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        The ad had made it sound like paradise.
"Safe locality. Peaceful neighbors. Ideal for couples."
The pictures were bright—sunlit lanes, trimmed hedges, families walking hand-in-hand. We were tired of the noise, of the constant clamor of city life. This was supposed to be a new chapter.
When we arrived, though, the air felt… heavy.
The street was eerily quiet. Not the kind of quiet that comes with peace—this was a watching kind of quiet. Like the walls were waiting to breathe. Like someone was already looking.
She stepped out of the car first.
Tight jeans hugging her hips, a loose shirt tucked at the waist, her curves effortlessly seductive even when she wasn't trying. And she never did. That was just her. My wife had a body that turned heads—full hips, a narrow waist, and a softness that made her look both innocent and dangerous at once. I loved how she looked. But here, under these eyes… I wasn't so sure.
I climbed out with a box in hand. That's when I saw him.
Across the street—an old man slouched in a faded plastic chair, nothing but a thin vest barely clinging to his shoulders and sagging underwear. He was still. Too still. His gaze, low and unblinking, was fixed on her hips as she bent over to pick up a dropped bag.
There was no shame in his stare. Just hunger.
I stepped in his line of sight, glaring.
Nothing. He didn't even blink.
I turned back to her. She had noticed. Her jaw tightened. But she didn't say a word—just straightened up and walked inside, the sway of her hips slowing slightly, as if she wanted to make it less obvious.
Or maybe she knew it didn't matter anymore.
As we carried boxes in, the illusion unraveled. The house looked decent on the surface, but every step revealed something a little off—paint that peeled when touched, locks that clicked but didn't really lock, windows that wouldn't fully shut.
Outside, kids—barely in their teens—sat on the sidewalk with cigarettes in hand and filth in their mouths.
"Hey a**hole, get me one too!" one screamed to another, punching his friend's arm.
They were laughing, fighting, spitting.
And not a single adult in sight.
Two men passed by around noon. Mid-twenties, tank tops sticking to their sweaty torsos. They weren't talking. They were gazing.
At her.
She was adjusting the doormat at our entrance, the stretch of her leggings pressing against her thighs, shirt rising just slightly to reveal the small of her back.
I watched them watching her. They didn't look away.
She did glance at them—just once. Her eyes flicked toward theirs, caught the stare, and moved on. No confrontation. No expression. Just that practiced indifference women wear when they're used to being watched.
That was the worst part.
She was used to it.
But I wasn't used to her ignoring it.
I wanted to say something. Maybe I should've.
That evening, as the sun sank behind the dusty rooftops, we sat inside, eating takeout on the floor, still surrounded by unopened boxes. I kept watching the front window, half-expecting another figure to be peering in.
She leaned back, her chest rising under the soft cotton of her tee, legs folded comfortably, hair messy from the move. She looked like a woman in a magazine—unknowingly seductive, effortlessly magnetic.
And yet, something in her eyes felt distant.
"Do you feel it too?" I asked.
She looked at me, puzzled. "Feel what?"
"This place… it's different."
She was quiet for a second, then shrugged. "Maybe we just need to give it time."
But she didn't believe that. I could see it in the way she avoided my eyes. In the way she stayed close to me, but not with me.
That night, lying beside her in our barely-made bed, I kept my arm around her waist. Her skin was warm. Soft. Comforting.
But my mind kept going back to the old man's stare.
The way those men had looked at her.
The fact that she didn't say a word.
Something was off.
Not just with this place. With her. With us.
Or maybe I was just overthinking it.
Maybe it was the stress of the move, the unfamiliar streets, the eyes that felt more invasive because everything was new.
She was right.
We probably do need to give it some time.
So I closed my eyes, pulled her a little closer, and told myself to let it go.
Just for tonight.
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        By morning, I had almost convinced myself I'd overreacted. The neighborhood couldn't be that bad, right? We'd probably just caught a few weird moments yesterday. Moving stress, unfamiliar faces — maybe it was clouding my judgment.
"Let's visit the neighbors," I said, pouring her tea. "Would be a nice gesture."
She agreed with a small nod, tying her apron over a fitted cream t-shirt and a navy skirt that hugged her ass too naturally. Her style was simple, typical — soft tones, neatly tied hair, not a hint of makeup yet she radiated something magnetic without trying.
As she stepped ahead of me with the fruit basket in hand, the movements of her ass made me want to grab them but I looked away. This was not the time.
We rang the doorbell next door. After a few seconds and some rustling sounds from inside, the door creaked open. And there he was — an old man in a stained shirt and sagging boxers, the smell of mildew and something stronger drifting out from behind him.
His smile stretched unnaturally as his eyes landed on my wife, pausing there, soaking her in with zero effort to hide it.
"We're from next door," I said, a little awkwardly, "Just wanted to say hello. We brought some fruit."
"Come in, come in," he said immediately, waving us inside with a little too much enthusiasm.
I glanced at her, unsure. She gave a polite, almost hesitant smile, and we stepped inside.
The house was a disaster — cluttered furniture, the lingering scent of something rotting in the air, walls stained from years of being ignored. My regret was instant.
We sat across from him in the small, dimly lit living room while he asked us strange, shallow questions and shared long-winded stories about people neither of us knew. I pretended to listen, but I was distracted. He wasn't talking to me. Not really.
Every time she moved — adjusting her t-shirt, smoothing her skirt — his gaze followed, always slipping back to her legs, her chest, the curve of her ass when she shifted. He didn't even blink when he stared. Just watched, as if enjoying every inch with the hunger of a man who no longer cared about hiding it.
She noticed it too. I could tell by the way her posture stiffened. But she said nothing. Maybe out of politeness. Or discomfort.
After nearly twenty minutes, I stood. "We should get going. Still settling in."
The old man rose with us, moving slower, but with a strange anticipation on his face. "Ah... before you go. Here, we have a custom. A parting hug for guests — makes good fortune stick around."
I forced a smile and stepped forward. His embrace was quick, his arms surprisingly firm for someone his age, but I pulled back almost instantly. I turned toward the door, assuming she would follow right behind.
But instead, he stepped closer to her, his eyes half-lidded. "And from the lady of the house," he murmured, voice lower now, "a proper one."
She hesitated for just a second too long.
Then, softly, she stepped forward.
His arms wrapped around her slowly, his hands resting on her back — one of them pressing a little too low. His face leaned near her neck, the grab was too strong for her to even make a movement. She stood frozen, her arms half-raised, unsure of where to place them.
Then I saw it — the subtle flex of his hand, fingers pressed just above the curve of her rear, not quite touching indecently... but close. Too close. His cheek brushed against her hair, and for a second, he simply held her, breathing her in.
Her face was unreadable. She didn't pull away, but she didn't lean in either.
I cleared my throat loudly.
The old man smiled as he released her, letting his hand trail off her waist just a fraction slower than necessary.
She was breathing heavily — hair soaked, face flushed. The smell of the old man lingered on her — uninviting and unforgettable.
"Lovely to meet you both," he said, as if nothing strange had happened.
We stepped out in silence. Her hands adjusted her skirt. Mine curled into fists.
I didn't say anything on the way back.
But something about that hug — how long he held her, the way his hand lingered — played again and again in my mind.
She hadn't said a word.
And that silence was starting to feel louder than anything else.
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        The door shut behind us with a click that sounded louder than it should've. We walked back in silence, the chill in the afternoon air doing little to cool the strange warmth still lingering in my chest — not the kind of warmth that comes from comfort, but from unease.
I wanted to say something. Just a line — Did that feel… off to you? — but every time I opened my mouth, her calm face told me not to. She was walking beside me like nothing had happened. As if that stinking, too-tight hug from the old man hadn't happened. As if his hand hadn't hovered near her ass longer than any polite gesture should allow.
Back inside our home, she slipped off her slippers and walked into the kitchen.
"Next time," she said casually, pulling her hair back into a bun, "we take candles. That place needs them more than fruits." She giggled, almost too perfectly.
I chuckled back, forcing it.
The air in our home was warm and inviting, just the way we'd wanted it. Still, I couldn't help but feel like we had dragged in something... unpleasant from outside. I tried to shake it off. Maybe I was overthinking. Maybe she was right — first impressions aren't everything. Maybe the hug was just… cultural? Maybe?
That evening, we went out to catch a film — a soft romantic drama, one of those "moving to a new life" types. Fitting. She laughed at all the right moments, leaned into me during the slow ones. Her fingers occasionally found mine in the dark. For a while, it felt like nothing had changed. For a while, I let go.
The walk back was quiet, hand in hand. The moonlight hung low over the neighborhood, and most houses were already dark — curtains drawn, lights dimmed.
But one house, the third one from the corner was very much awake.
As we passed it, the night was broken by something strange. A rhythmic, primal sound. Then a sharp gasp. Then moans — unmistakably a woman's — spilling through the thin walls, raw and unfiltered. The kind that aren't just loud… but intentional. Like they wanted someone to hear.
My wife froze mid-step, her fingers stiffening around mine. Her eyes darted forward — not toward the house, but ahead, like she was pretending not to notice. Her cheeks flushed pink, and without saying a word, she quickened her pace, almost pulling me along.
I looked back at the window. A dim light glowed behind the curtain, swaying gently as if something was rocking inside.
"Shameless people," I muttered.
She didn't respond.
Back home, she moved about normally. Took off her cardigan. Poured water into a glass. Made some light conversation. She was calm — a little quieter than usual — but nothing out of the ordinary.
We brushed, changed, and slipped into bed. I thought the day was done.
But then, just as I turned off the light — it came again.
The same house. The same moans. Louder this time. Fiercer. The woman was screaming now. Not in pain — no. In abandon. As if she had nothing to hide. As if the world outside those walls didn't exist.
I turned to my wife. Her head was angled slightly toward the sound. Her eyes were half-open. Not closed in sleep. Not in discomfort. But in attention.
She didn't say anything.Her breath was even, her body still.And for a moment, something inside me stirred — something between jealousy and confusion. I didn't want to ask what she was thinking. I didn't want to know.
So instead, I reached out — my hand sliding over her waist. Her body shifted toward me almost immediately.
There was no resistance. No hesitation. She kissed me back — deeply, hungrily — as if something had been lit inside her.We made love.
She responded eagerly. Moved like she meant every motion. Moaned softly in ways that were both familiar and slightly different. I told myself it was passion. I told myself it was just the excitement of a new place, a new chapter.
When it was over, we lay there in the dark.She turned over, facing away from the window.I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, listening to the last echoes from that house still bouncing off the walls.
I told myself: Our sex life is great. She's happy. We're happy.
I told myself that again and again.
But a whisper in my mind — slow, cold, persistent — kept asking me:
What if I'm wrong? 
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        The next morning was brighter than any so far, but my head still felt heavy — like I was carrying the weight of everything that had happened in the past two days. Still, I forced a smile. I didn't want my thoughts to ruin what could be a fresh start.
I turned to my wife, who was standing near the kitchen counter, half-distracted by her thoughts. "Good morning," I said with a cheerful tone, trying to push away the unease.
She looked back at me, a little puzzled by my sudden energy, but smiled politely. "Good morning," she replied.
"I'll need my lunch early today," I reminded her gently. "I'm heading to the office."
"Oh! Right," she said, quickly gathering her focus. "I'll start preparing it now."
As she moved around in her simple housewife clothes — a fitted blouse and flowing skirt — she looked effortlessly beautiful. Her neat bun and soft presence made our messy reality seem a little more bearable.
I went to take a bath. The bathroom still smelled a bit musty, probably from the age of the building. As I washed my face, my eyes caught something unusual. It caught my eye as the sun hit the right spot. A hole, not too big, not too small,right at the center of the wall, facing probably the bathroom of the other house.
I leaned closer. It wasn't a regular crack. It was round — as if someone had made it intentionally. But from this side, it was dark — covered by something, maybe a board or cloth.
"Hmm," I murmured to myself. "Looks like they've already blocked it from the other side."
Still, a strange discomfort sat with me as I ran the towel over my shoulders. Something about that hole made me uneasy, but I shrugged it off. "I'll patch it up later," I thought. "No rush."
After drying off, I told my wife about the hole. "There's a small one in the bathroom wall. Looks like it's covered from the other side, but I'll fix it when I'm back."
She raised an eyebrow. "A hole?"
"Yeah, maybe from an old pipe or something. It's covered. Don't worry."
She nodded slowly. "Alright."
I got dressed and took one last look at her before leaving. "Take care today. Stay inside. If anything feels off, call me, okay?"
She smiled. "I will."
I kissed her forehead gently. But even as I walked out the door, a weight pressed on my chest — a quiet whisper that something wasn't right. My gut had never been so uneasy in my life.
I spent the day trying to push the strange feelings aside, focusing on work and hoping everything would be normal when I got back. But when I finally stepped inside our home around 8 p.m., a chill ran down my spine.
The first thing I noticed was a slipper by the door — a man's slipper. My heart suddenly hammered in my chest. I tried to tell myself it was nothing, maybe a neighbor dropping by, but the knot in my stomach tightened.
As I walked deeper inside, I saw her — my wife, standing close to a man who looked like he was just about to leave. She seemed tense, her cheeks flushed softly, and she avoided his eyes.
I cleared my throat. "Hello," I said, my voice steady but cautious.
The man turned with a slow grin. "Hey there," he said casually. "I just came by to help your little wife. She was having some trouble with the tap."
My wife's cheeks colored deeper, and she kept looking down, almost like she was hiding something. A cold sting hit my chest.
The man gave me a chuckle as he brushed past, almost mocking me with his confidence. The whole scene felt like a silent challenge, and I felt like an outsider in my own home.
My wife finally spoke softly, "Go wash up. I'll get dinner ready."
I nodded silently, my mind racing. I wanted to ask her what really happened — why she seemed so different — but I swallowed the questions. I told myself to trust her.
Later, as I washed up and we ate dinner, she tried to explain. She said she didn't know anyone here yet, and when the tap broke, the man just happened to be nearby and helped her.
Her words were calm, but my eyes caught something else — the dress she wore now was different from the one she had on when I left for work. The soft fabric hugged her curves perfectly, and I noticed how the skirt swayed gently as she moved. That dress… it wasn't the one I saw earlier.
I froze. Was she hiding something? Or had the day taken a turn I didn't know about?
But as she smiled at me, warm and familiar, I wanted to believe her. I kissed her good night, holding her close for a moment, though my mind still spun with questions.
That dress lingered in my thoughts — a secret hanging between us, unseen but heavy.
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        The morning sunlight pierced softly through the curtains, warm and soothing. I woke up first, turning to face her. She looked so peaceful, curled up against the pillow. I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the cheek—an unspoken message: I trust you.
She stirred, opening her eyes slowly, and smiled. It was the same carefree smile I first fell for. I decided to take the day off. After everything—her confusion, my suspicion, the silence—I just wanted things to feel normal again.
We made breakfast together. The clatter of utensils and our small giggles made the house feel alive. We talked about silly things. Laughed like nothing had happened. And for a few hours, I believed it.
Then, the bell rang.
I opened the door and felt a drop of cold sweat trickle down my back. There he stood. The old man from next door, that disgusting grin plastered across his face. His eyes locked on my wife with a hunger that made my blood boil. I swallowed my anger, forcing a calm voice.
"Hello. What brings you here?"
"Oh, my lovely neighbors," he said, giving my wife a slow, leering look. "I've got some things on a high shelf that I can't reach. I'm not as young as I used to be. Maybe you could help me... or perhaps your wife could lend a hand instead," he added with a small, knowing smile, his eyes briefly drifting toward her.
His tone carried an unpleasant edge that instantly made me uncomfortable. I quickly offered to help him myself, hoping to keep things simple, but he replied with a smirk, 'Ah, but you'll need someone to hold the ladder—and that can't be me. So your wife will have to come along too.'
I didn't want her near him. Not again. But before I could speak, she stepped beside me and said with a soft smile, "It's alright. I'll help."
Her tone was gentle, firm. I nodded reluctantly.
As we walked behind the old man, I couldn't help but notice the way his eyes lingered on her. Every move of her hips, every flick of her hair—he soaked it in with a look that made my stomach churn. My fists clenched. But I stayed silent.
His house smelled faintly of dust and old memories. I climbed the ladder while my wife held it steady. The old man stood far too close to her. I heard him murmur, "Don't hold there, dear. Come here—hold this part tight. Don't want your husband falling and cracking his head, do we?"
She shifted to his side. I glanced down. His hand reached out, holding hers, guiding them. Too long. Too close. My heart pounded louder than the creaking of the ladder. I tried to focus on the boxes above.
One slipped.
She gasped, arms outstretched to catch it. In the sudden movement, she knocked into him, and he fell back with a groan.
The silence that followed was louder than the thud.
We rushed to help him up. His groans turned to exaggerated moans as he clutched his lower back. She apologized again and again, her hands trembling slightly.
We drove him to the nearest clinic. Nothing major, just a minor sprain, the doctor said. But he milked it with every breath, grimacing like he'd been run over.
The doctor said he needs to be hospitalized for a week—complete bed rest is necessary. I wanted to smile at the thought but kept a polite expression. My wife, on the other hand, seemed really down. I know her soul... she's a sensitive and caring person. The guilt of hurting an old man, even accidentally, must have weighed heavily on her.
Back at home, she remained quiet. I did my best to cheer her up, listening to her as she shared how she felt. I reassured her, lightened the mood with some silly jokes, and slowly, her smile returned. With a few giggles and laughter shared between us, we finally fell asleep, close and calm.
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        Surprisingly, my mind was calm this morning. The weight I carried the past few days had somehow dissolved into sleep. I don't remember the last time my chest felt this light. Maybe I just needed a break from overthinking.
She was already awake when I opened my eyes—humming in the kitchen, her soft voice curling through the walls like a melody I hadn't heard in ages. I slipped my arms around her from behind and buried my face in her shoulder. She giggled, warm and real. We exchanged kisses, slow and lingering—like we were finding our way back into each other.
It felt… normal. Like life had rewound back to before we stepped foot in this cursed locality. For the first time, I wasn't tracing invisible connections, questioning her eyes, or re-reading the curve of her smile. I let go. She was mine—and I, hers.
I went to work with a clear head and returned to her cheerful face at the door. Her arms wrapped around me like home. Somewhere, I knew she had sensed the unrest that once clouded me. The growing suspicions I carried… suspicions that were never her fault.
And God, that realization stung.
She had been nothing but supportive, caught in strange situations by pure misfortune. All the odd events somehow circled around her—but she was a victim, not the orchestrator. Doubting her loyalty… that was shameful. I hated the part of me that had looked at her differently even for a second.
So I buried it. Deep. Decided that no matter what madness this place threw at us—I was going to protect her and our sanity. The past was done. I was moving forward.
And for three days, we did exactly that.
Laughter filled our evenings. Her kisses returned with a kind of hunger that said she, too, had missed this version of us. Even in the silence, her hands always found mine. I watched her sleep beside me each night, her fingers occasionally curling into my chest. Everything was perfect.
Until it wasn't.
It was the fourth day since the old man's injury. I was in high spirits, humming a tune while adjusting my shirt in the mirror. She walked into the room wearing a breezy sundress that clung to her in all the ways that made it hard not to look too long. "Shopping?" she asked, eyes glinting.
"Absolutely," I smiled, grabbing the keys.
We stepped outside, laughter still fresh in the air. As we reached the end of the driveway, a woman caught our attention. She looked to be around my wife's age—or slightly older. Her body language was oddly cautious, maybe even... embarrassed. She kept her head low and briskly walked up to the house next door.
The same house. The young man's house—the one who fixed the tap… the house we heard sex  noises from.
She knocked urgently. Quick, controlled knocks. Like she didn't want to draw attention. My wife and I naturally slowed down as we passed.
The door opened almost immediately.And there he was. The young man—shirtless, confident, eyes unreadable. He didn't waste a second. He grabbed the woman's wrist, almost possessively, and yanked her inside with a grin. It wasn't gentle. It was eager. Territorial.
I quickly averted my eyes. But I had seen it.
The way his hand wrapped around her wrist, possessive and urgent. And worse—the other hand slipping boldly to her ass, groping them like he had the right. That same grin on his face, predatory… shameless. Was that grin directed at me?
Or… MY WIFE??
I turned immediately to my wife. She was flushed. Just faintly. But it was there—like a faint hue of red blooming across her cheeks. She met my gaze and offered a small smile, the kind that tried to play things off. But the unease that had slowly faded over the past few days? It was crawling back into my chest like smoke under a door.
Still, I didn't say a word.
We continued walking. We shopped, exchanged jokes, picked out silly things we didn't need. Her laughter was warm again. Familiar. She touched my arm as we passed stalls and wrapped hers around mine when we crossed the street. She looked like mine. And I wanted—so badly—for everything to just be that simple.
Later that evening, we dressed up and went to a fancier place for dinner. The dim lights kissed her skin softly, the way her collarbone peeked through the neckline of her dress made me shift in my seat. She caught me staring and bit her lip, teasing.
There was warmth between us again. Sensual. Electric. But just as our fingers met over the table—
There she was.
The woman from earlier. The one who had been rushed inside like a secret. Only this time… she wasn't with the young man.
She walked into the restaurant with a man who looked like he was in his thirties. Smartly dressed, gentle in demeanor, and clearly comfortable with her. He placed a hand on her back—the kind of familiar, possessive gesture that only husbands or lovers make.
I felt it instantly. That cold, clenching feeling. Like a punch to the gut.
Could that really be her husband?
Did he have any idea?
My wife saw it too. I felt her body stiffen slightly beside me. Her eyes widened just a little. She looked at me, and we both shared the same silent thought.
If that's her husband… Then everything we saw earlier was a betrayal. A shameless one.
A burning sensation pooled in my chest. Not just for the man—but for the idea of it all. Of someone loving so purely… while their partner slipped away into another's arms.
I glanced at my wife. Elegant. Composed. Smiling, though it was more restrained now.
The image of that woman haunted me—but not as much as the thought of my own wife doing something like that. The very idea… her in someone else's embrace, her breath whispering another man's name… it felt like a noose tightening around my throat. Like someone had sealed both my nose and my mouth, leaving me gasping for trust.
But I looked at her again—her soft fingers brushing mine across the table—and I reminded myself.
She is not that woman. She is loyal. Graceful.
A part of me wanted to fall on my knees right there and thanthank the universe for giving me her. For protecting our love from decay.
That night, I held her a little tighter as we lay in bed. My arm draped over her waist, my face buried in the warmth of her neck. She stirred slightly and backed into me, her hips pressing just enough to make my breath catch.
I closed my eyes and whispered a silent promise to whatever gods were listening.
Please, don't let this peace be fake.
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        The next morning, I woke up with an extreme headache. It wasn't just a mild throbbing—it was the kind that creeps into your temples and settles in like it belongs there. The kind that makes you feel like the world is pressing down on your skull with a silent, sinister weight. The kind that made me realize something I didn't want to admit— those three days of peace were nothing more than a fleeting illusion. Like a man who returns from a soul-refreshing vacation only to find himself once again shackled to his desk, bright lights humming above him like a mocking laugh.
She was right beside me when I opened my eyes, sitting quietly and watching me. Her brows furrowed with concern, a soft hand resting on my forehead.
"You didn't sleep well?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
"No," I replied. "Head's killing me. Feels like somebody knocked me out with a hammer last night."
She didn't say much, but I could see the worry in her eyes. She was always like that—gentle, intuitive, and genuinely caring. Watching her move around the room, trying to make me feel better, part of me ached with guilt for all the unspoken doubts I had let grow in my mind. She didn't deserve them.
My head throbbed painfully, and while my wife looked genuinely worried for me, my own mind was tangled in a different kind of concern—something deeper, something unsettling. It wasn't the old man this time, but the young guy next door. The way he grinned yesterday while pulling that woman inside—was it aimed at me? Or at my wife? I couldn't tell, but the image kept replaying in my head like a warning. There was an unease crawling under my skin, a tension I couldn't quite put into words. It felt almost like a glimpse into a twisted version of my own future. I don't know why, but I have this strange feeling—I need to be wary of him.
There were no painkillers at home, so I decided to walk to the nearby medical shop. I expected the worst—this neighborhood had taught me to. Arrogance, shamelessness, or just unsettling silence seemed to be the common male language here. But when I stepped into the medical shop, I was caught off guard.
The man behind the counter looked to be around my age. Clean-shaven, well-groomed, his shirt tucked neatly, sleeves rolled just right. He looked up with a polite smile.
"Good morning, Sir. What can I get for you?"
His tone was warm—no trace of arrogance or fake politeness. I asked for something for my headache, and he immediately handed me a strip of tablets, even offering a glass of water with a kind nod.
"You've moved into the locality recently?" he asked, casually.
"Yes, almost two weeks ago."
"How are you finding it here?" he continued, genuinely interested.
"It's… different," I said, choosing my words carefully.
He laughed lightly. "Yes, people around here are... weird."
There was something calming about him. Like he didn't belong in this neighborhood either, but had somehow adapted to it. We ended up chatting for a few minutes—small talk about the power cuts, the inconsistent water supply, and how the rains ruined the roads every monsoon. I told him my name.
"Ray," he said, shaking my hand. "Nice to meet someone normal around here."
Before leaving, I impulsively invited him over.
"You should stop by sometime. My wife makes great coffee."
He hesitated, probably not used to people being friendly either. But after a pause, he smiled and said, "Alright. Not today. But maybe tomorrow. I work till late."
"Perfect," I said. "Come by when you're free. It'll be good to talk to someone."
I walked back home with the medicine in hand, and something else—relief. It felt good to meet someone decent. For the first time, I didn't feel like I was alone in this strange place. Maybe I'd been too cynical, too guarded. Not everyone here was bad.
When I returned home, I found her at the door, drying her hands on a kitchen towel, face glowing from the warm light spilling in from the balcony. Her smile—the kind that reaches the eyes—made me feel foolish for all the doubts I had harbored days ago. How could I ever question her?
She took the medicine from my hand and led me to the couch. As I sat down and leaned back, I told her about Ray, and how normal he seemed. She listened, curious but pleased. "That's nice," she said, placing a glass of water on the table beside me. "You could use a friend around here."
I smiled and nodded, letting the tablet melt down my throat.
But even as I closed my eyes for a moment of peace, a quiet voice inside me whispered a warning I chose to ignore.
Peace, in this place....
....never lasts long.
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        After meeting Ray, the guy from the medical shop, something shifted inside me. For the first time since we moved here, I felt a flicker of hope. A faint, timid spark in an otherwise smoggy sky. Maybe this was the beginning of something better. The headache that had clawed at my skull was gone, and I wasn't sure whether it was the medicine or just the psychological relief of knowing there was someone decent around me.
The day passed like any other—I went to work, returned by evening, and everything felt oddly… calm. That night, as I lay in bed beside her, I caught myself smiling. A small one. Maybe I was being too dramatic about this locality. Maybe things would fall into place now.
The next morning was a Sunday. The light filtered through the window in golden streaks, and for once, we didn't rush into chores or responsibilities. We spent the morning lazily cooking together in the kitchen. She wore one of my shirts—something she did on rare mornings like these—and we moved around the kitchen like a well-practiced team. From teasing each other over too much salt in the food to playfully flicking water on each other from the sink, it felt… warm. Real. That rare kind of happiness where you forget the world exists beyond your four walls.
By evening, we had eaten, cleaned, laughed, and lazed around enough for the day. Around 7 PM, I stepped out onto the balcony for some air. The sky was turning a deep violet, and the street was dimly lit—enough to cast long, ambiguous shadows.
That's when I saw him—Ray—walking toward our house.
I smiled instinctively. But before I could call out, he slowed down and stopped outside the young guy's house next door. My smile faded, replaced by a quiet curiosity.
The two exchanged a conversation. I couldn't hear them, but their body language said enough. It wasn't casual. It was friendly—too friendly. Ray laughed loudly and clapped the young guy on the back, the kind of hard, familiar smack friends give each other when exchanging inside jokes or reliving mischief. Ray had a grin I hadn't seen before—wide, carefree, almost... arrogant.
