesco Metro yesterday and stood in the lager aisle like a pillock, running through every Friday afternoon conversation in the staffroom where Carl mentioned what he was drinking that weekend. Noticed. Remembered, and bought a four-pack.

Penny’s wine was already open on the counter. Two glasses poured. He checked his watch. Six fifty-three.

Footsteps on the stairs. Penny coming down.

Frank turned.

Christ.

Those jeans. The ones she'd worn to that wedding in Hertfordshire two years ago and Frank had registered as nice and forgotten about. Dark denim moulded to her arse, to her hips, clinging to the curve where her thighs met. She came down the stairs and her hips swayed, and Frank's mouth went dry as his cock gave a kick against his jeans. When did she last wear those? When did her arse look like that? He'd stopped really looking. Stopped seeing her body as anything except familiar. Now he couldn't look away.

The red top. Low cut. Her tits filled it properly, the V showing pale skin and the shadow between them. She'd done her makeup. Proper makeup, the kind she used to do when they first met, before Friday nights became scheduled and routine. Her hair was down, loose around her shoulders, catching the hallway light.

She looked stunning. She looked like she'd dressed for someone.

"Too much?" Penny smiled, warm and easy, but her eyes tracked his face, reading his reaction.

"No." Frank's voice came out rougher than he intended. "You look really good."

"Thank you, sweetheart." She touched his arm as she passed, heading toward the living room. Her perfume followed, something he didn't recognise. Something new. Something expensive.

Frank picked up the wine glasses and followed her through.

She's dressed for him. She's dressed for Carl.

The thought landed clean and sharp and absolute. Before he could extend that thought, the doorbell rang. Seven o'clock exactly.

Frank set down the wine glasses and went to the door. His hands were steady. That's odd. Inside, his pulse hammered against his ribs, his throat, his cock. But his hands were completely steady.

He opened the door.

Carl stood on the step in dark jeans and a fitted shirt under his leather jacket. Christ. He looked good. Effortless. The way Frank had never managed even at Carl's age, even when Frank had a jawline and a waist. Carl's shoulders filled the jacket properly. His shirt sat flat across his stomach. Frank clocked all of it in the two seconds before Carl grinned and held up a bottle of red wine.

"Alright, boss. Cheers for the invite." Carl's voice carried that Glasgow lilt, softening the consonants, making boss sound almost affectionate.

Frank stepped back. "Come in."

Carl moved past him into the hallway. Frank caught his aftershave, something expensive and woody, something that cost more than Frank's usual Boots own-brand. Carl's eyes went to the tiles, the console table, the stained-glass fanlight above the door. Quick assessment. The way Carl assessed everything.

"Nice place. Very you."

Frank wasn't entirely sure what that meant. He pointed Carl through to the living room.

As Carl saw Penny, his face shifted. Frank clocked it immediately. Appreciation. Direct. Male. Unambiguous. Carl's gaze tracked down Penny's body: her face, her tits, her hips in those jeans. The look lasted perhaps two seconds. Long enough. Long enough for Frank to see. Long enough for Penny to know.

"Penny." Carl stepped forward, kissed her cheek. One hand went to her waist, just above her hip, rested there briefly. Confident. Familiar. "Good to finally meet you properly."

Finally.

The word sat there in the middle of the living room.

"Lovely to meet you too, Carl. Frank's told me so much about you."

Carl grinned, easy charm fully deployed. "Has he? All good, I hope."

"Mostly." Penny laughed. A real laugh. The good one.

The ease between them landed like a slap. The way Carl's hand had known exactly where to rest at Penny's waist. The way Penny angled toward him, body language open and warm, smiling properly. They were comfortable. Too comfortable for two people meeting for the first time.

They've met before.

Frank's Manager brain filed it immediately. At work. Obviously. When she’s popped in to bring me lunch. Except the comfort felt like more than passing hellos in a corridor. The way Carl's hand had found her waist without hesitation. The way Penny leaned into the kiss, just slightly, just enough.

Frank's pulse kicked. His cock thickened against his jeans.

"Drink?" Frank held up the wine bottle.

"Lovely. Cheers, boss." Carl handed over the bottle he'd brought.

Frank glanced at the label. Same brand as the one he'd opened. Exact same vintage.

Like Carl had known Penny’s favourite.

They sat. Carl on the sofa beside Penny. Frank in the armchair. The triangle formed immediately, geometry Frank registered without quite looking at it directly. Manager on one side. Wife and subordinate on the other. Neat. Tidy. Completely fucked.

Conversation flowed easily at first. Work. The Meridian account. Deadline pressures. Client expectations. Standard Friday evening decompression. Then Penny steered it toward Carl, questions about Glasgow, about his flat, about what he did outside work.

"So where are you from originally? Frank said Glasgow?"

"Springburn. North Glasgow. Rough as fuck, but it's home." Carl stretched his arm along the back of the sofa. Not touching Penny. Close. His knees spread wide, taking up space, relaxed. "Moved down here eight years ago. Haven't been back except Christmas."

"Do you miss it?"

"Sometimes, but London's good though. Better money. Better weather, believe it or not."

Penny laughed, her hand going to her wine glass, fingers circling the stem. "What do you do outside work? Frank says you're at the gym constantly."

Carl grinned. "Four times a week, yeah. Boxing once a week. Keeps me sane. I like hitting things." His grin widened. "Therapeutically."

Penny laughed again, warmer this time, leaning forward slightly. Her body angled toward Carl. Frank watched from the armchair. His wine sat untouched on the coffee table.

Carl's body language was open. Relaxed. The arm along the sofa back, casual but claiming space. His gaze on Penny steady, direct, enjoying her attention. When Penny laughed at something Carl said about a gym mate who'd tried kickboxing and ended up hospitalised, Carl's face lit up properly, genuine pleasure at making her laugh.

Penny refilled Carl's wine without asking. Carl thanked her, held her gaze a beat longer than necessary. Frank's Manager brain catalogued it all with the same precision he used for project timelines and resource allocation. They're flirting. In front of me. In my living room. On my sofa.

The other part of Frank's brain, the part that had been running since last Friday's hypnosis session, noted his cock thickening steadily in his jeans.

Forty minutes passed. Maybe longer. Frank lost track slightly. The conversation moved easily, Penny asking about Carl's flat, his housemates, whether he cooked or lived on takeaways. Carl asking about Penny's work at the surgery, making her laugh with a story about his own disastrous GP appointment where he'd ended up seeing a locum who looked about nineteen and prescribed him paracetamol for a dislocated shoulder.

The rhythm between them. The ease. Like a script they've already rehearsed.

Carl's hand rested on the back of the sofa. An inch from Penny's shoulder. Maybe less. Frank watched the gap and thought about the bottle of wine Carl had brought. Penny had told him – when? How?

Penny set her wine glass down. Deliberate. Careful.

She looked at Frank. Her voice shifted into that register. The hypnotherapy one. Slower. Warmer. Absolute.

"Relax and obey, sweetheart."

Frank was ready – he’d expected this, so he let his shoulders relax. The response coded into his body from two sessions and endless fantasising and a week of thinking about nothing else. His cock went from half-hard to rigid in approximately three seconds, pressed against his jeans, urgent and insistent and leaking already.

Carl watched. His eyes locked on Frank. Frank saw it happen. Saw Carl's expression shift from easy Friday-night charm to something sharper, more focused, more interested.

Penny didn't look at Carl yet. She was watching Frank, her gaze steady and warm and completely in control. "Frank's been doing hypnotherapy with me. Haven't you, love?"

Frank nodded. His throat was dry. He didn't trust his voice.

Carl leaned back slightly on the sofa. A slow grin spread across his face. "Fucking hell, Pen. It actually works."

Pen. Not Penny. Pen. And he knew – so they HAVE been in contact.

Penny smiled, still watching Frank. "He's very receptive. Very obedient." She turned to Carl now. Her hand moved to his thigh, rested there like it belonged, like it had been there before. "I told him he'd want to invite you here. And he did."

Carl looked at Frank properly now. Something shifted in his eyes. The power dynamic Frank had maintained at work for three years, the careful hierarchy of manager and subordinate, dissolved in that look. Carl saw it. Saw exactly what was happening. Saw Frank sitting there with his shoulders dropped and his cock hard and his hands gripping the armrests.

"This is mental," Carl said slowly, shaking his head. "I mean, you said it would work, but... Christ."

You said it would work.

They'd discussed this. Penny had told Carl the plan. Carl had known Frank was going to invite him because Penny had promised it would happen. They'd been coordinating, planning, and Frank had walked right into it thinking he was making a choice.

The humiliation landed in Frank's gut and his cock at the same moment. Hot and cold. Sharp and blunt. He didn't move. His cock pulsed against his jeans, leaking properly now, the wet spot spreading.

Penny's hand slid higher on Carl's thigh. "Want to test it properly?"

Carl's grin widened. "Yeah. Go on then."

Penny leaned into Carl. Her hand steady on his thigh, fingers spread. "Kiss me."

Carl didn't hesitate. He pulled her in. One hand cupped her jaw, thumb at her cheekbone, confident and sure. He's done this before. He knows exactly where to touch her. Carl's mouth found Penny's. Open. Tongues. Slow and deliberate and Frank watched from the armchair three feet away with his cock thickening and his hands gripping the armrests so hard his knuckles went white.

Penny made a small sound. Soft. Pleased. Her hand tightened on Carl's thigh.

They broke apart. Penny was flushed, her chest rising and falling faster. Carl was grinning, his eyes flicking to Frank, then back to Penny.

"He's actually just sitting there." Carl's voice was low, delighted, half-laughing. "You said he would, but fuck me, Pen."

Frank didn't respond. The pretence holding, solid as brick.

Penny's voice stayed in that register, warm and absolute. "He wants this. Don't you, Frank?"

Frank nodded.

Carl laughed, shaking his head slowly. "This is the best thing that's ever happened to me. Your husband invited me to his house so I could snog you in front of him, and he's just... sitting there. Watching."

Carl's mouth on Penny's mouth. In Frank's living room. On Frank's sofa, the one they'd bought from DFS three years ago and haggled over delivery charges and assembled on a Sunday afternoon. Carl's hand on Penny's face, thumb at her jaw, moving with familiarity.

He's past the surprise. He already hoped this would happen.

The realisation landed cold and hot at once. They'd kissed before. Where? In Carl's car with the windows fogged and Penny's hand on his thigh? This wasn't new to them. This was confirmation. This was Carl getting to do openly what he'd been doing in secret, and Frank sitting here watching was the permission Carl had been waiting for.

Frank's cock throbbed. The humiliation was exquisite and precise, landing exactly where it needed to, and his cock didn't care about the distinction.

Carl's hand moved from Penny's jaw to her neck, her shoulder, lower. He cupped her breast through the red top. Penny gasped, making Frank grip the armrests harder.

Carl looked at him. That familiar smirk, the one Frank had seen across desks and through glass partitions for three years, fully deployed now. "This alright, boss?"

The question wasn't genuine concern. It was Carl enjoying the role reversal, the power shift, the fact that for once Frank wasn't giving the orders. Carl knew it was alright. Penny had already told him it would be. But asking Frank, making Frank acknowledge it out loud, that was the point.

Penny answered for him anyway. "He's fine. Aren't you, Frank?"

Frank nodded.

Carl grinned, emboldened. He squeezed Penny's breast properly, thumb circling where her nipple was hardening under the fabric. "Never thought I'd be groping my boss's wife while he watched. Fucking mental."

Penny's breathing was ragged now. Her hand went to Carl's chest, feeling the muscle under his shirt, fingers spreading over the definition Frank had noticed at work and filed under gym dedication without letting himself think too hard about why he'd noticed or why it mattered.

"You're really just going to sit there?" Carl's voice was low, testing, pushing. "Just going to watch me touch her?"

Frank said nothing. His cock was leaking steadily now, the wet spot spreading, warm and shameful and impossible to ignore.

Carl shook his head, but he was grinning. "Penny said you would. Still can't quite believe it."

The humiliation layered now, thick and suffocating and deeply, deeply arousing. Carl knew about the hypnosis. Carl knew the plan. Carl knew Frank had invited him knowing this would happen. And Carl was using that knowledge, pushing, testing, enjoying every second of having power over his boss for once.

Penny's hand moved to Carl's belt. "Can I?"

Carl looked at Frank. Grin widening. "Can she, boss?"

The question was pure theatre. Carl knew the answer. Penny had already told him this was where it was going. But asking Frank, making Frank say it out loud, that was the point. That was the whole bloody point.

Frank, through the trance performance, voice hoarse. "Yes."

Carl's grin became something victorious. "Cheers, boss."

He leaned back on the sofa, hands behind his head, letting Penny do the work. Confident. Entitled. A man who knew exactly what was coming and was going to enjoy every second.

Penny undid Carl's belt. The clink of metal. The rasp of leather. She undid his zip, slow and deliberate. She reached into his jeans, into his boxers. She pulled out his cock.

It was thick. Bigger than Frank's. Obviously, undeniably bigger.

Carl wasn't quite fully hard yet, but he was getting there, and even half-soft he was substantial. Seven inches, maybe. Thick enough that Penny's hand barely wrapped round it, her fingers not quite meeting.

Penny made a small approving sound. She's made that sound before. Somewhere else. Sometime else. With this same cock in her hand.

"Fuck." Carl's voice was breathless, watching Penny's hand on him, then glancing at Frank. "This is really happening."

Penny started stroking. Base to tip. Slow. Her thumb circled the head on every upstroke, spreading the bead of pre-cum forming at the slit. She used to do that to me. Years ago. Frank watched her hand work Carl's cock, watched Carl's hips lift into her grip, and his own cock throbbed untouched in his jeans, leaking into his boxers, desperate.

Carl's head tipped back against the sofa. "Christ, that's good. You weren't lying, Pen. He's actually just watching."

Penny was flushed, focused. Her hand sped up. Carl's cock was fully hard now, thick and veined and leaking properly at the tip. She spread the pre-cum with her thumb, used it as lube, practised and familiar. She knows exactly what to do. How many times? When?

Carl's breathing went ragged. His hand went to Penny's thigh, squeezed. He looked at Frank properly now, holding eye contact across the living room, across the coffee table, across the three feet of space that separated Frank in the armchair from Carl on the sofa getting wanked by Frank's wife.

"Look at him," Carl said to Penny, voice rough but amused, enjoying himself. "Your husband watching you wank me in his own living room."

Penny glanced at Frank. Her eyes were bright, pupils blown. She looked triumphant. She looked like a woman getting exactly what she wanted. "He likes it. Don't you, Frank?"

Frank nodded. Couldn't speak. His throat was tight. His cock was throbbing in his jeans, untouched, desperate, and it was shameful and perfect.

Carl groaned. "I'm close. Fuck, I'm close. Three years working for this man and now I'm about to come all over his wife's hand while he sits there and watches."

Three years, and now this. The reversal complete.

"Cum for me," Penny said. Her hand worked faster, twisting slightly on the upstroke. She knows. She knows exactly how Carl likes it.

Carl's hips bucked. He groaned, a deep sound from his chest, masculine and raw and completely unself-conscious. He exploded, thick white ropes over Penny's hand, his own stomach, the grey sofa cushion.

He slumped back, breathing hard, laughing slightly, disbelieving. "Fucking hell, Pen. You said it would work. You were right."

Penny's hand was covered. White cum dripping between her fingers, pooling in her palm, running down her wrist. She looked at it. Then at Frank and brought her hand to her mouth.

Licked Carl's cum off her fingers.

Slow. Her tongue circled each finger, cleaned them properly, tasted him. Her eyes stayed locked on Frank the whole time.

Frank's vision blurred. His cock pulsed so hard he nearly came untouched, sitting there in his armchair in his jeans with his hands on the armrests, watching his wife lick another man's cum off her hand.

Penny smiled. Licked her palm clean. Every finger. Her wrist. Swallowed.

"Good boy," she said to Frank.

And Frank sat in his armchair, utterly wrecked, and thought: yes. Exactly. Good.


six
THE FIRST FUCK
Hands on the Armrests


Frank carried that Friday in his chest all week, and it felt like unfinished business.

Monday morning. Frank at his desk, Carl through the glass partition at his. Their eyes met. Carl nodded. Frank nodded back. The nod sat in Frank's chest differently now, heavier, shaped by what Carl's cock had looked like in Penny's hand whilst Frank watched from the armchair. Seven inches. Thick. Penny's fingers hadn't quite met around it, and Frank's fingers definitely met around his own. He'd noticed as he had taken care of an aching erection. Twice. Once in the shower on Saturday morning and once on Sunday night after Penny had fallen asleep.

Tuesday. The fortnightly one-to-one. Carl's Meridian update was thorough, well-structured, exactly what Frank needed. Frank said so. Carl said, "Cheers, boss," and the word sat differently now. Boss. Frank was Carl's boss at work. But with what had happened last week, things felt shifted. The contradiction didn't resolve. Frank's cock stirred in his trousers beneath the meeting table, and he shifted in his chair and said, "Right, that's great, let's catch up again next week," and Carl said, "Yeah, no problem," and left, and Frank sat there for thirty seconds staring at the door after it closed.