For a moment, it threw me off. Ray, the neatly dressed, soft-spoken gentleman from the shop, was laughing like an old pal with someone I had mentally labeled as a sleazy, vulgar delinquent.
Maybe he was just one of those people who got along with everyone. Maybe I was reading too much into it. He pointed toward our house and said something to the guy. 
Perhaps, "I'm visiting them now." 
But I couldn't shake the unease crawling under my skin.
I walked inside and told my wife, "He's here, get the coffee ready."
She nodded, tying her hair back, humming softly as she walked toward the kitchen. I waited by the door.
A minute later, the doorbell rang.
I opened it with a smile, but what greeted me wasn't what I expected.
He was smiling—but it wasn't the warm, modest smile from yesterday. This one was... different. A little too wide. A little too forced. There was something unsettling in the way his eyes didn't quite match the smile. They scanned me too quickly, as if checking a box.
Still, I forced myself to remain polite. "Come in," I said.
"Brought some fruits for you," he said, handing over a plastic bag. "Thought I shouldn't come empty-handed."
"Thanks, that's very kind."
He stepped in, his footsteps lighter than I remembered. My wife walked out with a smile and a tray in her hands. "Good evening," she said, polite and graceful as ever.
Ray smiled at her, this time more appropriately. "Nice to finally meet you. He's told me how amazing your cooking is."
She laughed modestly. "He's exaggerating."
We sat down in the living room—coffee, light snacks, some soft instrumental music playing on low volume. At first, the conversation was casual. Funny anecdotes from my work, his strange encounters with customers at the medical store, even her adding in stories from our college days. We laughed. I was beginning to relax.
Maybe I really was overthinking earlier.
But just as I started to believe the evening would go by without any oddity, there was a loud, sudden bang on the front door.
Not a knock. A bang.
All three of us froze.
The sound echoed through the flat, sharp and unexpected—like someone had kicked the door with force.
The bang was loud—too loud. It jolted through our walls like a shockwave, making all three of us flinch hard, our bodies instinctively tensing.
I was about to take a cautious step toward the door when Ray grabbed my arm. His voice was low, sharp, serious.
"Wait," he whispered. "I think I know what this could be."
Cold sweat immediately began trickling down my back. His tone wasn't casual anymore—it had shifted, alarmingly calm yet commanding, the way someone sounds when they've been through this before.
"It's probably a burglary," he said. "Happens a lot around here. Trust me, we don't have much time. Just do exactly what I say."
My wife and I exchanged a silent, fearful glance and nodded.
"Turn off every light. Now."
I rushed to the other rooms, switching off bulbs and tube lights in a frantic blur—kitchen, bedroom, hallway—while my wife quickly flicked the switches in the living area. We moved as if a single second of delay could cost us dearly.
As I returned to the main room, the entire house now cloaked in pitch-black silence, I heard it.
The click of the door's lock being tampered with. A subtle creak—the unmistakable sound of the door slowly opening.
My chest tightened. The darkness made everything feel slower, louder, more vulnerable.
Shapes were just vague silhouettes now. I could make out Ray's outline—tense, alert.
"Under the table," he hissed urgently.
I dropped down, sliding under it without thinking. My breaths shallow, hands trembling.
Then came the footsteps.
Soft at first, like they were trying to stay quiet—but in the dead silence of the flat, they felt deafening. They grew louder, nearer. Someone—or someones—were definitely inside.
I tried to spot my wife. I wasn't sure where she had hidden. The fear that she might be in plain sight made my heart pound violently.
Then I heard a faint sound. A rustle. A whisper-like murmur. My eyes adjusted slowly, and I saw what I thought was her shape near the futon closet. It looked like she had managed to squeeze herself inside. The closet could barely fit one person, but she had made it.
But something about her seemed… off. The way she stood, the way her silhouette moved—it felt stiffer than usual. Almost like she was trying not to shake. Maybe it was just fear, or maybe my nerves were playing tricks on me.
That's when I realized something strange.
The futon closet could only fit one person. So where had Ray hidden?
The footsteps were still moving around, and at one point, they entered the adjacent room above. The creaking of wooden floorboards gave us the briefest sense of distance.
Then—thud!
A dull, sharp sound came from the futon closet.
I whispered urgently in the dark, "Are you okay?"
"Y-yeah, honey," she replied, her voice hushed, shaky. "Just… hit my hand. I'm okay."
But her voice was strange too. Hesitant. Like she was trying hard to sound normal but failing. There was a slight pause before each word, as if she was unsure of what to say. I told myself it was trauma—fear can mess with your tone, your words, everything. She had always been sensitive to stress. Maybe this was just how she processed panic.
And then came the relief. Police sirens.
Wailing, getting closer.
The footsteps inside the house scrambled. I could hear them rushing toward the back door, retreating into the night.
We stayed still for a moment longer, just to be sure.
Then, suddenly, the living room light flicked on. The harsh white glow stung my eyes after the pitch dark.
It was Ray.
And my wife.
Both standing in the middle of the room, looking at me as if waiting for me to come out from under the table.
I crawled out slowly, my limbs still stiff with tension. I turned toward her, concerned.
She was soaked—her clothes clinging to her skin like she had walked through a sudden downpour. Her hair was wet too, strands sticking to her cheeks.
"What happened to you?" I asked, my eyes scanning her.
She gave a weak smile. "The closet was too hot."
Her voice was unusually flat.
I didn't question her much further. I didn't have the mental bandwidth to. The entire evening had drained every last drop of energy I had.
Ray clapped a hand on my back with a grin that felt… too casual.
"You okay, man?"
"Yeah," I replied slowly. "Where did you hide?"
He pointed toward the cupboard in the corner of the room. "That one. Just big enough if you squeeze in. Sorry for the chaos—this place, man... it never runs out of surprises."
I nodded, trying to believe him. I thanked him for his help and apologized for the inconvenience.
My wife was quiet the entire time. I held her hand. It was ice cold. Her eyes darted around the room, still unsettled. She nodded at Ray's goodbye but said nothing.
Maybe she was just overwhelmed. Can't blame her. She had a tender soul—always did.
As I closed the door behind him, a hollow silence wrapped the room again. I stood still, replaying the night in my head.
Something didn't feel right. But I didn't have the courage to dig into that thought.
All I knew was—I was regretting every moment of my decision to move here. This place… this damned place… it had drained all color from our lives.
And for the first time in weeks, I asked myself in complete honesty—
Why the hell did I ever come here?
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        Still terrified from the ordeal, we sat down in silence, taking deep, shaky breaths, trying to steady our nerves. The question that haunted us both was simple but terrifying: was our safety truly guaranteed here? I pulled her into my arms, and she clung to me like a lifeline. Thankfully, it seemed the intruders hadn’t taken much—just an old vase or two. I immediately got the door rewired and added extra locks. We tried to sleep, but it was a restless, half-aware sleep, always alert, waiting for the next shock. I held her close, unwilling to let go, as if my presence alone could shield us both.
The next morning, life followed its usual routine, but the events of the last night lingered like a dark shadow. Ray’s behavior felt... off. Or maybe it was me—maybe the creeping paranoia was twisting my perception. I wasn’t sure who to trust anymore, and that uncertainty suffocated me. Despite the anxiety, I forced myself to go to work. When I returned, I brought home some of her favorite food, hoping to lift her spirits. She seemed genuinely delighted, but something in her demeanor was unusual—an uneasy guilt shadowed her eyes, or maybe it was just the lingering fear of that night.
We talked quietly, tried to find normalcy, but when night fell, she cuddled me tightly, as if trying to say sorry for something unspoken. Her grip was desperate, as if her conscience was pleading to confess a secret she couldn’t yet voice.
The next morning, nearly a week after the old man’s injury, we saw him—limping but alive, slowly walking into his home. He looked better than expected, which brought a strange disappointment. My wife, with a soft voice, asked if I could bring some fruits for him after work—a small gesture of apology for what had happened that day. I hesitated, reluctant to show kindness to someone so unsettling, but the gentle guilt in her eyes softened me. How could I refuse when she carried so much compassion, even when I struggled to understand it?
Back from work, I picked up some fresh fruits, just as she had asked. I didn’t want to, but I did—maybe for her more than for him.
Once home and freshened up, we both headed to that miserable, foul-smelling house. The stench hit us even before we knocked—it was something so potent, so vile, I swear even a demon would faint at the door. Still, we stood there, holding our breaths, and knocked on the door.
He opened it. Same torn clothes, same unkempt look—but something was different. The usual creepy grin was gone. His face was twisted in a kind of bitter anger, like he’d been waiting to see us just to scowl.
Maybe it was for that push… if so, it was expected.
My wife noticed too and stepped forward to apologize immediately, her voice soft, guilt-ridden. I followed, offering a half-hearted apology. He said nothing at first—just stepped aside and pointed towards the filthy sofa like it was a throne. We sat down, careful not to breathe too deeply, as he groaned and lowered himself onto the chair opposite us.
But his walk… it wasn’t the same as the morning. He limped heavily now, one hand clutching his back. Even sitting down seemed like agony for him. My wife leaned forward with concern, asking, “Are you okay?”
He shot back, “No, lady. I’m not okay. You pushed an old man who already had back problems. And now, it’s worse than ever.”
And just like that, the floodgates opened.
We sat through a long, melodramatic monologue—how much pain he was in, how the injury had worsened, how unfair life was. My wife kept whispering apologies, truly feeling sorry. But I was listening with narrowed eyes, seeing right through it. He wasn’t just venting—he was baiting her, guilt-tripping her with every carefully chosen word.
Then came the clincher.
“Now tell me, who’s going to clean the house, wash the dishes, do the laundry? I can’t even move properly! The doctor told me I need at least a week’s rest, and I have no one. No family. No help.”
I knew where this was going. He was setting her up. And it worked.
My wife, with a shaky voice, said, “If you really need rest for a week… I can help. I’ll come by to do your chores until you're well. It’s the least I can do after what happened.”
I turned to her, eyes wide, shaking my head slightly—“Don’t say that”—but she wouldn’t look at me. Her mind was made up. That was who she was. She couldn’t sleep at night knowing she hadn’t done what she felt was right, even if the fault wasn’t hers to begin with.
The old man’s face lit up—smiling through what looked like fake tears. “Thank you, dear. You’re an angel. Truly a godsend.”
His words made my stomach turn.
We left soon after. She tried to apologize again, saying she couldn’t help herself. I stopped her.
“I get it,” I said quietly. “You did what you felt was right. I won’t question that. I know you better than anyone, and I respect your choice.”But then I added, “Still… just be careful around him. He’s not as innocent as he makes himself out to be. If he tries anything weird—even the slightest—tell me. Promise me.”
She nodded, but in her eyes, I saw something fragile—like she wanted to believe the world was still good.
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        Her decision was a dagger in my chest. She may have had good intentions, but that old man didn’t sit right with me—not for a second. Thankfully, starting tomorrow, I was working from home. That gave me some relief. At least I’d be around. If something went wrong, I could rush over. I told myself that over and over, like a broken prayer.
She, on the other hand, seemed lighter—like she was finally getting rid of the guilt that had lingered since that first encounter. I couldn’t understand it. She wanted to help him. To make amends. But I could only see danger wrapped in his weak frame and tired voice.
We slept early that night. The morning came too soon. She woke up early, busied herself with the chores—washed, cooked, cleaned. Breakfast was already laid out on the table when I walked into the kitchen. She was hurrying. That made me pause.
“Are you going somewhere?” I asked, half-knowing the answer.
Then it hit me. Like a punch in my stomach.
Yesterday. The old man. The promise.
She got freshened up quickly, tied her hair, wore something plain, and said, “That house is way too dirty to even clean properly… beyond saving, honestly. But I can still wash the utensils and maybe sweep a little.”
I nodded, hesitantly. “Be safe,” I said, trying to smile.
I walked up to the room on the first floor—the one I had set up for work. From the window, I could see a partial view of the old man’s house. Not the whole room, just a sliver. But enough. Enough to keep an eye out. Enough to ease the storm inside me.
Or so I thought.
Fifteen minutes into my work, I peeked through the window again. There she was, mopping the floor. She had her face turned slightly away, almost as if holding her breath from the stink. I watched for a moment longer... and then I saw him.
The old man.
His legs appeared in the corner of the view. He seemed to be saying something to her. I couldn’t make out what. She straightened up, listened, and then... she was gone.
Gone from my line of sight.
Five minutes passed. Ten. Fifteen.
I stared at the screen in front of me, my fingers frozen on the keyboard. My chest grew tight. My mind conjured images I didn’t want to see. I wasn’t sure what was happening, but I didn’t like it. I didn’t like it one bit.
I jumped to my feet.
By the time I reached the door, I was already sweating. I ran. I didn’t think. Just sprinted to the neighbor’s gate and banged on it with the side of my fist.
Thud. Thud. Thud.
The door creaked open slowly. The old man stood there, his face a mix of anger and confusion.
I peered over his shoulder, eyes searching.
She was inside. By the sink. Washing utensils.
She seemed startled. Her brows furrowed. “What... what are you doing?”
I opened my mouth, but the words tangled up in guilt. “H-hi,” I muttered awkwardly.
The old man scowled. “What is wrong with you? You come banging on my door like a lunatic?”
She came closer. “What’s going on? Why are you so worked up?”
I couldn’t answer.
I looked at her face, then at the old man. I had no excuse—only a gut feeling, an irrational panic. I felt pathetic.
“I... I was just worried,” I finally said. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to—”
The old man shook his head in disgust. “If you didn’t want your wife helping me, you should’ve said no. Don’t come here behaving like I’ve kidnapped her. She’s the one who insisted on helping me. Thirty minutes of kindness, and you lose your mind?”
She looked at me, disappointed. Hurt. Like I had stabbed her trust with the same dagger I had felt the night before.
I apologized, profusely. To the old man. To her. But nothing could undo what had just happened.
We left together.
She stormed inside, her footsteps heavy with disappointment, not looking back even once. I stood frozen for a moment outside that house, shame pulsing through me like heat on my skin. She hadn’t said much, but her eyes—those usually soft, kind eyes—held a sting I wasn’t ready for. It hurt more than I thought it would.
I slowly walked back to my room, closed the door behind me, and sank into my chair. The laptop screen was still on, the cursor blinking as if mocking me. I couldn’t focus on work anymore. My thoughts were louder than any notification or email.
Why did I do that? Why did I bang the door like some maniac? Was it that hard to trust her for just 30 minutes?
My heart had been in the right place, hadn’t it? I was just worried… but the way she looked at me, it felt like I’d shattered something between us. That hurt. What was I trying to protect her from? An old man with a limp? Or my own irrational fears?
I sat back, ran both hands over my face, and sighed. 
“This place,” I mumbled. “This goddamn place.”
I wasn’t like this before. I used to be calm, secure, rational. But something about this neighborhood—its strangeness, the air of unease, the constant feeling of being watched or judged—it was changing me. Twisting me into someone I didn’t even recognize.
The clock ticked on as my thoughts spiraled, until a soft knock on the door interrupted them. I turned. It was her. My wife. Holding a plate of food in her hands.
“You didn’t come out,” she said softly. Her voice wasn’t angry. Just tired.
I didn’t say a word. I was too full of guilt, of self-loathing.
She walked in slowly, placed the plate on the table beside me, then surprised me—she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me.
I didn’t hesitate. I hugged her back tightly. There was comfort in that moment. Warmth. Regret.
“I’m sorry,” I whispered against her shoulder.
She didn’t say anything for a moment. Then quietly, but firmly, she said, “Don’t do that again.”
I nodded against her shoulder, a silent agreement. I couldn’t meet her eyes, not yet.
She stepped back and sat beside me.
“I was mopping the floor,” she began. “It really stinks in there, I was holding my breath. Then he asked me to help him with his medicines—he couldn’t read the labels properly.”
That’s what it was. That’s what I had seen from the window—the moment she disappeared from my view.
Of course. It made sense now.
“I read the dosages and placed them on the table for him. That’s all,” she said.
And just like that, something inside me unclenched.
So, the old man wasn’t trying anything inappropriate. Maybe his creepy vibe was just… a face, a habit. Maybe he wasn’t a threat. Just a bitter, broken man trying to get by.
I felt relieved. But even more than that, I felt ashamed of myself for ever doubting her.
She stood up after a while. “Eat your lunch before it gets cold.”
I nodded again, still too ashamed to speak. But as she left the room, I caught a glimpse of something in her eyes—not just disappointment anymore, but a flicker of understanding. Like she saw how torn I was inside. Maybe, just maybe, she knew I didn’t mean to hurt her.
But I had to admit to myself—I needed to get a grip. Before this place and my own mind pushed me off the edge.
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        The paranoia had started clawing at my sanity. Every moment of peace seemed to be followed by a wave of irrational thoughts, like shadows trailing too closely behind my back. I couldn’t believe what I had done earlier. Couldn’t trust my wife… for 30 minutes? With an old man? The thought alone made me bury my face in my hands and sigh hard. I need to get a grip. I need to stay anchored to reality before I drift too far from it.
I dove into my work to distract myself, forcing myself to reply to emails and stare at spreadsheets that meant nothing to me. When I finally looked up, it was already evening. The sun had dipped low behind the horizon, casting our house in golden hues.
I stepped out of the room and saw my wife in the kitchen, humming softly while doing her chores. A small part of me felt better seeing her like that—normal, peaceful. I walked up and wrapped my arms around her from behind, resting my chin on her shoulder.
“I saw you from the window earlier,” I whispered, trying to sound casual. “You looked like you were dying holding your breath in that stench. You made this face—like this…”
I contorted my face in a dramatic, exaggerated expression of disgust.
She burst out laughing. That kind of laugh that bubbles up uncontrollably. That was the moment I realized I needed to stop feeding the paranoia. I have a wife who loves me, who’s kind, who chose to help someone when she didn’t have to. And I doubted her. No more.
“I’ll be back in a bit,” I told her casually. “Just stepping out for some air.”
But I wasn’t just going for air. I needed to do something—something that had been gnawing at my conscience all day.
I walked straight to the old man’s house. My chest tightened as I approached the door. I didn’t know what I was going to say exactly, but I had to say something.
He opened the door slowly, eyebrows raised.
The moment he saw me, he gave a half-smile and said mockingly, “I don’t have your wife, boy.”
That stung. A bitter, hot sting. But I deserved it.
I swallowed the lump in my throat and took a deep breath.
“I came to apologize,” I said sincerely. “For earlier. For banging your door. For being… out of line. I had a nightmare, and I panicked. I thought something had happened. It won’t happen again.”
He said nothing at first, just stared at me for a few seconds that felt like a lifetime. Then, placing a wrinkled hand on my shoulder, he gave a dry smile and said,
“Good. Make sure you. Don’t. Do it. Again.”
He didn’t say it exactly like that. Not with that pause. But my mind… my damn mind kept replaying it that way. Word by word. As if there was a hidden threat tucked between his syllables.
Stop it.
I shook the thoughts away. You’re doing it again. Paranoia. This isn’t healthy.
I nodded politely and walked away from his house, trying to stay calm. I needed something—anything—that could help me quiet these spiraling thoughts. That’s when I decided to go to the medical shop.
Ray was there. And oddly enough, he seemed like his old self again—the way he had been when I first met him. That first conversation, when he had this genuine charm, this friendly vibe.
“Need something for overthinking?” he said with a half-laugh, handing me the tablets.
I smiled weakly. “Yeah. Something to shut my brain off.”
We chatted for a bit—casual stuff. Weather. Neighborhood gossip. It was strangely comforting. That Ray, the one at the shop, felt real. Grounded.
But I couldn’t shake the thought… When he came to our house that day, he felt… different. Colder. Off.
Today, he was warm and friendly. The kind of guy you’d want to have a beer with. But still… Why do I feel something’s not right with him?
The thoughts wouldn’t leave.
Not about the old man. Not about Ray.
But I knew one thing—if I didn’t get control over them soon, they were going to ruin everything.
And deep down, I had a creeping feeling that this was just the beginning.
The next morning was eerily quiet. The kind of quiet that doesn’t feel peaceful, but creepy.
She told me she was heading to the old man's house again.
 I nodded, trying to sound normal. “Take care.” 
But inside, I was reluctant. Uneasy. A battle already waging within me before the door had even shut behind her.
I went up to my room. Not today, I told myself. 
You don’t need to look through the window. You trust your wife. There’s nothing to see.
But it wasn’t that easy. No matter how many times I tried to convince myself, there was this part of my brain—small, persistent, clawing—that wouldn’t let me rest. It felt like it had a grip on my neck, dragging me toward the window, whispering in my ear, “Look. There’s something you need to know.”
But I didn’t want to know. I didn’t want to look.
What could possibly be there? She was just helping the old man, doing a good deed. The man may have an odd stare, sure—but maybe that’s just age. Maybe he’s not capable of anything sinister. Maybe he sees her like a daughter.
Maybe… maybe… maybe…
Despite the desperate logic, my feet moved on their own. I found myself by the window again, pulling the curtain back just a sliver.
I saw glimpses—her moving around, a shadow here, a shape there.
Time ticked on.
Thirty minutes passed.
That’s how long it usually takes, I reminded myself. She’ll be back any moment.
But then another ten minutes passed.
And another twenty.
Now it had been an hour.
My heart began thudding against my chest. I tried to rationalize again—Maybe there were extra chores. Maybe she had to clean something unusual. Maybe she was just being helpful… again.
But my brain wouldn’t shut up. My thoughts were eating me alive.
Each second passed like a stone dropping into my stomach.
Finally, after seventy agonizing minutes, I’d had enough.
I walked toward the door, fueled by panic and a growing storm of dread.
I don’t care if the old man gets offended.
I don’t care if she gets mad at me again.
I need to know if she’s okay.
Just as I reached for the handle, the door opened.
There she was—my wife—cheerful, glowing, normal.
She flashed me a smile. “Sorry I’m late! I had to go buy some medicines. That’s why it took a bit longer.”
I stared at her, still tense, still in that panicked state.
She noticed and reached out to squeeze my hand. “Hey, everything’s fine.”
I exhaled. A heavy, shaky sigh.
But as she brushed past me…
That’s when it hit me.
The smell.
That same smell I remembered when I hugged the old man.
Rotten. Musty. Thick and putrid.
She smelled like him.
It latched onto me, coated my nostrils, crawled into my thoughts.
Instantly, my mind started spinning stories. Why would she smell like him?
But… maybe she was just cleaning again. Maybe she was close to him while handing over the medicines. Maybe she had to touch something in his room that reeked. Maybe…
Maybe, maybe, maybe…
I tried to force belief into my brain. Like stuffing a blanket into a box already full of doubts.
There’s no other reason. She was just helping. It’s just the smell of that place. That’s all.
But my mind wasn’t listening.
The paranoia was creeping back in again.
And this time, it smelled like rot.
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        The moment I caught that same decaying stench from her body again, I froze for a second.
She passed by me casually, but the smell lingered like a reminder, like a whisper in my ear that wouldn’t shut up.
Without a word, she headed straight to the bathroom.
Maybe she realized it too. The smell was stronger today—heavier—undeniably noticeable.
I stood there for a moment, stuck in my place, a part of me wanting to follow her and ask again, but the other part held me back.
She had already given her reason: she went to pick up medicines, that’s why it took longer.It should be enough.
Trust her. Don’t create another scene. Let it go this time.
I reminded myself of the chaos last time and how I had promised not to let my paranoia ruin everything again.
When she stepped out of the bath, wrapped in a towel and freshly cleaned, I took a deep breath—not just because the smell was gone but because I needed to be calm. Lunch was already on the table, and I took it upon myself to set it up nicely. As she approached, I welcomed her with a light smile.
"You must be hungry."
She looked a little surprised, probably expecting another round of questions or suspicion. But there was none. Not today.
We sat down and ate together peacefully. For the first time in days, it felt normal again. No tension in the air. No hidden looks. Just two people having lunch.
She went for a nap after that. I finished the rest of my work, cleared my mind a bit, and then decided to step out for some air. The medicines had started working, I guess—my head wasn’t as clouded as before. There was clarity, and I wanted to enjoy that while it lasted.
Even though we’d been here for a few weeks, I still wasn’t too familiar with the locality. As I walked through a narrow lane, I saw an elderly man—probably in his 50s—struggling to carry some heavy bags. I offered to help him, and after a slight hesitation, he accepted.
We walked together toward his house. The conversation started casually—where I lived, how long I’d been around, and so on. He seemed like a decent man. No weird looks. No uncomfortable silences. No strange energy. Just a regular old resident of this place.
At one point, I ended up opening up about how I sometimes felt out of place here.
He chuckled, agreeing wholeheartedly. “That’s true. People here can be shameless.”
“But not everyone,” I added. “I’ve met a few decent ones too… like you. And the medical shop guy, Ray. He’s a nice guy.”
The change in his expression was instant.
His eyes widened, his body stiffened, and for a moment, it felt like I’d just confessed something illegal.
He didn’t say anything. Just took his bags from me—forcefully—and muttered that I should get going.
I was thrown off. I asked him if everything was alright, told him I didn’t understand the sudden shift. Maybe I said something wrong?
He paused. Looked me in the eye. And in a lowered voice said,
“I’m only saying this based on your reaction… you just got to know him. But be careful around Ray. That man… he has a twisted personality. Stay away from him, if you care for yourself—and your family.”
Then he turned and walked away.
I stood there, speechless.
Twisted personality?
Was he serious? That calm, polite, humble Ray? The same guy who always smiled and gave friendly advice?
This man must be mistaken. Or maybe talking about someone else.
But… what if he wasn’t?
What if there really was something off about Ray? I remembered how different he felt that day he came to our house. The smile was the same… but the vibe wasn’t.
This entire place was beginning to feel like a twisted puzzle where every piece looked right until you looked too closely.
Confused and lost in thought, I made my way back home.
When I opened the door, I saw my wife sitting on the couch, watching a program on TV. She looked calm. At ease. She smiled and patted the seat next to her.
I sat down beside her and melted into her warmth. We watched quietly, cuddled up against each other. I let myself enjoy the moment, deciding to shelve the disturbing thoughts for another time.
Right now, I needed to just be here—with her. Everything else could wait.
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        We were cuddled up on the couch, the faint glow of the TV dancing on our faces. For once, everything felt normal. I had my arm around her, she rested her head gently on my shoulder, and the warmth of that moment tried to convince me that maybe—just maybe—I was overthinking everything. But then I noticed it... not a gesture, not a word—just a tiny flicker in her eyes. A brief shadow of guilt, or maybe discomfort. Or maybe my head was too messed up to tell the difference anymore.
As night crept in, that familiar unease began to grow inside me. The kind that always seems to strike right before sleep. I turned off the lights and lay beside her, trying not to think about tomorrow. But the moment I remembered she’d be going to the old man's house again, a chill ran down my spine. It was like the air around me suddenly froze. I reached out for the medicines, convincing myself that I was just being paranoid. She told me everything last time, right? She had nothing to hide. Just sleep. Just trust.
The morning came far too fast. My eyes were still heavy, but work doesn't wait. I dragged myself up, rubbed the sleep off my face, and headed to the table. Breakfast was light but pleasant. We even shared a couple of jokes, and for a moment, her laughter made me forget all my worries.
But then, casually, like it was just another thing on her to-do list, she said it.
“Oh, it’s time I head to the old man’s house.”
And just like that, my chest tightened. It was like a hand had reached in through my mouth and was now squeezing my heart, hard. I tried to act normal. I wanted to say “Oh sure, take care.” Keep it casual. Play it cool.
But nothing came out.
I just sat there and watched her walk to the door. Then the sound of the latch clicking shut behind her. It echoed through the room like a shot.
My thoughts began to spin again, louder than ever. Still, I tried to be rational. Tried not to fall into the same pit again. I walked up to the study, sat at the desk, and told myself there was no need to look through the window. I was better than that today.
Ten whole minutes passed.
Ten.
Then I told myself, maybe just one glance. Just to ease the mind.
I stepped towards the window and moved the curtain slightly—but froze. The window was covered. Thick curtains drawn shut. That never happened before.
My heart thumped. I tried to convince myself: maybe it’s hot. Maybe the sun was too bright. Yeah… maybe.
But my mind? It wasn’t buying it.
It kept whispering—that curtain’s hiding something.
I felt like I was losing grip, like I was stranded alone on some island, wounded, helpless, left with only shadows to talk to. But I tried, I really tried to shift focus back to work. I sat at the desk again, forcing my eyes to read, my fingers to type.
Another thirty minutes passed. That was forty in total now. She should be here any moment.
I remembered last time she had some errand to run. Maybe today’s the same. Maybe she just lost track of time.
Twenty more minutes ticked by.
I stood again, heart louder now, beating in my ears. I peeked outside.
The window curtains were still drawn.
Still no idea what’s happening inside.
It was driving me insane.
I walked out of the study, into the living room, pacing a little, trying to look casual. I didn’t want her to think I was waiting like a madman. I wanted to appear calm, natural.
Then the door opened.
I stayed quiet, didn’t move from my spot in the living room, but my ears were on full alert. I listened.
I heard her steps. But something was off.
They were light. Too light. Almost cautious. As if she was trying her best not to make a sound.
Like a thief.
Like someone trying to sneak past without being noticed.
Then she turned towards left and stopped dead in her tracks when she saw me. She flinched. Like I’d caught her in something.
Our eyes met. My stare must’ve pierced through her, because her expression cracked for a second before she forced a smile.
“H-hey honey. Sorry, a bit late… you know, errands…”
Yeah. Errands. I had already told myself errands might be the reason. But what kind of errand makes a person walk like that? Like they’re hiding something?
She must’ve noticed the doubt on my face, because she added, “I didn’t want to disturb you while you were working.”
I nodded, half-smiling. “Oh is that so? I was just here to freshen up a little…”
Before I could even finish the sentence, she took a step back and spoke quickly.
“I’m all sweaty from the errands. I’ll take a bath.”
And just like that, she turned and walked away, heading to the bathroom.
But as she passed by me… I caught it.
That smell.
The faint, disgusting stench of that old man.
But it wasn’t just that. There was something else. A fragrance. A sweet, flowery perfume… something that didn’t belong to her. Something I had never smelled on her before.
Weird.
Maybe she liked it and tried something new on the errand? Maybe the stench was from helping the old man again?
Maybe...
Maybe…
I stood there, unsure if my mind was racing ahead of reality again… or if I was slowly uncovering something I wasn’t ready to face.
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        She moved with purpose as she headed straight to the bathroom, the slight hurry in her steps drawing my attention again. The scent wasn’t what lingered in my mind this time. It was the way she came inside—quiet, careful, almost hesitant. Suspicious, if I’m honest. But then I caught myself. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe I was reading too much into it. I don’t like being disturbed while I work. Maybe she just didn’t want to break my concentration. That could explain the light steps. Maybe she was just being thoughtful. A simple reason to cover something that seemed so complicated in my head.
I closed my eyes for a moment, took a deep breath, and forced myself to push those thoughts aside. She had always been considerate, and I had no real proof to doubt her. Maybe this was just my own paranoia playing tricks. I turned back to my desk and dove into my work, determined to finish as much as I could before the day slipped away.
Later, around lunchtime, she appeared again. Quietly, she placed a plate of food on my desk. No big announcement. No questions. Just the soft clink of the plate and the warmth of her presence near me. I liked that. The company made the work less heavy. We started chatting about the projects I was juggling, the deadlines that seemed impossible, and even the little moments of success. It was easy to talk with her today. I ate the food she had brought, the familiar taste somehow soothing, grounding me back into the normalcy I craved.
After lunch, she told me she was going out to buy groceries. I nodded, waved her off, and I went back to my screen, neck bent, fingers typing endlessly. It wasn’t until the later part of the afternoon that I finally pushed my chair back and walked to the balcony for some air. The cool breeze brushed against my face, and I stretched out, trying to clear the cobwebs from my mind.
That’s when I saw her.
She was coming back, groceries in hand, moving toward the door. She probably didn’t notice me on the balcony. I watched, almost entranced, as she walked. The way her body moved with effortless grace caught my attention completely. I couldn’t help but admire her curves, the natural move of her hips, the subtle bounce of her breasts. It was impossible to look away.
I laughed quietly to myself at the thought: it’s really hard to keep your eyes off a woman like her. She could probably turn a gay man straight just by walking past. Those curves, those hips, that confident yet delicate sway—it was a vision. I imagined what others must think when they see her with me. I bet some of them were jealous, maybe even cursing me under their breath. I shook my head, amused by the thought. I mean, look at her—the breasts, the ass—they were worth dying for.
And then, just as I was admiring her, I noticed someone else.
The young guy next door was walking towards her. Maybe he was just heading in the same direction, but as he drew near, something strange happened. As he passed by her, a small box slipped from his pocket and fell onto the ground right in front of her.
The way it happened felt deliberate to me. Too deliberate.
The box hit the floor with a soft thud. My wife stopped and bent down to pick it up, her cheeks tinting a soft pink. Then, without hesitation, she hurried a few steps after the young man.
He glanced back when she called out to him, a puzzled expression crossing his face. She held out the box, silently telling him it was his. The guy’s face was a mix of confusion and surprise. “Oh, is that mine?” he muttered, his eyes flickering between the box and my wife.
He didn’t take the box right away. He seemed distracted, chatting lightly but not really focused on grabbing it. My wife’s body language shifted—she seemed uncomfortable or maybe flustered, but it was hard to tell since I only saw her back from where I was standing.
Finally, he took the box, and she turned back toward the house. I noticed the blush had deepened. She looked uneasy. When she caught sight of me watching, she forced a smile and raised her hands full of groceries, like it was just a normal day. “Look at all this,” she said cheerfully.
I swallowed down the swirl of thoughts inside me and went back inside to finish my work. The day felt heavy, and by the time I finally wrapped up, exhaustion took over. I collapsed onto the sofa, rubbing my forehead and complaining about how brutal the workload had been.
I glanced at her, thinking she was quietly listening, but when I turned fully, I saw that she wasn’t really there. Her eyes were distant, lost in some deep, unreachable place.
I snapped my fingers near her face, hoping to bring her back to the room, back to me.
She blinked and chuckled softly when I teased her about daydreaming while standing.
For a moment, the tension eased, replaced by her soft laughter. But the doubts still lingered under the surface, like shadows I couldn’t shake. The way she walked, the blush, the strange interaction with the neighbor—it all stayed with me, crawling inside my thoughts, refusing to leave.
I wanted to believe everything was fine, but I also couldn’t ignore the nagging feeling that something was slipping away, just out of reach.
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The next morning unfolded just like any other—or at least it seemed that way. I woke up to the familiar clatter of kitchen utensils and the faint aroma of breakfast drifting into the bedroom. She was already up and moving, her rhythm calm and practiced, as if nothing at all had changed.
I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, sat up slowly, and stretched before heading to the bathroom to freshen up. On the way, I passed her in the hallway. She smiled at me, soft and welcoming, and I gave her a quick nod.
I stepped into the bathroom and shut the door behind me, mind still half-asleep. But something caught my eye.
There it was again—the hole. Not big enough to be alarming, but definitely too precise to be an accident. I remembered noticing it once before, back when I first pointed it out to her. I had assumed it might be for some piping or structural reason, but I also knew what lay just beyond that wall—the neighbor’s bathroom.
Back then, I told myself it was fine. That it was sealed on the other side.
But today, for some reason, it wasn’t the hole itself that unsettled me. It was the board now covering it. A simple wooden piece, snugly placed to block it from our side. I hadn’t put it there.
So she must have.
Maybe she just wanted a little extra peace of mind. Maybe she felt uncomfortable having an opening—no matter how small—connected to another house. That seemed reasonable and rational. I stared at it for a moment longer, then let it go.
I stepped under the water, trying to wash away the tension from my shoulders.
Breakfast was good—simple, but warm and filling. I told her I had a lot on my plate today, that I really needed to focus, and I'd be heading straight to the room. We didn’t talk much apart from this and maybe that was for the best. I didn’t want to fall into overthinking again. Not today. I was going to focus. Just get through the work, and everything else could wait.
Once I settled into my desk, the hours melted away. Reports, spreadsheets, endless messages. The clicking of the keyboard became a kind of white noise, a rhythm I could lose myself in. I didn’t even notice when she slipped out to the old man’s house. She must have left quietly, like she always did. Still, I caught a glimpse of her from the window across the way.
She was moving around inside, the curtains thankfully left open. That one small thing—being able to see her now and then—helped keep me grounded. It reassured me that she was there, that things were still normal.
An hour passed.
Then a gentle knock came at my door.
I looked up and found her standing there, holding a plate of food with a soft smile that reached her eyes. That moment, fleeting and simple, hit me with an odd wave of emotion. Gratitude, maybe. A sense of peace. She didn’t need to do any of this, but she always did.
Sometimes I really wondered what I had done to deserve someone like her.
And yet, even as I smiled and thanked her, I felt that small shadow of uncertainty still flickering at the edge of my thoughts. It never truly disappeared. Not completely.
But for now, I pushed it away again. Work demanded my attention—and I couldn’t afford to slip.
By the time I wrapped up my work for the day, my shoulders were aching and my eyes were sore from staring at the screen too long. I leaned back in the chair, stretched, and took a long breath. I needed air—real, open air—and maybe a change of scenery to help shake off the weight pressing down on me lately.
I stepped out of the room and found her in the kitchen.
“Let’s go out for a bit,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “Just a walk. I need some fresh air.”
She looked up and smiled. “Sure,” she said softly, wiping her hands and slipping on her sandals.
We headed out together, walking in no particular direction, just letting our feet guide us. The cool breeze kissed my skin, refreshing and light. It felt like it was washing something off me—the lingering overthinking, the doubts, the tension. For a little while, I let myself breathe again.
We stopped by a corner stall and shared some ice cream. She laughed when mine started melting faster than I could eat it, and I couldn't help but smile at the sound. It was good to see her like that—relaxed, playful. Just… us.
As we turned a corner to head back home, a voice called out from behind.
“Hey!”
I turned and saw Ray walking toward us, his hand raised in greeting. He looked different today—lighter, more casual, more like how he was the first time we met.
“Good to see you two,” he said, stopping in front of us. “You know… I realized something.”
“What’s that?” I asked, still catching my breath from the walk.
“It’s kinda rude of me,” he said, flashing a half-smile, “you guys already invited me over, and I haven’t returned the favor yet.”
He looked at both of us, then back at me. “I know it’s a little late, but I’d love to have you both over for dinner tomorrow. My treat.”
His tone was warm, casual, and familiar. It threw me off, in a good way. I nodded, a bit caught off guard.
“Yeah, sure,” I replied. “That sounds nice.”
We exchanged numbers.
Ray smiled, and walked off with a wave.
As we turned and continued our way back, I couldn’t help but replay his voice and expression in my mind. He felt… normal. Approachable. Not like that night when he was at our house and something about him felt off. Maybe I had just imagined it. Maybe it was my own tension coloring things that weren’t really there.
After all, he was the only one around here who seemed remotely grounded in this strange, half-silent neighborhood.
We got back home, changed, and went through the usual nighttime routine. By the time we were in bed, my body felt heavy, but my mind was strangely quiet for once.
Just as I was fading into sleep, I felt her hand wrap around my cock.
Not gentle. Not shy. Firm, hot fingers gripping me like she knew exactly what she wanted. I turned my head and saw her already half-naked, eyes burning in the dim light, her breathing heavy.
Without saying a word, she shoved the blanket off, got between my legs, and stuffed my cock into her mouth. She was ravenous. Her lips slid all the way down until my tip hit the back of her throat. She didn’t hold back. She gagged on me, spit dripping everywhere, her hand pumping whatever her mouth couldn’t reach.
"Fuck—" I hissed, grabbing the sheets.
She moaned around my cock like she was in heat. Wet slurping, her tongue swirling all over me, loud and messy. She wasn't teasing me—she was using me. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, daring me to stop her.
Then she pulled off with a wet pop, straddled me fast, and grabbed my cock with one hand. She didn't even guide me carefully. She just lined it up, lowered herself, and shoved it in—wet, hot, and so fucking tight it made my back arch.
“God, yes,” she groaned, and immediately started riding me like a woman possessed.
There was no tenderness tonight. No slow grinding. Just pure, raw hunger. She bounced on my cock fast, aggressive, her hips slamming down with a wave that made the headboard thump against the wall. Her tits bounced wildly under her shirt, the slap of our bodies echoing through the room.
But she was going so hard, so high with every bounce—too high.
My cock slipped out.
Her rhythm broke.
She grunted in annoyance and reached down to grab me, repositioning it, stuffing me back inside her dripping pussy like she didn’t want to waste a second.
She started again. Rougher. Faster.
She was moaning louder now, eyes clenched, sweat glistening at her collarbone, her ass smacking down on my thighs.
But again—my dick slipped out.
Her pussy was so wet, and the way she bounced—fast and long—meant I couldn’t stay buried deep the way she clearly needed. The moment she pulled up too far, I’d slip out again, and again.
And every time it happened, I could see her frustration.
Her lips pressed into a thin line. Her hips jerking in annoyance. She didn’t say anything—but I felt it. She wanted more. Harder. Deeper.
I tried to grab her waist, help her keep rhythm, but she slapped my hands away—not angrily, just impatiently, like I was interrupting her focus.
It hit me then: she wanted this rough. She wasn’t chasing connection—she was chasing release.
I’d never seen her like this. We always made love. Passionate, slow, with kisses, eye contact, hands holding each other. This wasn’t that. This was animal. Her body needed to cum so badly, she was using mine like a tool.
She grunted as she dropped down on me again, her pussy clenching tight, dripping all over my cock, soaking the base. She growled under her breath and bounced even faster, trying to ride through her frustration.
But I couldn’t take it anymore. She was too tight, too wet, too fucking wild.
"Shit—I’m gonna—"
I exploded inside her, cock twitching hard as I emptied every drop into her pussy.
She froze.
Her body stayed tense on top of me, and for a moment, she didn’t move.
I felt her walls flutter around my cock, but she hadn’t finished. I knew that. She didn’t need to say a word—her heavy breathing, the stiff set of her shoulders, and the way her hands clenched the sheets told me everything.
Slowly, she pulled off me. I watched my cum leak from between her lips, glistening down her inner thighs. She lay beside me quietly, her face turned away.
I turned to her, brushing a hand down her side. “Was that... okay?”
She looked at me, her expression softening a little. “Yeah. Of course,” she said with a small smile. “I really needed that.”
But something in her voice felt off. Not cold—just... unfinished.
Then she leaned in, kissed my cheek, and got up to go to the bathroom.
I watched her walk away, legs trembling slightly, shirt clinging to her damp skin. I heard the lock click behind her.
And then I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, heart still pounding.
It was the first time I’d ever seen her like that.
And the first time I felt like I couldn’t give her what she really wanted.
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My eyes opened. Morning already.
I groaned and cursed the endless workload under my breath. Another day, another mess of emails and deadlines. Nothing changed.
The scent of breakfast drifted faintly from the kitchen. Just like always, she was already up, moving quietly through the morning like a soft routine. No words, just the familiar clinks of cookware, the low hum of the stove. I dragged myself out of bed, shuffled to the bathroom, and took a long shower to wake myself up.
We had breakfast together, mostly in silence. It wasn’t awkward, just normal. Peaceful, even. A quiet kind of routine we’d settled into. She seemed calm today. Not distracted, not moody. Just... composed.
I gave her a small nod as I finished my coffee, then sighed and made my way to the workroom. The chair creaked as I sat down, already rubbing my temples. Work started pulling me in immediately—calls, files, numbers, endless clicks and messages. It was a blur.
I didn’t even glance out the window today. Not once.
Didn’t realize how fast time flew until my stomach reminded me I hadn’t eaten since morning. A little while later, she stepped in. Wordless, she placed a plate of food on the table beside me and turned away. No eye contact. No conversation.
Something about that quiet made me pause... but only for a second.
My phone buzzed on the desk. A message.
Ray.
Dinner. 8PM. [address attached]
“Eight o’clock, huh…” I muttered, tapping a reply.
“We’ll be there on time,”I replied.
Back to work. No time to think about anything else.
When I finally wrapped up for the day, I stretched back in my chair and exhaled slowly. My back ached. My eyes burned. I walked out into the living room and found her folding some laundry on the couch.
“We’ve got dinner at Ray’s tonight,” I said. “He sent the address. We need to be there by eight.”
She paused slightly, then nodded.
I sat down and just... existed for a moment. Let the stillness sink in. That brief pocket of silence before the evening dragged us out again.
Eventually, we both got up and started getting ready. Same clothes, same mirror, same small moments. Everything felt normal.
We both got ready.
She stepped out in a dress I hadn’t seen her wear in a while—something tight, cleanly cut, shaping her curves just right. It ended at her knees, modest in theory, but the way it shaped her figure... her ass, her chest—it demanded attention. The fabric clung to her like it had been tailored for temptation.
I exhaled slowly. I already knew what was coming.
As we stepped out and walked along the street, it didn’t take long. The stares came from all directions—shameless, hungry gazes from the creeps who hung around the area. Some leaned against their gates, some sat on their porches pretending to be on their phones. But their eyes weren’t subtle.
One guy openly fixated on her ass, another traced her chest like he was memorizing every curve. They didn’t even look at me. I was invisible. A ghost beside her. To them, I was just the guy who happened to walk next to the real attraction.
She noticed too. Her pace hesitated for a second. Eyes darted sideways, uncomfortable.
But what could we do? Start a fight with every bastard in the neighborhood? Stir up some street drama just to defend what was already obvious? No... we both kept walking, silent. Trying to ignore the weight of those gazes crawling all over her.
Eventually, we reached the address Ray had sent.
I paused.
It wasn’t a house. It was a goddamn mansion.
Three stories tall, surrounded by high walls, with modern black-and-glass architecture that looked like something out of a design magazine. The kind of place you drive past, not walk into.
“How the hell does a guy working at a medical store afford this?” I muttered to myself.
As if on cue, Ray appeared in the window. He waved, smiled, and disappeared. A few moments later, he was at the door, beaming like we were old friends.
“Hey! You made it!” he said warmly, stepping aside and motioning us in.
I forced a polite smile. “Yeah. Thanks for inviting us.”
The inside was somehow even more impressive than the outside. Everything was sleek, stylish, a mix of dark wood and ambient lighting that made the place feel both luxurious and... strange. Like every room held a secret.
“Damn,” I said, glancing around. “This place is incredible.”
Ray grinned with pride. “Thanks, man. Designed most of it myself. I’m a bit obsessive with interiors—like, I want every part of the house to feel... alive, y’know?”
He led us further in. The halls were wide, the lighting soft, the decor oddly sensual—nothing over-the-top, just subtle touches: deep red accents, plush textures, art that felt too intimate for guests.
“I’ve got different rooms for different moods,” Ray continued, gesturing casually. “Some for relaxing, some for... private stuff. Got a few hidden rooms too. Just for fun.”
He winked.
I let out a short laugh, trying to play along. “Hidden rooms, huh? Sounds like a movie.”
He smirked. “You’ll see.”
Ray clapped his hands together. “Before we eat, let me give you both a quick tour. Just a small part of the house—you’ll like it.”
We exchanged glances and nodded. “Sure, why not,” I said.
He led us down a dim hallway that ended at a quiet room filled with old portraits. Thick frames, sepia-toned photos, paintings of people I didn’t recognize—some elegant, some grim, all staring back through the years. The room had an eerie charm to it, like a forgotten museum tucked inside a mansion.
My wife stood in front of one of the larger portraits, her fingers gently brushing the edge of the frame. Her eyes sparkled, more taken with the artwork than anything else.
“This one’s beautiful,” she murmured.
But Ray had other plans.
He walked up to one of the portraits and, with a smirk, lifted it to the side—revealing a hidden hole behind the wall. Not just one. There were three of them. Three separate holes concealed behind three separate portraits.
I blinked in surprise. “What the hell...”
Ray chuckled. “Secret passages. Built them myself. Just for fun. Come on, follow me.”
Without waiting, he ducked into the nearest one. I gave my wife a quick look, assuming she was right behind me, and crawled in after him. The passage was narrow and dark, just wide enough to squeeze through on all fours. The air smelled faintly of cedar and dust.
After about a minute of crawling, we emerged into a small, candle-lit room with soft cushions on the floor and intricate carvings on the walls.
“This one’s my meditation room,” Ray said, stretching his back. “No noise, no distractions. Just silence.”
I turned around.
She wasn’t there
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I frowned. "Wait... she is not here?"
Ray looked behind me, just as confused. "She didn't follow you?"
"No," I said quickly, concern rising. "She might be scared alone—let's go back."
We crawled back into the hole and re-entered the portrait room... empty.
"She's not here," I said sharply, my voice low but tense.
Ray nodded. "Alright, I'll check the second passage. You try the third."
I agreed without hesitation and quickly slipped into the other hole. This one opened up into a completely different space—brighter, with neon lights, a karaoke setup, multiple mics, and a grand TV mounted on the wall. A weird contrast to the quiet art room.
But she wasn't there either.
I rushed back through the passage, expecting to meet Ray in the main room... but he wasn't there. Neither was she.
My stomach twisted.
Were they still searching? Did they run into each other? I was about to call out when I heard the creak of a door swinging open.
I turned sharply.
There they were—both of them—stepping through a door on the far end of the hallway.
I moved toward her. "Are you okay?"
She gave me a soft smile, her voice calm. "Yeah, don't worry. I was just looking at the paintings and didn't notice you guys were gone. So I just guessed and went into one of the passages."
My eyes flicked toward Ray. "How come you didn't come through the hole?"
Ray gave a light shrug. "That room's got a hidden exit. Built a few of those. Figured we'd just use the shortcut."
I nodded slowly, still unsettled but trying to shake it off. "Your house is... fascinating. But honestly? Slightly creepy."
He laughed. "Fair. Next time, come by just for the tour. It'll take half a day at least."
We moved to the dining area. The atmosphere shifted. Bright lights, warm food, and the scent of grilled spices filled the air. The table was set beautifully—he had a surprising flair for hospitality.
Dinner was delicious. Not just decent—legitimately great. The flavors were rich, the meat perfectly cooked, and the wine smooth. We talked, we laughed. Ray told stories that were oddly entertaining, full of wit and strange details. My wife smiled, even laughed a few times.
Everything felt... normal again.
Still... something in my gut whispered otherwise.
Dinner was winding down. The room glowing with warm light and soft music pulsing in the background. We were full, a little buzzed, and oddly relaxed—at least on the surface.
Ray leaned back in his chair and stretched, the kind of stretch that drew attention without meaning to. “You know,” he said, swirling his glass, “I used to be a pretty damn good dancer. Latin, hip-hop, even some ballroom stuff.”
I raised a brow. “Seriously?”
She perked up beside me, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “I actually used to love dancing,” she said, brushing her hair behind her ear. “It’s been forever, though.”
Ray leaned forward, eyes lighting up like he’d been waiting for that. “No way. You too?” He stood up and extended his hand dramatically, like he was on stage. “Then come on. Let’s stretch those legs. I can teach a few moves—something simple, fun.”
She laughed, glancing at me. “I don’t know…”
I chuckled, shaking my head. “I’ll make a fool of myself.”
Ray clapped my shoulder. “Then you’ll fit right in. Come on. I’ll teach both of you. How bad can it be?”
The way he said it—it didn’t sound like a challenge, more like an invitation. Something easy. Casual.
We moved into the living room. The lights were dimmer there, music a little louder. A pulsing beat vibrated through the floor. Ray connected his phone to the speakers, scrolling through a playlist until something smoother came on. A sensual rhythm. Not too fast. Not too slow. Just… suggestive.
“Alright, come here,” he said, motioning to me. “Let’s start with something basic.”
I laughed nervously and stepped up.
We tried. God, we tried. I was stiff as hell. Missed the beat, stepped the wrong way, got too focused on counting in my head. She tried not to giggle too much while Ray called out instructions.
Ray chuckled, looking at me after another clumsy step. "No offense, but you really suck at this."
I scratched my head, trying to laugh it off. "Yeah… never been a dancer."
"You're ruining her moves," he added, pointing at the couch. "Sit. Let me show you how it's done."
I looked at my wife. She hesitated, then glanced back at me. I didn't say anything. I just gave a small nod and stepped aside.
She smiled politely and turned to him. That was it. No hesitation after that.
He stepped in front of her, took her hand in his, and placed his other hand straight on her ass. Not her back. Not her side. He grabbed her ass fully, fingers sinking in.
My stomach clenched.
The music started, and he pulled her close. Their bodies molded together. His chest to hers. His hips locked into hers.
And then they moved.
It wasn't dancing. It was grinding. Dirty, rhythmic, slow. She followed his lead like her body already knew how. Her hips rolled against his. Their rhythm was too smooth, too natural.
He cupped her ass fully, pulling her into his bulge with every sway. Her dress rode up little by little. Each grind pushed her deeper into him. I could see it. I could hear it. Her breathing grew louder.
I sat frozen, watching.
Something twisted inside me. It wasn't just jealousy. It was something else. A strange ache that started low in my gut and crawled up into my chest. A sick mix of arousal and dread. Like I was seeing something I should look away from—but couldn't.
He spun her around and caught her from behind. His crotch pressed flush against her ass. His hands on her waist again, pushing her into him. The rhythm didn't stop. If anything, it got filthier.
She leaned back. Just slightly, but she did. Her head tipped, her eyes fluttered closed for a second.
Then he bent her.
Hands to the floor.
Not her knees. Not some elegant pose. Her palms slapped the ground. Her legs bent slightly. Her back arched. Her ass jutted out high. And Ray stepped in.
He gripped her hips. His hips started to move. Slow grinds. Long, deep motions. Humping into her from behind. Every push of his pelvis drove her forward. Her fingers curled into the carpet. Her hair falling all over her face. 
The fabric of her dress shifted upward with every thrust. Her ass was nearly bare. My heart pounded. 
He was dry-humping her. Right there. In front of me. And, for a moment. I saw it. She was throwing it back. Intentional push of her ass to his cock.
Then he turned his back to me.
Blocked everything.
All I could see were her legs. Her movements. I couldn't see her face, couldn't read her expression. But her body said enough. Her hips were meeting his now. Her ass was bouncing back with every thrust. It was like watching her forget I was even in the room.
I shifted in my seat, an urge building inside me that I didn't understand. I was watching my wife move like that with someone else, and something inside me was curling up, trying to hide from what I was feeling. Shame? Anger? Arousal?
I wasn't sure.
Then his hand moved upward—right into her hair. I saw him wrap a few strands around his fingers and give a small tug. Not hard, just enough to tilt her head.
Her mouth opened slightly. A quiet breath escaped her lips. And she didn't pull away.
Something crawled up my spine.
I stared. Frozen. Eyes wide. My throat tight.
What the hell was this?
I tried to reason with myself. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe I'd had just enough to make this feel worse than it really was. Maybe it was just a dance, a strange one, but still a dance.
But that lie collapsed the moment he turned again.
He spun her up into his arms. Then dipped her low. Her head dropped back. Her body limp in his grip. His hands weren't on her waist. They slid under her dress.
And then he lifted her.
Off the ground.
Her legs dangled. Her dress slid up all the way.
Bare ass. Fully exposed.
His hands gripped each cheek. He wasn't hiding it. He spread them, just slightly. Just enough to humiliate me.
Her hole flashed in my view. Her thighs relaxed around his sides.
He looked at me. Dead in the eyes.
He was showing her off. Holding her up like a prize. Like she was his now.
Then slowly, slowly, he lowered her down. His face stayed close to hers, their foreheads almost touching. Her eyes were locked on his. Lips parted. Breathless.
She didn't look for me. She didn't say a word.
I sat there.
My chest hollow. My limbs heavy.
Ashamed and defeated. Still watching.
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I didn’t know what to say. My tongue felt like dead weight in my mouth, thick and dry. Ray had said something as we stood there, maybe a joke or a casual remark—but the words bounced off me, meaningless. I couldn’t reply. I didn’t even look at him. My mind was still stuck on what I had just seen.