Wednesday lunchtime. Frank locked himself in the gents cubicle, belt unbuckled, flies open, cock hard and leaking. He thought again about the coming Friday – would Penny suck him off? He didn’t touch himself, even though he needed to. The anticipation was better than the release - the waiting was the thing. He buckled his belt, washed his hands, went back to his desk. Sent three emails about the Langford contract and approved two timesheets and did not think about Carl's cock in Penny's mouth except he thought about it constantly, the image sitting behind every spreadsheet, every client call, every polite conversation in the corridor with Sandra.

Thursday afternoon. Corridor near the lifts. Carl passing with his gym bag, hair still damp, smelling of shower gel and sweat. He smiled. "See you tomorrow then."

Frank's pulse kicked in his throat. "Yeah."

Carl kept walking. Frank stood there for a few seconds longer than necessary, watching Carl's back disappear round the corner, before returning to his office.

Friday at six o'clock Frank shut down his laptop, said goodnight to Janet, and enjoyed the eight minutes’ walk to Falkland Road in the November cold, hands in his coat pockets, cock offering a running commentary that had started sometime around Wednesday morning and hadn't stopped. This is happening. Carl's coming over. They are possibly going to fuck this time, and you're going to help and you're going to love it and Christ you're hard just thinking about it.

Penny was in the living room. The same dark jeans from last week. The ones that made her arse look extraordinary. A black top Frank didn't recognise. Lower cut than before. Her tits filled it properly, the curve of them visible, deliberate, no bra underneath. He could see her nipples through the fabric. Hair down. Makeup. She wasn't pretending this was a casual Friday.

She looked at him. "Carl will be here at seven."

Confirmation as easy as a grocery delivery.

Frank went upstairs and changed out of his suit. The suit went on the hanger. The shoes on the rack. His work-self shed as easy as that. He put on jeans; the blue shirt Penny had bought him last Christmas. He looked at himself in the bathroom mirror briefly. His reflection looked calm. His cock was already thickening. Right then, here we go.
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Seven o'clock. The doorbell, and this time Frank answered eagerly.

Carl stood on the doorstep in jeans and a dark fitted tee under a leather jacket. His breath misted in the cold. He looked good. They both knew it. Frank knew it. Carl knew Frank knew it. The knowledge sat between them like a third presence whilst Frank opened the door wider and Carl stepped inside.

Carl handed Frank the jacket. Didn't ask. The leather was still warm from Carl's body. Frank stood there holding it whilst Carl leant past him and kissed Penny in the hallway. Not a polite peck. A proper kiss. Carl's hand on her jaw, mouth open, tongue visible for half a second before Penny's lips closed around it. She made a small sound. Frank had heard that sound before but not recently, possibly not in years, possibly never for him. Carl kissed Frank's wife in Frank's hallway whilst Frank hung Carl's jacket on the coat rack beside his own.

Carl's jacket. Frank's house. Frank's coat rack. Frank's wife's tongue. The maths didn't resolve. His cock didn't care about maths.

He followed them through to the living room like an eager puppy. The house smelled different already. Carl's aftershave, something expensive and sharp. Penny's perfume, the one she wore when they went out, not the one she wore around the house. The air felt charged. Frank's pulse was in his throat, his wrists, his cock.

Carl sat on the sofa, with Penny sat close beside him, her thigh pressed against his. Frank took the armchair, the same arrangement as last week, audience seating.

Penny looked at Frank. This time no warm-up, no fake conversation: "Relax and obey, sweetheart."

No preamble tonight then, straight in. Frank made himself relax, showing Penny what she wanted to see.

Penny's voice dropped into that lower register, the one that made Frank's cock pulse. "Carl's going to use my mouth tonight. You're going to help. You're going to kneel close and hold my hair and be good."

Frank nodded. He was already half-hard. He'd be fully hard in thirty seconds, possibly less.

Carl watched this exchange with visible interest, his arm draped along the back of the sofa, fingers brushing Penny's shoulder. Casual. Possessive. He said to Penny, not to Frank, "He's really just going to do whatever you say, isn't he."

Statement, not question. Discussing Frank. Evaluating him.

Penny smiled. "Yes. He is."

Frank sat in the armchair, hands on the armrests, cock pressing hard against his jeans, and thought: Yes, that's exactly right. Tonight I am furniture, Penny's furniture. Carl can move me wherever he likes. The humiliation was immediate and total, yet his cock got harder; both things were true and both things were the same thing.
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She Never Swallows

Penny stood slowly and theatrically, like she'd run through this in her head all week.

So have I.

Except his version had involved significantly more panic and significantly less conviction. His mouth was dry, but his cock wasn't. Frank was ready and not ready and hard enough that standing would be a problem.

She moved to the floor between Carl's knees, and dropped down in one fluid movement, knelt on the carpet. Her jeans pulled tight across her arse as she settled. Hands on Carl's thighs, steadying herself.

Frank knew where he was supposed to be before Penny said it. He crossed the three feet of carpet between armchair and sofa. Knelt beside his wife. His knees hit the floor and the reality arrived with the impact.

Both of us down here. Both of us kneeling in front of Carl.

The carpet was rough through his jeans. Carl's legs were spread above them, taking up space. The geometry of the room had rearranged itself around who was kneeling and who wasn't.

Carl stayed on the sofa, and undid his jeans without ceremony, popped the button, dragged the zip down, shuffling himself to pull them down his thighs. He was already half-hard, thickening visibly as Penny's eyes locked onto it, as her tongue wet her top lip.

Carl looked down with that steady, amused expression he wore at work when Frank asked him to do something they both knew Carl would do in his own time. The power dynamic was very fucking clear.

Penny leant in. One hand wrapped around the base of Carl's cock, the other braced on his thigh for balance. She licked him first. Base to tip, slow, her tongue flat along the underside. Frank could see the trail of wetness she left, could see Carl's cock twitch and thicken in her hand.

Carl made a low sound. Satisfaction. Approval. His hand went to her hair, fingers threading through, not directing yet, just holding. Just letting her know he was there.

Penny took him in her mouth. Just the head at first, her lips sealed tight around it, her tongue circling the ridge just beneath the crown. Then deeper. Working down. Taking more. Her hand at the base followed her mouth, stroking what she hadn't reached yet.

Frank leaned closer, now just inches away. Close enough to hear her breathing change, close enough to see everything. Her throat working. Carl's cock disappearing between her lips, thick and wet when she pulled back, slick with spit. The concentration on her face. The effort. The hunger.

Carl looked down. Not at Penny. At Frank.

"Look at her, mate." His voice was low, conversational, Glasgow threading through the edges. "Look at how much she fucking wants it."

Frank looked. He couldn't not look. Penny's mouth sliding down Carl's cock, her hand gripping the base, her other hand on Carl's thigh, fingers digging in slightly. Her eyes had closed. She made a small sound, muffled, satisfied. Pleased.

The eagerness was the thing Frank couldn't look away from. Penny wasn't performing a wifely duty. Wasn't ticking a box. She was hungry for it. Her hand, her mouth, the sounds she was making, all of it genuine, all of it real. Frank had not seen this version of his wife in years.

Possibly ever.

"Good girl," Carl murmured. His hand tightened in her hair. "Just like that. Fucking perfect."

Penny responded. Took him deeper. Her throat contracted around him and Carl's hips lifted slightly off the sofa, pushing into her mouth. She didn't pull back. Stayed down. Held him there. Swallowed around him.

Frank's cock pressed hard against his jeans. Insistent. Leaking. He was kneeling on his own living room floor watching his wife suck another man's cock with more enthusiasm than she'd shown Frank in a decade and his body was screaming yes whilst his brain tried to keep up.

"Hold her hair back," Carl directed to Frank. It wasn’t a request.

Frank reached over. Gathered Penny's hair in both hands, held it up and back in a loose ponytail. His fingers brushed her neck. Warm. Flushed. Damp with sweat.

Penny adjusted immediately. Leant forward onto Carl more now that her hair was managed. Took him deeper still. The angle changed and Frank could see more: the stretch of her lips, the wetness coating Carl's cock, the way her throat moved when she swallowed.

Carl's hand joined Frank's briefly in her hair. Both of them holding her. Frank's fingers and Carl's fingers almost touching, nearly overlapping, before Carl moved his hand to her jaw instead. Cupped it. Held her face. Felt her work.

Carl set a rhythm. His hand on her jaw guiding her. Frank holding her hair. Penny taking it like she had a hundred times. Maybe she has?

Frank's hands in his wife's hair whilst another man fucked her mouth. He was helping. That was the shape of it. Holding her steady so Carl could go deeper. Tender and degrading in the same gesture, his fingers careful against her scalp, her neck warm under his knuckles, and his cock was leaking into his boxers. He could feel it. The wet patch spreading.

Good lad, he thought, in Carl's voice, and his cock pulsed harder.

"You're fucking beautiful," Carl said. To Penny. His thumb stroked her cheekbone whilst she sucked him. "That's it. Deeper. You know you can every inch."

So he was right, she had been sucking his cock all along. Why is that so hot?

Penny could, and she did. Her nose touched Carl's belly and she held there, throat contracting, working, before pulling back with a sharp gasp.

Carl's other hand came to the side of Penny's head. Both hands now. Framing her face. His grip firm, possessive, utterly confident. He pushed deeper, making her throat him. Penny gagged once, pulled back slightly, breathed hard through her nose, went back down.

Carl held her there. Watched her. "Good girl. So fucking good."

The sounds. Wet. Obscene. Unavoidable. Penny's muffled breathing. The slick, filthy noise of a cock in a throat, unmistakable, something Frank had heard in porn and never in his own bedroom, never from his own wife.

Carl started fucking her mouth properly now. Controlled thrusts. Not rough but firm, purposeful. Using her. Penny's hands went back to his thighs for balance, gripping hard, holding on whilst Carl moved.

Frank was still holding her hair. He could see everything from this angle. Carl's cock sliding in and out, slick and thick and unignorable. Penny's lips stretched tight around it. The tears starting at the corners of her eyes from the depth, the effort, the sheer intensity of being used like this.

"When's the last time she sucked your cock like this, boss?" Carl said it whilst Penny's mouth was full of him. Conversational. Curious. Like he was asking about the quarterly forecast. "Properly, I mean. Throat and all. When's the last time she let you fuck her face?"

The answer sat in Frank's chest. Sat in his throat. Never. Not like this. Penny sucked Frank's cock perhaps once every two months if he was lucky, lights off, quick, dutiful, a thing she did because she loved him and marriages required maintenance, spitting out into a tissue she’d already had to hand. This was something else entirely. This was Penny on her knees making sounds Frank had never heard her make, her hand gripping Carl's thigh, her throat working, wanting more, wanting him.

"She's never done this for you, has she?" Carl's voice was warm, almost sympathetic. He didn't wait for an answer. He knew. They all knew. "It's alright, mate. She's doing it now. You're here. You're helping. That's what matters."

Penny pulled off briefly. Gasped. Stroked Carl with her hand whilst she caught her breath, spit stringing from her lips to his cock, thin and wet and obscene. Then she went back down. Eager. Wanting more. Wanting him.

Frank's hands were shaking slightly in her hair.

"You're mine right now, aren't you," Carl murmured to Penny. His hips pushed up, deeper into her mouth, claiming.

Penny made a muffled sound around his cock. Agreement. Surrender. Yes.

Carl's breathing changed. Faster. Shallower. His hands tightened on Penny's head, fingers digging into her scalp. His hips pushed up harder.

"Close," Carl uttered. One word; warning and promise.

Penny didn't pull back. Didn't hesitate, instead she took him deeper. Her throat worked, swallowing around him, and Carl groaned low, his whole body going tense.

With a grunt, he came, deep in her mouth, the first spurts probably halfway down her throat. Carl’s hands joined his own, tight in her hair, hips lifting off the sofa, pushing into her, using her mouth. Penny took it all, obviously swallowing. Once. Twice. She held him in her mouth through it, didn't pull off, didn't flinch, didn't gag. Took everything he gave her.

When Carl finally released her, his hands loosening, his breathing ragged, Penny pulled back slowly. She licked her lips as if she’d just eaten a tasty morsal, and looked up at Carl first, her expression soft and pleased and satisfied, then finally at Frank.

She swallowed again, taking any last drops down. Ten years of marriage and Penny had never swallowed for Frank. Not once. Too much, she'd said. Can't. Sorry. He'd stopped asking after the third year, stopped hoping after the fifth.

She'd just swallowed Carl's cum like it was easy. Like she'd been wanting to. It clearly wasn’t the first time either.

Frank's cock kicked in his jeans hard enough to hurt.

"Fucking hell, Pen." Carl's voice was breathless, genuine, almost reverent. He stroked her cheek with his thumb. "You're incredible."

Penny's smile widened. Warm. Real. She kissed Carl's thigh. Affectionate and tender. Then she sat back on her heels and wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand.

Frank's hands were still in her hair. He let go slowly. His fingers ached slightly. He'd been gripping tighter than he'd realised, holding on.

Carl tucked himself away. Pulled the zip up slow, left the button undone. Casual. Sated for now. His cock had just been in Frank's wife's throat, and he was doing up his jeans like he'd finished a cigarette. He looked at Frank. That smirk. The one from work. The one that meant Carl had won something Frank didn't know they were competing for.

"Good lad," he said.

Good lad. Like he had fetched something. Like he had done his job correctly. Like he was also Carl's.

The words sat in his chest, sat in his cock, sat in the wet patch spreading in his boxers. He was still kneeling. Penny was still kneeling. Carl was on the sofa.

Good lad.

Frank's cock throbbed and he thought: yes. Alright. Yes.
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Cheers, Mate

Penny sat up and tugged her black top back down over her tits. It had ridden up whilst she'd been sucking Carl's cock, half her stomach showing, and she smoothed it now casually like she was fixing herself after a Zoom call. Like the last five minutes hadn't just happened.

She looked at him, still on sore knees.

"Sweetheart, can you get us some wine?"

Her normal voice. Warm, domestic, the same tone she used when she asked him to grab milk from Tesco. Asking her husband to fetch drinks for her and the bloke who'd just spunked in her mouth. Like Carl's popped round for a book club night.

Frank stood. His knees ached from the carpet.

"Yeah. Sure."

He went to the kitchen. Behind him, Penny laughed, low and easy, the sound she made when someone actually made her laugh, not the polite work-laugh she used on conference calls. Carl said something Frank couldn't quite hear. She laughed again.

I'm in the hallway. They're on the sofa. I'm fetching drinks for my wife who has him cum in her belly.

The fridge hummed when he opened it. His hands were steady pulling out the white wine, pouring two glasses. The counter was cold quartz against his palms when he set the bottle down and stood there for a second, listening to their voices carry through from the living room.

His cock was still hard. The jeans dug in, zip pressing a line into him, fabric pulled tight. He could feel the damp patch where he'd leaked. Walk back in there like this. Erection visible. Hand them wine. Stand there whilst they drink it.

He heard Penny laugh again, that proper belly-laugh, and his cock pulsed.

He picked up the glasses and went back.

Carl and Penny were on the sofa. Her legs were slung across his lap, bare feet on the cushion beside his thigh, and they looked easy together, intimate, Carl's hand resting on her shin, thumb moving in small circles like he was soothing a cat. They both looked up when Frank came in, smiling, relaxed, like he'd been gone ten minutes instead of two.

Frank handed Penny her glass first. She took it with both hands, fingers wrapping round the stem.

"Thank you, sweetheart."

Carl took his next, nodded at Frank. "Cheers, mate."

Frank stood there for a beat. Penny looked at him, her expression warm and faintly expectant, and he knew what she wanted before she said it.

"Sit down, love. Relax."

Frank sat in the armchair. Carl and Penny settled back into each other. Carl said something about his gym, some new bloke who'd started using the squat rack wrong, proper meathead behaviour, and Penny laughed, leaning into the story. Her hand moved to Carl's chest, fingers spread wide, resting there like she was checking his heartbeat. Like she touched him all the time. Like that was her chest to touch.

They talked between themselves. Frank sat in the armchair, hands on his knees, listening without speaking. He watched her hand on Carl's chest. Watched Carl's hand on her shin. Watched them sit there, legs tangled, wine glasses in hand, looking like a couple who'd been together for years.

When did I last make her laugh like that? Not the polite laugh. The real one.

His cock throbbed against the denim, the ache spreading low in his belly. This is good. This is fine. I'm fine.

Penny finished her wine. She set the glass on the coffee table, leant forward slightly, and her tits shifted under the black top, the fabric pulling tight. She looked at Carl, then at Frank.

"Relax and obey, sweetheart."

Frank's shoulders dropped. The interval was clearly over.

Penny's voice stayed soft, deliberate, the hypnotherapy register sliding back into place.