It felt like I’d lost something. Not her, not entirely, but something else. Dignity. Control. The right to even be angry. I hadn’t fought. Hadn’t protested. I just sat there while another man put his hands all over my wife, bent her over like she was nothing more than a prop for his amusement. I never stepped in, never said stop, never pulled her away. It felt like I had surrendered—without even realizing the fight had started. Like I’d been outplayed in a game I didn’t even know I was part of.
I forced myself to move. I reached out and took her hand. No resistance, no words. Just the faintest tension in her fingers. I mumbled a goodbye to Ray—polite, robotic, hollow and we left.
The air outside was cool but offered no relief. It couldn’t erase the heat that had settled in my chest, or the twisting sickness crawling through my gut. She walked beside me in silence, our hands still joined, but it felt like we were walking out of something we couldn’t come back from. My thoughts wouldn’t stop racing. They looped, over and over, to that room. That music. That moment.
She had been grinding on him. Not just dancing—grinding. Her ass locked against his crotch. Every move of her ass had pressed tighter into the hard bulge between his legs. She had moved with him like her body had done it before, like she knew the rhythm by instinct. Her dress had climbed up inch by inch, her bare skin flashing every time he pulled her closer. I saw her ass jiggle when he humped against her from behind, slow and deep, as if they were fucking fully clothed.
And I watched. I watched every second. Like a pervert. Like a coward.
I kept trying to tell myself it wasn’t her fault. Maybe she was surprised. Maybe she just followed along because stopping would have made it worse. Maybe it was the wine, the mood, the music. But no matter how I tried to justify it, my mind kept dragging me back to how she moved. The way she pushed back into him. The way her fingers gripped the carpet when he bent her down. The way she let him lift her, spread her, show me everything. Her pussy flashed between her thighs like some trophy he’d earned.
I should have stopped it. I should have pulled her away the moment his hand slid down to her ass. But I didn’t. I sat there like I was chained to the couch, eyes wide, breathing shallow, watching her get handled like a fucking toy. And God help me, I was getting hard watching it. I felt it throbbing—trapped in my pants, aching while my wife was dry-humped like a bitch in heat right in front of me. That’s the part I can’t get over. Not that she let it happen. Not that he took it too far. But that some disgusting part of me wanted it to keep going.
What the hell is wrong with me?
Was it jealousy? Was it fear? Or something even lower, some sick need to see how far she’d let it go? A part of me wanted to see her moan. To see her hips push harder. To see Ray unzip and take it to the next step. It was buried deep, but it was there. And it makes me hate myself more than anything else.
She didn’t look at me while we walked. Her face was stiff, almost embarrassed. She had to know it wasn’t okay. She had to feel how close she got to something irreversible. But she didn’t apologize. Didn’t explain. Just silence. Maybe she was hoping I wouldn’t bring it up. Maybe she didn’t know how to.
And honestly, neither did I.
What was I supposed to say? That she let another man grope her, grind into her, expose her body while I sat there like a neutered idiot? That I saw her hole spread open for someone else? That I saw her lips part, her eyes flutter shut, like she was lost in the pleasure of it? That I was hard while it all happened? I couldn’t say those things. I couldn’t even admit them fully to myself.
But I could feel it in my chest. The sickness. The heat. The shame. I could still feel the pressure in my cock from when I saw her thrown over his lap and bounced like she belonged to him. It’s wrong. All of it. And yet… I wanted to see it again. Not because I wanted to lose her—but because I wanted to understand what the fuck I was feeling. I wanted to know how something so filthy could make me feel both destroyed and aroused at the same time.
Ray didn’t even try to hide it. The way he grabbed her, the way he looked at me while exposing her—it was all deliberate. Like he was telling me she wasn’t mine anymore. Or maybe he was daring me to stop him. Testing me. And I failed.
I failed completely.
And now here we were. Walking home, quiet, pretending we hadn’t just crossed a line none of us were ready for. My hand was still holding hers, but it didn’t feel like connection. It felt like a grip on something slipping away.
I could’ve said something. I could’ve stopped and made her look at me. But instead, I swallowed the lump in my throat and kept walking beside her, drowning in silence. Maybe she was ashamed. Maybe she was confused. Or maybe she had felt something in his touch—something that part of her didn’t want to admit.
God, I didn’t know what was worse. But I knew one thing. That dance wasn’t just a dance. And I would never forget what it did to me.
We reached home without a word. The silence felt thicker than the night air, clinging to us like sweat. As soon as we stepped in, she muttered something about taking a bath and slipped away into the bathroom. I just nodded, not trusting myself to say anything. The sound of running water came a few minutes later, soft and distant, like the echo of something I’d lost.
I dropped onto the couch and stared blankly at the floor. My shoulders slumped, my arms heavy. Every muscle in my body felt like it carried the weight of my shame. I wasn’t angry at her—not really. Not even at Ray. I was angry at myself. For what I felt. For what I didn’t do.
I hated that I let it happen. I hated that I sat there, frozen, like some useless prop watching my wife get handled like a piece of meat. But more than that, I hated the part of me that got aroused watching it. That sick, buried part of me that twitched when Ray bent her over and humped against her like he owned her. The part that wanted to see what would’ve happened if I hadn’t been there at all.
I told myself I wouldn’t bring it up. No good would come from it. It was just a dance. A bad one. A mistake. Ray went too far, sure, but maybe she didn’t know how to stop it without making a scene. She probably hated herself for letting it get that far. She was probably in that bathroom right now, cursing herself in silence. Washing off his scent. Scrubbing away the shame.
And here I was, sitting on this couch like a coward.
It wasn’t her fault. It was mine. I should’ve stopped it the second his hands went low. I should’ve pulled her away when I saw the look in his eyes. But I didn’t. I froze. I watched. I let it happen.
I failed her.
I was supposed to protect her—from men like Ray, from moments like that. And I didn’t. I let it play out right in front of me, like some sick voyeur. I had no right to blame her. She trusted me to be strong, and I sat there with my cock stiff and my mouth shut while another man grabbed her ass and made her moan to the rhythm of his hips.
I leaned back, eyes burning, chest tight. The sound of the water still ran behind the bathroom door, and it made it worse somehow. I imagined her in there, naked, her skin still warm from the heat of that dance. Her thighs sticky. Her lips red and swollen. And I hated myself for thinking it.
Maybe it was the guilt. Maybe the exhaustion. I don’t know. But I couldn’t stay awake anymore. I didn’t even say goodnight. I just let my eyes close, still fully dressed, my body sinking into the couch like I was trying to disappear into it.
Sleep didn’t bring peace. Just silence.
And the bitter taste of defeat still lingering on my tongue.
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I woke up with a hazy head and a blurred dream I couldn’t quite remember. My mind felt heavy, like it had forgotten something it wasn’t ready to face. Still, I pushed the fog aside and greeted my wife like everything was normal, like she hadn’t just last night been humped by Ray like a dog in heat.
“Good morning,” I said, casually.
She looked at me with that same gentle face, but behind her smile… there was guilt. Her “good morning” came soft, sweet, and slightly delayed. I didn’t press her. I didn’t want to look too deep into it, not yet.
I got up, freshened myself, and sat down at the table for breakfast. That’s when I noticed. Perfectly cooked eggs, buttered toast just the way I liked it, even my favorite spiced potatoes and also my favourite smoothie. It wasn’t just a normal breakfast. It was my breakfast. The kind she only made when something was special.
I chuckled and asked, “What’s up with all this? Is it my birthday or something?”
There was a small pause before she replied. Her smile didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Today’s your free day, so I thought it should start with your favourite breakfast.”
Ah. That’s right. Sunday. No office, no reports, no deadlines. But my head was still throbbing—not because of work, but for some different reason. I tried to brush it off and took a bite. It was delicious, exactly as I liked it.
But then I glanced up at her face—so beautiful, sitting there across the table. 
Suddenly, like a switch being flipped in my head, like someone had turned on a projector inside my skull, the image from last night came crashing back.
A flash from last night. Her face twisted in ecstasy, her eyes closed, her fingers digging into the mat, hair covering her face while Ray ground into her from behind. That image hit me like a knife.
The food in my mouth suddenly lost all taste. The warmth in my chest turned cold. My beautiful wife, this woman sitting in front of me so sweetly—had shown me a face I didn’t know she had. That image wouldn’t leave me. And worse… there was a shameful under my pants, a disgusting reaction I hated myself for. Why did my body react like that?
I forced myself to finish eating, then moved to the living room to watch TV. It was Sunday, after all, and I tried to treat it like any other weekend. But my mind wouldn’t stay still. I kept trying to push last night’s images down, to suppress the thoughts crawling up from that dark place inside me. But it wasn’t easy. I was walking a path I never even knew existed, a place full of doubt, shame, and something else I couldn’t name.
A while later, she came into the room and let me know she was heading to the old man’s house again.
I simply nodded.
Once she left, I caught myself counting on my fingers. How many days had it been? It was just for one week, right? After counting, I realized, today was the sixth day. Just one more to go. One more day, and it would all be over. Or so I hoped.
I sighed and checked my phone, hoping to distract myself. A new message blinked on the screen. It was from Ray.
“Had a great time yesterday. Hope we can hang out again soon.”
I stared at the message, disturbed. Was he mocking me? Or did he actually think nothing about his actions was wrong? Was it all just… normal to him? Like some casual weekend activity? Was it not normal for him to grope and grind on another man’s wife like that, right in front of him?
I gritted my teeth. Like hell I’d bring my wife near him again. That wasn’t happening. Not ever.
After a while, I got up and walked to my workroom. I stood by the window, hands in my pockets. I had promised myself I wouldn’t go there again, that I wouldn’t peek, wouldn’t doubt. I had told her I trusted her.
But all those talks about trust were shattering now. My thoughts, my beliefs, my pride, they were breaking apart, piece by piece. And before I realized it, I found myself at the window again, my eyes scanning for any glimpse of her.
I saw her. A few times. She was inside the house. But then I noticed something else. The old man. He kept moving. Again and again. Always walking in the direction where she was headed. Back and forth. Pacing.
What the hell was he doing?
My chest tightened. My throat felt dry. Something about the way he was moving made me anxious, like he was waiting for something, or someone.
Doubt crept in. I didn’t want to feel it, but I did. I began questioning everything. My wife. The old man. Myself. Was I paranoid? Or was I seeing something real?
I wanted peace of mind. I wanted the spinning in my head to stop. And after a few more minutes of tormenting myself, I decided to do something I never thought I’d be capable of.
I was going to sneak over to the old man’s house. Quietly. Just to take a look from the window. I knew how pathetic it sounded, jealous of an old man. Insecure. Weak. But I needed to know. I needed to see.
With shaky resolve, I crept out and approached his house. Step by step. Silent and careful.
When I reached the window, I took a sharp, sneaky glance inside. My heart pounded like a drum.
The kitchen was the first thing I saw. Empty. No one there.
I slowly shifted my position, trying to expand my view. Bit by bit, the room unfolded before my eyes. The couch came into view.
Still nothing. No old man. No wife. No one.
My heart started racing. Louder. Harder. My shirt clung to my back with sweat. I wiped my forehead, feeling the chill of panic set in.
Where the hell were they?
My heart kept pounding louder as I stared into the empty living room.
No one.
Neither my wife nor the old man was there. The couch sat undisturbed. The kitchen silent.
Where had they gone?
I tried to reason with myself. Maybe the old man was resting in his bedroom, and my wife had stepped out to run some errands? That had to be it. It made sense. She mentioned she might need to pick something up. I nodded quietly to myself, convincing myself that was the only logical answer.
But logic wasn’t helping the unease in my chest. I didn’t want to keep guessing.
So I slowly moved toward the side of the house, quietly, nervously. Before I reached the bedroom window, I noticed the bathroom window glowing softly—the light inside was on.
I paused.
Something about it made me uneasy.
I stepped closer, slowly, careful not to draw attention. The window was frosted, but not enough to block everything. I narrowed my eyes and focused on the hazy reflection inside.
I noticed movements. There was someone in there. It had to be the old man. Who else would it be? I leaned in slightly, trying to make sense of the shifting silhouette.
Then… I saw it.
A crouch. His upper body dipped low, like he was bending down for something. He stayed like that for a few seconds, still and frozen.
I tilted my head, puzzled.
Was he picking something up? Searching for something?
But then I noticed something strange. A small push forward, just a bit, and then stillness again. Then, slowly, a similar movement… back. And then forward once more. Very slow and controlled.
I couldn’t tell what he was doing.
Why would he crouch like that? And why those slow, deliberate shifts?
I stared harder, trying to find something, anything—that would make it make sense.
Maybe he dropped something? Maybe he was hurt? I don't know. It was hard to tell.
The window gave no clarity—just shapes and shadows. It made no sense.
I leaned just a little closer. On my final glance, I saw something that made my stomach twist. His arm was raised, and from the outline, it looked like he was resting his hand against something in front of him. It definitely wasnt the wall. It was low. Maybe a small sitting chair? Or something else?
I stared harder, but the window revealed nothing more. Just shadows, shapes, movement I couldn’t quite define. And my own reflection staring back at me, uncertain and confused.
I let out a long breath and pulled away, still unsure what I had just seen. It wasn’t enough to make any assumptions. It wasn’t anything I could be certain of.
Still, a strange weight settled in my chest as I turned and walked back home.
Few minutes later, I heard the door open. She was back.
She passed me quick, vanishing into the bathroom, and I sat there, staring at the wall, unsure whether I was overthinking everything… or not thinking hard enough.
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After she returned from the old man’s house, she quickly went in to bathe. I sat there, mind still fogged from everything. Even though I had seen nothing through the window earlier, the tension refused to fade. My thoughts were noisy, restless, swirling with doubts and emotions I couldn’t even name properly. I shifted my focus to the TV, trying to distract myself. I didn’t know what movie was playing, just some random channel, but it didn’t matter. I needed anything to help me escape my own head.
It seemed like a simple romantic drama at first. A happy married couple. They looked like the kind who smiled over coffee, joked during breakfast, cuddled on the couch during rainy nights. A normal family. I let myself sink into it for a while, pretending to enjoy the mundane comfort it showed. But then, a new character appeared on screen. A third man, smiling a bit too much, speaking a bit too gently to the wife.
Disgusting.
I muttered the word under my breath. What kind of man does that? How can such people even exist—people who look at a married woman and still try to worm their way into her life? Why not go after someone single? Why this need to ruin a family, to take someone who’s already chosen a partner?
But I kept watching. I couldn’t look away.
The film progressed. The third man kept showing up. Little conversations at first, casual, friendly. A playful chat while the husband was busy or distracted. The husband, clueless as ever, treated it all casually. He smiled, even joked about it, not sensing the change that was slowly creeping into his wife’s behavior. And the wife… her tone began to shift. Her eyes lingered longer. She smiled more freely with the other man. Something about her had started to change.
I swallowed hard.
They started talking more—secretly. The messages between them became more frequent, longer, and more flirtatious. She began hiding her phone when the husband walked into the room. She laughed at her screen and put it away quickly. She started returning home a little late, with poor excuses. And the husband still didn’t know. Still trusted. Still loved.
I could feel a strange tension rising in me, but it wasn’t because of the affair on screen. It was the husband. That blind, faithful, trusting husband who couldn’t see what was happening right in front of him. He reminded me of someone. I didn’t want to admit who. But the connection was there, eating at the back of my mind.
The more I watched, the worse it got. The wife and the other man began meeting secretly. Touching and whispering. And the husband went on, loving her, smiling at her, while she had already started giving herself to someone else behind his back. The betrayal wasn’t loud. It was subtle, patient, slow. A gentle corruption, quiet enough that the husband didn’t even realize it was happening until it was too late.
Something twisted inside me.
It wasn’t just discomfort. It wasn’t just anger.
I felt something darker. Something confusing.
As I watched that man slowly lose his wife, as she started responding to the other man’s touch, started giving in more easily, I noticed a slow and shameful throb under my shorts.
I didn’t even realize when it had started. But now I was fully hard. My cock was standing, stiff and pulsing, pressing against the fabric of my shorts in full view.
Why?
For what reason?
Was it because the film was erotic?
No. It wasn’t that. It wasn’t even that explicit.
Then why?
Was it the idea?
The idea that this man’s wife, someone he loved deeply, trusted entirely—was being taken from him, slowly, sneakily, right under his nose? Was it the image of her bouncing her ass on another man’s cock while the husband still kissed her forehead and made her breakfast? Was it that loss of control? That helplessness?
I placed my hand over my hard cock, pressing lightly, as if to suppress it. My fingers curled. I whispered to myself, angry and confused.
Why the hell are you standing?
I don’t even like this shitty movie. I didn’t want to watch this. I wasn’t enjoying this.
And yet, my body… disagreed.
I stayed frozen like that, confused and disgusted with myself, staring at the screen. The husband was still in the dark, sitting there with a smile, still thinking he had everything. And I kept staring, breath a little uneven, unable to stop watching.
I didn’t even realize she had come out of the shower until I heard the soft clink of utensils in the kitchen.
My heart jumped. Panic rushed in.
I grabbed the remote and quickly turned off the TV. I didn’t want her to see what I was watching. I didn’t want her to even guess what I might have been feeling. The bulge in my shorts was obvious, impossible to hide. I was wearing something loose, and the outline was painfully clear.
I got up awkwardly, walking in a slightly hunched posture, trying to shift the fabric and keep my front hidden. I avoided her eyes completely and headed straight to the bathroom. I didn’t say a word.
I didn’t want her to think anything. I didn’t want her to know that I was getting a hard-on from… whatever the hell that was. Even after everything. Even while she was out there, acting normal. Even with a wife like her—so beautiful, so sensual. I didn’t want her to see me like that, not in that moment.
Not when I didn’t even understand what the hell was happening inside me.
After locking myself in the bathroom for a few minutes, I managed to calm down. The throb had finally faded, but the weight in my chest remained. I splashed my face with cold water, stared at my reflection, and forced myself to breathe normally. I needed to act natural, pretend everything was fine. I couldn’t let her sense how messed up my mind was.
Eventually, I stepped out and walked back into the living room. She was still in the kitchen, her back turned to me, moving like everything was normal. But I wasn’t. I could feel a tension rising inside me, a quiet storm I kept trying to suppress. The silence between us was starting to grow heavier, and I couldn’t bear it anymore.
Trying to do something—anything—to bridge the invisible gap forming between us, I spoke.
“Let’s go out,” I said, trying to keep my voice light, casual. 
She turned slightly, glanced at me, and smiled. “Sure,” she replied.
We both got ready. There was a strange, artificial cheer in the air, as if we were both forcing smiles for the sake of it. But I needed this outing. I needed to feel like things were okay again.
The movie I had watched earlier still lingered in my mind. It was a bit of an eye-opener. Not because of how it ended or what the characters did, but because it felt like a subtle warning. A glimpse into what might happen if I kept ignoring the signs around me. It felt like a mirror, reflecting a version of my life I didn’t want to see. I found myself glancing at her as she applied light makeup. I loved her—deeply. And the idea of losing her to someone else… it would break me.
We headed out just as the sun was dipping into the horizon. The evening breeze was pleasant, and for a while, things felt somewhat normal again. We ended up visiting a nearby zoo. It wasn’t anything grand, but walking together, watching animals, laughing at silly moments—it helped. It made me feel like we were still us. We even had dinner at a quiet restaurant nearby. Nothing fancy, but it felt comforting.
On the way back home, just as we were turning the corner into our street, something unusual caught our eye.
There was a large vehicle parked near the end of the block, loaded with furniture and boxes. Someone was clearly moving in. At night? It wasn’t too late, but still, most people didn’t choose this time to shift an entire house.
As we got closer, we saw a man carrying things from the truck. He was tall, muscular, and broad-shouldered, lifting heavy boxes like they were nothing. His arms were thick, veins visible even in the dim light, and his whole build looked like someone who spent hours every day at the gym. He looked like the kind of guy who didn’t need to say anything to demand attention.
Then, a woman appeared beside him. She was stunning. A seductive face with high cheekbones and full lips. Her body was curvy in all the right places, with full breasts and wide hips that swayed as she walked. She was hot—undeniably so. Of course, not more than my wife. Still, it was hard to ignore her presence.
She noticed us and walked over with a warm smile.
“Hi,” she greeted us cheerfully. “We’re new here. Just moved in. It’s nice to meet neighbors so soon.”
We smiled and returned the greeting. She was polite and respectful in her tone, nothing overbearing, just pleasant.
A moment later, the man walked over and stood beside her. Up close, he looked even more intimidating. His shoulders were like slabs of stone, and his expression, while friendly, had the calm confidence of someone who knew he didn’t need to prove himself. This was her husband.
We shook hands and exchanged names. They both seemed decent—relaxed, polite, even friendly. Out of concern, and maybe a little caution, I decided to say something.
“It’s a nice locality,” I told them, “but you might notice some people around here act a little… shameless. Weird, sometimes.”
The man chuckled lightly. “Who would dare mess with us?” he said, smirking as he placed an arm around his wife’s waist. “Not like anyone’s going to look twice at her if I’m around.”
He wasn’t wrong. Just standing beside him made it feel like no one would dare cross them. He gave off that dangerous aura—controlled but obvious. Like the kind of guy who wouldn’t even need to raise his voice to shut down a threat.
We told them where we lived and welcomed them to the area. It was getting late, so we didn’t linger. We all agreed to continue the conversation another day when they were more settled in.
As we walked away, I glanced back once, catching a glimpse of them standing by their new home.
A married couple, just like us.
Maybe it was a good thing. Maybe it would be nice having neighbors who could understand our dynamic, share some common ground. At the very least, they didn’t seem like the weird, twisted types we’d gotten used to encountering lately.
We continued on toward our house, side by side.
At that moment, I wanted to believe everything would go back to normal.
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I woke up with a jolt, gasping lightly, my breath caught somewhere between confusion and dread. It was pitch black. My room... this was my room, but something was wrong. I blinked rapidly, eyes struggling to adjust. Why was it so dark? Not a single sliver of moonlight came through the windows. I turned instinctively to my right, expecting the comforting warmth of my wife's body.
The bed was empty.
My chest tightened. Where was she? Maybe she went to get water… or to the bathroom? But even then, the silence felt unnatural. The kind of quiet that screamed. My eyes scanned the bed again, desperate for any sign. That’s when I noticed it, something cold resting by my thigh.
A flashlight.
I didn’t remember putting it there. Still, I grabbed it, flicked the switch, and a narrow beam of white light cut through the darkness. I aimed it towards the usual spot on the wall where the light switch was. But… nothing.
No board.
Frowning, I moved the light to the other side. Nothing again. I swept the flashlight across the room. Walls. Just walls. No paintings, no switches, nothing... just the bed and four cold, empty barriers around me. I slowly stood up, flashlight shaking in my hand. My breath was getting heavier. Something about this wasn’t right. Was I still dreaming?
I gulped.
The beam hit the bedroom door, wide open. I hadn’t noticed it before. Beyond it lay more darkness, except for one thing, a faint red glow. A painted arrow pointing down the hall, glowing faintly like blood under blacklight. I didn’t move.
But my legs did.
I felt them shift on their own, dragging me forward step by step, as if I were on puppet strings. I tried to stop myself, to push back, but I couldn’t. It was as though an invisible leash was wrapped around my neck, pulling me toward something I wasn’t ready to face.
I passed through the threshold.
Another red mark. Down the hall. Then another. And another. I kept walking. My mouth was dry, and my body cold, except for the uncomfortable heat building between my legs again. It was happening like before… I didn’t want it to, but something about the weight in my shorts made me feel sick.
That’s when I saw it.
A large screen flickering in the hallway. A movie was playing. My legs stopped moving. As if ordered to pay attention.
I turned my gaze toward the screen.
The woman on it… I recognized her. She was the same one from yesterday's film, the one who had slowly fallen into the arms, and then onto the cock... of another man. A once-loving wife, corrupted slowly by teasing, touches, and secrets.
Only now, she wasn’t teasing anymore.
Her eyes were glazed, her lips slightly opened as she bounced shamelessly on top of a thick, veiny cock. Her ass clapped loudly against the man’s thighs, back arched, breasts swinging with each thrust. Her moans were feral, broken, hungry.
"Yes! Harder! Break me, fuck—break my married pussy!"
My cock throbbed painfully.
I blinked and looked down. I was hard again. My dick strained against my shorts, pulsing with heat and shame. My throat clenched. Why? Why did those words make me twitch?
"Ahhh! Yes! This cock… it's nothing like my husband’s! You're splitting me in half!" she howled.
Throb.
I wanted to look away.
"My husband's so boring. I was made for this... made to be a dirty little toy!"
Throb. Throb.
I bit my lip. My face burned with shame. My heart was breaking while my cock refused to listen.
"Use me like you own me… make me forget that loser even exists!"
I clenched my fists, angry at myself. Why was I hard? Why did hearing this turn my body into a traitor? This woman… she wasn’t even mine. But she reminded me of her—my wife. That same voice, that same soft moan I used to hear whisper sweet things to me. Now those lips were screaming filth.
The moans faded into the distance. My legs started walking again. Out the door. Deeper into the dark.
My forehead broke into a cold sweat. The grip around my throat, that invisible leash, tugged again, and I found myself heading toward the old man’s house, not inside, but to the side of the house, my steps eerily quiet.
And then I saw something I couldn’t comprehend.
It was me.
I was already there.
Crouched beneath the curtains, peeking inside. Same clothes, same posture. Just like yesterday. My mind reeled—how was this possible? I wasn’t just reliving the moment, I was watching myself live it. Watching my own actions like some cursed spectator.
The other me whispered something I couldn’t catch, then quietly moved toward the back of the house. I knew what he was about to do. I had done it. I remembered.
The other me moved around the back of the house, the same exact way I had yesterday. Without meaning to, my legs followed him, like I had no control over them. I saw him crouching again near the bathroom window, his face tense, eyes focused—just like mine had been.
He muttered something, voice too low to hear, maybe confused, frustrated… I couldn’t tell. Then, he turned and walked past me. Not around me and... through me. Like I wasn’t even there. Or maybe… I really wasn’t. Maybe I was just an observer now. Maybe I was only supposed to watch.
I swallowed hard, thinking that maybe this was the end of the dream. Maybe now I’d wake up. I closed my eyes tightly, wanting to be in bed next to her again. I counted slowly in my head. One. Two. Three.
But nothing changed.
When I opened my eyes, I was still standing in the same place. Silence. It was just me again—alone.
My legs began to move on their own once more, this time pulling me to the same bathroom window. The same impossible, shadowy place I had been before. The window was misted and dark, and just like before, I couldn’t make out anything clearly. Only vague, shifting shapes. I squinted, tilted my head, closed one eye and tried to focus.
I couldn’t see a damn thing.
Frustrated, my hand trembled as it reached for the flashlight still clenched in my grip. I raised it sharply, pointing the beam right at the window—and everything changed.
Suddenly, the shapes became clearer.
Too clear.
The old man was crouched. But not to pick something up.
His position, his posture… It was unmistakable.
In front of him was a woman, bent over the sink or some kind of ledge, her body positioned low, her arms braced. Her hair spilled down her back, her legs trembling slightly under her.
My breath caught in my throat.
Was that… was that my wife?
I couldn’t see the faces, but the silhouette was horrifyingly familiar. Her figure. Her shape. The curve of her waist, the slope of her back—I knew that body.
I knew it like the back of my hand.
My shorts tightened painfully. I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to believe it.
Suddenly, the old man leaned in. I saw his thick shaft appear in silhouette, swelling with power. He pushed it against her from behind—and then slowly began to slide it in.
"Unngh..." her voice whimpered faintly from the wall—barely a moan, almost like a suppressed cry. Her knees buckled slightly, her silhouette quivering with the slow intrusion. My cock throbbed, stiff and aching inside my shorts, twitching at the sound.
“You feel that?” I heard his low, mocking voice. “That’s what you were waiting for, isn’t it? Knew you were a slut the moment I saw you.”
“No...” I whispered, but no sound came out.
He started moving. Slowly at first—just enough to make her body rock forward and back, then faster, harder. His hands dug into her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with wet slaps echoing faintly through the window. My hand hung useless at my side, but my cock… it pulsed on its own. I wasn’t even touching it, but it twitched and leaked, rubbing against the inside of my shorts with every pounding thrust I watched.