"Carl's going to fuck me now. On the sofa. You're going to help."

Frank nodded. Finally.

Carl stood and undid his jeans properly this time, button and zip, pushed them down his hips. His cock was already thickening again, coming back to life, seven and a half inches of him filling out. Substantially larger than Frank's in every dimension that mattered.

Penny stood too, started peeling off her jeans, wiggling slightly to work the tight denim past her hips. No knickers underneath

The whole time no fucking knickers. Carl probably knew.

She stepped out of the jeans, kicked them aside, and pulled her top over her head. Her tits swung free, heavy and pale, nipples tight and dark.

Carl's eyes went straight there. His smile spread slow.

"Fucking hell, Pen. Look at you."

Look at you. Frank knelt there in his jeans, cock aching, watching Carl look at his wife's tits the way blokes looked at tits in porn, open and hungry and like he was already planning what he'd do with them.

Penny smiled. Didn't cover herself. Didn't glance at Frank. Just stood there, tits out, smiling at Carl whilst her husband knelt three feet away on the carpet.
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Relax and Obey

Penny laid back on the sofa and spread her legs. Not wide, just enough. She looked at Frank. Her voice stayed soft, gentle even.

"Hold my legs, sweetheart. Keep them open for Carl."

Frank didn't hesitate, didn't question. He knelt on the floor beside the sofa, the carpet rough under his knees, and put his hands under one of Penny's knees. Her skin was warm. Soft. He lifted it, spread her leg wide, opened his wife for another man. She mirrored it with her right leg – slutty and spread.

I'm holding her open for him. That's what my hands are doing. That's what I'm here for.

From here he could see everything: Penny's cunt already wet, glistening, Carl moving between her thighs, his cock in his hand.

Carl knelt. Looked up at Frank holding her open. That smirk.

"Keep her just like that, mate."

He went down on her.

His mouth on her cunt, his tongue working. Deliberate. Thorough. Penny's sounds started immediately, not the quiet polite murmurs she made when Frank went down on her (when had he last gone down on her?), proper sounds, loud and genuine, the kind of sounds Frank couldn't remember ever hearing from her. These were new sounds. Carl was pulling new sounds out of his wife.

Frank moved behind the sofa, grabbing her other leg, pulling them high and wide. He could see Carl's tongue moving, the wet obscene glisten of it, Penny's wetness coating Carl's mouth and chin, dripping. The sounds of it filled the room: wet, rhythmic, filthy. The smell of her, sharp and animal, filled Frank's nose.

Penny's hips lifted. Her hands went into Carl's hair, gripping, pulling him closer.

"Carl. Yes. Don't stop."

Frank held her ankles. His job was to keep her open and still whilst another man ate her cunt. That was his function. He performed it. His hands were steady. His cock was leaking, a hot wet patch spreading against the inside of his jeans.

When did I last do this? Properly. Not a quick lick before sliding in. Actually take my time, make her sound like that.

He searched his memory whilst Carl's tongue circled Penny's clit, whilst she twisted and moaned. Maybe never. Probably never. The thought should have stung. It didn't. His cock pulsed.

Carl worked her with focus, his tongue circling her clit, then dipping lower, pushing inside her, then back. Penny's sounds climbed, her breathing ragged, her fingers twisted tighter in Carl's hair.

"Fuck. Carl. Right there. Yes."

Carl brought her to the edge. Frank could see it in the tension of her legs under his hands, hear it in the pitch of her sounds, climbing, desperate. Then Carl stopped. Lifted his head. Looked at Frank. Penny's slickness shone on his chin and mouth, stringing between his lips when he grinned.

"She tastes fucking incredible, boss. You should try this more often."

Said like genuine advice, offered generously, mate to mate. Frank's hands were shaking on her thighs. His cock throbbed so hard he felt dizzy.

Penny gasped, hips lifting, wanting him back. Carl ignored her for a moment. Still looking at Frank. Making sure the point had landed, making sure Frank understood, making sure Frank knew exactly how inadequate he was.

Then he moved up Penny's body. Positioned himself between her thighs, his steel-hard cock at her entrance, the head pressing against her.

He looked at Frank.

"Watch this."

He pushed in. Slow, deliberate, making them both feel every inch.

Penny cried out. Her back arched off the sofa, her hands gripped the cushions, her whole body responding to the stretch of him. Carl bottomed out, fully inside her, and held there. He looked down at where they were joined, at his cock disappearing into Frank's wife, then back to Frank.

"Fuck, she's tight. You’ve never properly stretched her out have you boss?"

He could see it: Carl's cock buried in his wife, the stretch of her cunt around him, her lips gripping him, swallowing him. Seven and a half inches, substantially thicker than Frank's, and Penny's body was opening for it, accommodating it, welcoming it like it belonged there.

Carl's cock inside my wife – and not for the first time. He’s right, I’ve never been able to give her this.

The humiliation was immediate and physical, a hot flush across his face and chest, and his cock was so hard it hurt, straining against the zip, and both sensations were the same burn.

Carl started moving. Slow at first, deep, watching Penny's face. Then building. His hips rolling, his rhythm steady, each thrust deliberate and controlled.

The sounds Penny made were louder than anything Frank had heard from her in years. Not the quiet controlled murmurs she made when Frank fucked her with the lights off on a Saturday night, the polite wifely sounds that meant she was participating. These were raw. Genuine. Pleasure sounds climbing and building, utterly uncontrolled, sounds that meant she was being fucked and fucking back with all her worth, rather than letting herself be fucked.

Carl's rhythm increased. The sofa started creaking, a rhythmic squeak matching his thrusts. Penny's tits moved with each thrust, heavy and pale, her nipples tight and dark.

Carl looked at Frank whilst he fucked Penny. His expression was focused, pleased, slightly amused, the look of a man doing a job he was good at.

"Look at her face, mate. When's the last time you made her look like that?"

Frank looked. Had to look. Penny's mouth open, eyes half-closed, flushed from her hairline down to her tits. That was the face of a woman being properly fucked. Thoroughly fucked. Fucked by someone who knew exactly what he was doing.

When did I last... He searched his memory whilst Carl's cock slid in and out of his wife, whilst Penny moaned and Carl grinned. When?

No recent data. Possibly no data at all. Carl made her look like that in approximately four minutes. Frank's entire sexual history with Penny, ten years of marriage, and he couldn't remember her face ever looking like that. Carl knew it. Frank could see it in that fucking smirk.

Carl's rhythm turned harder, the fuck more brutal. His hands gripped Penny's hips, fingers digging in, pulling her onto him, each thrust deeper. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, bodies meeting, the wet obscene slap of Carl's cock driving into Penny's cunt, the smell of sex thick in the air.

Penny's moans were constant now, wordless, just need and pleasure and surrender.

"Who's got the biggest cock, Pen?"

Carl's voice stayed easy, conversational, barely breathless. He was fucking Penny hard enough to make the sofa shift on the carpet and he sounded like he was asking her about the weather.

"You." Instant. No pause, no breath, just truth. "You."

Frank's cock pulsed. His hands shook on Penny's thighs. She hadn't even had to think about it.

"Who fucks you best?"

"You. Fuck. You."

"Who makes you come harder?"

"You. Carl. You."

Each answer hit him twice. Once in the chest, once in the cock. The same impact. The same heat.

She's right. She's absolutely right. Look at her. Look at her fucking face.

His hands shook on Penny's ankles. His cock pressed so hard against his jeans it hurt, a sharp ache, and he was leaking, he could feel the damp patch spreading, visible, humiliating, and he didn't care. Everything Penny was saying was true. Carl was bigger. Carl fucked her better. Carl made her sound like this and Frank never had and never would. She needs this, deserves this. The knowledge sat in his chest like a stone. The stone and the throb in his cock merged into the same thing.

Carl pulled out suddenly. Penny whimpered at the loss, a genuine sound of distress, her cunt clenching on nothing.

"Turn over slut."

Penny obeyed immediately, dragging her legs from Franks numb fingers. She got on her knees on the sofa, hands on the back of it, arse up, presenting herself. Offering herself to her lover.

Carl looked to Frank. "Come here. Kneel where you can see."

Frank shifted position, crawled to the end of the sofa. The carpet burned his knees. From this angle he could see Penny's face, turned to the side, resting on the sofa back, and Carl behind her, his cock in his hand, thick and glistening with Penny's wetness, positioning himself.

Carl slid back in, in one smooth thrust, balls deep. Penny's sound was immediate and loud, a cry that came from deep in her chest, animal and raw.

Carl fucked her even harder now. Hands on her hips, grunting as he pulled her back onto him with each thrust, using her, claiming her. The sound of skin on skin louder, sharper, the wet slap of his hips against her arse. The sofa creaked in earnest, shifting slightly on the carpet with the force of it.

As he pulled out, Carl slapped her arse. The sound sharp as a gunshot. The mark immediate, a red handprint blooming on her pale skin.

Penny cried out, pushed back harder, clearly wanting more abuse.

Carl slapped her again. Watched the mark darken, watched her flesh ripple. Gripped her hips tighter, his fingers digging in hard enough to bruise.

"You've been neglected, haven't you."

Not a question, more an obvious diagnosis.

"Yes." Penny's voice was wrecked, desperate, barely coherent. "Yes."

"This is what you needed."

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

"You should've told Frank sooner."

Carl looked at Frank whilst he said it. Made sure Frank was watching. Made sure Frank understood. Your wife needed this. Needed me. You weren't enough. You were never enough.

Then back to Penny, his rhythm relentless, powerful, the kind of fucking Frank couldn't do, had never been able to do.

"Look at her, boss. Look how much she fucking needed this."

Frank looked. Couldn't look away. Penny's face pressed into the sofa back, her sounds incoherent now, just gasps and moans and raw need. Her body rocking with each thrust, Carl's hands on her hips pulling her back, controlling her, owning her.

Carl's voice dropped, intimate, just for Penny.

"You're going to cum for me again, aren't you."

"Yes. Fuck. Please daddy."

"Good girl."

Penny was close. Frank could see it in the tension of her shoulders, the arch of her back, hear it in the pitch of her sounds, climbing higher, climbing toward something.

Carl told Frank without looking at him.

"She's about to cum. Watch her face when she does, you’ve probably never seen it before."

Of course he watched. There’s no way he’d move. He watched Penny's face, her mouth open, her eyes squeezed shut, her whole body tightening like a spring.

Carl kept moving, hard and deep and relentless, his rhythm perfect, mechanical, inhuman.

Penny came. Hard, loud, her whole body shaking, her scream muffled into the sofa back but still audible, still undeniable, still the loudest sound Frank had ever heard her make.

"Carl. Fuck. Carl. Carl."

Carl's name. Not Frank's. Screamed into the sofa whilst Carl fucked her through her orgasm, whilst Frank knelt three feet away watching his wife come harder than she'd ever come for him.

She's never screamed my name like that. Fuck did the neighbours hear?

Carl kept moving. Relentless. Using her orgasm, riding through it, making it last, making her feel every second of it, wringing every sound out of her.

Penny went limp beneath him, gasping, undone, utterly spent.

Carl slowed. Pulled out. His cock glistened, thick and hard, Penny's wetness coating it, stringing from the head to her cunt.

"Turn over. Lie back."

Penny turned. Collapsed onto her back on the sofa, breathing hard, flushed from her chest to her hairline. Her cunt red and swollen and dripping.

Carl knelt over her. Took himself in hand. Stroked fast, his eyes on Penny's tits, her flushed skin, her wrecked face, and he came. Thick ropes of cum across her belly, her tits. He groaned, satisfied, his hips jerking, emptying himself onto her, marking her.

Penny lay there, Carl's cum on her body, chest rising and falling, eyes half-closed, utterly spent, utterly satisfied.

Carl slumped back slightly, still kneeling over her, catching his breath. Then he looked at Frank. Nodded toward Penny. The smirk was back.

"Clean her up, mate."

[image: ]

Clean-Up Duty

Frank was already moving. No thought, just some perverted, submissive instinct taking over. He leaned over Penny where she sprawled on the sofa, hands bracing either side of her hips, and lowered his mouth to her belly.

His tongue touched her skin just above her navel where a thick rope of Carl's cum had pooled in the soft dip. Salt. Warm. Slick. The taste of another man's cum on his wife's skin, immediate and impossible to pretend wasn't exactly what it was.

Penny made a sound, low and pleased, and her hand slid into his hair, warm against his scalp, her fingers curling slightly, holding him whilst he worked.

Knowing it pleased her, he licked again, this is something he could do for her. Flat tongue, slow, methodical, cleaning her. He worked across her belly, following the trail along the curve of her hip where cum had dripped and cooled, back to the centre where it pooled deepest. His tongue found every trace. He was thorough, removing every trace of Carl’s cum from her body.

This was the taste he'd been thinking about. Since the first time Penny said relax and obey and his cock had gone hard before his brain understood why. He'd thought about it in the abstract, in the space between waking and sleep, in the office gents on Wednesday afternoon with his hand pressed flat against the cubicle door and his cock aching. He'd thought about cum on Penny's skin and his tongue cleaning it and his cock getting harder at the thought, and he'd filed it carefully under things I am not examining.

No filing system now. It was in his mouth. It was real. The taste unmistakable: another man, on his wife's body, Frank licking it clean because he'd been told to and because he wanted to and because both were true and his cock was rock-hard in his boxers and he wasn't pretending a fucking thing.

Penny's hand tightened in his hair, just slightly. Frank moved up to her chest. Her bare breasts were flushed pink from Carl's mouth, Carl's hands. Cum across both, thick streaks on pale skin Frank had kissed a thousand times and never tasted like this.

He licked the valley between her breasts first. Then the underside of her left breast, along the curve, his tongue circling her nipple. She made a quiet sound, almost a purr. Her nipple hardened under his tongue. He cleaned it carefully, tasted Carl on it, moved to her right breast and did the same.

Thorough and deliberate. He missed nothing trying to show he was useful, doing something Carl wouldn’t.

Frank could feel her watching him, feel the weight of her gaze whilst he licked another man's cum from her tits.

Carl's voice came from the other end of the sofa, low and satisfied.

"Good boy."

Frank's cock jerked in his boxers. Hard. The phrase had become a reflex, a trigger of its own, except this one came from Carl and it hit different. Hit lower. Every time Carl said it, Frank felt it everywhere: his chest, his cock, his face burning, his entire body responding to the acknowledgement, the approval, the specific weight of being praised for his obedience by the man who'd just fucked his wife.

He cleaned her completely. Licked the taste of Carl from her nipples, from the soft skin beneath, from the delicate curve along her ribcage where a final streak had dripped. When he'd found the last trace, he sat back on his heels.

His chin was wet. His mouth full of salt. He looked up at Penny.

She was watching him. Her face soft, warm, her eyes dark and half-lidded. She sat up slightly, both hands leaving his hair to cup his face instead, her palms warm against his cheeks.

"Good boy," she said. Quiet. Certain. So fucking tender it made his chest ache.

She sat up and kissed his forehead, a long press of her lips, the way she kissed him when he'd done something right, something good, something she wanted. Then she released him, her hands sliding away, leaving warmth behind.

Frank knelt on the carpet, his face still hot from her touch, the taste of Carl still coating his tongue.

Carl was pulling his jeans back on, movements easy and relaxed, tucking himself away like this was normal, like this was fine, like Frank hadn't just licked his cum off Frank's own wife's tits. He looked at Frank, still on his knees on the floor, and grinned.

Not the smirk. A proper grin, wide and genuine and surprised.

"Fucking hell, mate. You actually did it."

Not mockery. Something else. Amazement, maybe even respect, like Frank had surprised him.

Fair enough. Frank had surprised himself.
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The Corner Where He Belongs

Carl stretched, rolled his shoulders like a man who'd just finished a good workout. Looked down at Frank, still kneeling on the carpet, and his grin went easy. Matter of fact. The look you'd give a mate after helping him shift a sofa.

"You should probably sort yourself out, mate."

Carl nodded at Frank's jeans. At the visible fucking strain proof of his excitement at his own cucking. His boxers were soaked through, and Carl was looking right at it.

Not quite an order. Permission and expectation in the same breath, delivered in the same casual tone Carl used when suggesting they grab lunch.

Frank stood. His knees protested, sharp little jabs from kneeling too long. He undid his jeans, pushed them down his hips, pushed his boxers down after them. His small cock sprang free, flushed dark red, leaking steadily. He'd been hard for over an hour, and it showed. The head glistened, wet at the slit. His balls ached, heavy and tight.

He wrapped his hand around himself, moved to the corner of the living room. Beside the armchair where he'd sat earlier, watching. That felt right. Out of the way. Not on the sofa, not in the centre where they were. The corner, where he belonged.

He started stroking.

Fast and desperate, no patience left in him at all. His fist moved quick and tight, breathing already uneven, and he couldn't stop looking at them on the sofa. Penny once again was curled against Carl's side. Carl's arm draped across her shoulders like they'd been together years. Like Frank wasn't even there. Both watching Frank wank in the corner of his own living room.