The old man grunted, rough and brutal. “Look at you. Married... and here you are getting stuffed full of another man's cock like it's the only thing you've ever needed.”
“Ahh... nnnh... fuck... yes,” she gasped, her voice full of desperate arousal. “Don’t stop—f-fuck me... harder... yes, yes...”
I bit down on my lip, feeling something drip down my thigh. My cock twitched violently. It was moving... all on its own. I could feel the friction. My body was betraying me.
“Say it,” the old man growled, grabbing her hair and puller her head back. “Say what you want.”
“Fill me... nngh... fill me with that disgusting semen... ahhh, yes... breed me like a filthy bitch...!”
I buckled. My hips twitched forward—my cock rubbing against my shorts, then again, grinding into nothing, ike my own body was thrusting. I couldn’t stop it. I wasn't doing it. My hands were shaking, but I wasn't moving—yet I was fucking the air like an animal.
“Look at your useless husband,” the old man groaned, slamming his cock harder. “Probably watching while leaking like a damn virgin. He can't even stop his dick from throbbing.”
“Ahhh... ahhh... yes...!” her cries were louder now, every slap of their bodies making me wince and throb harder. “So full... I’m so full...!”
I couldn’t hold it.
My whole body jerked.
Cum shot out inside my shorts in thick, hot bursts—pulse after pulse—without a single touch. My cock was leaking uncontrollably, humping the air while the moans of my wife and the brutal groans of the old man filled my ears.
Their bodies moved faster, frenzied. And then—
“Fucking take it...!” he growled.
“Cumming...! Hnnnnghh!” she cried, her voice shaking.
My vision blurred.
And all three of us came together. The room spun. My knees gave out. Darkness swallowed everything again.
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My eyes shot open, my chest heaving.
Huff. Huff. Huff.
I lay still in the darkness, drenched in sweat. My shirt clung to my skin, and my heart raced like I’d just escaped a nightmare. No... worse than a nightmare. Something disturbing. Something wrong. I turned my head toward her.
She was sleeping peacefully and calm. Her back rose and fell gently, her breaths steady, unaware of the storm raging inside me. Her hair was splayed across the pillow, and in that moment, she looked so pure. So untouched. So... Innocent. 
I swallowed hard.
“Thank God,” I whispered.
Thank God it was just a dream.
But the relief was short-lived. As I shifted beneath the blanket, I felt it—the stickiness under my shorts. My stomach dropped.
No… no way.
I slowly moved the sheet away and sat up, horrified. I didn’t need to check. I already knew what it was. A wet dream. I came in my sleep.
But not from some sweet fantasy or the one I used to have before, about holding my wife close, making love the way we used to. No, this was something else. Something sick. My heart pounded again, this time not from fear but from shame.
That old man.
It was him... with my wife.
He was behind her, fucking her, like some filthy, dominant beast. And she? God, she was moaning. Not resisting. Enjoying it. It was pleasure. Raw, unfiltered, corrupted pleasure.
I wanted to vomit.
My wife. The woman I’ve loved for years. The woman I’ve protected, cherished, trusted.
And my own twisted brain had made me watch her get taken by someone else, someone so disgusting—and I had enjoyed it? 
No. It wasn’t me. It can’t be me...
Denying wouldn’t change the fact that something in me was changing and at a very dangerous speed.
Why is my body reacting this way? Am I actually a sick pervert? Do I want to see my wife with such men? Getting fucked and see her moan like a whore? 
I gripped my head, fingers buried in my hair. Everything’s gone off ever since we came back from Ray’s house. That damn dance, that obscene music, that atmosphere. It did something. To both of us. I’ve been pretending everything’s fine, trying to act normal, to be normal. But inside me, things are breaking.
Her behavior... it's shifted. I can feel it. See it. Little things. Quiet things. The way her eyes feel  empty when I look at them, how her smiles feel... tired. It feels as if, she is forcing herself around me. There’s something behind them now. A distance. Like she’s keeping something from me.
And me?
I’m dreaming of her getting fucked by someone else. The old man and ray are now messing my head in a very brutal way. I knew, there’s  something off about this locality and the people here. Noone needs to be trusted. They  are all the same, just with different skins.
I clenched my fists.
She would never—even in her wildest dreams imagine the things I have been seeing about her, the thoughts I have been having about her. 
How would she even react if she knew? If I confessed what I dreamed of? Would she cry? Slap me? Or maybe she would curse and humiliate me? 
And... I think I deserve to hear those words. I need her to snap me straight...
Despite everything, I still love her. Deeply and desperately. That’s what makes this so painful. I don’t want these thoughts. I didn’t ask for this. But my mind... my body... they’re betraying me. And I don’t know how to stop it.
I stepped quietly out of bed, careful not to disturb her. My legs felt heavy, my mind fogged with guilt and confusion. I stripped off my shorts and tossed them into the laundry basket, shame burning low in my chest. I stood there for a second in the dim light, just breathing. Just trying to gather myself.
There was no way I could go back to sleep after that dream. Not with the mess inside my head... and worse, in my body.
But I couldn’t stay like this either. I had to do something. Something real.
It’s not too late, I told myself. It can’t be.
She’s still mine. And I’m still hers.
Yes, it hurts... it still hurts, to think about what she did with Ray that night. The images haven’t left me, and maybe they never will. But I can’t let that memory be the wedge that keeps growing between us. I can’t sit still and watch us drift further apart, pretending everything’s fine when it clearly isn’t.
I still remember how she used to look at me. How she smiled, how she leaned into my touch, how she laughed so freely with me. I know things are getting complicated now. But I need to believe that somewhere, buried under whatever guilt or secrets she’s holding—there’s still a part of her that wants us again.
So I bathed, letting the water run over me, trying to wash off not just the sweat and shame, but the ache in my chest. The ache of wanting her. The ache of losing her piece by piece, day by day, and not knowing how to stop it.
When I stepped out, the sky was still dark but softening at the edges. Morning was on its way.
I went to the kitchen and started making breakfast.
Not out of habit.
But because I needed to do something… anything… to reach her again. Even in this small, quiet way. Maybe if I could bring a little warmth into the day, she’d remember what we used to have. Maybe she'd feel it, even if just for a moment. Our precious bond.
Toast, eggs and coffee. A meal we’ve shared a hundred times before. But this one… this one felt like a silent offering. A reminder. A hope.
Even if there's a distance growing between us...
Even if something is quietly shifting in the space we once filled so easily...
Maybe, just maybe, it’s not too late to find our way back.
Because I’m still here. Still trying.
Still hers.
I set the breakfast on the table, the aroma of warm food filling the quiet kitchen. A moment later, I heard her soft footsteps approaching.
She walked in slowly, still rubbing the sleep from her eyes. But then she stopped.
Her eyes locked on the breakfast first, and then on me.
She froze. Completely still.
I watched as her expression shifted from shock to... sadness? Her lips parted slightly, but no words came out. Then, silently, a single tear slipped down her cheek.
She didn’t wipe it away. She just stood there, staring, as if something inside her had suddenly cracked open.
Her face… I’d never seen that expression before. Not guilt. Not sadness. It was something deeper—like regret carved into every line of her features.
More tears followed, and my heart twisted at the sight.
I stepped forward, gently. “H-Hey… are you okay?” I asked, my voice almost a whisper.
She didn’t answer right away. Seeing her cry like that was making my heart hurt. But then, without warning, she moved toward me and threw her arms around me.
Tightly and desperately.
Her face buried against my chest, and I could feel her trembling.
“I love you,” she sobbed. “I love you so much…”
Her voice cracked with each word, her hands clinging to me like she was afraid I’d slip away.
I wrapped my arms around her and held her close.
“I love you too,” I whispered back. Then I smiled gently, trying to lighten the mood just enough to calm her. “Now stop crying like a baby and eat your breakfast, alright? I worked hard on it.” I gave her a soft wink.
She sniffled and let out a broken laugh. Wiping her eyes, she turned toward the sink, washed her face, and sat down quietly at the table.
I watched her as she took her first bite.
“Mmm... wow. Did you really make this?”
I gave her a crooked grin.
“Nope,” I said. “A Michelin-star chef broke into the house this morning, whipped it all up while I supervised in my boxers.”
She snorted, a soft laugh escaping her lips. “Oh, that explains the extra butter. And I bet you were shirtless too, weren’t you?”
“Of course,” I nodded seriously. “Gotta inspire greatness somehow.”
She shook her head, still smiling. “You’re ridiculous.”
“And yet… here you are, still eating it. That makes you an accomplice.”
She gasped, dramatically. “Oh no. We’re both criminals now.”
“Guilty of good taste,” I said, pointing at her fork.
She rolled her eyes. “And bad jokes.”
“Hey, those come free with the meal,” I added, smirking. “House special.”
I laughed, and we both started laughing like idiots—loud, uncontrollable, messy laughter that came from somewhere deep inside. It wasn’t polite or restrained. It was full-on, belly-aching, tear-forming laughter that left us gasping for breath.
I laughed so hard I lost balance and nearly toppled off the chair. The next second, I actually did. My chair tilted back and thudded to the floor, and I landed flat on my back, still wheezing from laughing.
She burst into a fresh wave of giggles and came toward me, wobbling with laughter of her own. She knelt beside me, laughing so hard she could barely speak, and then leaned forward, resting her forehead against my chest, still shaking with joy.
I wrapped my arms around her without thinking, holding her there, both of us breathless and grinning like fools.
In that ridiculous, wonderful moment. She was in my arms and our laughter echoing off the kitchen walls. I realized something.
This was the best morning we’d had in a long, long time. Maybe even the best day.
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It felt surreal. Us laughing like that, giggling over breakfast like nothing ever went wrong. Like the distance between us had never even been there. Maybe it just needed a small push. And thank god I took that step.
After we finished breakfast, I started cleaning the dishes while she went to take a bath. The clinks of plates and running water felt oddly peaceful, like things were settling. Like maybe we could go back to how we used to be.
She came back a little later, drying her hair with a towel. I turned and asked her, casually, “Today’s the last day, right? Helping the old man?”
She was quiet for a second, then nodded slowly. Her voice cracked slightly when she spoke.
“Hmm… I don’t think I have to help out anymore.”
I smiled. “Really?” I asked.
She looked a bit low on energy, like she didn’t really want to talk about it. She replied, “He said he’s okay now. Doesn’t need help anymore.”
Honestly, I was just glad. No more going to the old man’s house. That alone felt like a weight off my chest.
"To be honest," I said, "I’m actually pretty surprised and impressed. You managed to stick with it all this time. Honestly, I thought you'd regret it after two days, but not a single complaint from you."
She replied with a half-smile, “Well… even I’m surprised by a lot of things about myself lately.”
The way she said sounded weird. Lately??... 
Maybe she was just tired. I didn’t want to press. Not after the kind of morning we just had. I didn’t want to ruin that. 
She quickly added, “Anyway! It’s a brilliant day, don’t you think? How about we go watch a movie today?”
Her sudden enthusiasm felt like a jolt of fresh air. I smiled, relieved and happy with her suggestion. “Sounds perfect. I’ll wrap up my work quickly.”
I headed to the workroom upstairs. There wasn’t much pending today. I finished everything in a few hours and came back down.
As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I heard laughters. Hers, and another woman’s?
I stepped closer to the living room and peeked around the corner.
It was her. The new neighbor. Both of them sitting on the couch, already giggling like they’d known each other for years. The sound of her laughter, so carefree and light, made something warm rest in my chest.
Still, I cleared my throat and called out, “Ahem, ahem… mind if I interrupt?”
The neighbor turned to me with a playful grin and said, “Of course! It’s rude to interrupt two beautiful women having a deep, important conversation.” She winked. “But I’ll let it slide this time.”
I chuckled and made my way to the couch to join the conversation. Her name was Lina. Last night during their move-in, I didn’t get a proper look at her in the dim lighting, but now with the morning sun pouring in through the windows and her sitting this close, it was impossible not to notice how stunning she was. 
Her features were soft yet striking, the kind that caught your eye without demanding attention. I caught myself staring at her. She wasn’t more beautiful than my wife, of course not, but something about her aura pulled at the senses in a way that was hard to ignore.
She noticed my gaze and turned with a polite smile, her eyes holding mine gently. Not flirtatiously, not directly, just enough to make the space between us feel warmer.
“We’re really so glad to have met you both,” lina said, her voice as smooth as honey. “It’s nice seeing another young married couple around. You two… just fit. You can feel the connection.”
I nodded, smiling. “We feel the same. It’s good to have neighbors we can actually talk to.”
“It’s more than talk,” lina said lightly, glancing between me and my wife. “You two look so good together. It’s like your energy balances each other out. You can see the care, the way she looks at you. That doesn’t happen in every marriage.”
My wife chuckled softly. “You’re too kind. I mean, look at you.”
She touched her chest with playful surprise. “Me? Please, I look like I’ve just moved a hundred boxes. You’re glowing.”
They both laughed, a warm and easy air that settled between them like old friends. It was nice, watching them bond so quickly. Just yesterday we hadn’t even known their names, and now they were sitting close, sipping tea, complimenting each other like they’d grown up on the same street.
Then she grinned. “Hey, let’s not forget about our husband's. They aren’t so bad themselves.”
We all laughed together, enjoying the conversation. Then my wife stood up, brushing invisible crumbs off her lap as she headed toward the kitchen.
“I’ll grab the other tray,” she said cheerfully. “Be right back.”
As soon as she left the room, there was a shift. Not in the air, but in Lina’s focus. She turned to me with that same soft smile but held her eyes on mine longer this time. There was nothing inappropriate in her expression, and yet I felt it—something delicate, like an invisible hand brushing across my chest.
“I hope I’m not overstepping,” she said quietly, “but… you seem little tensed. Like something’s been weighing on you.”
Her voice was calm, sincere. Still, her words caught me off guard. I hadn’t realized it was that visible on my face.
“I guess I’ve had a lot on my mind,” I said, choosing my words carefully.
“I can guess the reason,” she said, her tone dropping into something hushed, almost conspiratorial. “Honestly, if I had a wife like yours… I’d be stressed too.”
I looked at her, unsure how to respond. She wasn’t teasing. There was no mockery in her tone. She was being open and comforting.
“It’s normal,” she added softly, “for men to feel that way when they’re with someone like her. You want to protect her. Watch over her. It’s natural.”
Her words echoed something buried deep inside me, something I had been wrestling with silently for days now.
“Doesn’t your husband get… bothered by that?” I asked, lowering my voice instinctively. “The attention you must get?”
She let out a quiet breath, then smiled again. “Never. He has always been very secured about me, about our relationship and the reason was TRUST. It was about us. About trust. And maybe thats the reason I am so in love with him. You can’t tie your wife down with fear. That only drives a wedge. She needs your support… not your worry.”
I swallowed the lump in my throat. It sounded so simple when she said it.
Her words worked their way in.
“I know,” I said quietly. “Maybe I’m just holding onto things I should’ve let go.
She nodded slowly. “Exactly. You know, most marriages don’t fall apart because of what one person does. They break down from the doubts that grows in silence. Insecurity eats away at connection. And honestly, you have nothing to worry about.”
I looked at her, trying to read past her eyes, but there was only calm there. A strange calm that made me feel both comforted and disarmed.
“She loves you,” she added. “It’s obvious. You’re a good man. Just give her the space to be herself, without fear. Trust is the most sensual thing in a marriage.”
Her words settled into me slowly, each one vanishing away a little of the tension I hadn’t even realized I was carrying. I took a deep breath, and for the first time in days, it felt like I wasn’t bracing for something.
My wife returned just then, tray in hand and smile still bright. The moment passed like it had never happened. Lina stood with a soft stretch and said she should probably head back.
“It was lovely talking to you both,” she said, adjusting her loose cardigan gently. “And hey, I’m always around. You know, I dabble a little in relationship coaching. If you two ever feel any weird tension or just want to talk things out… I’m here.”
She stood by the door and turned back with a bright smile. “Anyway, I’ll let you two enjoy the rest of your day. It really was lovely meeting you both.”
My wife smiled back warmly. “You too. Let’s definitely catch up again soon.”
Lina gave a small wave, then glanced at me one last time with a soft, knowing smile. Just… warm. Like she was reminding me about the conversation. 
And then she was gone.
I stood there quietly. My wife moved around in the background, but I stayed still for a moment, just letting the silence settle.
I felt refreshed. Clear-headed. Like I'd taken a long breath after being underwater for too long.
This was exactly what I needed.
Like someone shows up at just the right moment, says the right thing, and somehow makes you believe again. The conversation, brief as it was, left a hopeful warmth in my chest.
She felt like a godsend.
Maybe not just for me, but for this relationship I’d been holding together with unsure hands.
Maybe she’d help me find the strength to hold it a little tighter. A little better.
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It was late afternoon when we got ready for the movie. She looked absolutely stunning—simple and graceful. Effortless glow oozing out of her body.
No overthinking anymore.
I walked over, gently placed a hand on her waist, and said, “You look amazing.”
She blinked, caught off guard, then blushed slightly and smiled. That smile softened things I’d been holding in.
We headed out. On the way, I remembered Lina’s words. Strange how a few sentences could shift something inside you. I felt… steadier and calmer.
The usual stares were there. Men with wandering eyes. But I ignored them. Let them look. That’s all they could do. I was the one holding her hand, hearing her laugh, kissing her goodnight.
We picked a wholesome film. She chose it. A movie about family, love, and memories. I watched her more than the screen. She cried near the end, eyes glistening in the dim light.
“You’re seriously crying?” I whispered, half-laughing.
She turned and smacked my arm with mock anger. “Shut up.”
That earned a grin from me. She pouted all the way out of the theater, and I playfully lured her toward her favorite restaurant. Nothing fancy—just her favourite food and a cozy corner table.
It worked.
One bite into her meal, and she was already teasing me back, eyes bright again. She even stole bites from my plate, making those puppy eyes that left me completely defenseless—I just gave in without a fight.
What stood out the most was that it wasn’t just me trying anymore. She was trying too. I could feel it in the way she clung to my arm as we walked, the way her fingers traced along my jaw when I wasn’t expecting it. There were small glances, playful touches, soft laughs tucked between sips of water.
It felt… good.
Maybe all this time, I was the one holding us back. My overthinking had clouded everything, filling my head with doubts that didn’t deserve that much space. All I really had to do was reach out, just a simple stretch of my hand toward her. And maybe she had already been waiting there, halfway, hoping I’d finally reach out and close the gap between us.
Spending time like this brought back memories of how simple and happy things were before we moved here. There was no insecurity, no jealousy, only love. Just the two of us. Everything felt so easy back then. We laughed, we teased, we held each other without a single doubt. But after moving here, I let my thoughts get the better of me. I let doubt creep in and twist everything until it started ruining what we had.
But sitting beside her now, watching her laugh and reach for my hand, I realized it was never that complicated. It never needed to be. All it really took was letting go of these unnecessary doubts and thoughts. I just have to trust her like before. That was it.
I started laughing quietly, placing my hand on my forehead. What an idiot I had been.
She held my hand, watching me laugh like a maniac out of nowhere, her eyes filled with concern.
“Are you okay?” she asked softly.
I placed my hand over hers and just looked at her, really looked. No words, just a smile and a quiet gaze that held everything I couldn’t say.
She blushed hard, her cheeks turning red in the cutest way. That alone was enough to send me into another round of teasing, and she smacked my arm with a pout, trying to hide her smile.
We stepped out of the restaurant as the night settled around us. The air was calm, and there was a quiet comfort in walking while holding her hands. The day had come to an end, but it left behind moments I knew I would cherish and carry with me for a long time. 
We were inside the house, exhausted but satisfied. The day had left us drained in the best way, like our bodies had soaked up every bit of joy they could handle. After washing up, we collapsed into bed. I wrapped my arm around her, and within minutes, sleep took over.
Around midnight, I woke up. My mouth was dry, my throat hurt because of dryness. I blinked a few times, adjusting to the darkness, then reached out instinctively to her side of the bed.
It was empty.
My hand met only the cold sheets.
For a moment, I froze.
A chill ran down my spine as the quiet pressed in. A déjà vu. It felt too familiar. That strange dream I’d had once, where I woke up to find her missing, rushed back to me. The way the house had felt hollow in that dream, the stillness, the unanswered questions.
I sat up slowly, heart starting to pound. This couldn’t be another dream. Just to be sure, I pinched my cheek, hard enough to sting.
The pain was real.
No dream.
I got out of bed and grabbed a glass from the side table, trying to calm my racing thoughts. I stepped into the hallway, squinting as I looked around. The house was dark and quiet. No creaking floors, no distant hum of sound. Just silence.
Then I noticed the faint golden glow from the bathroom door.
There it was. A soft light spilling out just enough to guide me.
I let out a breath of relief. My shoulders dropped slightly as tension slipped away.
What the hell was I getting so worked up for?
Out of frustration, I gave myself a light slap on the cheek, just enough to jolt me back. “Stop overthinking,” I muttered under my breath. “She’s here. With me. Everything’s fine.”
But then, I noticed.
A sound. Faint, almost too quiet to notice at first.
I froze, ears sharpening. It was coming from the bathroom. I tilted my head, trying to catch it again. There it was—soft, irregular, almost like a whisper.
I took a step closer. My heart picked up. The hallway felt colder now. The bathroom door was closed, and a thin strip of light glowed from beneath it. The sounds continued. Low and faint. Mumbling. Too soft to make out clearly.
I stood there for a few seconds, staring at the door, unsure if I should knock or just walk away. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe I was just being paranoid again. Imagining things. My mind playing tricks on me.
Still, I couldn’t ignore the tightness in my chest. The unease.
My hand hesitated for a moment before I finally knocked, not too hard. “Hey… everything okay in there, honey?”
For a second, there was nothing. Just silence. Then came her voice, a little too quick, a little shaky. “O-of course. I’m fine. I am really sorry. I hope I didn’t make you worry. I’m sure you got worried not seeing me in bed.”
Something about the way she said that made my chest tighten. I forced a chuckle to ease my nerves. “Yeah, kind of. I woke up and you weren’t there. Thought I heard something weird, like… faint noises or something. Just wanted to check in.”
A beat passed before she answered again, her voice trying to sound casual. “Oh… that? Just my stomach. It started acting up. I was cursing a little, probably what you heard.”
“Right,” I said slowly, trying to hide the doubt in my tone. “That makes sense.”
“Don’t worry,” she added quickly. “I’ll be out in a few minutes. You go back to bed.”
“I’ll leave the medicine on the table, okay? Just in case. You should take something.”
There was another short pause. Then, softer now, she replied, “Thank you so much. And don’t worry about me, I’ll be okay. You better not disturb your sleep any longer because of me.”
I stood there for a second longer, staring at the door, my hand still resting against the door. I didn’t know what I was expecting—maybe the door to swing open, maybe her voice to crack again. But nothing came. Just the soft hum of the light from inside.
I turned away, letting out a quiet breath and walking back down the hallway. She said she was fine. That should’ve been enough. So why did my chest still feel tight?
I gave one last glance at the bathroom door, then turned around and walked back to the bed. Letting out a slow breath, I reminded myself of Lina’s words. 
Why was I even getting worked up for? Just because of that stupid dream. Dreams aren’t reality. I needed to stop letting such silly things get to me. I closed my eyes and tried to slip back into sleep,
But sleep refused to come. I shifted on the bed, staring at the ceiling in the dim light, my ears picking up every creak in the house. The sheets felt colder on her side, and the silence only made it worse. Maybe it was just that—her absence beside me. That warmth, that quiet rhythm of her breathing, the comfort of knowing she was there. Without it, something felt... off.
I turned on my side, eyes half-lidded, trying to force myself to stop thinking. To stop feeling that unease still lingering at the edge of my chest. I breathed out slowly and closed my eyes again.
A few minutes passed before I heard them—soft, almost timid footsteps approaching from down the hall. I didn’t move. I just listened.
The door creaked open gently. Then I felt the bed dip slightly. She slipped under the covers with practiced care, doing her best not to disturb me. She thought I was asleep. But I wasn’t. Not yet.
Her presence next to me, the faint brush of her warmth against my back, was all it took. The heaviness in my chest loosened. That irrational worry I had been carrying started to melt. My eyelids grew heavier, my body finally relaxing.
And just like that, I drifted into sleep.
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A fresh day. A fresh morning.
After a deep sleep, I woke up to the mouthwatering aroma of breakfast drifting in from the kitchen. My stomach growled the moment I caught the scent, loud enough to make me chuckle as I rubbed my eyes.
I got out of bed and walked towards the kitchen, the smell growing stronger with every step. As I entered, I saw her standing there by the stove, bathed in the soft morning light. She looked beautiful as always.
“Good morning,” I said with a smile.
She turned to me, beaming. “Good morning.”
I sniffed dramatically. “The smell is dangerous. You’re testing my limits. I need to get that food in my stomach right now.”
She let out a small laugh and replied, “Alright, alright. Take a seat and for today’s special: mac and cheese. Made with extra cheese... and lots of love.”
“Wow,” I grinned, already pulling up a chair. I sat, holding spoons in both of my hands, looking at her like a starved puppy.
She placed the breakfast and I dived in, the first bite melting in my mouth. It was rich, creamy, and comforting in a way only her cooking could be. 
After finishing, I stood up, stretched, and headed for the bathroom. “That was amazing. I needed that.”
She called out behind me playfully, “There’s more if your stomach decides to keep growling.”
I laughed under my breath, closing the door behind me.
After freshening up, I headed into my workroom and sat down at the desk, shifting all my focus toward the tasks in front of me. Hours slipped by quietly, the silence only broken by the occasional rustle of paper or click of the mouse. Before I knew it, the clock had crept close to lunchtime.
I glanced up and smiled to myself. Any minute now, she would walk in with a plate of food, just like always. It had become such a comforting routine, something I didn’t even need to ask for. She always remembered.
But twenty minutes passed. Still nothing.
I stared at the door for a few seconds. Strange. She was usually right on time. Maybe she got caught up in something... or maybe she was resting.
Then my thoughts went back to last night. She mentioned her stomach had been hurting. Was it acting up again? Was she feeling worse today?
Concern began to rise in my chest. I stood up, leaving the work behind for now. I needed to check on her, just to be sure everything was okay.
I stepped out of the workroom and checked the living room first. Empty. I moved into the kitchen, then peeked into the bedroom. Nothing. She wasn’t home.
That explained why lunch never came.
But where had she gone?
I rubbed the back of my neck, trying to piece it together. Groceries? No, she usually went for those later in the afternoon, not this early. Maybe she’d gone out to pick up some medicine? That made sense. She had mentioned her stomach was hurting last night. Maybe it had flared up again, and she decided to get something for it.
I sighed and sat down on the edge of the couch, still halfway lost in my thoughts. Just as my mind began to wander further, I heard the front door open.
I didn’t need to guess. I already knew who it was.
I got up and walked over as she stepped inside. She looked a little rushed, holding a small bag in one hand.
“Where were you?” I asked, trying to keep my tone light but curious.
She gave me a sheepish smile. “I’m so sorry. I was at Lina’s place. I know I should’ve told you before going,” she said, her voice gentle. “I just got caught up talking with Lina and completely lost track of time. I’m really sorry if I made you worry.”
“Well well,” I said with a smile, “looks like you and Lina are getting along really well."
She smiled and said, "Yeah, seems like it." Then added, "You must be hungry... just give me a few minutes, I'll get your lunch ready."
I chuckled and said, “Relax and Take your time.”
I let out a small breath. So, that’s where she was, feeling my shoulders relax.
The rest of the day moved slowly, peacefully. No rush. No anxiety. I was beginning to understand that sometimes, the storm was only in my head. I had been carrying so much doubt, so much overthinking, that it clouded everything. But lately, something was changing.
I was learning to let go.
I was chasing away the insecurities one by one, not letting them take root like before.
I trusted her. Fully and completely.
And right now, that was more than enough.
The next day felt much like the one before—calm, quiet, peaceful in the best possible way. She looked cheerful as ever, humming to herself while cooking or cleaning, smiling easily whenever I spoke. There was something soft and warm in the air, like the house itself had started breathing easier. Maybe it was just us finally settling down. Or maybe it was her.
She had started visiting Lina's place regularly now, but unlike before, she always told me beforehand. “I’m heading to Lina’s for a bit,” she’d say with a quick smile, “We might bake something new, or just chill.” Sometimes she’d even offer to bring back something Lina made. I appreciated that. It showed she thought of me. It made me feel included.
At least she had someone she could talk to. Someone she could laugh and gossip with, someone other than me. And that made me happy too. I mean, isn’t that what you want in a relationship? For your partner to feel happy?
Nothing seemed out of the ordinary. Days passed in the blink of an eye, and I found myself feeling lighter, more grounded. I wasn’t overthinking anymore. I wasn’t getting stuck in my head, second-guessing things. My trust in her had never been stronger.
Sometimes Lina would come over to our place instead. The two of them would laugh in the kitchen or chat quietly in the living room. I'd catch a few giggles through the walls while working, their voices low and teasing. I'd smile to myself. They really had become best friends. That bond between them only seemed to deepen each day.
Lina, for her part, would occasionally drop small bits of advice here and there—little things that strangely helped. She had this way of talking that made me feel reassured. Nothing intrusive. Just subtle, calming insights. “You’re doing great,” she’d say once in a while, looking at me with a smile that felt oddly knowing. I never questioned it. I appreciated the kindness.
And then… there was us.
Our nights had changed too. Slowly, steadily.
Our sex life had improved. She’d started taking more initiative, often catching me off guard. No longer waiting for my touch, but reaching out for me with hungry hands, pulling me close with quiet urgency. She didn’t ask for permission—she didn’t need to. Her body spoke louder than words.
There were nights where she’d climb on top of me without a word, grinding herself against me like she couldn’t wait a second longer. She’d move rougher than I expected, her hips slamming down hard, over and over, until I was left breathless. Her nails would dig into my chest. It was raw and desperate. And beautiful in its own way.
She was being expressive with her needs and I welcomed it. I loved it. Even if I struggled to match her energy sometimes, I gave her everything I had.
Whatever it was, I was happy.
She seemed beautiful than ever.
And I was lucky to be the man she desired.
And the neighbors... well, even they didn’t seem as strange as I used to think. Maybe it was just me back then—tense, paranoid, overanalyzing everything. Because lately, when I stepped out for a walk or went to the store, I’d bump into them here and there, and they looked like normal people. Nothing bizarre. Nothing unsettling.
The old man would still sit outside on his yard from time to time. I’d give him a polite nod or a “hello,” and he’d respond with a smile. Yes, that smile was still disgusting. It still made my skin crawl a little—but for some reason, it didn’t sit as heavy on my chest anymore. That weird tension I used to feel around him? Gone.
And the younger neighbor, the one with that cocky attitude and smug expression—he wasn’t much different. If we crossed paths, he’d casually say hello. Brief, indifferent, but civil. He still had that arrogant air about him, the way he walked like the world owed him something, but maybe that was just his nature. Some guys are just like that. It didn’t necessarily mean he had anything against me.
I guess I started realizing that people aren't always how we picture them in our heads. Maybe I’d been projecting things that weren’t there. Maybe I was just overthinking before. I mean, they hadn’t done anything wrong.
 And more importantly—my wife was here, with me. Happy and smiling. The house felt warm again. That was all that mattered.
I even caught myself smiling back at them now. A quick nod. A friendly greeting. Nothing forced. Just… natural. Like I’d finally learned to let go of the anxiety. To stop seeing shadows where there were none.
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A new day started… and just like that, a whole week had already passed.
It was strange how quickly the fog in my head had cleared up lately. The tension, the doubts, the unease that used to grip my chest so often—it had all faded into something calmer, something quieter. I couldn’t have asked for anything else. This peace, this rhythm of life with her… I wanted it to last forever.
Breakfast was simple and nice. We didn’t talk much over the table, but we didn’t need to. The quiet was warm, content. 
Once I finished eating, I headed into the workroom. Just the usual pile of mails and client calls, but I found myself more focused these days. The stress didn’t eat at me the way it used to. Maybe it was the routine, or maybe… maybe it was her. She just seemed lighter and  brighter. And that, in turn, made everything easier.
By early evening, I’d managed to wrap up most of the work. I stretched, cracked my neck a little, and leaned back in my chair, soaking in that rare, satisfying feeling of getting ahead of schedule.
She wasn’t home again.
But by now, I’d grown used to that.
It had practically become part of the daily schedule—breakfast together, then I’d lock myself in the workroom, and by late afternoon, she’d be gone. Usually to Lina’s, I assumed. They’d become close lately, inseparable almost. And I didn’t mind. In fact, I liked knowing she had someone to share laughs with, someone who could help her unwind in ways I probably couldn’t.
I strolled into the living room. The silence in the house was calm—not empty. I turned on the TV and let it fill the air with mindless sound, my body relaxed but my eyes drifting every now and then toward the door.
Then I heard it, the soft creak of the door opening.
I smiled.
“Wifeeyyy,” I called out playfully, hopping off the couch and heading toward her like a puppy welcoming its favorite person. 
She had just stepped inside, pulling the door behind her when I reached her. Her body gave a tiny start, like she hadn’t expected me to come rushing out. I wrapped my arms around her waist without thinking and leaned in for a kiss, a welcome-home kind of kiss.
She hesitated for a split second, probably caught off guard. She took a small step back, her eyes blinking wide in surprise.
But then her lips opened slightly not completely. She leaned in.
Our lips met, and for a moment, the world felt full again. Her mouth was soft and warm, her breath still quick from outside. I closed my eyes and melted into the kiss.
But as we pulled apart… something caught on my tongue.
Not the usual sweet taste. But something different.
Salty and earthy. A faintly bitter aftertaste I couldn’t quite place. Not food. Not lip—stick. Not anything I could recognize.
I couldn't swallow. My throat clenching, stopping me from swallowing.
It wasn’t toothpaste. Not coffee either. Almost… stale? Like something faintly metallic. Faint enough to ignore. Strong enough that I didn’t.
Maybe she had eaten something odd at Lina’s. Maybe a snack with too much soy sauce or something weird and fermented. I didn't want to make her feel self-conscious.
I smiled at her retreating back as she walked past me into the house.
But me?
I just stood there for a moment, lips pressed together, the strange aftertaste inside my mouth.
I tried to ignore it. Really, I did.
But something about it just wouldn’t go down. For some reason, I was unable to swallow it. My throat clenched, like it was telling me not to swallow.
I tried.
No use.
I turned and made my way toward the bathroom.
I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it. God, no. Maybe she ate something strange. Or maybe it was something she applied on her lips. Lip balm? Herbal medicine? 
I spat it out, trying not to gag. I rinsed my mouth, once, then again.
“It’s nothing,” I muttered quietly to myself, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.
I wouldn’t tell her. She’d probably feel bad, or worse, embarrassed. And it’s not like I wanted to ruin the light mood we had going. No need to make a weird comment over something so small.
I turned back to the couch, sat down again, reached for the remote to watch some shows to keep myself entertained.
The day passed by like any other, smooth and uneventful, and before I knew it, Sunday rolled around. Finally, a day of rest. No alarms, no deadlines, no tasks waiting to be checked off. I slept in, waking up long after the sun had climbed past its early glow. Breakfast was late, leisurely. Toast, eggs, and some tea. It was nice to slow down for once, to just breathe without the weight of time pressing on my shoulders.
Around noon, she told me she’d be heading to Lina’s place. I gave her a nod, offering a small smile, and watched her slip on her shoes and step outside. 
I sighed, not out of anger or irritation, just something softer. A rising thought. I understood, she had found a friend, someone she could talk to, laugh with. I was thankful for that, for Lina’s presence. It had done wonders for her mood and, in turn, our relationship. But still, the visits were… frequent. Almost daily. I reminded myself that it wasn’t anything to be worried about. Lina wasn’t a bad person. Quite the opposite. She’d given us advice, helped rekindle sparks I thought were fading. But still, something nagged at the back of my mind.
Shaking the thought away, I turned to the television. A few programs came and went, none of them particularly engaging. I flipped through channels aimlessly, then turned it off altogether. The silence felt heavier than usual. I stood, stretched, and decided—why not drop by Lina’s place myself? It had been a while since I spoke to her husband, and despite his slightly intense demeanor, he was courteous, even charming in his own intimidating way. Maybe a short conversation would pass the time.
I slipped on my slippers, locked the door behind me, and walked toward their house. The afternoon was warm, quiet, save for the chirp of distant birds and the occasional rustle of wind. When I reached their porch, the door opened before I could knock. Her husband stood there, towering as always, but wearing a disarmingly warm smile.
"Ah, look who it is," he said, voice deep but pleasant.
I chuckled nervously. "Hope I'm not intruding. Just thought I’d drop by."
"Not at all," he said, stepping aside and motioning me in. "It’s actually, good to see you."
The living room was tidy, lived-in but clean. I took a seat on the couch, and he brought out two glasses of cold water. We chatted about the usual things—weather, recent news, small neighborhood gossip. It was surprisingly easygoing.
"Seems like our wives are inseparable now," I said with a smile. "It’s nice, seeing them get along so well.”
He nodded, lifting his glass.  “Helps to have someone to talk to."
I glanced around. "Speaking of which, they still inside chatting away? What are they doing for so long? Their husbands are here, and they’re still tucked away somewhere."
He paused for a second, just a flicker of something in his eyes. Then he shrugged casually. "Actually, they’re not here. They went out—shopping or something. Lina wanted to check out a few clothing stores, and your wife tagged along."
"Oh," I said, surprised. "Is that so? That’s odd, she didn’t mention anything about shopping."
He responded quickly, almost too quickly. "Ah, probably slipped her mind. They left in a bit of a rush. Lina gets these impulsive ideas and drags her along."
He laughed lightly, but the sound didn’t sit right with me. It wasn’t the content of his words, but the way he said them—like he had rehearsed it.
I offered a smile, thanked him for the drink, and stood up to leave. He walked me to the door and waved me off.
I stepped out, hands in my pockets, and started walking back home. The street was quiet, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows. My mind wandered as I walked, still lightly unsettled by the odd tone in his voice. 
And then, just as I was walking towards my house. I heard it. A laugh. Faint but unmistakable. High-pitched, carefree, familiar.
Lina.
I stopped. My ears perked, eyes narrowing slightly. It had come from nearby. I glanced around. The only house within earshot was the young man’s. His gate was slightly ajar, and the curtains on the window facing the street fluttered gently. The window was cracked open just enough to let a breeze pass—or a voice.
Was it just the wind playing tricks on me? Maybe the sound carried from farther down the street. Still, I couldn’t shake the clarity of it. I knew her voice. That brief burst of laughter—it was hers.
I stood there for a few seconds, uncertain. It didn’t make sense. If they were out shopping, why would I hear her laughter here, coming from this house?
I shook my head and chuckled to myself. "You're imagining things," I muttered under my breath. "Overthinking again."
With that, I walked on, trying to dismiss the unease curling in my chest.
Maybe it was nothing.
Maybe it was something.
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I swung my keys loosely in my fingers as I made my way back home. Ahead, two dogs were pressed close together, their tails wagging in perfect rhythm as they nuzzled and rubbed against each other with deep affection. 
The sight pulled me into a distant memory of her and myself. How cute, I thought, smiling to myself. I crouched down to pat them, running my fingers over their soft fur. They looked so content, lost in their own little world. For a moment, I felt myself disappearing in that simple moment, peaceful and undisturbed until a voice slipped into the air behind me.
I turned my head quickly, an uneasy chill crawling along my neck. It was the old man, standing with the usual expression on his face, as disgusting as ever.
“Hmm, these dogs are cute,” he said.
“Yeah,” I replied, slowly standing. I tried to keep my tone polite as I asked, “How’s your back?”
He shifted slightly and rubbed at his lower back. “So-so,” he said with a faint squint. “Hurts now and then, but I’m fine most days. Only when I stretch too much, it gives me a little stab.”
Watching him closely, I realized it might be true, his posture did seem a little off. It must hurt a lot at that age. 
I was kinda glad when he got hurt, but now I do feel… kinda bad. He lives alone, no one to look after him. It must feel terrible. “I should have been more careful that day,” I said with a guilty tone. “I am so-” 
Before I could complete the sentence, he stepped closer and placed his hand on my shoulder.
“It’s fine, it’s fine. No need to beat yourself up over it. Everything…” He paused, smiling subtly, “…happens for a reason.”
He turned and walked away, one hand holding the other behind his back. I watched him go, the quiet street feeling calmer by the moment. It made me realize, how easily doubts, once they are planted, can twist the way you see someone. He really did seem like just a harmless old man. Maybe a bit too touchy, but at that age, living alone day after day, perhaps you start reaching for any bit of warmth you can find.
I sat on the sofa, scrolling through my phone when I noticed an unread message from Ray.
Ray: Good evening. It feels like we haven’t spoken in quite some time. I hope you and your wife are both doing well.
I let out a sigh. The message was from a few days ago. Must have slipped my mind. It's best not to create unnecessary tension by ignoring and instead just give a small and simple reply.
Me: We’re both fine. Just been tied up with work lately. Hope you are doing great.
I switched apps and started scrolling through videos when a new notification suddenly appeared on the screen — A message. From Ray.
Ray: I have been doing great. Lets catch up sometime?
Catch up? Sure, in your dreams.
Me: Sure, I will drop by when I am free.
Ray: Great! See you soon.
See you soon? It’s definitely not going to be soon, Ray. I leaned back into the sofa, my thumb still hovering over the phone screen.  I wonder how can a person have the balls to message someone with such sweet gentle messages, after doing something like that to their wife. Was it really nothing to you? Or am I the one making too much of it?
The door opened. She stepped in, her hair slightly ruffled from the breeze outside.
“How was shopping?” I asked.
She paused for a brief second before replying, “Yeah… It was great.” she replied with a smile.
My mouth opened halfway before shutting itself down. I didn't want to sound doubtful but I also wanted to confirm something. “Hmm… by any chance, were you two back before half an hour ago?” I asked, watching her closely.
She tilted her head. “No, Of course not. Why do you ask?”
“Oh, it’s nothing,” I said quickly, leaning back. “I could’ve sworn I heard Lina’s voice somewhere outside, but…” I scratched my head, sinking into the sofa, “…maybe I misheard it.”
“Yeah,” her voice cracked a little as she said, you probably misheard it. How could you hear Lina’s laughter when we were out shopping?”
I nodded faintly, letting it go. “Also, I met the old man earlier by the way,” I said. “He seemed in a little pain, so I was thinking maybe we should go together and see properly how he’s doing. He did say he's fine, but still… it would be good, out of courtesy.”
She was quiet for few seconds, her gaze flicking away before returning. “Sure… yeah, we can do that.” 
“Alright, maybe in a couple of hours,” I said, looking at the clock. 
She gave a small smile and headed inside, her steps quiet, leaving me with the soft hum of the clock and the fading sound of her moving further inside.
Few hours passed, I carried the small bag of fruit in one hand as we walked to his door. A couple of light knocks, and the old man opened it, leaning slightly on the frame. We stepped inside, and the familiar stench hit me instantly — that same thick, musty smell, mixed with something stale and sour. I’d never gotten used to it, and today was no different.
We sat on the sofa, and the three of us started with harmless small talk. I noticed he wasn’t staring at my wife like the last time we’d been here. No darting eyes, no creepy looks — just polite conversation. It actually made me feel more comfortable. Maybe I’d been overthinking before.
Somehow, the conversation drifted toward family. He frowned faintly and said he had some pictures he wanted to show us. “They’re upstairs,” he added, slowly pushing himself up. “Come on, I’ll show you.”
I stood up, instinctively offering, “Need a hand?”
He shook his head with that stubborn smirk. “Dont worry… I’ll manage. You two go on ahead. I’ll follow behind.”
I nodded and started up the stairs, the dim hallway stretching upward into a narrow landing. After a few steps, I glanced back and she was walking just ahead of him.
“Come on, you’re lagging behind,” I called lightly.
She gave me a small smile. “Yeah… it’s just my heels. They’re hurting a little. I’ll be right there.”
I paused on the stairs, waiting, my eyes on her but not really thinking much of it. She moved slowly, each step measured. The old man’s frame was hidden entirely behind her, his head just out of sight over her shoulder. From where I stood, I could only see the move of her skirt as it brushed against her thighs again and again with each step.
The way she walked… it wasn’t exactly limping, but there was a certain move in her hips, a gentle break in her movements that almost looked too… intentional for someone claiming to have sore feet. 
By the time they reached me, the air had shifted — the upstairs felt cooler, but dim and strangely still, like a place that didn’t see much use. The smell was different here too, less stale but with a faint, almost sweet note.
“You okay?” I asked, looking at her. “Geez, did it hurt a lot?”
She smiled faintly, brushing it off. “It’s fine now.”
The old man led us into a narrow upstairs room. The light was dim, a single yellow bulb humming in the corner, barely bright enough to cut through the stale air. Dust drifted lazily, stirred by our footsteps.
From an old wooden shelf, he pulled a thick, worn photo album, the leather cover cracked and soft from age. 
The old man set the thick album down on the small bed in the corner of the dim room. He lowered himself into a creaky chair with a slow grunt, the springs groaning under his weight.
I crouched on my knees beside the bed so I could look at the photos properly. The leather cover was cracked and the pages smelled faintly of dust and something older, heavier—like the whole thing had been shut away for decades. My wife stood just behind me, resting both hands lightly on my shoulders.
Every now and then, her fingers would tighten, pressing harder into me. I glanced up once.
“You okay?” I asked quietly.
She gave a quick smile. “I’m fine… look at this one, isn’t it beautiful?” She pointed to a photo of the old man with a young woman in a bright summer dress.
The old man’s voice followed as he leaned forward, eyes on the page.
“That was my wife… she had a way of keeping hold of me, especially in hard times. Never let go until I could breathe easy again.”
I nodded, running my hand over the glossy page. “You look quiet young.”
He chuckled softly. “Back then I had more energy… we spent a lot of time together, day and night. She always knew exactly how to… lift my spirits.”
I felt my wife’s weight shift slightly behind me, her fingertips tracing along my shoulder before gripping again. She was probably leaning in to see better, so I tilted the album toward her.
The old man kept talking, naming relatives in each photograph.
“She… knew what I needed without me saying a word. Always attentive. Always willing to… help, no matter what mood I was in.”
Her breath was hot near my ear now, and she bent lower, our faces nearly touching as I turned another page. I felt her lean more of her weight on me, like she was getting tired from standing so long.
“You okay?” I asked again.
“Mm… yeah. Just… a little sore from standing,” she whispered, then looked down at the album with a soft smile. “Keep... going.”
By the time we reached the last page, I was crouched there so long my knees had started to ache. I closed the album and held it out toward the old man. He reached forward, his gnarled fingers brushing mine as he took it from me.
Something wet and warm covered my knuckles.
It was… very sticky.
I blinked down at my hand, puzzled. It must’ve been sweat, right? Or maybe an some oil or the polish he used on his furniture. Without thinking much of it, I rubbed it off against my pants.
The old man tucked the album under his arm and pushed himself up from the chair. 
“Well,” the old man said with a faint smile, “glad you came by.”
I smiled back, brushing off my pants where that damp spot had been. “Of course. We’ll see you again soon.”
NEXT CHAPTER TOMORROW
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I stepped through the doorway first, the hallway was dim similar to the room. My eyes adjusted slowly, still hazy from the stale air of the old man’s room. I’d barely taken three steps when her voice called out, sharp but tensed. 
“Wait—”
The door was barely open, and her arm was stretched through the narrow gap, fingers gripping the frame.
“It’s stuck,” she said, a little out of breath.
The old man's voice rumbled from behind her,
“It seems… the door’s acting up again. What luck! Guess, we will be spending some more time here.”
I thought I saw something on the old man’s face as my eyes adjusted — A smile? No, maybe I imagined it.
I grabbed the handle from my side, giving it a pull. Nothing.
“It's stuck pretty hard,” I said, slightly surprised.
I gave it another tug, harder this time, the wood groaning faintly but refusing to budge. One more pull, my fingers tightening around the cool metal, still no movement.
Just then, her fingers softly touched my hand, slightly shaking. Probably trying her best to to do the same. 
I braced my shoulder and pushed against the door.
“Not like that,” the old man said loudly. “Give it a little pressure… steady… We will take care of this side.”
“Ok,” I replied back, slowly curling fingers at the edge of the door.
I started shoving and rocking it, but the thing barely budged.
The old man voice came through again, “Yeah… that’s it… little push here, little pull there… don’t rush it.”
His voice... they sounded like it came from somewhere below “Hmm, Are you sitting on the floor?” I asked.
After few seconds of strange pause, my wife called out, broken up in little bursts. “He’s… uh…… trying to… m-move it… from the bottom.”
“Oh,” I muttered, feeling a bit stupid for asking. “That makes sense.” I crouched as well, trying to do the same, hoping maybe this would be enough to open this damn door. 
I kept pushing, my arms straining. A few seconds passed… then my ears caught something — low, quiet… like voices being smothered behind a wall.
*muffled noise* *muffled noise* *muffled noise*
My ears twitched at the sound. Hmm?
*muffled noise* *muffled noise* *muffled noise*
I slowly lifted my head up, squinting my eyes a little. Her fingers... they were no more gripping the edge of the door. 
For some reason, my face leaned forward little closer, ears pressing close to the door. It wasn’t those faint muffled noises anymore but my own heartbeat, pounding hard in my ears.
Thud… Thud… Thud…
The muffled noises were gone, leaving nothing but a heavy, unnatural silence that seemed to press heavy against my heart.
A sudden, dull and light bang shook the door, snapping me upright. I jerked my head back from the door, blinking in confusion, my eyes fixed on the frame as if it might give me an answer.
“H-Hey,” I called out, my voice cracking. “Everything good... in there?”
“Of course,” the old man answered quickly, his tone almost… cheerful? “Let’s focus on opening the door.”
My chest tightening for reasons I couldn't explain, something about the silence from her... made me uneasy. “Hey, You okay?” I raised my voice this time.
Her reply came back just as quickly. “Yeah… don’t… worry… just… focus on the door. I’m… just taking… a break… for a minute.”
She was huffing as she replied. Shit. She was probably very tensed—enough for her to speak like that. That also explains why she went complete silent. Trapped in that creepy, dim room with him. God, this situation must be scarier than a horror movie for her...
I leaned my head toward the door, raising my voice just enough. “Hang in there, okay? I’ll get this damn thing open, I promise.”
From inside, the old man’s tone came warm, but with a weird edge. “Hear that? Look how much he cares for you. Really giving it his all out here.” A faint chuckle followed. “Aren’t you a lucky woman? A husband who’d push and strain himself just to get to you.”
I grunted and shoved my shoulder against the wood, muttering, “You are right about that, she’s lucky.”
The old man kept going. “How about a word for him, hm? Something to keep him going. A little… motivation will do him good.”
I chuckled at the old man’s demand. But strangely enough, I wanted to hear it. Just a few words of motivation from her mouth would be enough for me to conquer a nation. This damn door is nothing. My ears waited eagerly for those words... But there was nothing. Only a few seconds of… silence.
Then finally, her voice came through, uneven, breaking into pauses like she had to catch her breath between each word. “Y-You… can… do it… keep… going… you’re… doing… so… good…”
Her tone made my grip tighten unconsciously on the handle. She almost sounded like she was trying to push the words out, like something kept stopping her mid-sentence.
“That’s it,” the old man’s voice purred from inside. “Keep telling him… let him know how much you… appreciate him.”
Another pause… a faint, shaky inhale from her… then, softer, “I… believe… in you… don’t… stop…”
Something about the way she said that last part had heat crawling up the back of my neck. I cleared my throat, refocusing on the door. “Alright… just a little more…” I muttered, more to myself than to anyone else.
I muttered few curses under my breath and gripped the handle harder, shoving my shoulder against the door. The frame groaned, but it didn’t give. Gritting my teeth, I pushed again, putting more effort into forcing it open.
With one last shove, the door creaked open.
The dim light inside barely cut through the shadows, but I caught sight of her—sweat beading along her forehead, strands of hair sticking to her skin. The old man straightened up behind her, flashing me a grateful smile.
“You are a strong guy. Knew you’d get it,” he said, patting the doorframe.
She stayed quiet, just stepping past me. I followed her out into the hall, the air outside felt quite refreshing. The old man stood by the doorway. “Come by again sometime,” he said warmly.
We started walking back, and I tried to lighten the mood. “Man, his place is like something out of a horror movie. Creepy as hell.”
She gave a small laugh, finally speaking. 
“Yeah… I was scared for a moment, but he… calmed me down.”
“Oh really?” I asked, turning my head to glance at her, but something else caught my eye.
…Did she...
Did she just smil—?
My foot clipped something on the ground, jerking my attention forward and bringing them on the dogs lying ahead. The same two I’d seen in the afternoon, curled up together, like a happy married couple.
But now… things were different. There was a third one, mounted on the female from before, its hips pumping in quick, rough bursts. The other dog, the male I’d seen earlier, just lay there a few feet away, head resting on its paws like it didn’t care, eyes shut, sound asleep.
I slowed my pace, staring at the scene. “Huh…” They were mating in heat, so desperately. I felt this weird pang in my chest for the one lying there. Poor guy. She’d been rubbing all over him earlier, tail wagging, looking all sweet… and now she’s letting some other mutt rail her like that right next to him.
I muttered under my breath, “What a whore, Cheating on your partner like that…” My brow furrowed. “Well… guess it’s not like they’ve got the same rules we do.”
Still, I shook my head, glancing one more time at the male lying there. “Poor dog.”
We were almost at our door when a voice called out from behind us, bright and sing-song.
“Hellooo~!”
I turned and saw Lina waving, her husband trailing a step behind with that easy grin of his. Her energy was the same as always—bouncy, cheerful, like she’d just stepped out of a commercial.
“Oh, hey,” I greeted, slowing to let them catch up.
“We were just talking about you two,” Lina said, clasping her hands together with a little bounce. “We’re having a small dinner at our place tomorrow night. Nothing too fancy, just… friends, good food, maybe a little wine.” Her eyes seemed to sparkle as she said it, tilting her head toward my wife.
Her husband added, “Yeah, you guys should come. It would be a nice neighbor's get together.”
“That’s sweet,” I said, glancing at my wife.
Lina stepped forward, her smile widening. “So… you have to promise you’ll be on time. None of this sneaking in late business. Tomorrow night, okay? Eight o’clock sharp.
“It’s going to be fun,” she added, sing-song again, almost teasing, before glancing between us. “We’ll be waiting.”
Her husband chuckled. “Don’t let her down—she gets scary when people are late.”
“Haha, don’t worry,” I said with a small laugh. “We’ll be on time.”
“Good,” Lina grinned, giving my wife a quick wink before stepping back.
“See you tomorrow,” her husband added, giving a casual wave.
We exchanged goodbyes, then turned toward our place.  Dinner tomorrow, huh. I hope it’ll be fun.
Next chapter day after tomorrow.
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“Are you ready?” I called out from the hallway.
“Almost,” she answered.
“God, you take too long,” I muttered with a half-smile, dropping down onto the couch and scrolling through my phone.
A few minutes later, the sound of her heels clicked across the floor. I glanced up — and my mouth just… stayed open.
She stood there in a long-slit dress. The dress fitting her body so perfectly, outlining every curve. Her left leg was visible through the opening, drawing my eye all the way to the inner side of her thigh, the slit stopping just short of where her thigh met her waist.
She gave a small, nervous spin to show me how it looked.
*Twitch*
Fuck, she looked so damn hot in that dress.
I could feel my cock twitch under the pants, slowly getting harder. I was the one who bought this dress for her, so I guess I can take a little credit for how stunning she looked in it.
But right on the heels of that arousal came a sting in my stomach. This wasn’t a date. We weren’t going out somewhere private. We were going to sit in someone else’s dining room, surrounded by other people. People who would see her like this. People who would look. The thought made my chest flutter with little nervousness.