Penny's expression was warm, faintly amused. The look she gave him when he did something endearing and slightly ridiculous. Carl just watched, relaxed, interested, his hand resting on Penny's bare thigh where her jeans still lay discarded on the floor.

His mind wouldn't stop. Sharp vivid flashes interrupting every stroke. Penny's mouth around Carl's cock, her throat working as she swallowed him down. Carl's cock sliding into her, thick and slow, Penny's face twisting with pleasure Frank had never seen, never caused, not once in ten years. The sounds she'd made. Raw and uncontrolled. Nothing like the quiet sighs she gave Frank on their Saturday nights. Nothing like those at all. The taste of Carl's cum on his tongue, salt and warmth coating his mouth whilst Penny stroked his hair and called him good.

The humiliation crashed through him in waves, hot and terrible and perfect. He was wanking in the corner as they watched his shame. His wife had just been fucked by another man and Frank had held her legs open and licked her clean and now he was finishing himself off like an afterthought whilst they sat together, satisfied and complete without him.

The humiliation was everything. It was the arousal. Same sensation, single word, and Frank was drowning in it.

He bit his lip hard, tasted copper. His hand blurred, his cock throbbed, his balls drew up tight, and he came. Hard and fast, the sensation enormous, ripping through him, whilst his knees nearly buckled. He spilled over his hand, over his jeans bunched around his thighs, thick ropes that kept coming, his orgasm rolling through him in relentless pulses whilst he gasped against his own fist, trying to stay quiet, trying not to shout.

The best orgasm he'd had in years. Possibly ever. Certainly since Penny. He wasn't sure he'd ever come this hard with Penny, not even in the beginning when everything was new.

He leaned against the wall, forehead pressed to cool paint, breath ragged in his throat. His hand was covered in his own cum. His jeans were ruined. His cock still pulsed, oversensitive, and he let go carefully, fingers shaking. The room smelled like sex. Like Penny's cunt and Carl's sweat and Frank's own mess. He could feel them watching him. Still watching.

Penny made a soft, approving sound from the sofa.

"There we go, sweetheart. Feel better?"

Her voice was so warm, so fucking tender, like he'd just finished a difficult task and deserved praise. Frank nodded against the wall, unable to speak yet. He did feel better. He felt wrecked and empty and strangely, impossibly calm.

Carl chuckled, low and easy.

"Bloody hell, boss. Looks like you needed that."

Frank straightened slowly, turned to face them. Penny was smiling at him, genuinely pleased. Carl looked satisfied, his arm still around her shoulders, utterly at home.

Frank pulled his soggy boxers and jeans back up, carefully, his movements slow. His legs felt unsteady. His mind felt quiet for the first time all week.

He was fine with it. Better than fine.
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Cheers for Tonight

Carl pulled his tee shirt on, found his jacket on the back of the armchair. He crossed to Penny on the sofa and kissed her properly, his hand on her jaw, tilting her face up. A real kiss. Slow. Possessive. The kind that said they'd done this before and would do it again.

"See you soon, Pen."

"You will."

Frank walked him to the door. The hallway felt smaller with Carl in it, or Frank felt smaller, he couldn't work out which. Carl turned at the threshold. Grinned.

"Good night, mate. Cheers for tonight."

He clapped Frank on the shoulder. Same easy gesture as last week, friendly, dismissive, both at once. Then he was gone. Down the steps, along Falkland Road, footsteps fading into Friday night quiet.

Frank closed the door. Stood in the hallway.

Cheers for tonight.

Like Frank had done him a favour. Like Carl had borrowed the drill, not fucked Frank's wife on Frank's sofa whilst Frank held her legs open and licked up the aftermath.

His cock stirred. Four minutes since he'd come in the corner and his body wanted more already. Frank ignored it. Tried to anyway.

Penny appeared from the living room, barefoot, jeans back on, black top sticking to her chest. She came to him and kissed him properly on the mouth. Soft. Warm. The kind of kiss that said everything was fine.

"That was lovely. Thank you, sweetheart. Time to wake up – and all you’ll remember is that we all had a lovely evening."

She squeezed his hand and went upstairs. Bathroom door closed. Water started drumming against tile.

Frank stood in the hallway a bit longer. Then went back to the living room because standing in the hallway was stupid and he had to go somewhere.

Wine glasses on the coffee table. Three of them. One barely touched. Sofa cushions slightly askew where they'd sat, where Carl had fucked her, where Frank had knelt and cleaned her with his tongue.

Frank sat down on the sofa, the cushions still warm from their bodies.

The shower ran upstairs. House was quiet except for that. Water drumming. Low hum of the fridge in the kitchen. Frank's own breathing.

Penny had said that was lovely like they'd watched a nice film together.

Frank sat on the warm sofa and thought about that. About Carl's hand on Penny's jaw. About the kiss. About See you soon, Pen. Not Penny. Pen. Like they had their own thing now, their own shorthand, diminutives Frank didn't get to use.

See you soon.

Next Friday, probably. Would Carl text? Would Penny arrange it? Would this be the routine now, every week, a standing invitation Frank would extend, and Carl would accept and Penny would orchestrate with her trigger phrase and her warm commands?

I hope so.

His cock thickened against his thigh.


seven
THE BEDROOM INVASION


Frank woke at half-six, his body trained to the alarm that hadn't gone off. Saturday. Nowhere to be. Penny breathing beside him, one arm flung across his pillow. He lay still, listening, then got up before his cock could remind him why he was already half-hard.

Downstairs he filled the kettle, clicked it on, stood at the window looking at the back garden whilst it boiled. The grass needed cutting. The rose on the back fence had new growth, pale green against darker wood. A pigeon landed, settled, preened one wing.

Ordinary, completely ordinary.

Except Frank's mouth still tasted of salt. His knees still ached from kneeling too long. He'd knelt in his own living room last night and watched Carl's cock disappear into Penny's mouth and cunt, and then he'd licked Carl's cum off Penny's tits like it was the most natural thing in the world.

He made tea. Two mugs. Milk, no sugar for him, one sugar for Penny. The kettle clicked off. The fridge hummed. Radio 2 drifted from the kitchen speaker, something bland about the M25.

I chose that, Frank thought, watching the pigeon. I stayed on my knees because I wanted to.

It felt easier to admit it now.

Penny came down at quarter-past, dressing gown tied loose, hair still sleep-mussed. She kissed him good morning, her hand briefly on his shoulder as she passed to the toaster.

"Sleep well?"

"Yeah. Fine. You?"

"Out like a light." She smiled, slotted bread into the toaster, pressed the lever down. "It was a lovely evening with Carl last night, so glad you introduced him. You seemed very relaxed in his company."

Frank drank his tea. The pigeon preened, uninterested. Relaxed. That was the word she'd use. Frank had been very relaxed on his knees with another man's cum coating his tongue.

"Mm."

"I was thinking." Penny opened the fridge, pulled out the butter. "Next Friday. I'd like to go a bit further with the hypnosis. Deepen the trance fully. Really see how receptive you are."

She said it while spreading butter on her toast, like she was suggesting a film.

Deepen the trance. Frank's chest tightened, or maybe loosened, he couldn't tell which. His cock knew, though. Already thickening properly now, pressing against the inside of his joggers. He knew exactly what she wanted deeper.

He set his mug down carefully on the counter. "Yeah. Sure. Fine."

"Good." She bit into the toast, chewed, swallowed. "I think you're doing brilliantly. Really responsive. The course says some people take months to get where you are."

Where I am. Frank looked at the garden. The pigeon flew off. The fence empty now. I’m a man who was already thinking about Friday with a tightness in his chest that felt exactly like anticipation.

"Right, sure. Looking forward to it."

Penny finished her toast. Frank washed his mug, dried it, hung it on the hook. They spent the rest of the weekend doing normal weekend things: shopping at Tesco, a walk to Hampstead Heath, dinner in front of the telly.

They did not discuss Friday night. Not explicitly. Not at all.

Frank thought about nothing else.

Carl's cock in Penny's mouth. Her moans as Carl fucked her. The fact Carl had obviously been fucking her for some time.

He pushed the trolley through Tesco and his cock half-hard beneath his jeans and nobody knew. Nobody could tell. Just Frank, walking past the frozen section, remembering the exact moment Penny had gasped "good boy" with Frank's tongue inside her.

By Monday evening he'd wanked three times thinking about it.
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Tuesday morning Janet handed Frank his post and said he seemed well.

"You look less stressed than usual, more relaxed. You're sleeping better?"

Frank looked up from the envelope. Janet stood by his desk with her reading glasses on that beaded chain, her expression warm and curious in the way of women who notice things.

Relaxed. Right. Relaxed was the word for a man who'd watched his subordinate fuck his wife on his living room floor, then cleaned the evidence with his tongue.

"Yeah. Had a good weekend, actually."

Not a lie. He'd slept brilliantly. Best sleep in months. His body had finally stopped arguing with him about what it wanted.

"Good. That's good." She smiled. "You've been wound quite tight lately. It's nice to see you a bit more relaxed."

He opened the envelope. Contract amendment from the Meridian account. Read it twice before the words made sense. His cock was already half-hard again, pressing against his trousers under his good desk.

Friday, he thought. She said deepen the trance.
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Thursday afternoon Carl sat opposite Frank for the fortnightly one-to-one. Meridian update, client deck timeline, resourcing for next quarter. Carl engaged, on form, taking notes in his usual scrawl. The meeting was productive. Professional.

They wrapped at half-three. Carl closed his notebook, stood, tucked it under his arm.

"Penny seemed to enjoy herself the other night."

He said it to his notebook, not to Frank. Casual, like commenting on the weather. Then he looked up, met Frank's eyes for half a second, smiled.

Seemed. Seemed to enjoy herself. She'd come screaming Carl's name on Frank's sofa, her cunt clenching round Carl's cock whilst Frank held her hair. Seemed was one word for it.

Frank's cock pressed against his trousers. Here. In his office. At three-thirty on a Thursday with Janet two doors down and the Meridian deck open on his laptop.

"I'll have the client deck done by Friday morning. Should be solid."

"Yeah. Good. Thanks."

The Manager would have said more. The Manager would have asserted something, reclaimed some territory, made a joke to defuse the moment. The Manager was very quiet these days, buried under the weight of Frank's erection and the taste-memory of another man's cum.

Frank watched Carl leave, watched the door click shut, and stayed in his good chair in his good suit with his hard cock pressing against expensive wool and thought: Friday. She said deepen the trance. Carl knows. It’s obvious she’s invited Carl for a return visit.

He had a client call in seven minutes. He straightened his tie, opened the Meridian file, and tried very hard not to think about Carl's cock sliding into Penny whilst Frank knelt in his corner.

He failed completely.
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Friday evening Carl arrived at ten-past seven, ten minutes after Penny had gone through her hypnosis routine – and Frank had given her the charade she expected. Much to her delight.

It felt the same time as last week but easier now. The initial awkwardness, that careful social dance from hello to cock out, had evaporated. They all knew why Carl was here. Frank's cock had known since Tuesday.

Frank let him in. Carl kissed Penny in the hallway, his hand on her waist, her mouth opening under his. Not a polite peck but a proper kiss, Carl's tongue already sliding in, Penny's little gasp swallowed.

Frank closed the front door, followed them through to the living room. Hoping for the same as last week – no, wanting more.

They sat. Wine poured. Carl on the sofa, Penny beside him, Frank in his place in the armchair. The conversation brief, meaningless. Work, weather, nothing that mattered. Carl's hand rested on Penny's thigh. Penny's hand covered his, her fingers lacing through.

He's touching my wife again and it’s already feels normal, with me sitting here with a hard-on watching it happen.

Twenty minutes, maybe. Then Penny looked at Carl, checked something silent between them, then looked at Frank.

"I thought we might use the bedroom tonight."

She said it warmly, certainly. Not a question. Their master bedroom. The bed with Penny's bedside table on one side and Frank's on the other. Frank's phone charger. Frank's water glass. The wardrobe with Frank's good suits hanging in a neat row.

Frank's chest went tight. Our bed. She's inviting Carl into our bed.

Penny's voice dropped, slowed, wrapped round him like warm hands.

"Relax and obey, sweetheart."

The phrase doesn’t do anything, BUT I do like hearing it. I like what comes after.

The tightness in his chest dissolved, but his cock pressed urgent and insistent against his jeans, Pavlovian and immediate and utterly beyond his control.

"I want you to undress. Completely. Then come upstairs. You're going to kneel in the corner of the bedroom and watch. You won't touch yourself until I tell you. Do you understand?"

Frank couldn't quite manage words, so he nodded obediently.

"Good boy."

She stood, and Carl stood with her, his hand finding hers, fingers lacing. They walked to the stairs. Frank heard their footsteps ascending, heard the bedroom door open and close.

He started on his shirt buttons. His hands faster than usual, needing this, needing to be naked and kneeling and exactly where he belonged.
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The bedroom was warm. Penny had turned on the bedside lamps whilst Frank climbed the stairs, low light casting soft shadows. Carl stood by the bed, still fully dressed, watching the door. Penny sat on the edge of the mattress, waiting.

"Come in, sweetheart. Close the door."

Frank stepped inside, and he stood naked in the middle of his own bedroom. Soft belly hanging over his groin, pale skin that hadn't seen a gym in five years, chest hair going grey at the roots. His cock jutting up regardless, hard and obvious and utterly beyond his control.

They can both see me, judge me. Every inch.

Carl looked at him. Not cruelly. Worse than cruelly, with interest, with assessment. His gaze travelled down Frank's body, paused at Frank's erection, lingered there, then travelled slowly back up to Frank's face.

He's comparing. He's comparing me to himself and finding me exactly as lacking as I am.

Frank's cock pulsed, leaked a clear drop onto his belly. Apparently his cock was very much in favour of being compared and found wanting.

Carl grinned, spoke to Penny without looking away from Frank. "Proper little soldier, isn't he? Look at him. He's gagging for this."

I am. I'm gagging for this. I've been gagging for this since last week. Since I realised how much I need it.

Penny smiled, warm and certain. She pointed to the far corner of the room, past the wardrobe where Frank's good suits hung. "Kneel there, Frank. Hands on your thighs. You can watch, but you don't move until I say."

He obeyed. The carpet soft under his knees, warmer than the living room floor. He could see the whole bed from here. He settled, hands flat on his thighs, his cock jutting between them, leaking steadily now.

This is my bedroom. My corner.

Penny stood. Pulled her top over her head, unhooked her bra, let it fall. Her breasts heavy and pale, nipples hardening in the lamplight. She unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down with her knickers, stepped out.

Carl undressed without hurry. Shirt first, revealing the flat stomach, the defined chest, the Celtic tattoo on his ribs. Comfortable in his skin in a way Frank had never been. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped, pushed his jeans and boxers down together.

His cock hung half-hard already, and it stiffened as Carl looked at Penny, reaching full erection in seconds.

Fucking impressive. Frank couldn't stop cataloguing it. Thick. The prominent vein along the underside. Substantially larger than mine in every measurable dimension.

His own cock: weedy by comparison, leaking steadily onto his thigh. The comparison was not subtle. The comparison was the whole point.

Carl didn't look at Frank. He looked at Penny, pulled her in, kissed her properly. His hands on her arse, lifting her slightly, her soft sound swallowed by his mouth.

They moved to the bed. Carl laid her back on Frank's side. The left side. Where Frank slept every single night. Her head on Frank's pillow. Her hair spread across it like she belonged there.

That's my side. My pillow. Carl's putting her on my side of the bed.

Frank's cock pulsed. His hands pressed harder against his thighs.

Carl kissed down her throat, to her collarbone, then the valley between her breasts. Taking his time, mouth and hands working her body with the kind of attention Frank used to give client presentations. Penny arched under him, her breathing already uneven, already needy.

He moved lower. Kissed her belly, her hip, spread her thighs wide and buried his face between them.

Penny gasped, loud and broken, her hands flying to his hair.

Frank knelt in the corner and watched Carl eat his wife's cunt on Frank's side of the bed. Watched Penny's back arch off the mattress. Watched her thighs tighten round Carl's head. Heard the wet sounds, the sucking, the obscene slickness of it. Heard Penny's voice climbing.

"Oh fuck. Oh god. Carl. Carl."

She's never said my name like that. Frank's fingers dug into his thighs.

Carl lifted his head, his mouth glistening wet, his chin shining. He wiped it with the back of his hand, grinned at Penny. "You ready?"

"Yes. Please, please."

He moved up her body, positioned himself between her legs. Gripped his cock, lined it up against her. Pushed in slowly, inch by inch.

Penny cried out. Her legs wrapped round his waist immediately, her heels digging into his lower back, pulling him deeper. Carl sank in, unhurried, until he was fully seated inside her.

He stilled. Let her adjust. Let her feel every inch. Then he started moving.

Face to face, kissing wetly as Carl's hips rolled in deep, unhurried strokes, his arse flexing with each thrust. Penny's legs wrapped tight round his waist, her heels digging into his lower back.