She stood there, a hint of nervousness in her expression, waiting for me to say something.
“I–I thought you didn’t like that dress,” I said, forcing a normal tone, though my voice caught halfway through. She’d told me before it was too revealing, too much for her taste. And yet here she was, looking like… this.
I couldn’t tell if the unease in my gut was because she looked so damn hot… or because other people would notice too, maybe even have some dirty thou–
N-No, what the hell am I thinking? She looks good. Remember what Lina said. Yes. If she feels comfortable enough to wear this, I shouldn’t have a problem with it. She’s allowed to feel good about her body. I don’t want to ruin the confidence it took for her to try on this dress. I don’t want to be that asshole.
She hesitated, her voice low. “I-I thought… I’m sorry. I’ll just go and change.” She turned toward the bedroom.
I shot up from the couch. “Wait—you look really… gorgeous, I swear. You don’t have to change.”
Her eyes lifted slightly, a shy smile spreading at her lips. “R-really?”
“On God,” I said, walking toward her. “I was just little caught off guard since you said before you didn’t really like this one, that’s all.”
She looked down, still smiling faintly. “Y-yeah, you’re right. I jus—”
“I mean,” I cut in gently, “our tastes can change over time, and that’s okay.” I leaned in, slowly pulling her closer to me. “Seeing you like this… honestly makes me want to cancel going there for dinner and just have you as my dinner instead.”
She pulled away playfully, her cheeks flushed. “Come on, we’ll be late.”
As she walked toward the door, I couldn’t help rubbing my hand over the bulge in my pants, my eyes locked on that perfectly shaped ass. She looked spicy enough to burn.
She paused, turned back with a teasing smile. “Let’s not be too late for dinner… or you might miss out on the special one too.” She added a playful wink.
“You naughty girl,” I said, grinning as I followed her out.
*Knock* *Knock*
“Welcome!” Lina’s husband boomed, loud enough to make my eardrum throb.
Lina hugged my wife, and I followed her husband inside. He led us to the couch, while Lina was throwing tons of compliments over my wife—then shot me a sly thumbs-up along with a knowing expression. Probably her way of saying good job for letting her wear what she wanted.
We all started chatting, laughter bouncing around the room, when a sudden knock came at the door. Lina quickly stood up, and I turned to her husband with a confused look.
“Was someone else coming too?” I asked.
He smiled and gave me a solid pat on the back, enough to make me shift in my seat “Of course.”
I rubbed the spot, half from the sting. “Oh? Who is it?”
“It’s the young guy who lives right beside you” he said casually. “You probably already know him, don’t you?”
Young guy? The thought flickered in my head. Is it that cocky dude?
A strange unease began bubbling in my stomach. 
The door opened, and he walked in with a polite smile which felt very forced. My eyes followed his, and his eyes were unnescessarily... longer on my wife. He gave her a small smile, like he was impres–
“So,” Lina clapped her hands, loud enough to stop my thoughts from spiraling. “I’m sure there’s no need for introductions since we all know each other, right? This is our first neighborhood get-together, and I hope it’s just the start of many more. This boring place could use a little fun, don’t you think?”
She grinned, drawing out her words. “Sooo… let’s start the partyyy!”
Lina strolled over to the speaker and hit play, filling the room with music. She grabbed my wife’s hand, pulling her toward the open space, while her husband grabbed mine and practically dragged me to join in.
Lina’s husband had a body like a damn wardrobe. Broad shoulders, thick chest — the kind of build that could block out the sun if he stood in front of you. And tonight, unfortunately, he was my personal eclipse.
The music started thumping through the speakers. Lina pulled my wife toward the open space in the middle of the living room, laughing as they moved. I instinctively took a step forward, wanting to see her… but suddenly, Lina’s husband was right there in front of me, clapping me on the shoulder hard enough to rattle my teeth.
"Come on, man, dance with me!" he said, shuffling me back like I was a kid being told where to stand for a photo.
I tried leaning left— nothing but his back. Leaning right— the guy shifted too, blocking me again like we were playing some kind of weird defense drill. He shifted when I shifted, either by accident or on purpose, I couldn’t tell.
Inside, I started cursing him. Damn it, move your fridge-sized body out of the way.
For a second, I gave up and tried to just nod along to the music, pretending I was fine with it. But then… there it was. A gap.
Then, through a small gap, I caught a quick glimpse. My wife — her body moving with the music. But there was something else… a hand. On her waist.
My stomach churned.
I couldn’t see who it belonged to — maybe it was Lina’s, since she pulled her to dance together? Yeah… probably Lina. Still, something didn't sit right… the way her back arched slightly into the touch… it made my pulse race.
I leaned a little more to the side, just enough for another peek. The hand slid from her waist to the smooth curve of her stomach, fingers spread, holding her in place as she moved. Her stomach tensed visibly, almost like a shiver went through her. 
And in that instant, an old memory flashed in my mind — that time when Ray had danced with her, right in front of me. That dance which made me feel pathetic and helpless all at the same time.
No… I swallowed hard, trying to push the thought away.
I tried to step closer, but the human wall in front of me chuckled and clapped to the beat, forcing me back. Another gap opened — this time I saw her bending forward slightly, laughing, one leg sliding to the side, and a hand trailing dangerously over inside of her thigh. My chest tightened again.
My breathing grew faster. I told myself it had to be Lina. But then… I scanned the room quickly. He was nowhere to be seen. My gaze darted back to her.
No. He wouldn’t…
The thought hit hard at the back of my skull. Was he over there? Dancing with her? Touching her like that? My breathing was all over the place. That buried feeling I’d tried to keep locked away for so long… was clawing its way back to the surface.
She should be dancing with me. I’m her husband.
But that guy… he’s shameless enough. He’d probably try it. The more I thought about it, the more my hands curled into fists at my sides.
I tried to get around the wall[Lina's husband] in front of me, but he laughed again and shoved me back into place, still blocking my view. My eyes darted, desperate for another glimpse.
When I finally caught one, it was worse — his hand was still there on her stomach. 
I swallowed hard, my throat dry.
No… why is my heart beating so fast? My chest felt tight, my skin hot. It’s… just like that day.
Another flash of Ray’s hands on her.
No. Stop it. 
I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself, but it only made my heartbeat more obvious. My eyes locked on her again through the crowd, my mind racing.
Is she enjoying it? Dancing with him?





    
        Post "28. Dinner [Part 2]" by "GetBugged" from Patreon

        NOTE: This fictional story features only adult characters (18+) and portrays consensual interactions throughout. 
The music cut off mid-beat, and we all turned to look at Lina. She stood near the speaker with a mischievous smile.
Lina clapped her hands with the kind of energy that didn’t give anyone a chance to say no. “Okay! Before we get back to the music, let’s play something fun.”
Her husband groaned good-naturedly. “Oh boy… here we go.”
“It’s easy,” she explained, picking up a balloon from the table. “Two people, one balloon, no hands. Hold it between you and carry it across the room. First to finish without dropping it wins.” She flashed a playful smile. “But… we’re picking partners randomly.”
I stepped closer to my wife. “I’ll—”
“Nope!” Lina said quickly, shaking her head. “No choosing. We’ll draw numbers.”
She passed out slips, each marked from one to five. I unfolded mine — 1. My wife peeked at hers and kept it close to her chest.
Once everyone had a slip, Lina beamed. “Alright, each of you has a number. I’m going to call out two numbers at a time, and whoever they belong to will be paired up.” She glanced around with a mischievous grin. “Of course, I don’t want two men ending up together, so I already know which numbers belong to ladies and which to men. But I don’t know exactly which person has which number — that part will be random!”
My stomach clenched anxiously as she started reading the numbers aloud. “First pair… four and five.”
Lina’s husband laughed, lifting his slip. “Five!”
Lina waited, tilting her head slightly as my wife did not respond for number four. A hint of recognition flashed across her face. “Ah… must be me,” she murmured, smiling. She held out her arms, and when my wife didn't claim four, it became clear.
“Perfect!” Lina said brightly. She and her husband stepped forward and hugged, the balloon forgotten for a moment as the first pair formed.
Lina’s eyes scanned the rest of us. “Next couple is…” She dragged it out, drawing the tension like a string being pulled. “Two… and…” she turned her head toward me for the briefest second, lips curling, “…threeee.”
N-No. My wife’s hand opened to reveal the number 2 and he raised his with a smile appearing on his face.
“That makes number one…” Lina tapped her finger against my slip, “…the referee.”
“What? No, wait,” I blurted before I could stop myself. “Why can’t I—”
“It’s random,” Lina said smoothly, cutting me off. “Pure luck. Don’t be such a sore sport.”
I clenched my jaw. “But—”
“Hey, you get the best seat in the house,” Lina teased. “Just watch and cheer. Besides, it’s harmless.”
I forced a stiff smile and took a deep breath. It's just a game. D-Don't be so insecure. 
I sat back in the chair at the far end of the room, the so-called finish line. Five balloons were laid out at the starting point, and the rules were simple: carry them to me, one by one, squeezed between your bodies without using your hands. First couple to get all five here wins.
Lina and her husband were the first to set up. She slipped the balloon between her head and his chest, him towering over her. 
But I wasn’t watching them.
My eyes were locked on my wife… and him.
They were standing there at the start, the balloon pressed awkwardly between them. I saw her dress shift slightly as she adjusted it. She looked good tonight… too good. Something in me wound tighter as they waited for the signal.
“Go!” Lina called.
Almost instantly, the balloon slipped. My wife’s hands twitched like she wanted to grab it, but before she could, his hand was already there — one flat against her lower back, the other sliding around her side. He pulled her in, pressing the balloon tight between their chests.
My stomach was twisting painfully.
They began to move. Slow steps, side by side, both of their heads leaning in toward each other. His face vanished from my view, hidden behind the angle of their heads, too close to her neck. She shifted slightly, tilting her head to the side… and for a split second, something flickered across her face. 
Something in me jolted.
No. Stop ovethinking. It's not what it looks like.
She would never allow it. 
My eyes were fixed on her face, but something moved at the corner of my vision, lower. I glanced down and caught it. His hand… it had slid lower, now resting on the top curve of her hips. Just sitting there. 
Then, suddenly, his fingers flexed, giving a small squeeze. 
A hot, sharp twitch shot through my chest, and somewhere else as well, like something ugly and filthy had been wired straight to my heart.
She felt it too. I knew she did, because she turned her head toward me in a quick, sharp glance. My breath froze. And then, like some coward, I turned my face away, pretending to check on Lina and her husband.
W-What the fuck? Why did I turn my head?
That bastard probably saw this as a chance and she was probably caught off guard. I looked back. They were closer now, moving in sync, their bodies pressed flush. Their steps matched perfectly, each shift of their hips brushing that balloon, keeping it from falling. Every breath they took seemed to pull them tighter together.
They reached me, bending at the same time to drop the balloon into the basket. It landed with a dull thud that felt like it landed right in my chest.
Something about the entire situation felt very humiliating.
Lina stepped forward, placing her balloon into the basket with a grin. “Mmm… look at those two,” she said, eyes flicking toward my wife and him. “So perfectly in rhythm… don’t you think?”
“Y-Yeah,” I muttered, my voice tight. “They… they’re doing great.”
She gave me a quick, knowing smile. “Don’t worry. Just relax. It’s just a game.” Then she turned away, hurrying off to start her second round, leaving me sitting there with my pulse hammering in my ears.
The balloon race ended with them crossing the line first. They handed me the final balloon and I felt the humiliation burn hotter than the applause. Lina followed close behind with her husband, handing theirs over with a smirk.
“Alright,” Lina clapped, cutting the tension with a grin, “time for the next game — blindfold chase.”
She explained the rules. Whoever didn’t get picked in the pairings would be blindfolded and have to catch the others. A small, relieved breath slipped out. At least this wouldn’t have me watching her pressed against him again.
They tied a scarf around my head. I couldn’t see clearly — just the faintest hint of shadows through the thin fabric, enough to make out blurred shapes if the light hit right.
“Go!” Lina shouted.
Feet scattered in all directions, quick and light. I took a slow step forward, hands out. Laughter circled me. Someone clapped from the far corner, someone else tapped my shoulder and ran away. They were toying with me. For a few minutes, it was nothing but the sound of their teasing, my hands swiping at empty air.
Then… another sound. Different. Wet. A low, rhythmic slurp that made my brow raise. The noises were faint at first, just a soft, wet rhythm. I tilted my head, listening. It wasn’t the playful shuffling I’d been chasing before. This… had weight to it. 
I slowly began moving in that direction, my hands feeling along the wall until my fingers brushed against a doorway.
The sound stopped, like they’d heard me. A small smile pulled at my lips. Got you. I was sure someone was hiding there.
I stepped into the room, the dim light bleeding faintly through the scarf. At first, it was all a haze — just shifting shadows in the blur. I squinted, trying to sharpen the outlines, slowly scanning across the space. The vague shapes started to separate… a taller, upright form near the bed caught my focus. My eyes started tracing downward until the shadow of a figure kneeling at his waist, right infront of him began to emerge. This postion... was unmistakable.
I could feel the heartbeat in my ears.
No. They cant possib–
The standing shadow moved its hips forward. The wet, obscene sound returned — sharper now, more defined. My breath caught as the blur seemed to show something long pushing in and out of the kneeling figure’s mouth. Hands gripped her head, holding her steady, then driving her down in quick, forceful thrusts. Holy fuck… he’s in her mouth.
Without realizing, I leaned forward. Just a fraction. Just enough to make the shadow sharpen slightly, giving me more. My cock twitched at the clearer view.
It's unmistakably them. Lina and her husband.
I stayed still otherwise, eyes squinting behind the fabric, trying to drink in every blurred detail. The kneeling shadow’s head bobbed, the standing figure’s hips moved, and every few thrusts I caught, lina's head push back each time he slammed, like a faint bounce from the force of him hitting deep. 
I could feel her trying to control her soft whimpers as much as possible. But still. Can’t believe she is really taking all those demonic thrusts so deeply, no break, no mercy. 
My cock grew tight under my pants.
How is Lina even handling this? My mind was racing. He’s shoving himself so deep she must be choking. She’s not even moving — just letting him fuck her mouth like that.
I coughed, on purpose — a deliberate ahem, meant to make them stop.
They did. Just for a few seconds. I saw their shapes freeze, lina pulling her head back and the cock slowly slid out of her mouth. I thought that was it.
But then, almost instantly, her husband grabbed her head and slammed his hips forward again, even harder. My breath hitched. This wasn’t careful anymore. He wasn't trying to hide it. He was doing it intentionally, he was showing me. He started fucking her mouth with an authority. He was trying to show how much control he had over his wife. But why is he getting more brutal in my presence? Don't tell me... Is he probably feeling more excited? Perhaps he is liking the fact someone else is a blindfold away from discovering his dirty fun. 
Her body rocked backward with each thrust, forced to take his full weight. I could see the shadow of his hips snapping forward, driving himself down her throat until her head tilted back, grabbing his hips from falling. Jesus Christ… he’s going all over her face.
The slurps were wetter now, filthier, echoing faintly in the room. They’re really doing this while we’re in the middle of a fucking game? How horny can you be?
I shifted back half a step, thinking maybe I shouldn’t interrupt. My eyes were still locked on the blurred outline, trying to make out more through the scarf.
I wanted to look away. But I couldn't.
The thrusts grew shorter but sharper, like he was emptying himself against her lips. Her shadow seemed to shake as he pushed deep one last time, holding her still. A faint whimper broke the thick silence, followed by a gasp for air. 
He dropped onto the bed behind him, legs spread, breathing heavy.
Lina sat still for a minute. Probably trying to get her mind back after that mouth fuck. She stood slowly, lowering her head and walked toward the doorway carefully and quietly, passing so close to me I caught a whiff of her perfume. My stomach churned instantly. It was sweet... familiar.
I stayed still, letting her pass. She was... Lina. Right?
Should I write a third part of this chapter? 
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He was lying there on the bed, chest heaving as if he had just climbed a mountain. And the one who deserved to rest like that had just walked out of the room. 
What I had just witnessed left me speechless. I turned, forcing my gaze elsewhere. I couldn’t, I wouldn’t catch him like that—not like this.
I edged out of the room, scarf still blindfolding my eyes, every sound around me sharper than ever. 
Footsteps shuffled. Faint giggles, the tap of hands on the floor. Teases, whispers, the faint brush of someone passing too close. For five minutes that felt like hours, I crept through the space, trying, failing, to find anyone. Every noise, a footstep, a rustle, a soft squeak, tested my patience. Every time I reached a corner, silence. Every time I thought I had a shadow in sight, it dissolved into nothing.
Finally, my patience snapped. I raised a hand. “I give up,” I muttered, voice hoarse, more for myself than anyone else.
Lina’s laugh floated to me, light, teasing. “Sure,” she said, the corner of her mouth twitching in amusement. “I was getting hungry anyway. Let’s eat.”
Eat, after just being fed? I chuckled silently, sarcasm cutting through the tension inside me. My eyes followed Lina and her husband as they moved, laughed, and sat at the table like nothing had happened. I still couldn’t believe it. He had fucked Lina’s mouth like some animal, pounding her without mercy. Her throat must be raw, sore, probably burning. 
I sighed. Why should I even care how Lina must be feeling now? It’s none of my business. 
And just like that, the obscene, unbearable tension, eased, folded into the everyday. We all gathered around the table, plates in front of us, forks clinking, casual chatter filling the space. 
We sat around the table, the women on one side, the men on the other. My wife was next to Lina, both facing us across the narrow stretch of wood. On our side it was me in the middle, Lina’s husband on one end, and Ray on the other. It almost felt like teams lined up against each other, the two wives together, the three of us men opposite them. I ate mechanically, every bite a battle to keep my mind from wandering back to the room I had left.
Dinner carried on, Lina doing most of the talking, her voice filling every gap. I barely listened, still stuck on what I had witnessed. 
Then she turned her eyes toward my wife. “Hmm… are you okay? You’re so quiet. And you’re not eating much.”
My wife gave a half smile and lowered her fork. “Oh, it’s nothing. Just a little throat pain, that’s all.”
I almost choked. For a second, the absurdity of it hit me so hard I wanted to laugh out loud. Really? A sore throat? She? I bit down on my tongue and forced a straight face, but inside, irony burned like acid.
Was this some kind of sick joke? Somebody else just got their throat used like a dumping ground, pounded until I thought she might gag her lungs out. And she was eating fine, lively, not missing a beat at the table. Yet here was my wife, picking at her plate, claiming her throat hurt.
I leaned back slightly, letting the irony wash over me, laughing inside my own head. What a joke. Life really knew how to play with me. The one who should be sore was talking more than anyone else, and the one who was struggling was my sweet and lovely wife.
I nodded, slightly concerned, even reached for her hand on the table, but my thoughts mocked me viciously. She assured me it was just from the cold.
After a few minutes, Lina’s husband started rambling again, going on with his useless stories while Lina cheered him on, laughing at every word like it was gold. I barely listened, my eyes on the food in front of me, when I suddenly felt something brush against my toe. Probably just a mistake, I thought at first. But then it happened again—this time slower, deliberate. A soft, crawling movement, a leg sliding over my foot. Careful and sensually.
It was my right foot. Lina was seated on my left. That left no doubt. It was my wife.
I glanced at her. Her head was bowed slightly, eyes down at her plate as if she hadn’t moved at all. But her leg kept sliding, inch by inch, teasing, tracing my foot in a way that was anything but innocent. Somebody’s feeling naughty, I thought, a faint smirk pulling at the corner of my mouth.
I shifted in my chair, pushing my leg further out, making it easier for her. Testing her. Seeing what she would do. She didn’t hesitate. Her leg followed, brushing higher, crossing over mine until I could feel the warmth pressing up, slow, playful, like she knew exactly what she was doing.
I matched her act, pretending clueless, stabbing at my food like nothing was happening under the table. But my pulse betrayed me, thumping harder with every stroke. Then her leg finally landed right where she wanted—over my cock.
Fuck.
The word echoed in my head as I froze for a moment, my cock already stiffening, twitching under the thin press of her foot. She stayed there, bold, testing me, as I chewed slowly, forcing myself to stay calm. A low chuckle slipped inside me, amused, surprised, almost proud of her daring move.
Her toes pressed again, harder this time, right against my cock. I could feel myself stiffening, straining, my cock swelling under her teasing pressure. Every bite I took, I felt her foot pushing, pressing, then easing off, a rhythm that made it impossible to focus on anything else.
Then her foot shifted. Her toes slid higher, little careful, and then her toes turned into a scissor, like pinching fingers, brushing over my cock. She paused there, as if testing, like she was checking the shape through the fabric. My breath caught, heat rushing down my cock.
She didn’t grab it, not fully. Just a slow trace, dragging along my length, like she wanted to feel the outline. My cock twitched hard against her touch, begging for more.
I shifted in my seat, trying to ease the pressure. A jolt ran through me, obvious enough that anyone watching would’ve seen it. 
Her foot went quiet, hesitation slipping in.
I looked up at her, quiet, no words. Our eyes met across the table. She gave me a small, awkward smile, lips twitching like she was caught doing something she shouldn't.
And then, just like that, she pulled her leg back. Gone. As if nothing had happened at all.
I kept eating like nothing had changed, but my cock was still rock hard. I made sure to let her see it in my eyes—that I’d felt everything, and that I appreciated her boldness more than she could imagine.
She glanced down quickly, nervous, slightly guilty, maybe embarassed, ike she hadn’t expected to end up doing what she just did. I brushed it off. To me, it was simple. She wanted to tease me. And she did.
Dinner was done, plates cleared, and I thought finally—it was time to go. My head was already racing ahead, picturing the night I was supposed to have. The promised dinner I really wanted. The one waiting for me at home, behind closed doors. My cock was pulsing after all that teasing under the table, aching to finally be inside her. I was so fucking horny I could barely sit still.
But no. The night didn’t end there.
Just as I was about to suggest we head home, Lina’s husband stood up with a wide grin and went rummaging through his cabinet. He came back with bottles in his hands—wine, real branded stuff, the kind you don’t see every day. I knew I should’ve said no, but I couldn’t. Not to that. My throat burned with the memory of her foot, my cock still straining, and all I could think was maybe a drink or two would calm me down before I finally had her.
We sat, the men together, the wives slipping into a separate room. Glasses filled, one after another. We laughed, we toasted, we drank. I couldn’t tell when one glass ended and the next began. At some point, the room started spinning, voices blurring into noise.
I don’t even remember closing my eyes. Just the weight of the wine dragging me somewhere far away.
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick 
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick 
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick 
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick 
After what felt like an eternity. My eyes cracked open, heavy as stone. Everything was blurred, doubled, spinning out of control. My stomach twisted hard, sharp pain gnawing inside me as if it wanted to tear itself out. Groaning, I pushed myself off the couch, stumbling forward on weak legs. My stomach was hurting from all that drink and food. I quickly made my way to the toilet.
My body was spinning like I was caught in a storm. Two doors. No, four. My vision was splitting everything into doubles. I rubbed my eyes, but it didn’t help. The toilet felt different. Someone was already there, standing completely quiet in the corner. I squinted hard, trying to place a face, but all I saw were shapes, outlines.
“Is this the toilet?” I muttered, voice slurred, thick on my tongue.
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"This is not the toilet. Let me help you," a voice answered, steadily.
"Thank you… thank you so much," I mumbled, leaning into whoever it was.
They guided me to the toilet right next to this room. I slumped against the wall, dropped onto the toilet seat with a thud, both hands clutching my head. My skull was pounding, my stomach twisting worse with every second.
I sat there, half-asleep, until something caught my eye. To my right, the wall wasn't perfect. Small cracks. Tiny holes, just enough to peek through. I poked my finger and it went through.  My drunken brain, sluggish and bored, told me to poke my eye now. So I leaned forward, one eye pressed close.
At first it was all a mess—blurry, shapes blending into each other, like shadows swimming in the dark. My head spun, stomach twisting, but then the picture through that crack started to sharpen. Not fully, little hazy—but enough to catch something.
I frowned, squinting. What the hell was that? Hair... but only few strands. I focused harder, scanning every bit of the small view I had. 
One leg... was raised and...other leg was trembling. And right beneath it—something thick, dark, pressing between folds of flesh.
My heart kicked against my ribs. My drunken brain struggled, slow to put the pieces together. For a second it didn't make sense. Just skin and movement. A strange angle. A blur of wetness.
Then it hit me. That was... pus– And the thick, stiff thing rubbing along it… fuck, that was a cock.
I swallowed hard, throat dry. Even through the haze I knew the shape, the sheer size. Lina's husband. Had to be. 
I turned my head away fast, shame slicing through the fog. "No… I shouldn't be seeing this," I muttered, squeezing my eyes shut.
But my body betrayed me. The pull was too strong. I leaned back, my eye finding the crack again.
And there it was—narrow view, nothing else. Her pussy spread open by his fat cockhead grinding against her cunt, spreading her wetness everywhere before pushing harder. Toes curling in air, as he forced the tip in.
"Fuck…" I whispered, heat rushing through me, cock stiffening in my pants.
The world was spinning around me, but that small opening… it gave me just enough to see. Not their faces. Not their bodies. Only the wet, obscene joining of cock and cunt.
Her pussy was spread wide, glistening, swallowing down that thick cock again and again. Every thrust shoved more of him inside, his fat cock gliding in and out with a dirty sound that made my head pound harder.
The wall cut off everything else. I couldn't see her expression, couldn't even catch a glimpse of her tits or the way he must've been holding her. All I saw was her cunt—pinkish, raw, stretched—and his cock slamming into it without mercy. His balls smacked against her with every violent stroke, sticky threads of wetness stretched and broke apart.
It was maddening, that narrow view. I wanted to look away, but my eyes stayed locked on that one spot, hypnotized. I wanted to see more, the expression she must be making, taking that cock. My cock twitched in my pants, pressing painfully, as if it wanted to be right there where his was, splitting her open.
Her pussy seemed so tight, struggling to not get torn apart, juices spilling down her thighs, covering his shaft until every thrust left a wet sheen under the light. She was dripping, soaked, taking him over and over while I sat there, drunk, breathless, unable to look anywhere else.
The sounds echoed louder than the sight. Wet smacks. His low growls. Her muffled cries—faint, broken, like she was choking on the air with every thrust. My stomach twisted, heat flooding through me.
Fuck. Lina. Taking it like that? My head spun harder, but I couldn't tear myself away.
At first, it was muffled, broken by the fog in my head. But then the sound came sharp.
A cry. High, sweet, but cracked with strain. Then another. Louder. Moans turning into little sobs, bouncing off the walls.
I pressed closer to the crack, and my vision sharpened enough to see him drop her leg. Her foot hit the floor with a smack, and the next second— smack 
His hand slammed against her ass.
She screamed out, body trembling. My heart thudded.
"Fuck…" I breathed, cock twitching painfully.
Her ass jiggled with each slap, round and perfect, reddening with every strike. His hips pounded forward, each thrust making her flesh ripple.
I couldn't help it. The drunken haze, the pounding lust—I fumbled at my zipper, cock springing free, stiff and aching. My hand wrapped around it without thinking. I needed relief, even just a rub.
The view was narrow, but that made it filthier. Just her cunt taking him, his cock slick and merciless, her ass bouncing back against him like a slut. Every moan she let out was sharp, echoing right through the wall into me.
Then he grabbed her hair. I saw the motion, her head pulled back, arching her spine. That's when her tits came into view, bouncing hard as he fucked her deeper.
My breath hitched, hand moving faster over my cock. My eyes glued to every little detail—the redness of her ass, the way her tits jiggled with every thrust, his fat cock splitting her open like she was nothing.
"Lina…" I muttered under my breath, my voice hoarse. "Even though you always act so cute, bubbly… deep inside you're a proper whore, aren't you? You love it rough."
I bit down on my lip, jerking faster. Her cries filled the room, no shame, no holding back. He smacked her ass again, harder, and she moaned like she wanted it.
"Fuck… yeah… the way he's pounding you," I whispered, precum slicking my hand. "You're taking it all like a nice little slut."