This wasn't the frantic sofa fuck. This was slower, more deliberate. Intimate even. The mattress creaking steadily. Their breathing synchronised. Penny's little gasps timed perfectly to Carl's rhythm.

It looks like lovemaking, Frank thought from his corner. Because that’s what it is. He's making love to my wife in my bed and she's letting him and I'm kneeling here watching with the hardest erection of my life.

Penny's sounds were different too. Deeper, sustained, savouring. She wasn't just being fucked. She was being properly fucked, the way she'd needed, and her body was expressing gratitude with every moan.

Carl talked into her hair, her neck, his voice low and intimate. Frank couldn't hear all of it, caught fragments between thrusts.

"...so good... thought about this all week... you feel incredible..."

Not performing for Frank. Talking to Penny. For Penny.

Frank watched Carl's back, his hips moving in that steady relentless rhythm. Watched Penny's legs wrapped round him, her hands gripping his shoulders, pulling him closer. Watched her mouth open, her head tilt back.

Then Carl turned towards him, and looked directly at him kneeling in the corner, his cock jutting between his thighs, his hands white-knuckled on his legs.

"Your husband's watching you take my cock. You love that, don't you?"

Penny's response was wordless, animal. A cry, high and broken, her whole body arching under Carl like she'd been shocked.

This was his wife making those sounds, and it was the best thing that had ever happened to him. His cock had never been this hard. Had never leaked this much. His whole body felt electrified, every nerve ending firing.

Carl shifted, pulled out. Penny whimpered at the loss. Carl flipped her onto her hands and knees with easy strength, casual, like she weighed nothing. She went willingly, eagerly, presenting herself, arse raised.

Carl gripped her hips. Slid back inside in one smooth brutal stroke.

Penny's face went into the pillow as Carl fucked her harder now. Less intimate, more explicit, more animal. The slap of skin on skin, wet and obscene. The headboard tapping the wall in rhythm. He raised one hand, brought it down hard on her arse.

The sound sharp in the room. Penny gasping. Red blooming across her pale skin.

He did it again. Harder. Leaving a vivid mark on her skin.

"Fuck, you're beautiful. Feel so good from behind."

He gripped her hips tighter, pulled her back onto him with each thrust, using her, taking her. Penny's sounds muffled in the pillow, then louder as she turned her head to breathe.

"Is this what you needed, yeah? This what you been wanting? Does your husband ever fuck you like this?"

Conversational. In the rhythm of his hips. Like he was asking her opinion on the weather whilst his cock stretched her open and his hand left marks on her arse.

Penny's answer came broken, gasping, desperate. "No. God, no. Never. Never like this. You're so... fuck. You're so much bigger. You fill me up. You fill me so fucking full."

Carl grinned, didn't stop fucking her, didn't slow down. "Yeah, you like that big cock, don't you, Pen? Like it filling you up proper? Stretching that pretty cunt?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"Look at her, mate." Carl said it to Frank, his rhythm never faltering. "Look at how much she needed this. Look at how she takes it."

Frank gripped his thighs and watched and listened and felt the answer settle into him like something warm and permanent.

No. Frank had never fucked Penny like this. Would never fuck Penny like this. Couldn't. Didn't have the cock for it. Didn't have the stamina. Didn't have whatever Carl had that made Penny beg like this.

Carl was giving her something Frank couldn't. Penny's body was screaming gratitude with every thrust, every moan, every gasp.

Frank's cock pulsed, leaked, throbbed. He didn't let go of his thighs. Penny had said don't touch yourself, so Frank was being a good boy.

Carl's rhythm stuttered. His grip on Penny's hips tightened, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. He pushed deep, stilled, his body going rigid.

A long exhale through his teeth. His head dropping forward onto Penny's back.

He stayed there a moment, one hand stroking down her spine. Then he pulled out.

His cock, withdrawing, glistened. Wet and spent. A thread of white followed it down, dripping onto the duvet, onto Frank's side of the bed.

Carl sat back on his heels, breathing hard, satisfied. He looked at Frank.

"Frank. Clean her up."

Not boss. Not mate. Frank.

He'd said Frank's name twice in three years at the office, maybe three times total. He said it now, from Frank's bed, with his wife kneeling in front of him, cum dripping from her cunt onto the duvet.

He crossed to the bed before he'd consciously decided to move. His knees protested, stiff from kneeling. He ignored them. This was more important than his knees.

Penny was still on all fours, arse raised, breathing slowing. Frank knelt behind her on the mattress. The duvet was warm where Carl had been, still held the shape of Carl's knees, Carl's weight.

I'm kneeling on my own bed to clean another man's cum out of my wife.

He could see it. White spunk against her flushed skin, dripping from her cunt, running down her inner thigh in a slow wet trail.

Frank leant forward. Buried his face between her legs from behind, his nose pressed against her, his mouth open, his tongue out. Warm and wet and thick. The taste hit him immediately: salt and musk.

He pressed his tongue into her, licked her swollen lips, tasted the mix of them. Penny's arousal and Carl's cum, inseparable. Impossible to tell where one ended and the other began. He pushed deeper, his tongue inside her cunt, and Christ there was so much of it. Carl had filled her. Properly filled her. More than Frank had ever managed.

He licked deeper. Swallowed. Wanted more.

Penny moaned, immediate and loud. Her body shuddering at his touch, coming back to life under Frank's mouth when she'd thought she was done.

"Oh fuck. Frank. Oh god."

His mouth on her, his tongue working, was bringing her back from the edge, pushing her towards another one. Frank licked thoroughly, consuming, wanting every drop. The taste, the warmth, the specific undeniable fact of another man's cum in his wife's cunt and Frank's tongue inside her licking it out.

This was what he was for now. This was his place.

Penny's hands fisted in the duvet. Her thighs trembled, threatened to give out.

"Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm... oh Christ, I'm..."

She came again. Smaller than before but intense, concentrated. Her entire body shaking, collapsing forward onto her elbows, her arse still raised for his mouth, for his tongue, for him.

He didn't stop. Couldn't stop. He licked her clean. Every trace. The inside of her thighs where it had run. The crease where her leg met her body. Back to her cunt, his tongue pushing deep inside, finding the last of Carl's cum and swallowing it like communion.

Penny stroked his hair. Her hand weak, trembling, affectionate.

"Good boy. Such a good boy."

Exact same words as last time. Frank pressed his face into her, felt the warmth of her hand in his hair, and heard Carl's voice from the other side of the bed, low and certain.

Frank pulled back. His face wet, his mouth full of salt and Penny and Carl. Penny collapsed onto the duvet, eyes closed, a satisfied smile on her lips like she'd been properly worshipped.

Carl stretched, stood, began dressing without hurry. Boxers first, then jeans, the belt buckled efficiently. His shirt, buttons done from bottom to top.

He looked at Frank, still crouched on the bed, his cock jutting between his legs, red and leaking and desperate.

"Finish yourself off. In the corner. Where you started."

Frank went back to the corner. Knelt on the carpet that still held the warm impression of his knees from before. Took himself in hand.

He was watching Carl button his shirt. Watching Penny on the duvet, eyes still closed, smile soft and sated and thoroughly fucked.

He stroked himself. Once. Twice. Three times. His whole body went tight. His hand pressed flat against the wall behind him to keep himself upright, his other hand working his cock fast and desperate.

He came hard. Overwhelming. His vision whitening at the edges. He bit his lip, kept himself almost quiet, swallowed the sounds that wanted to tear out of him. His cum spilled over his hand, onto his thigh, onto the carpet beneath him.

In my own bedroom. Cumming in the corner of my own bedroom after cleaning another man's cum from my wife's cunt.

The thought made him pulse again, a second weak spurt.

Carl finished dressing. He leant over the bed, kissed Penny's shoulder, gentle and affectionate.

"Night, Pen. See you soon."

"Mm. Night."

He walked to the door. Stopped with his hand on the handle. Looked at Frank in the corner, back against the wall, hand still wrapped round his softening cock, cum on his thigh, his face still wet from Penny's cunt.

Their eyes met. Carl said nothing. Just smiled, slow and knowing, and left.

He heard Carl's footsteps on the stairs. The front door opening, closing. The street outside quiet and ordinary and completely unchanged.

Penny's breathing had already slowed, deepened. Half-asleep, maybe fully asleep, sated and satisfied in a way Frank recognised and had never personally achieved.

He sat in the corner of his own bedroom with his back against the wall and his hand in his lap and his wife's taste still in his mouth and felt, for the first time in a very long time, completely at rest.

The ceiling was dark. The lamps still on, casting soft shadows across the bed, across Penny's sleeping form, across Frank in his corner.

He didn't move for a while. This is fine, he thought. This is exactly fine. This is exactly where I belong.

It seemed reasonable not to move. It seemed reasonable to stay here, in his corner, in his room, in his place.

Friday had come. Friday had been everything Penny promised when she said deepen the trance.

He sat in the dark and the quiet and the warmth and thought: Next Friday. There'll be a next Friday. And another after that.

The thought made his spent cock twitch.

He smiled in the dark. Closed his eyes. Let himself feel it.


eight
SPECIAL DELIVERY


Frank sat on the sofa in his boxers and socks, the television playing something about villas in Portugal. Some couple from Hertfordshire choosing between pools and views. The sound was low. He wasn't watching. He'd stopped watching about half an hour ago.

The mug of tea on the coffee table had gone cold an hour ago. He'd made it when Carl and Penny went upstairs. That was half twelve. It was ten past two now.

From the ceiling above him: Penny's voice. High, breathless, building. The rhythm of the headboard against the wall. Carl's low exhale, controlled and steady.

Frank held the cold mug. His cock pressed against the inside of his boxers, rigid and insistent. The fabric did nothing to hide it.

He'd been sitting like this for nearly two hours as his wife fucked her lover.

Penny had used her special phrase before they'd gone upstairs. She'd been in the hallway, Carl's hand already on her waist, her face flushed with anticipation. She'd looked at Frank and said it warmly, softly: "Relax and obey, sweetheart. Wait downstairs. Be good."

Frank had nodded. He'd sat down. He'd been good.

The sounds from upstairs shifted. Penny's voice went higher, sharper. Carl said something Frank couldn't make out. Then Penny again, louder, begging.

I know these sounds.

That was the thing about having heard them from the spare room, through the floor, during the week Carl had brought his overnight bag for the first time. Frank had catalogued them without meaning to. That one was her building. That one was Carl changing the angle. That high one was her almost there. He sat on the sofa in his boxers, held his cold tea, listened like a man reading a book he'd already memorised.

Carl's low laugh. Penny's sharp cry. The slap of skin on skin, faster now.

Frank's cock throbbed. He shifted on the sofa. The fabric of his boxers was damp at the tip, the wet spot spreading.

Upstairs, Carl's voice, louder: "That's it. Fucking take it."

Penny screamed. Not a polite sound. Not a suburban Saturday sound. A raw, animal sound that carried through the floorboards and filled the living room, filled Frank's chest, made his cock pulse again.

The doorbell rang.

Frank looked at the ceiling. The sounds from upstairs didn't pause. Penny was still crying out, Carl still fucking her through whatever she was feeling.

He looked at the door. He looked at his own lap.

I could let it ring.

He could. Whoever it was would leave. They'd try again Monday or post a card through the letterbox.

Penny said to be good. Being good means answering the door.

He went to the door and opened it.

A delivery driver stood on the doorstep. High-vis vest, grey hoodie, courier company baseball cap pulled low. Handheld scanner in one hand, parcel under the other arm. Standard bloke doing a standard Saturday round.

He looked at Frank.

Oh Christ.

Frank knew exactly what the man was seeing: a bloke in his early forties in white M&S boxers and grey socks, belly soft over the waistband, cock visibly hard and straining against the fabric. Face flushed. Hair dishevelled. And from inside the house, clear as fucking day, Penny mid-scream and the headboard hammering the wall.

The driver's expression didn't change much. He clocked it in about two seconds flat: the boxers, the erection, the noise from upstairs. His eyes flicked down to Frank's crotch, then back up. The corner of his mouth moved.

He held out the scanner.

"Delivery for Sandford?"

Frank took the scanner. His hand was steady. His face was completely blank. He signed his name in the little box, the stylus shaking slightly in his grip.

The driver nodded past Frank towards the source of the noise.

"Sounds like someone's having a good Saturday, mate."

Frank handed the scanner back. He said nothing.

The driver tore off the receipt, held it out. His eyes went down once more, very briefly, to the situation in Frank's boxers, then back up. The corner of his mouth definitely moved this time. Not quite a smirk. Something warmer. Acknowledgement without judgement.

"No worries." He handed over the parcel, a soft package with Penny's name on the label. "You have a good afternoon. I’m sure your wife is."

He was already turning back down the path before Frank moved.

Frank stood in the doorway. He watched the driver walk to his van parked three houses down. Watched him get in, check his scanner, pull away from the kerb with his indicator blinking.

From upstairs, Penny's voice rose again, frantic and desperate. Carl's low growl followed.

Frank closed the door, and stood in the hallway, back against the door, heart hammering.

That bloke saw. He absolutely knows.

He'd go back to the depot and tell his mate, maybe over a brew, maybe in the van on the next round. Tell him about the bloke in NW5 who answered the door in his pants with a stiffy whilst his missus was upstairs getting shagged. His mate would tell someone. That someone would tell someone. Somewhere in north London, right now, a chain of people would know. Would know what Frank was.

This should make me want to die.

But it didn't. Instead his cock kicked so hard against his boxers he had to grip the door frame. His knees went soft. Not with shame.

With something hotter.

He put the parcel down on the console table beside Penny's amethyst crystal. Her name on the label in printed capitals.

He stood in the hallway, back against the wall, his erection not going anywhere.

From upstairs: Penny's long, shuddering exhale. The sounds of completion. Then quiet.

Frank went to the kitchen. He poured the cold tea down the sink, made a fresh one. Kettle, mug, teabag, milk. The routine familiar and grounding, his hands doing the work whilst his mind stayed stuck on the driver's face, the corner of his mouth moving, the glance down at Frank's boxers.

He carried the tea back to the living room and sat down on the sofa.

The television was still on. The couple from Hertfordshire had chosen the villa with the pool.

Frank sat with his tea, his erection still pressing against his boxers, and listened to the silence upstairs. Penny's voice, softer now. Carl's low murmur. The shower running.

Five minutes later: footsteps on the stairs.

Carl came down first. Dressed already: jeans, fitted grey tee, hair damp at the edges and mussed from Penny's hands. He looked loose, easy, the way a man looks when he's just fucked someone properly and knows it.

When did I last look like that?

Frank couldn't remember. Possibly never.

Carl saw Frank on the sofa. He took in the situation: Frank's boxers, Frank's lap, Frank's blank expression.

His eyes went to the console table. The parcel sitting beside the crystal.

"Someone come to the door?"

Frank nodded.

"Delivery."

Carl looked at Frank's lap. He looked at Frank's face.

"Did he see?"

Frank said, very quietly: "Yes."

Carl started laughing. Not unkindly. Not cruel. The laugh of a man who found the world consistently more entertaining than expected. He sat down on the arm of the sofa, still grinning, shaking his head.

"Fucking hell, mate. You answered the door like that?"

"Penny said to be good."

Carl laughed harder. He reached over, clapped Frank on the shoulder, warm and solid.

"And you were. Good lad. Christ. What did he say?"

"He said it sounded like someone was having a good Saturday."

Carl's grin widened.

"Observant bloke. Was he wrong?"

Frank said nothing. His cock was rigid. Carl could see it. Carl was looking directly at it and grinning and Frank's face was burning and his cock wasn't softening.

"You're loving this," Carl said. Not a question. A statement. "Aren't you, boss?"

Before Frank could answer, Penny came downstairs.

She was wrapped in her dressing gown, the soft grey one, her hair loose and damp, her face flushed and glowing. She looked at Carl on the arm of the sofa, at Frank sitting very still with his mug of tea and smiled.

"What are we laughing about?"

Carl turned to her, still grinning.

"Frank answered the door to the delivery bloke. In his boxers. Hard as a rock. Whilst you were upstairs screaming my name."

Penny's eyes went to Frank. A flicker of something passed across her face, concern maybe, but then she looked at his lap, at what was still clearly visible in his boxers, and her expression shifted.

She came over to the sofa. She sat down beside Frank, close, her hand resting on his thigh just above his knee.

"There it is," she said softly.

Three words, warm and knowing and exactly right.

Frank looked at her. At Carl still grinning on the arm of the sofa. At the parcel on the console table and the door beyond it where the driver had stood and seen and smirked and driven away.

"I didn't mean to," Frank said. "I just... you said to be good, so I answered the door."

"And you were good," Penny said. She stroked his thigh, her thumb moving in small circles. "You're always good, sweetheart."

Carl stood, stretched, walked to the kitchen. Frank heard the fridge open, the clink of a bottle.

Penny leaned closer.

"Does it feel good?" she asked quietly. "A stranger knowing?"

Frank opened his mouth. Closed it.

"Yes," he said finally.

Penny kissed his temple, warm and soft.

"Good boy."

There it is.

His cock pulsed. He didn't move. Didn't need to. The phrase still worked, even though he didn't need it anymore. Maybe especially because he didn't need it anymore.
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Carl stayed for another hour. They had tea, absurdly normal, the three of them sitting in the living room whilst the property programme finished and something else started. Carl and Penny talked about a restaurant Carl wanted to try, somewhere in Highgate, whether they should go next week. Frank contributed occasionally, nodding, agreeing, his mug of tea cooling in his hands.

At four, Carl stood, said he had plans that evening, kissed Penny properly on the mouth whilst Frank watched, and headed for the door.

Frank stood. He walked Carl to the hallway.

Carl pulled on his jacket, checked his pockets for his keys.

"See you in the week, Pen," he called back to the living room.

"See you Wednesday," Penny called back.

Carl turned to Frank. He looked at him for a moment, something warm and knowing in his expression.

"Monday, boss. Bright and early."

"Yeah. See you Monday."

Carl grinned, clapped Frank's shoulder one more time, and left.

Frank stood in the hallway. He watched through the frosted glass panel as Carl's shape moved down the path. Heard the car door, the engine, the indicator as Carl pulled away from the kerb on Falkland Road.

Penny was in the kitchen, filling the kettle for another round of tea.

Frank sat on the sofa and thought about the delivery driver. About strangers knowing what he was – what his wife was, and he thought about Monday morning.

He thought about the glass-walled office on Kentish Town Road. About Janet at her desk outside his door. About Sandra with her copper twist-out and her bold prints and the way she missed nothing, not a single flicker of anything on that whole floor.

What if Sandra knew.

What if Janet knew.

What if everyone in Hartwell & Blake, the whole upper floor, the whole building, knew what happened on Fridays and Saturdays at fourteen Falkland Road.

Knew that Frank Sandford, senior project manager, the man with the good chair and the glass partition and the eleven years of service, went home and knelt in the corner of his bedroom whilst his wife fucked a younger man. Knew that Frank cleaned her afterwards with his tongue. Knew that Frank came in the corner whilst they watched.

The thought was terrifying and the most arousing thing that had ever happened to him, both at once, the same sensation.

He let the thought settle into his body like a weight he'd been carrying without knowing and had finally been allowed to put down.

Penny came back with two fresh mugs of tea. She sat beside him, tucked her legs under her, leant into his shoulder.

"You all right, sweetheart?"

Frank nodded.

"Yeah. Fine."

She kissed his cheek.

They sat in the quiet. The television played something neither of them were watching. Outside, Falkland Road was ordinary and residential and unchanged.

This is exactly where I belong.

And for the first time since the door had opened to let Carl in, he let himself believe it.


nine
VERY AT HOME


Frank walked into Hartwell & Blake at ten to nine on Monday morning with Saturday still lodged somewhere under his ribs. Not guilt, not shame, something heavier and warmer that had settled low in his chest overnight and wouldn't shift. He'd woken up with it. He'd showered with it. Now he was bringing it to work.

Janet was already at her desk, the good coffee waiting, his diary open on her screen.

"Morning, Frank."

"Morning."

She ran through the day with her usual efficiency: nine-thirty standup, Meridian call at eleven, two o'clock with the account director about resourcing. She paused. Looked at him over her reading glasses.

"You've got egg on your tie."

Frank looked down. He didn't.

"No I haven't."

"Mm." Janet's eyes stayed on her screen. "My mistake."

He went into his office. She knows something. She doesn't know anything. Fuck she knows something.

He sat in his chair - with the leather lumbar support he'd bought with his own money - and opened his laptop. Looked out over Kentish Town Road through the upper half of the glass partition. Waited for Carl to arrive.

Tried very hard not to think about what waiting for Carl to arrive meant now.
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Carl walked in at quarter past nine. Gym bag over his shoulder, that easy loose-limbed stride he had, the one Frank had been unconsciously cataloguing for three years of management meetings and bollocked deadlines. Carl dropped the bag at his desk. Looked across the open floor directly at Frank's office.

Came straight over.

Didn't knock.

Just opened the door and leaned in like it was his door, his office, his call to make.

Frank's stomach did something. He was on a call—client services, something routine about an invoice query. He held up one finger.

Carl waited in the doorway, arms crossed, easy as breathing.

Frank finished the call. Looked at Carl. Say it. Tell him to knock. You're his line manager. Tell him.

"Morning, boss. Quick one."

Frank nodded.

"Client query came in over the weekend on the Hartley account. Already replied, copied you in. Told them you'd call this afternoon to discuss the timeline."

He said it casually, like it was the most normal thing in the world. He'd redirected a client query to Frank. He'd done it by handling it himself first, then assigning Frank the follow-up.

That's not how it works. That's the wrong way round. He knows that's the wrong way round.

Frank said, "Fine. Thanks."

He said it like he meant it.

Carl nodded. Turned. Went. Didn't close the door behind him.

Frank sat in his good chair and thought about Saturday afternoon. His boxers. The way Carl had laughed. He opened the Hartley file. Eleven years at Hartwell & Blake and you're thanking Carl Draper for assigning you work.

His cock stirred in his suit trousers. Thickened against the decent wool blend. He shifted slightly, adjusted his position.

The email Carl had sent was competent. Thorough. Exactly what Frank would have written himself.

Carl's hand on Penny's arse. Carl's voice saying good lad whilst Frank knelt on the bedroom carpet.

He closed the Hartley file. Opened the Meridian deck. Prepared for the standup.
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The nine-thirty team standup. Eight people round the meeting table in the glass-walled room next to Frank's office. Frank at the head, running it. His table, his standup, his team, all of it still technically his.

Carl sat at the far end, arm slung over the back of the adjacent chair, relaxed in the way he was always relaxed. Like the room was his living room and everyone else was visiting.

Frank ran through the Meridian timeline. Asked Carl to update the team on the client status.

Carl did. Competent, fluent, impressive. He had a natural ease in front of people that Frank had never quite managed, even after eleven years of practice. The team listened. Frank listened.

Then Carl mentioned, in the flow of the update, that he'd pushed the Thursday delivery to Friday because the client preferred it.

Said it in passing. As a fact. A thing already done.

He had not told Frank this before the meeting.

Frank kept his face even. "Right. Fine."

The team moved on. Two of the junior analysts exchanged a brief glance. Sandra, who wasn't in this meeting but could see it through the glass from her desk, was watching.

Frank finished the standup at ten. The team dispersed. Carl stayed for a moment, scrolling on his phone, then looked up and grinned.

"Catch you later, boss."

He left.

Frank gathered his papers. In the corridor outside, one of the analysts started a not quiet enough discussion with a colleague, "Are Frank and Carl alright?"

“They seem fine?”

"Weird though, isn't it?"

Am I ready for this? It’s terrifying… yet why am I hard again?
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Lunchtime, and Frank ate at his desk, which he did sometimes when he was busy or when he wanted to avoid the floor. Janet brought him a coffee without being asked.

He looked out over Kentish Town Road. The chicken shop and Tesco Metro and buses grinding past in the midday traffic. Normal north London Monday lunchtime.

Sunday. Carl downstairs, laughing. The courier bloke standing on the doorstep with the parcel and that knowing smirk.

Sandra outside your door, filing Post-its on the thinking section of her desk.

The analyst in the corridor. ‘Weird though, isn't it?’

He thought about what it would mean if the floor knew. Not suspected. Knew.

He ate his sandwich. The chicken shop was doing brisk business. His cock was doing something unhelpful under his desk.

He closed the blinds.
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Two o'clock. Frank's phone rang - the Meridian account director, wanting a quick chat about the revised timeline. Frank's call, his account, his responsibility.

Frank picked up.

"Hi Richard, yeah, about the timeline-"

Carl appeared in the doorway. Mouthed: I'll take that. Pointed at the phone.

What.

Frank looked at him. Say no. Say no, it's fine, I've got it, it's my fucking call.

Frank covered the phone.

"Sure."

Jesus.

He handed the phone to Carl. Carl took it, sat down in Frank's meeting chair, swivelled slightly. Handled the call with that easy competence he had, the kind Frank had never quite managed even after eleven years.

His chair. His phone. His call. His client.

Frank sat at his own desk whilst Carl discussed Frank's account at Frank's meeting table in Frank's office and Frank's cock thickened in his suit trousers.

Carl finished in under five minutes.

"Sorted. Pushed the review to next week, gives us more breathing room on the deck." He handed the phone back. "They're happy."

Frank said, "Cheers."

Carl went. Left the door open again.

Frank sat back in his good chair. Thought about the man who'd just taken his call, in his office, at his meeting table, and resolved his client issue without asking. The man who'd been in his house, in his bed, in his wife.
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Half three. Frank headed to the kitchen for a coffee. Needed to move. Needed to not sit in his office thinking about Carl's hand on the phone and Carl's arse in Frank's chair.

Sandra was already there, refilling her reusable cup at the coffee machine.

They exchanged the normal pleasantries. Sandra mentioned the building heating was broken again, the lower floor was freezing, someone needed to raise it with facilities.

He promised to raise it for her.

Then Sandra said, in that way she had of sounding like she was barely paying attention whilst actually filleting you, "You and Carl seem different lately."

Fuck.

"How do you mean?"

Sandra added milk. Stirred slowly.

"Oh, I don't know. Just... different. Carl seems very comfortable."

She looked at Frank now. Her expression was warm, open, genuinely curious in the way that made Sandra so effective at extracting information without anyone noticing they were being extracted from.

“Carl’s had had a good quarter. He’s come on a lot recently.”

"Mm. Yes. He does seem very at home."

She picked up her coffee. "You should get that heating raised today, the girls on the lower floor are actually freezing. Janet's got the facilities number."

She left him, frozen by the kettle.

Very at home.

Sandra had no idea. Or… did Sandra had every idea? She seemed to have picked up on something fundamental, and Frank could see her cogs turning, could feel it in the way she'd looked at him, and his cock responded.

Right there, as he stood against the kitchen counter.

He poured water over his coffee bag. His hands were steady.

His cock was not behaving professionally.

Sandra going back to her desk. Leaning over to whoever sits next to her. Saying, quietly, look at Carl and Frank, something's different, something's off. He spends time around his house now; did you know that? That spreading across the floor like a stain, person to person, desk to desk, the whole upper floor assembling the picture without having all the pieces.
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Four o'clock. Frank excused himself from the floor. Went to the gents - upper floor, three cubicles, two urinals, the hand dryer that was extremely loud.

Entered a cubical and locked it, then sat on the lid. Didn't immediately do anything. Just sat.

Carl in the doorway this morning. Carl on his phone. Carl in the meeting, the redirected timeline announced as fact. Sandra in the kitchen. ‘Very at home’.

The standup. The junior analyst in the corridor. ‘Weird though, isn't it’.

The courier bloke on Saturday. The chain of knowledge spreading outward from the doorstep of fourteen Falkland Road like infection, like light, unstoppable.

He thought about the whole floor knowing. Not vaguely. Specifically. What Frank did. What Frank was. What Frank knelt for on Fridays in his own house whilst his colleagues went to the pub or stayed late finishing decks.

He undid his trousers. Got his cock out.

He’d been hard been since Sandra said very at home in the kitchen and looked at him like she could see right through his M&S suit to the man who knelt on his bedroom carpet on Friday nights.

Jesus Christ.

He wrapped both hands round himself. Gripped tight. Started wanking fast and deliberate in the middle cubicle of the Hartwell & Blake gents on a Monday afternoon. His cock was slick already, foreskin sliding easy, and he thought about Sandra.

Sandra's face when she found out.

She'd know Frank Sandford went home and let a younger man fuck his wife.

She'd know Frank knelt in the corner and watched.

She'd know Frank cleaned her after; licked Carl's cum out of her cunt whilst Carl laughed.

Oh fuck. Oh Christ.

He bit down on his fist. Wanked faster. Thought about Janet in his doorway this morning, that little pause, you seem well, less tense.

The hand dryer kicked on somewhere behind him. Loud and industrial.

Frank came.

His body went rigid. His cock pulsed in his fists. Spunk hit the inside of the cubicle door in thick white streaks. He made almost no sound. Bit down harder on his knuckles. Kept wanking through it, milking every last pulse, his thighs shaking.

Fuck. Fuck.

His cock twitched, oversensitive. His cum was dripping down the door, pooling on the tile floor.

He leant back against the cistern. Breathed.

The cubicle was beige tile and institutional and the same as it had been on Friday and every day before that. Frank had been coming to this toilet for eleven years. He'd never wanked in it before three weeks ago.

Now he couldn't seem to stop.

He straightened himself up. Flushed. Went to the sink. Washed his hands. Adjusted his tie in the mirror and looked at himself - not as he'd looked in the bathroom mirror at fourteen Falkland Road in the before-time. This was after-Frank. In his suit. In the Hartwell & Blake gents. With entirely different information about what he was and what he wanted and what made him come harder than anything in twenty years.

He looked fine.

He looked like Frank Sandford, senior project manager. Competent and controlled.

He dried his hands and went back out onto the floor.
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Sandra was on the phone. She glanced at him as he passed; the glance that took in everything and revealed nothing. The glance that said I see you and I am filing what I see, and I will use it when I need it.

He went into his office and closed the door.

Sandra watched him close it and continued her phone call about the heating. Her face revealed absolutely nothing.

Frank sat down. Looked out over Kentish Town Road.

She saw you come back from the gents flushed and calmer than you left. She noted the closed door. Sandra notes everything.

He found this, sitting in his good chair on a Monday afternoon, basically the best thing that had ever happened to him.
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Five-thirty. The floor emptied. Frank packed up his laptop, his notebook, the Meridian deck he'd barely looked at all afternoon.

Carl came to the coat stand at the same time. They stood beside each other, putting coats on. The normal end-of-day ritual.

Carl said, easy, "See you tomorrow, boss."

Frank said, "Yeah. See you tomorrow."

Frank watched him cross the floor - gym bag over his shoulder, stairs taken two at a time, disappearing.

Janet appeared in the doorway. Coat on, bag over her shoulder.

"Goodnight, Frank."

Frank looked up.

Janet paused. Very briefly. Did the thing she sometimes did, the holding of a thought she'd decided not to say.

"Frank."

He looked at her.

She said nothing for a moment.

Then: "Have a good evening."


ten
THROUGH THE WALL


Tuesday evening, the sofa, the telly barely audible. Another Scandinavian crime thing Penny had put on, subtitles Frank wasn't reading, grey skies he wasn't seeing. His mug of tea had gone cold in his hand.

Penny shifted beside him. Her hand settled on his knee, warm through his joggers.

"Carl's commute is a bit much, isn't it."

Not a question. Frank looked at her. She was still watching the television, her voice careful in that way she used when she was approaching something sideways.

"From his place, you mean."

"Mm. Twenty minutes on a good day. Longer if the Overground's playing up." She squeezed his knee gently. "And he's here two, three nights a week now."

Here it comes. Frank's pulse kicked up. His cock stirred before his brain had fully caught up.

"I was thinking," Penny continued, her eyes still on the telly, "it might be easier if he just stayed over more. Properly, I mean. Rather than all the back and forth."

She looked at him now. Her hand stayed on his knee.

"Would that be alright? A proper arrangement, rather than ad hoc?"

Frank held her gaze. No trigger phrase. No countdown. She was asking him, sober, on a Tuesday after the washing up, whether Carl could move in. Just asking him like it was a normal question about a normal situation.

He thought about Carl's shirts hanging on the back of Frank's office chair at work. Carl's gym bag under the desk. Carl in the kitchen on Sunday mornings, shirtless, pouring orange juice like he already lived here.

He does live here. Functionally. He just hasn't brought all his things yet.

"Yes," Frank said. His throat felt tight. "Fine. If that makes sense."

Penny's face softened. Her thumb rubbed small circles on his knee.

"It might make sense to have him here during the week week. Maybe more, depending. We could sort out the spare room properly for him, make it comfortable."

The spare room. For Carl.

Frank's cock thickened properly now, pressing against his boxers.

"Sure. Yeah. Whatever works."

They sat there watching the television. Penny's hand stayed on his knee. On screen, a detective interviewed a suspect in Swedish. Frank read the subtitles without processing a single word.

I just agreed to Carl moving in. Out loud.

He pressed at the thought the way you'd press a bruise, checking if it hurt. It didn't hurt. It felt right, like the next step in something that had started the first time Penny had said relax and obey and Frank's shoulders had dropped before his brain could tell them not to.

Penny leant her head against his shoulder. Her hair smelt of that floral shampoo she always used, slightly too sweet. Frank put his arm around her and they sat like that, watching Scandinavian detectives solve a murder neither of them cared about, whilst the reality of what they'd just agreed settled into the room like a third person on the sofa.

Carl's moving in.
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Wednesday morning, the corridor near the lift. Frank was heading to the kitchen for his second coffee when he saw Carl coming the other way, gym bag over his shoulder, phone in his hand.

They slowed. The corridor wasn't wide enough to pass without acknowledging.

Carl looked up from his phone. "Alright."

"Alright."

They stopped. Frank held his empty mug. Carl was in his work clothes: dark jeans, fitted shirt with the sleeves rolled up, that easy confidence he always carried like a second skin.

Carl glanced down the corridor. Nobody nearby. He looked back at Frank.

"Penny mentioned the arrangement."

Frank's pulse jumped. He kept his face neutral, the Manager face, the one he wore when clients asked difficult questions he didn't want to answer.

"Yeah. She thought it made sense."

Carl looked at him properly now. No smirk. No edge. Something more direct in his face, an assessment that was also, somehow, a courtesy. Like Carl was checking something important before he proceeded.

"You sure, boss?"

He's asking. He didn't have to ask. Penny's already told him it's happening. But he's asking me anyway.

Something shifted in Frank's chest, warm and uncomfortable and impossible to name.

"Yeah, I'm sure."

Carl held his gaze for another moment. Then he nodded once, a decision made.

"Alright then."

He shifted his gym bag higher on his shoulder and moved past Frank towards the stairs. Frank watched him go, then continued to the kitchen on legs that felt slightly unsteady.

He filled his mug. Added milk. Stood at the counter looking out at the grey sky over Kentish Town Road, his cock half-hard in his suit trousers. He asked. He wanted me to say yes, properly, no fake trigger words. He wanted my consent.

Frank went back to his office. Through the glass partition he could see Carl at his desk by the window, already on a call, laughing at something the person on the other end had said.

He checked. He didn't assume.

The warmth in Frank's chest stayed there for the rest of the day.
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Wednesday evening Frank came home to find Penny in the kitchen, chopping vegetables for a stir-fry. Radio 2 on low, the familiar smell of garlic and ginger.

She looked up when he came in. Smiled. "Good day?"

"Fine. Yeah. Carl mentioned you'd talked to him."

Penny kept chopping, her knife moving with easy rhythm.

"I thought it made sense to speak to him first. Make sure he was comfortable with it before we sorted the details."

Frank put his bag down. Loosened his tie. "What did he say?"

"He said if you were alright with it, he was."

Frank leant against the counter. Penny glanced at him, then back at the chopping board.

"He's very respectful of you, you know. He doesn't want to overstep."

Overstep. Frank almost laughed. Carl's cock had been in Penny's mouth whilst Frank knelt beside them holding her hair. Carl had fucked her bed whilst Frank watched from the corner. Overstepping seemed like a concept they'd left behind weeks ago.

But he knew what Penny meant. Carl was careful. He followed Penny's lead. He waited for Frank's consent, even when the consent was inevitable.

Penny put the knife down. She wiped her hands on a tea towel and came over to Frank, sliding her arms around his waist.

"Are you really alright with this? Properly?"

Frank looked at her. Her face was open, genuine, the face she wore when she wanted to know something rather than when she was performing concern.

"Yes," he said. "I am."

She searched his face for a moment. Then she kissed him, warm and certain, her mouth soft against his.

She went back to the stir-fry. Frank went upstairs to change, catching his reflection in the bedroom mirror as he passed. Forty-three, soft around the middle, thinning at the crown. He looked like a man who managed projects and paid mortgages and had perfectly ordinary problems.

I don't look like a man who's about to give his wife's lover keys to the flat.

But he was. And his cock was already responding to the thought of it.

He pulled on his joggers and went back downstairs.
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Thursday afternoon, Frank's office. Carl came in at half two with the Meridian update, sprawling in his usual chair at the meeting table with one arm over the back.

They went through the numbers. The timeline. The client feedback. All of it entirely professional, entirely normal, whilst underneath the surface everything had shifted and both of them knew it.

Frank signed off on the next phase. Carl made a note in his book.

Then Carl looked up. "Penny said Saturday. For bringing my things over."

Frank's pen paused over the page. "Saturday. Right. Yeah."

"I'll keep it minimal. Don't want to clutter the place up."

It's your place now too. Frank didn't say it. He nodded instead.

Carl stood, gathered his notebook. "Cheers, boss."

He left. Frank sat at his meeting table looking at the closed door, thinking about Saturday, about Carl arriving with his things, how things could change.

His cock thickened in his trousers. Two more days.
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Friday evening, half seven. Frank came downstairs and stopped in the doorway.

The living room was prepared. Candles lit, casting soft shadows. The ambient music playing from Penny's phone, rain and distant bells. The blanket folded on the sofa. Wine open, two glasses poured.

Penny sat in her usual spot, jeans and grey jumper, her notebook open on the coffee table.

She looked at him. "One more session."

Frank came into the room slowly. This is the last time. He could feel it, the finality. After tonight, there would be nothing left that the session needed to do.

"I want to go somewhere we haven't been yet," Penny said. Her voice was soft, deliberate. "Somewhere final."

Frank sat on the sofa. Didn't pick up the wine. Looked at her.

"Alright."

She moved to the armchair opposite. Opened her notebook, though Frank suspected she didn't need it anymore. She knew the script by heart.

"Lie back, sweetheart."

Frank lay back. The sofa cushions beneath him, the blanket over his legs. Candles flickering in his peripheral vision. He closed his eyes.

No point pretending anymore. We both know.

Penny's voice found its register immediately, that slow, unhurried tone that had worked on him from the very first session.

"I'm going to count down from ten. With each number, you'll feel yourself sinking deeper. Relaxing more completely. By the time I reach one, you'll be exactly where you need to be."

She counted. Frank followed her down, his breathing slowing, his shoulders dropping. That particular quality of release settling into his body like warm water. By the time she reached one, he was floating.

"Relax and obey, sweetheart."

Her trigger phrase. If only she knew he’d faked it the entire time, they’d not need this charade.

Penny was quiet for a moment. Frank lay in the dark behind his own eyelids and waited.

When she spoke again, her voice had changed. Not the hypnotherapy voice anymore. Something warmer, almost tender.

"You've been so good, Frank. So open. So willing to follow where this has led."

Frank's chest tightened. He kept his breathing steady.

"Tonight I'm going to tell you something you already know. Something you've known for weeks, maybe longer. But I'm going to say it out loud, and you're going to hear it, and you're going to accept it completely."

A pause. Frank's pulse kicked.

"You want Carl to be part of this household. Properly. Permanently. You want him to have the master bedroom, because that's where he belongs. You want to move to the spare room, because that's where you belong."

Yes. Frank's cock thickened against his thigh. She’s right.

"The spare room is your space. You'll keep it well. You'll make it yours. But the master bedroom is Carl's now. The master bedroom is where Carl and I sleep. Where we fuck. Where we are a couple. And you will be happy with this arrangement, because it is exactly what you want."

Each word landed in Frank's chest like a stone dropping into water. True. All of it true. Relief to hear it spoken aloud.

"You will serve us both. You will be good. You will obey. And you will feel, for the first time in a very long time, happy in yourself."

Penny stopped. The silence stretched.

Then, quietly, "Is this what you want, Frank?"

She's asking. The trigger phrase never asked. Penny just planted the commands, and she thought Frank's obeyed and neither of them acknowledged the lie. But now, candles burning, her voice stripped of the therapeutic register, she'd stopped the script and asked him.

She wants to hear me say it.

Frank lay in the dark. He thought about the spare room. About Carl's shirts in the wardrobe. About the delivery bloke on the doorstep, grinning. About Sandra at her desk. About the whole floor knowing, someday, somehow.

He thought about kneeling in the corner. About Penny's hand in his hair. About the particular peace that came with not being in charge anymore.

He opened his mouth. His own voice, not performed, not compliant. Just his voice.

"Yes."

One word. Clean and absolute.

Penny was quiet. When she spoke again, the hypnotherapy voice was gone entirely. Just Penny.

"Good. That's exactly right."

She completed the waking count. Frank opened his eyes. The candles still burned; Penny sat beside him now, looking at him with something he couldn't quite name in her expression.

He sat up. She reached out and put her hand on his face, her palm warm against his cheek.

She didn't ask how he felt. She didn't perform the usual post-session questions.

She just looked at him.

"Alright then," Frank said.

Penny smiled. "Alright then."

She leant in and kissed him. Not a peck. A proper kiss, warm and certain, her mouth soft and sure against his.

They sat together on the sofa for a while after that. No television. No phone. Just the candles burning down and the ambient music playing and the two of them in the room where it had all started.

This is what it was always supposed to be.

Not the missionary in the dark. Not the fortnight routine. Not the performance of a marriage that had stopped fitting years ago.

This. Whatever name it needed, it felt right.
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Saturday morning, half ten. The doorbell rang

Frank opened the door to Carl, two holdalls at his feet and a box in his arms. He lifted his chin. "Alright."

"Alright. Come in."

Frank picked up one of the holdalls. Heavier than he'd expected. His entire life in two bags. He carried it through the hallway, up the stairs, into the master bedroom.

Carl followed with the box. They put things down on the bed.

Frank opened the wardrobe. The left side, the larger side, where the best hanging space was. He indicated it. "Here."

Carl nodded. Opened one of the holdalls and started pulling out shirts on hangers. Dark colours, well-fitted, the kind that looked expensive but probably weren't.

Frank's suits were still on the right side of the wardrobe. He took an armful off the rail whilst Carl's shirts went up in their place. The smell of Carl's aftershave drifted from the fabric, something woody and clean.

They worked in near silence. Not uncomfortable. Just focused, two men rearranging a household.

Frank carried his suits to the spare room, hung them in the narrower wardrobe. One of them creased slightly because the rail was a few inches too short. Doesn't matter. He left it.

When he came back, Carl was unpacking the second holdall. Jeans, t-shirts, a jacket Frank recognised from the office.

Penny appeared in the doorway with mugs of tea. She handed one to Carl, one to Frank. Watched them for a moment, her face soft. Then she left.

Carl put his gym trainers in the bottom of the wardrobe. His aftershave on Penny's dressing table, the bottle catching the light. His phone charger on Frank's old bedside table.

Frank stood in the doorway and watched Carl arrange his things in the master bedroom. This is it.
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Frank made the spare room bed with the clean white duvet, the spare pillows that smelt faintly of lavender from the fabric softener Penny used.

He put his phone charger on the small chest of drawers. Found the lamp in the cupboard, plugged it in.

Hung his suits in the narrow wardrobe. They fit, just. His work shirts in the drawers beneath. His shoes lined up at the bottom.

He sat on the edge of the single bed. It was smaller than he remembered from the couple of nights he’d spent in it after coming home drunk and stinking of kebab to a furious Penny. The window looked out over the back garden. The radiator ticked as it warmed up, filling the room with dry heat.

Penny's craft supplies were still in the corner in a large canvas bag. Frank didn't move them. Another of her fads packed away.

Downstairs, Carl was moving around in the kitchen. Penny's voice, warm, saying something Frank couldn't make out. Radio 2 playing.

Frank sat on the single bed and looked at the room. My room now.

He got up. Went downstairs and made tea for all three of them.
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They spent the afternoon in the living room. Carl and Penny on the sofa, Frank in his armchair. They talked about normal things. Work, Penny's week at the surgery. Carl's flatmates at Leighton Road, who he'd told he was moving out but hadn't told where.

Carl's hand rested on Penny's thigh, casual and possessive. She leant into him slightly, comfortable, easy.

Two months ago Carl was my subordinate who couldn't file a report on time. Frank watched them. Now he's sitting on my sofa with my wife tucked against him like they're the couple and I'm the guest.

Good. That's exactly how it should be.

About 3pm, Penny stood. "I'm making a roast. Carl, can you help me with the potatoes?"

Carl followed her to the kitchen. Frank heard them talking, Penny's laugh, the sound of the tap running.

He sat in the armchair alone, looking at the sofa where they'd been sitting. The cushions still held the shape of them, the dent where Carl's weight had pressed down.

Frank picked up his mug. The tea had gone cold. He drank it anyway.
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The three of them at the kitchen table. Roast chicken, roast potatoes, the works. Penny had made an effort.

Carl poured wine for all three of them, his movements easy in the kitchen like he already knew where everything lived. He raised his glass. "Cheers."

Penny and Frank raised theirs.

The conversation flowed. Carl told a story about his gym, something involving a bloke who'd got stuck under a barbell and needed three people to lift it off him. Penny laughed. Frank smiled.

Almost normal. Like this was just how things were. Three people having dinner.

Except Carl's foot was touching Penny's under the table. And Frank's cock was half-hard in his jeans. And upstairs, Carl's things were in the master bedroom and Frank's things were in the spare room.

Normal on the surface maybe, but underneath, everything had shifted.

After dinner, Frank washed up and Penny dried, while Carl made coffee, humming along to the radio.

Normal.
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At half nine, Frank stood in the living room doorway. Carl and Penny were on the sofa, her legs across his lap, his hand on her thigh, television low.

"I'm heading up," Frank said.

Penny looked up. She reached out and touched his hand, warm and affectionate. "Sleep well, sweetheart."

Carl nodded. "Night, mate."

The dismissal was gentle but absolute. Frank was going upstairs. They were staying down here. For now.

Frank went upstairs. Brushed his teeth in the bathroom opposite the two bedrooms, looking at the closed door of the master bedroom whilst he rinsed his mouth.

Their room now. Carl and Penny's.

He went to the spare room. Closed the door. Didn't lock it. Why would I? It's not my house to lock anymore.

He got into bed. The single bed, the duvet smelling clean and faintly of lavender.

He lay in the dark and waited, his hand resting on his cock through the duvet.

The house has reordered itself and I'm exactly where I belong.

His arousal was calm, steady, inevitable.

He waited.
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Downstairs, the television sounds suddenly cut off. Footsteps on the stairs. Two sets. Penny's lighter tread, then Carl's heavier one.

Voices in the hallway, low. Penny laughed at something.

The bathroom door clicked shut. The shower started. Penny showering: Frank knew the routine.

Fifteen minutes later, the shower stopped. The bathroom door opened. Footsteps. The master bedroom door opened.

Closed.

Not loudly. Just closed, final and certain.

Silence.

Frank lay in the dark, his hand wrapping around his cock now through the duvet. Waiting.

At first, nothing.

Then the bed creaked. That particular creak Frank had slept through for nine years, the sound of someone sitting on the edge, the springs shifting.

Penny's voice, low. He couldn't make out words.

Carl's voice, deeper, a response.

A pause.

Then a sound. Small. Penny's sound, the sound she made when she was being touched properly, when someone's hand was exactly where she wanted it.

Frank's grip tightened on his cock.

The sounds built.

The bed creaking in rhythm now. Penny's breathing audible through the wall, her voice starting to rise.

Carl's voice, suddenly clear, loud enough that Frank heard every word: "Turn over."

Flat. Absolute. The voice of a man who expected to be obeyed immediately.

Frank heard the bedclothes shift. Penny complying without hesitation.

The bed creaked differently now. Faster. Harder.

Penny made a sound halfway between a gasp and a moan. Then another. Then she was loud, properly loud, louder than Frank had ever heard her.

Frank pushed the duvet down. Wrapped his hand around his bare cock. Gripped hard.

The headboard slammed into the wall behind Frank's pillow. Rhythmic, relentless, the whole bed shaking on the other side. Nine years I slept in that bed, and it never made that sound.

The room smelt of Frank's own sweat now. His cock leaked against his palm, slick and hot.

Penny's voice rose higher. She was saying Carl's name, she was saying yes, she was saying please, and Frank could hear every syllable through the wall like she was in the room with him.

Carl's voice again, rough and clear: "You've been gagging for this all week, haven't you?"

Penny's response was incoherent. A sound of agreement, desperate, pleading.

"Say it."

Penny, breathless, loud enough that Frank heard perfectly: "Yes. Yes. I've been waiting. Please. Please don't stop."

She's begging. Frank's hand moved faster on his cock. She's begging him.

The rhythm increased. The headboard thudded against the wall, steady and relentless. Frank matched it with his hand, his breathing shallow, sweat running down his temple.

Carl's voice, commanding: "Good girl. That's it. Take it. All of it."

Good girl. The same tone Penny used with Frank. She submits to him the way I submit to her.

The power structure clicked into place in Frank's head like a lock turning. Carl, then Penny, then Frank. He was at the bottom and his cock throbbed with it.

Penny's sounds escalated. The begging continued, her voice breaking. "Please Carl please Carl please, I'm going to, please don't stop, I'm-"

Carl's voice cut through: "Come for me. Now."

Penny screamed.

Not a polite sound. Not a bedroom sound. A raw, uncontrolled scream of pleasure that filled the house and went through the wall and into Frank's chest and cock simultaneously.

The bed kept going. Carl was fucking her through her orgasm, the headboard slamming, Penny sobbing with it, breathless, wrecked.

Then Carl's voice, a groan, deep and satisfied.

The rhythm slowed. Stopped.

Silence.

Then Penny's laugh, soft, breathless, utterly content.

Carl said something soft Frank couldn't hear. Penny responded, her voice warm, lazy, satisfied in a way Frank recognised and had never, ever been the cause of.

She obeyed him. He told her to come and she obeyed.

Frank lay in the dark, stroking his cock, his hand slick with pre-cum now, his breathing ragged.

Through the wall, he could hear them talking. Low voices. Penny's laugh again, softer now.

The bedclothes shifting. Someone getting up. The bathroom door.

Penny. She always goes to the bathroom after.

The tap running. The toilet flush. Footsteps back.

The bed creaked as she got back in.

Silence for a moment.

Then Carl's voice, too low for Frank to catch words, but the tone was clear: warm, possessive, intimate. The voice of a man talking to his woman in his bed.

Penny responded. Frank couldn't hear what she said. He could hear the warmth in it, the contentment.

Quieter. The sounds of two people settling into sleep.

The master bedroom went silent.

Frank lay in the spare room, his cock still hard in his fist, aching now. His hand moved properly now, stroking himself with purpose, his grip tight, his rhythm faster.

He thought about what he'd just heard. Penny begging. Carl commanding. The headboard slamming into the wall. Her scream.

He thought about Carl in the master bedroom. Carl's shirts in the wardrobe. Carl's holdall unpacked into the drawers. Carl's aftershave on the dresser, that woody smell.

He thought about Monday.

Walking into Hartwell & Blake. Sandra at her desk with her stupid pot plant, looking at him with that knowing expression.

Sandra telling someone. The junior analyst finding out. Janet knowing.

He thought about Janet, who had worked with him for four years, who knew his diary better than he did, who brought him coffee. Janet finding out what Frank did on his knees on Friday nights.

He thought about the whole floor. The account directors. The IT bloke. The receptionist on the ground floor who always smiled when he came in.

All of them knowing that he lived in the spare room now.

The thought tipped him over.

Frank bit his fist, not from pain but to keep from making a sound in the spare room whilst he came, his cock pulsing in his hand, spilling over his knuckles and stomach. Everyone knowing. Sandra telling Janet. The whole floor. He was rigid with it, biting down harder, the humiliation and the orgasm the same bright line through his body.

He lay still afterwards, his breathing slowing, his heart thudding in his chest.

He reached for the tissues on the chest of drawers. Cleaned himself up, the tissues going damp and heavy in his hand.

He pulled the duvet back up. The spare room radiator had warmed up properly now. The room was comfortable, the air dry and still.

He closed his eyes.

The humiliation was public in his head, and his cock hadn't cared that it was only in his head. It had responded like it was real, like it was already happening.

They're going to know. Sometime, somehow, they're going to know.

And I want them to.

He lay in the dark, the duvet warm around him, the single bed narrow but sufficient. Through the wall he could hear, faintly, Penny's sleeping breathing, that heavier rhythm she always had after sex.

The house was quiet. The spare room was his now. The master bedroom belonged to Carl and Penny. The arrangement was complete.

Frank's cock stirred again, half-hard already, and he thought about Monday morning, walking into the office, Sandra's eyes on him.

I'm home. The thought settled in his chest, warm and certain. I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be.

He closed his eyes and let sleep pull him down, his hand resting on his cock through the duvet, his breathing slow and even.


eleven
SIX WEEKS LATER
The Housewarming


Six o'clock on a Friday evening, and Frank was arranging crisps in bowls.

Salt and vinegar. Ready salted. The posh Waitrose ones Penny liked, hand-cooked with sea salt that cost twice what they should. He tipped them into the good ceramic bowls, the ones they'd bought for dinner parties they never had and set them on the counter in a neat row.

Boxers and socks. This was normal now.

Six weeks since Carl moved in. Six weeks in the spare room with the single bed, listening to Penny come through the wall most nights whilst Carl fucked her in their bed. Their bed. Six weeks of making breakfast, cooking Carl's eggs the way he liked them with the yolks runny and toast on the side. Six weeks of Penny asking Carl about curtains, about the weekly shop, about what film to watch. Asking Carl, not Frank. Frank in the armchair with his tea whilst Carl and Penny sat on the sofa making domestic decisions like he was a lodger whose opinion was polite to ask but not required.

He didn't wear trousers in the house on Friday nights anymore. Penny preferred him like this. She hadn't said so explicitly, but she'd smiled the first time he'd come downstairs in just his boxers without being told, and Carl had nodded approval, and that was enough.

The radio played something bland and familiar. He hummed along without thinking whilst he opened the jar of olives from the deli on Kentish Town Road. The good ones, fat and green and stuffed with garlic. He drained them, arranged them in a small dish.

Fridge next. Tennent's for Carl, several four packs of the dreadful lager. Some snooty craft IPA Carl had mentioned his mate Jez liked, something hoppy and expensive from a brewery in Hackney. Wine for Penny, a Pinot Grigio already opened and breathing on the counter, though she probably wouldn't drink much tonight. She never did when she was performing.

Performing. That's what this was, wasn't it? A performance. For an audience.

Tonight was different.

Tonight other people would see.

Carl had mentioned it on Tuesday. Casual, easy, leaning against Frank's desk at work whilst he tried to focus on the Meridian close-out report. "Jez wants to meet Penny. Told him Friday. That alright?"

He had looked up. Jez. Carl's mate from Glasgow, the one Carl went to the gym with, the one whose laugh Frank could hear sometimes on speakerphone when Carl took calls in the office kitchen.

"Yeah. Fine."

Carl had grinned, clapped Frank's shoulder. "Cheers, mate. He's bringing a mate as well. Connor. Sound bloke."

Two men. Carl's mates. Coming to the house. Seeing Penny. Seeing Frank.

Seeing everything.

Frank's cock had gone hard in his suit trousers right there at his desk, and Carl had walked out of his office like he knew exactly what he'd done, and Frank had sat staring at the Meridian report thinking: they're going to know. They're going to see exactly what I am.

He'd been hard on and off all week.

Now it was Friday. Six o'clock. Two hours until they arrived.

He set out nuts in another bowl. Cashews, roasted and salted. He arranged everything on the tray: crisps, olives, nuts, napkins folded beside them. The tray looked good. Presentable. The sort of thing you'd put out for guests.

Guests who are coming to fuck my wife.

Footsteps behind him. He turned as Carl appeared in the kitchen doorway wearing jeans and nothing else, still damp from the shower. The Celtic tattoo on his ribs caught the light, that green and white crest stark against his skin. His chest was solid, defined, the body of a man who went to the gym four times a week and actually enjoyed it.

Carl opened the fridge. Took a Tennent's. Cracked it with his thumb, drank.

He looked at Frank's prep work. The snacks, the lagers lined up, the wine glasses already out.

"Jez say’s his mate Connor is a bouncer at some club in Shoreditch. Built like a fucking tank he said."

He nodded. Kept arranging the cashews, making sure they sat evenly in the bowl, trying not to imagine how that ‘tank’ would be ruining his wife later.

Carl drank, leant against the counter, easy and comfortable in the kitchen that used to be Penny's and was now, somehow, his. "Penny's getting ready upstairs. Putting on that black thing. You know the one."

I know the one.

The black bodysuit. Sheer panels at the sides. The fabric that made her tits look extraordinary, pushed them up and together, her nipples visible through the material.

"She's fucking gagging for this, mate." Carl's voice was warm, conversational, the tone you'd use to talk about the weather or the football. "Shaved everything this morning. Spent an hour on her hair. Looks fucking unreal."

Frank's cock stirred properly now, pressed insistent against the cotton of his boxers.

Carl noticed.

"You alright with this?" Carl's face was open, checking, the same way he'd checked in the corridor at work six weeks ago when Penny had first suggested the moving-in arrangement. "Properly alright?"

Frank looked at him. Carl, shirtless, holding his Tennent's, the man who lived in his house and slept in his bed and fucked his wife four or five times a week. The man whose mates were about to arrive and see exactly what the arrangement was.

"Yeah," he admitted, "I'm alright."

Carl nodded, drank. "Good lad."

Good lad. The phrase dropped straight into Frank's chest and his cock at the same time, that warm heavy pulse. The way you'd say it to a dog who'd fetched the right stick, who'd sat when told, who'd been obedient and patient and exactly what you wanted.

"Right," Carl said. "Better get dressed then."

He walked out, bare feet on the tiles, easy and unhurried, a man in his own house preparing for his own evening.

He went back to the cashews.

His hands were steady. He was steady.

I've been ready for this for weeks.
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He went upstairs. Ostensibly to fetch a clean tea towel from the airing cupboard on the landing, but really to see her.

The master bedroom door stood ajar. Penny was at the mirror, adjusting the bodysuit. Her tits pushed up and together, nipples visible through the fabric, dark and hard. The bodysuit cut high on her thighs, higher than anything she'd worn when it was just Frank, when it was their bedroom and their bed and their marriage without the complication of a third.

Her hair was down, curled properly. The way she used to wear it when they first met, when they went to that barbecue in Tufnell Park and he'd had thought she was the most beautiful woman in the room.

She still is.

Full makeup. Red lipstick, the good stuff, the kind that stayed on through everything.

She looked like sex. Specific, deliberate, unapologetic sex.

She caught sight of Frank in the mirror. Smiled.

"You alright, sweetheart?"

He nodded. He was, in his own way.

She turned to face him properly. The bodysuit clung to every curve, left absolutely nothing to the imagination. She'd shaved completely, he could see it, smooth skin where the fabric didn't quite cover, the deliberate presentation.

"Carl wants me to be nice to his friends," she said.

"Yeah. He said."

She came closer, put her hand on his chest, warm through his t-shirt. Her nails were painted the same red as her lipstick.

"You're being so good about this," she said quietly. "I'm proud of you."

She kissed his cheek. Her lipstick left a mark, he felt it, warm and sticky against his skin.

She didn't wipe it off.

"Go finish the set-up, love," she said. "They'll be here soon."

Be nice to his friends. She'd said it like she was talking about making tea, offering biscuits, the normal social contract of a Friday night gathering. Except she was shaved bare and her tits were on display and the bodysuit left absolutely fuck-all to the imagination.

She's dressed like a woman preparing to fuck multiple men, and she just kissed my cheek and told me to go finish the drinks like I'm the fucking help.
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Back in the kitchen, Frank could hear Carl moving around in the living room, then the sound of sofa cushions shifting, Carl settling in.

The house smelled clean. Penny's reed diffuser, white tea and fig, the scent she'd been burning for years. The faint trace of Carl's aftershave layered underneath, that woody smell that had become part of the house now, worked into the fabric of everything.

He finished laying out the snacks. Checked the lagers again, made sure everything was ready.

He poured himself a whisky. Talisker, the bottle Carl had brought back from a work trip to Edinburgh when things had been… different. His hands needed something to do.

Carl appeared in the doorway, dressed properly now. Dark jeans, fitted black t-shirt that showed his shoulders and arms.

Carl looked at the spread. The tray, the bowls, the lagers lined up in the fridge.

He nodded. "Looks good, mate. Cheers for sorting it."

"No problem."

Carl grinned. "They're gonna love her. Jez has been going on about it all week."

All week.

Frank's stomach dropped.

Carl's been planning this. Talking about Penny with others, they’ll know I’m her husband.

The doorbell rang.

"That'll be them," Carl said, and walked to the front door like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Carl opened the door. Male voices in the hallway, warm greetings, heavy footsteps on the tiles.

"Alright, mate!"

"Good to see you, man."

"Come through, Frank's got drinks sorted."

They appeared in the kitchen doorway.

Jez first. Tall and broad, late twenties, the gym body Carl had mentioned. Dark hair, sharp jaw. Jeans and a tight grey Henley that showed off his chest and arms. He looked like he could pick Penny up without thinking about it.

He probably will.

Connor behind him. Taller, shaved head, tattoos crawling up both forearms. The bouncer Carl had described. Easily six-three, shoulders that filled the doorway. Black jeans, black t-shirt. Exactly the sort of bloke who'd break up fights for a living and enjoy it.

They clocked Frank immediately.

Boxers and socks. The lipstick mark still visible on his cheek where Penny had kissed him upstairs, her red mouth pressed against his skin like a brand.

Jez grinned. "Alright, Frank."

Connor nodded. His eyes flicked down to the lipstick, then away, polite enough not to comment but Frank saw the recognition, the understanding sliding into place.

They know. They saw me and they know exactly what I am.

Carl gestured to the fridge. "Help yourselves. Frank's been prepping all evening."

Jez took a Tennent's. Connor grabbed the IPA, twisted the cap off with his hand, no opener needed.

Jez said, to Carl, not Frank: "Where's Penny then?"

Carl grinned. "Getting ready. She'll be down in a minute."

They moved into the living room. Carl leading, Jez and Connor following, beers in hand, their voices filling the space.

Frank stayed in the kitchen.

His cock was rigid now, properly hard, tenting his boxers visibly, the fabric stretched tight.

His breathing had gone shallow.

Carl's told them everything. What Penny does. What I do. What tonight is. They looked at me and they knew immediately.

Footsteps on the stairs, Penny's heels on the wood, that deliberate click-click-click that made every head turn.

The living room went quiet.

He moved to the kitchen doorway so he could see through to the living room: the sofa, the armchairs, Carl and Jez and Connor all turning toward the hallway.

Penny appeared at the bottom of the stairs, in just the black bodysuit with her tits pushed up and together. Those heels, the black ones with the four-inch spike that made her legs endless. #

She's dressed like sex. Specific, deliberate, unapologetic sex for three men who aren't me.

Jez gasped, "Fuck me."

Connor just stared.

Carl stood, went to her, slid his arm around her waist. Proprietary and deliberate. For the audience. He kissed her neck, slow and possessive, and Penny's eyes fluttered closed for just a second before she opened them again and smiled.

"This is Penny," Carl said to Jez and Connor.

Penny smiled, warm and easy, the perfect hostess welcoming guests into her home. "Hi. Lovely to meet you both."

She looked past them. Into the kitchen, and her eyes found him.

"Frank, can you bring my wine through, love?"

The instruction. His role, explicit now, witnessed by others.

Frank moved. Fetched the bottle and a glass from the counter. His cock led him across the kitchen.

Let them see. They're going to see everything tonight anyway.

He brought the wine into the living room, poured Penny a glass at the coffee table. His hands were steady, the liquid pale and cold.

The four of them watched him. Carl on the sofa, Penny beside him, Carl's hand already sliding up her thigh. Jez and Connor in the armchairs, their eyes tracking Frank's movements, assessing.

He handed Penny the glass. She took it, smiled at him. "Thank you, sweetheart."

Carl turned to him, "Frank, get yourself a lager. Relax."

So he went back to the kitchen, and got a Tennent's from the fridge, but didn't sit, instead he stood in the doorway between kitchen and living room, watching.

Jez was talking to Penny now, something about her hair, how good she looked. His eyes stayed on her tits the entire time, didn't even pretend to look at her face.

He's not even pretending. None of them are.

Connor's gaze hadn't left her body since she'd come downstairs. He shifted in the armchair, his jeans tight across his thighs.

He's hard. Connor's hard just looking at her.

Carl's hand moved higher on Penny's thigh, possessive and casual. He looked at Frank in the doorway and grinned.

The living room felt warm, full, alive with anticipation.

Frank drank his lager and watched the four of them and felt his cock press insistent against his boxers.

This is it. This is exactly it.

Carl's hand moved higher still, and Jez leant forward and said something that made Penny laugh, that bright genuine laugh she had when she was enjoying herself.

Furniture. The help. The cuck in the corner watching his wife prepare to fuck three men. And I'm harder than I've been in my entire fucking life.

Penny gulped down her wine, set the glass down on the coffee table with a soft click, then looked at Carl, who nodded.

She stood, looked at Jez, then Connor. Smiled in a devastatingly sexy way, "Shall we go upstairs?"

Jez stood immediately. Connor followed, unfolding from the armchair, all six-foot-three of him rising like a building going up.

Carl stood last. He looked at Frank in the doorway.

"You good, mate?"

He realised, that he was, so nodded.

Carl grinned. "Good lad."

The four of them headed for the stairs. Penny first, heels clicking on the wood, her arse moving in the bodysuit. The three men following: Carl's hand on the small of her back, Jez and Connor behind, their eyes on her body, tracking every movement.

Frank stayed in the doorway.

Listened to the footsteps. The creak of the landing. The master bedroom door closing.

He finished his lager, while sat on the bottom stair, the wood cool through his boxers, and waited.

He heard voices upstairs. Penny's laugh. The bed creaking once, as someone sat on the edge.

I'm sitting on the stair in my own house, waiting for the sounds to start. And I feel, for the first time in twenty years, completely free.

Upstairs, Penny made a sound.

The first one. Soft, pleased, the intake of breath that meant someone's mouth was on her.

He closed his eyes and smiled, his hand finding his cock.

THE END
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!

Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand‑new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck‑to‑the‑page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.
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A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.
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Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.
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Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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