Her ass clapped against him, round cheeks red and glowing, and I stroked faster, drunk and shameless. My cock was leaking, stiff as steel, and I couldn't tear my eyes away.
Her cries didn't stop. If anything, they got filthier.
He slammed into her again, rough, spanking her ass loud. Her cry bounced off the walls, louder, wetter. Her leg shook, her body shivered. She was cumming already.
"F-fuckkk—I'm...!" she screamed, her thighs shaking against him. Her pussy clenched, leaking, as he kept hammering mercilessly.
He didn't stop there. He kept going. Her moans grew ragged, desperate, body shaking hard.
"Ohhh godddd—ahhhh... fuckkk...yesss...I...am!"
Her knees buckled, legs trembling violently as another orgasm ripped through her, pussy dripping down his shaft. Her voice cracked, screaming, begging him not to stop.
My cock twitched in my hand. My chest was tight. My head spun harder, but my ears caught everything. I couldn't ignore it anymore. That voice… it sounded so much like hers. Too much.
"No…" I whispered to myself, pumping my cock faster. "No way… that's not her. It can't be."
But the pounding against the wall didn't lie. Her gasps, her begging—it clawed at my mind.
My cock jerked violently, as if it knew the truth. That wasn't lina's voice—it was hers. My wife.
"No… you're drunk," I hissed to myself. "You're imagining it. It's Lina. It has to be Lina."
But then he stopped, pulled his dick out and shoved her down. My heart pounded in my throat as she went on her knees. Through the crack, I saw her mouth opened wide, tongue hanging out, waiting. His cock slapped wet across her cheek, then her lips, smearing spit over them. She gasped, breathless, before taking him in.
"Ughhh…" she moaned, muffled as the head stretched her lips.
The sound stabbed through my chest. I froze, cock throbbing in my fist. No... way...
Her moan came broken around the cock, gagging between thrusts.
"Mhhhhhggghhh—mmmhhh!"
The words vibrated through the wall and into me.
She choked, sputtering, and then it hit. Her body started shaking, shudder rolled through her as she came on her knees, moaning loud around the cock.
"Uggghhhmmm—mhhhh—ohhhh fuckkkk!"
My hand worked faster, precum slicking my shaft. My eyes were glued. My wife's voice—moaning in orgasm—while her throat was stuffed full of another man's cock.
Her lips back down his shaft, gagging loud, slurping. Her tits bounced as she bobbed, saliva pouring. 
"Glkkk-glkkk—ahhhhh-mhhhhh—fuckkkk"
My head spun. "Holy fuck…" I muttered, stroking furiously, my own orgasm clawing up.
My heart pounded so hard it hurt. It was her. It had to be.
My hand stroked harder, precum flying as he whispered hoarsely, "I thought your throat hurt… after that brutal fuck earlier today…right infront of your hus-"
The words didn't come through. He was saying something to her and she sucked him like she'd been starved, desperate, taking every inch like it was natural.
"Holy shittt…" I muttered, face hot, cock throbbing in my grip. My heart thundered so loud it hurt. Those lips... it was clear. Too clear. My wife.
And still, I couldn't stop. My hand blurred on my cock as he groaned. His cock burst, cum gushing into her mouth. I watched, stunned, as it spilled out over her lips before she closed her mouth and gulped it down, her throat working as she swallowed every drop.
"Fuck… fuck…" My voice broke, body convulsing. My cock exploded in my hand, hot strings of cum splattering my shirt, my thighs, my fist. My forehead slammed against the wall, vision swimming as I emptied everything.
When it was done, I collapsed onto the toilet seat, chest heaving, my head spinning like it was going to split open. My cock still twitched, sticky in my hand. My heart wouldn't slow, trembling at what I just saw.
I looked again, she was licking her lips, wiping her chin.
Her voice still echoed in my ears. Her mouth, sucking, swallowing. My wife's.
"No… it wasn't her. It can't be. I'm drunk. Just drunk."
I shoved my cock back into my pants with shaking hands, tried to stand, but my legs gave out. My skull felt like it was splitting.
Then—blackness. I dropped, the world spinning, sinking somewhere into the dark.
This chapter made me so damn tired. I am going to take a good nap, refresh my brain and then edit elevator secrets and post it tomorrow. Let me know what you think about this chapter.
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My head hurt like someone had lodged a hammer inside my skull and was swinging at every beat of my heart. A dull, splitting ache spread from behind my eyes down the sides of my face, pulling me into a groan as consciousness clawed its way back.
Light.
A rectangle shaped panel light above me. I blinked hard, once, twice, but the brightness only sharpened the pounding in my temples. My vision swam. I pressed my palm against my forehead, dragging it slowly down to my eyes, trying to steady myself.
“Ugh… what the hell…” My own voice rasped dry in my throat.
I shifted, felt the stiff fabric of a sheet beneath me, and realized I was lying on a bed. Not mine. Too hard. Too tucked-in. The smell wasn’t familiar either—clean, slightly clinical.
I forced myself upright, though the movement sent a wave of nausea rolling through me. My stomach twisted. I gritted my teeth, sitting on the edge of the bed, head heavy between my hands.
Only then did I notice her.
My wife.
She was slumped forward in a chair, arms folded on the mattress right beside me. Her cheek rested on her hands, lips slightly parted as soft breaths slipped out in rhythm. She’d fallen asleep waiting like that, half-sitting, half-collapsed.
I blinked down at her, the ache in my head momentarily forgotten.
Why… why is she here like this? Why didn’t she just lie down? What’s going on?
Confusion circled in my chest. My eyes dragged away from her and scanned the room.
It was small. Bare. A desk in the corner, a set of drawers near the bed I was on, and white walls broken by a few hanging frames. It looked less like a bedroom and more like… an office that someone had fitted with a cot.
My hand rubbed at my head again, trying to will the fragments in my head into place. Nothing came. I had no memory of how I ended up here.
And then my eyes stopped at something on the wall. A framed photograph.
The person inside the frame felt kinda familiar. I squinted my eyes, trying to focus on that face. The fog in my mind thinned in an instant. My eyes widened, body stiffening as if the pain had been knocked out of me.
Ray.
He was in the picture, smiling, a crisp suit hanging on his frame, one arm raised, some kind of certificate clutched proudly in his hand. A degree, official and polished. The text was sharp, his name sprawled clearly under the seal.
Ray.
Why is his picture here? I blinked hard, trying to push through the fog in my skull. Where even am I? Why… why would there be a framed photo of him hanging here?
Before I could even start to piece it together, a sound pulled my attention.
The creak of a door.
“Ah,” a smooth voice drifted in, steady, familiar, “you’re awake.”
My eyes drifted toward the voice by the door, still hazy from the pounding in my head. He came closer, pulled out a chair, and sat down. One leg crossed over the other.
I blinked a few times, trying to clear my vision. The shape of his face sharpened, the blur fading bit by bit.
It was Ray.
I just stared, blinking, trying to gather words.
“I… I don’t…” My voice cracked. “Ray, what… why are you…?”
He raised a hand lightly, as if to calm me. “I know,” he said, his tone polite, “you must be very confused. So let me answer your unanswered questions.”
My throat worked. Confusion didn’t even cover it.
He leaned back slightly, his eyes sharp but his smile never leaving. “According to what I’ve been told, you were found unconscious in your neighbor’s bathroom. Yeah—Lina, was it? Her husband and that young neighbor from beside you carried you here.”
I felt my heart stumble.
“U… Unconscious?” I stammered, the word foreign on my tongue.
Ray tilted his head. “That’s right. Apparently you guys had a blast last night. You got too drunk and just fell in the bathroom, smacked your head. You should’ve been more careful.”
“Last night…?” A blast? Too drunk? Fell? The words rattled around in my skull but refused to line up.
I reached to rub the sore spot on my head, wincing as the sting flared up again. My eyes darted toward the window. Morning light was already spilling in.
“Yes. Last night.” Ray’s eyes narrowed slightly, watching me with a focus.
I tried to remember, but it was like pulling on threads that slipped right through my fingers. Nothing. Just fragments—blur, sound, then black. My head throbbed harder with every effort.
“I hit my head…?” My voice trembled, uncertain.
“You did,” Ray replied.
I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to force the memory back, but there was nothing. Just that thick, empty blankness that mocked me with its silence.
“I… I can’t remember anything,” I admitted, my voice little annoyed.
Ray leaned back in his chair, folding his hands together. “Guess you shouldn't drink more than you can handle.”
Before I could press him further, another voice cut through—softer, trembling.
“You’re awake…”
I turned my head, startled, and saw her. My wife. Her eyes glistened, her lashes wet. She leaned forward, her arms slipping around me tightly in a desperate hug.
“You’re awake… thank God…”
I felt her warmth, her grip almost crushing, her breath shaky against my shoulder. For a moment, despite the pounding in my head, I let myself sink into that care, that special concern.
“Hey, hey… relax,” I whispered, trying to steady her with my hand against her back. “I’m okay. Really. I’m okay.”
Ray's voice slid in back.
“I don’t think you should hug him that tight,” Ray said. “Might make him unconscious again.”
My wife gasped softly and pulled back instantly, her hands trembling as she wiped the tears quickly from her cheeks.
I looked between the two of them, unsettled, then back at her. My voice was low, searching. “So… I was found unconscious?”
She nodded quickly, lips pressed tight before words spilled out. “Yeah… yeah. I got so scared when Lina suddenly woke me up saying you were unconscious in the bathroom.” Her fingers curled into a fist in her lap, knuckles white.
“I-I was so scared,” she whispered, her voice breaking.
My hand moved on its own, brushing away the tears stuck to her lashes. Her skin was warm, and the way she leaned into my palm made guilt swell inside me. I had put her through so much worry. She must have been terrified while I lay unconscious, completely unaware. 
How lucky I was, to have someone who cherished me this deeply. My chest ached with a surge of love for her.
“So,” Ray’s voice cut through, little curious, “you really can’t remember anything at all?”
I turned my head toward him, blinking back into focus. “I… I don’t know,” I replied, my voice low. “All I can remember is... we played some games, then dinner, and… Lina’s husband brought out some bottles, and we started drinking.”
I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to push further into the haze. A sudden sting lanced through my skull. My breath caught. “Ugh… I don’t know… I can’t remember anything past that.”
Ray gave a sympathetic hum, then reached into his desk. He slid a slip of paper across to me. “Here. Some prescribed medicines. Take it easy for the next few days.”
I took the note, staring at his neat handwriting, but my mind was elsewhere. Once again I couldn’t shake it — how different he seemed. So polite, so normal, just like the very first time I had interacted with him.
Without thinking, the question slipped from my lips. “I thought you worked in a medical store?”
Ray chuckled, a sharp little laugh that filled the room. “Haha, well, yeah, you’re right about that. But I’m also a doctor,” he added, winking with a casual ease. “Honestly, I didn’t expect our next interaction would be like this.”
I let out a shaky chuckle of my own. “Y-yeah…”
Ray leaned back in his chair, then shifted his eyes toward my wife. “Would you mind waiting outside for a bit? I want to discuss something with your husband.”
She blinked, hesitant, glancing at me as though unsure. I gave her a soft nod, reassuring, and after a moment she rose quietly and slipped out of the room, closing the door behind her.
Ray’s smile stayed gentle, but his eyes sharpened as he lifted a hand.
“Pay more attention…” His voice dropped slightly, firm, eyes narrowing.
My chest tightened. “P-Pay attention to… what?”
“…to your surroundings.” The sudden seriousness in his gaze made my heart skip.
“S-Surroundings?” I echoed, throat dry.
In an instant his expression brightened again, warm and harmless. “You don’t want to take another fall, right? That would be troublesome.” He chuckled, as if nothing odd had passed between us.
I forced a small laugh, but unease tugged at me.
Ray leaned closer, his voice lowering again. “Don’t ignore the signs… when they show up.”
My breath caught. “S-Signs?”
“…of headaches, dizziness, confusion.” He grinned lightly, tapping my temple. “It may get dangerous... if you ignore them.” His eyes, serious again.
“Y-Yeah, you are right.”I replied, my hands clenching the bedsheet.
Ray straightened, folding his arms. I swallowed hard, not sure if I was just imagining the shift in tone.
“And lastly…” Ray tilted his head, his voice dropping once more. “Strange dreams might come too…”
“Dreams?,” I asked, lifting my eyebrow.
“…it’s normal,” he said quickly, flashing that soft, reassuring smile. “When the brain takes a hit, the mind can play tricks. Vivid, even unsettling dreams.”
For a moment, something in his stare pierced straight through me, and my pulse hammered in my ears. Then he leaned back casually, the air of a friendly neighbor returning in full.
You took quite a fall last night. And… you were also pretty drunk, weren’t you? That combination of alcohol and head hit—it’s no surprise you can’t remember much. That’s completely normal.
I tried to chuckle, but it came out strained. “So I was just… drunk and clumsy.”
“Anyway,” he said with a light laugh, “follow those and you’ll be just fine.”
I nodded stiffly, unsettled. The words sounded like good advice. So why did they leave me feeling... restless?
Next chapter tomorrow
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We thanked Ray before leaving, his polite smile following us all the way to the door. My wife slipped her arm under mine, steadying me, her movements cautious as though I were made of glass. Every step I took back toward our home felt heavy, my mind still circling around the strange echo of Ray’s words. Pay more attention... Why did it sound so much more than an health advice?
I stole a glance at her as we walked, and she caught my eyes with a gentle smile, warm and reassuring. Something inside my chest tightened, a dull pang I couldn’t explain. Why was I feeling this way? She was out here supporting me, holding me and yet unease coiled quietly inside me. 
We stopped by the pharmacy on our way back, my steps unsteady but her hand never leaving my arm. She took the prescription Ray had written and spoke quietly to the pharmacist while I sat on a bench nearby, rubbing the side of my head. She returned with a small paper bag rustled in her hands and concern in her eyes.
We reached home, it felt nice breathing familiar air. I told her I’d take the day off from work, and she nodded without protest, fussing around me, making sure I sat carefully on the sofa. Her attentiveness soothed me.
She returned from the kitchen with a small glass of water and two tablets resting on her palm. “Here,” she said softly, crouching beside me, “Ray said that these will help with the pain in your head. But… they might make you a little drowsy, so just rest afterward.”
I took them, watching her delicate fingers as they brushed against mine. Her eyes lingered on me, still damp with worry, as if she was afraid I might collapse all over again. Guilt stirred in my chest for putting her through so much.
I swallowed the pills, the bitter taste churning my tongue and leaned back. She set the glass aside and smoothed the blanket over me like I was a patient in her care.
“Just close your eyes,” she whispered. “I’ll take care of everything else.”
Her warmth made my chest ache with love. My head grew heavy almost at once, the medicine already started working its charm, pushing me to sleep.
*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*
*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*
*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*
*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*
Slap…
At first, it was nothing. A faint sound, somewhere far away, wrapped inside the heaviness pressing down on my skull. I shifted under the blanket, trying to ignore it.
Slap… slap…
The rhythm grew clearer. My brow furrowed. My ear twitched. What… what was that?
Slap...
I groaned, pushing my palms against the cushion, forcing my head up a little. The world tilted. My stomach pressed into the sofa, my chest heavy, but I could see straight ahead, down the hallway.
And there it was.
A figure, back turned to me. Skirt... lifted, pale thighs exposed, ass jiggling with every smack.
And... hands—striking hard, then grabbing, kneading, squeezing.
Slap.
He was swinging both his hands together at her exposed ass. She staggered on her feet, legs bent, heels digging into the floor as though the smack had stolen her balance. Her hands were looped around the man’s neck, clutching tight, clinging for support.
I blinked, trying to clear the fog. Who… who is that?
I squinted my eyes hard, focusing, they kinda felt... familiar.
The man’s hands were roughly grabbing her ass, squeezing, smacking. He spread her cheeks, held them wide, then clapped them back together with a wet sting. My stomach twisted. He was groping, sliding fingers between her crack, digging in, kneading the meat of her flesh while his other hand kept slapping loud, sharp.
Slap. Slap.
Her legs buckled under it. Every time he hit her, her thighs shook, knees knocking.
I blinked, my vision wavered, doubled. The man’s face came into view, lines deep, eyes narrow. His face… it felt familiar, but I couldn’t quite put a finger on who he was. He was staring right at me. And... smiling.
My chest thudded. Was the medicine playing tricks on me?
He didn’t look away, not once. He just grinned at me as his hand grabbed two greedy handfuls of that woman's ass, squeezing until his knuckles whitened. Then he let go just to smack again, hard enough that her body lurched forward against him. Her ass was completely red and swollen.
I tried to say something. My lips opened, but no sound came out. My body refused to move. Only my head lifted, heavy, trembling, just enough to catch those blurred shapes.
She tightened her hands on his neck. Her back arched, her chest pressed against him, and he tilted his head closer, still looking at me.
Then, slowly, he fisted her hair. Pulled her head back. Her body jolted, throat stretched, lips openef in a faint gasp. Her face turned just enough, the faint edge of her face coming into view. A sliver of cheek, the curve of her open mouth, the shadow of her lashes. Familiar. Too familiar. My chest twisted hard.
That… face. Where had I seen it before? My chest stung with something I couldn’t name, a knot pulling tighter the more I stared. I knew her. I was sure of it. It was all so damn familiar… but why couldn’t I place it? Why was my head refusing to give me the answer, as if it was locked behind that blank haze?
He leaned in. His mouth clamped down on her neck. Loud, wet, sucking, lips dragging, teeth scraping. Her knees trembled harder, thighs rubbing, a faint moan slipping from her mouth that sent a cold chill racing through me.
All while his eyes stayed on mine. That grin widened around her skin as he sucked harder, like he wanted me to hear it.
My heart hammered.
What the hell is this…?
He smacked her ass again, harder. The sound cracked through the hallway, echoing. My pulse skipped. My body felt heavier, weaker, but my eyes wouldn’t leave the sight.
Her hips shifted against him as his hands kept working her ass, groping, spreading, pressing her into his crotch like he wanted to mold her against him. She clung to his neck tighter, her body trembling with every pull of his mouth, every sting of his hand.
He broke the kiss just to lick the side of her throat, slow and wet, his stare never once letting go of mine.
My vision swayed. My stomach clenched.
Familiar. Too familiar. That face. That body.
But no… this has... to be a dream.
It felt too real, though. Each sting of the slap rang in my ears, sharp and wet, followed by her muffled gasp. His mouth latched onto her neck, sucking, loud, obscene, and that smile—God—that smile. It was aimed right at me, like he knew I was awake, like he wanted me to see every second of it.
No. This is just a dream. It has to be. Ray… Ray said something earlier about getting weird dreams… yeah, that’s what this is. Just some twisted dream messing with my head.
I forced my eyes down, squeezing them shut, but the noises didn’t stop. The steady smacks. The wet sucking. Her soft gasps, almost whimpers. They burrowed into my skull, as my eyelids grew heavier, pulling me back to sleep.
*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*
*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*
*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*
*Tick* *Tick* *Tick* *Tick*
My head was heavy, my breathing slow, but something dragged me out of that drowsy pit again.
Smack… Smack… Smack…
Mixed this time with a different sound. Wet. Dirty. And a low moan threading through it.
“Ugh… again?” I muttered, rubbing my face against the sofa cushion. My head pounded. The medicine was really messing me up. My ears twitched. Smack… Smack… Louder now, followed by a sharp gasp that sent a shiver crawling down my spine.
I pushed against the cushion, forcing myself up just enough to lift my head. My eyes blinked, blurred images swimming together before slowly pulling apart.
The first thing I saw… a piece of cloth on the floor, just little ahead of where I was sleeping. My brows furrowed. A cloth? Why was it just lying there? She would never throw something like that here and there. She always picked up everything right away.
My vision drifted past it, forward. The blur began to sharpen. My stomach tightened.
There was a body. On the floor. Moving forward violently.
Arms stretched out, palms flat against the floor, as if holding on for dear life. Hair covering the face, messy, wild. I couldn’t see who it was. Couldn’t even tell if they were crying or just moaning.
But the way the body jerked forward, arching, trembling—there was no mistaking it. My mouth went dry. She was getting fucked.
The strands covered her face completely. I couldn’t see the face or her expression, but the sounds pouring out—those ragged, broken moans made it all very clear.
Smack… smack… smack…
The wet sound joined it, lewd and filthy, echoing in my skull.
The upper half of her body lay in plain view, but the lower half was hidden by the hallway wall. Every time her body moved forward, her arms stretched further, her fingers clawed at the floor. 
“Who… the hell is that?” My voice cracked out low, unsure if I even spoke out loud or just thought it.
Her back arched with each thrust, her chest pressed to the floor one moment and lifted the next, shaking as if her lungs couldn’t hold the sound in.
I blinked again, hard, but the sight didn’t clear, only swam deeper into my skull. A body, jerking, bouncing, moaning like crazy. The medicine blurred my head, heavy, dizzy.
This… this is another weird dream. A trick of my brain.
And yet the sounds… those damn sounds wouldn’t stop.
Smack… smack… smack…
Her cry followed each one, muffled and filthy, shaking the walls of the hallway.
Moans. Deep and raw.
Smack… smack… smack…
Each thrust landed with a wet slap that echoed into me, rattling my bones.
My chest hurt. A sharp pang shot through me, spreading out, squeezing my ribs. I clutched at my shirt, trying to breathe.
Her cries only grew louder, breaking between each slap. It sounded… it sounded too close. Too real.
“Wh… who… who are they?” My voice trembled. My eyes blinked, trying to clear the blur. “Why are they… doing this in my house?”
I bit down, teeth grinding as I stared. My vision swam, my head pounding, but I couldn’t look away.
Her body rocked violently, every thrust shoving her forward, making her arms bend, elbows giving out as if she couldn’t hold herself up. She cried out, hair whipping with each motion, chest dragging against the floor.
Smack… smack… smack…
The sound burned in my ears, filthy and raw.
It was too clear, too sharp, echoing through the walls until my chest tightened painfully.
But I shook my head, or tried to. My whole body felt heavy. My eyelids were barely staying open. The medicine… it’s the medicine again. Nothing else. Just a dream, a trick. That’s all.
I kept telling myself that, over and over, until suddenly—
A hand.
Out of the blur, a rough hand shot forward, grabbing a fistful of her messy hair covering her face. My breath caught in my throat as he pulled her head back hard, revealing her face, her back arching beautifully, her arms trembling under the force.
“No…” My voice cracked. Slowly, painfully.
It was her.
My stomach sank. 
Her lips opened, her cheeks flushed, eyes glazed with lust and tears. My wife. My wife, pinned and used, her moans spilling out louder now, sharper, cutting straight into me like a knife.
Then—his face.
The man leaned in, the old... man, dragging her hair back, tilting her head until their mouths crushed together. His kiss was filthy, hungry, his tongue all over her face, shoving into her mouth while her muffled cry melted into it.
I couldn’t breathe.
W–what… no… no way…
My chest seized, my throat closed. My heart hammered, too fast, too loud. “No… it’s not… it can’t be—”
But her moans answered me, clear and sharp, vibrating through the air until my body shook. She wasn’t resisting. She was crying out in pleasure, shameless and broken, her voice echoing like she was begging for more.
I felt suffocated.
Even if it was a dream, even if it was the medicine twisting everything—seeing her like this, moaning like that, while his hand gripped her hair, his mouth devouring hers, it shattered me.
“This is… a dream… nothing more,” I whispered desperately, my chest heaving. Sweat dripped down my temple. My pulse thundered in my ears.
I couldn’t look anymore. I pressed my face deep into the sofa cushion, squeezing my eyes shut, praying for the sounds to stop.
But they didn’t.
The moans grew sharper. The smacks louder. Wet, filthy slaps echoing against the walls, every thrust making her cry out like she was being ruined.
My whole body trembled. My shirt clung to me, damp with sweat. My chest felt like it was splitting open.
I shut my eyes tighter, clinging to the only lifeline I had left.
It’s a dream. It’s a dream. It has to be a dream.
The noise carried on, pounding into my skull until the medicine finally dragged me under again. My body gave out, heart still hammering, ears still burning with the sound of my wife moaning for another man.
And I drifted away into a dark, suffocating sleep.
Next Chapter day after tomorrow.





    
        Post "32. Hopefully Not" by "GetBugged" from Patreon

        NOTE: This fictional story features only adult characters (18+) and portrays consensual interactions throughout. 
I opened my eyes sluggishly, still sprawled on the couch. The room felt chilly, but strangely enough, my body was completely drenched in sweat, as if I had been just pulled from the depths of the sea. I stayed still for a few more minutes, staring blankly at the ceiling. 
My body felt like it had been pinned hard to the couch by some invisible force, but slowly and steadily, the sensations started creeping back. I could feel my hands first, then my legs, each one stiff and heavy, waking up from a long, forced, unnatural sleep.
Every muscle in my body resisted as I stretched my arms, letting out a long groan before finally sitting upright. 
My gaze fell on the window. Dark...
I tilted my head toward the clock. “Seriously? Dinner time already?” I muttered, surprise evident on my face. I guess my body really needed that. 
I pressed my hand softly against my head, checking the injury. It didn’t really hurt, just a light tingle; I guess the medicine’s doing its job.
I pushed myself up to stand, only to stumble immediately and flop back onto the couch with a thud. I laughed quietly to myself. “Yep… this is what happens when you sleep like a log all day.
I shook my head and leaned back on the couch, there was no need to rush. So I decided to sit for a few more minutes, just to make sure I wouldn’t collapse the next time I tried standing.
I let out a deep sigh, my eyes rolling lazily toward the floor. What a stressful day, I thought. Collapsing like that… it must have scared her half to death.
My eyes wandered idly across the room until they stopped on the sofa I was sitting on. I blinked. The side where I had been sitting was slightly pushed back, not lined up with the rest. My brow arched, a little confused. So, I pushed myself up again, but this time I didn't stumble. 
“Weird,” I muttered. “Why would the sofa be like this?”
I stepped around, gripped the other side, and gave it a shove to straighten it out. As it slid back into place, something small rolled into view from the gap beneath.
A button. 
I bent down and picked it up. It probably was mine from one of my shirts, must have rolled in here sneakily. I shoved it into my pocket and started walking toward the hall.
Ray. My mind wandered again. Turned out he was a doctor and a good one, too, since I already feel much better. 
He did work in a medical store, so I shouldn’t be too surprised about him being a doctor. And now that I think about it, it also makes sense why he had such a big house.
As I stepped into the hallway, I noticed my wife wasn’t around. Hmm, where did she go? I wondered. I took another step and something sharp poked my foot. I stumbled, gripping the wall for support.
It didn’t poke too hard, just enough to jerk me toward the wall. I looked down and found a hairpin lying there.
Hairpin? I frowned, picking it up. Why would this be here? 
Perhaps it fell from her hair while she was doing chores... Perhaps... 
Thump. Thump.
Wh.. What? 
Thump. Thump.
Why... is my heart thumping so loud and fast. 
I stared at the hairpin, my hand tightening around it on its own. 
A cold chill suddenly ran up my spine as a horrifying image flashed in my mind—a woman, her hair being grabbed, right here, in this spot.
Thump. Thump.
The longer I stared, the heavier it felt in my palm, as if the little thing carried something unspeakable, something forbidden. My heart beat grew faster with every passing second. My vision flickered—not with darkness, but with images of something dirty, something crushing, something foul, slowly clawing their way back into my head.
Thump. Thump. Thump. Thump.
No… No… that was just a dream. A horrible one. 
Thump. Thump. Thump. Thump.
The Images were loud and clear now. The old man’s stare.The sound of sharp, wet slaps.
And Her.. M...My wife...en...enjoying it... with... 
I staggered a step back, clutching the wall, eyes wide in fear as the dream bled into reality. No. That wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be.
Ray did warn me I’d have weird dreams... Right. That’s all it was. A weird dream.
I tried to breathe steady, forcing myself to believe it. But even as I repeated the words in my head like a prayer, another thought of mine surfaced. 
Ray had said something else too... 
Thump. Thump.
Pay... Pay more attention.
My stomach sank. There was no reason for me to react like this over a fucking dream. So what is this strange suffocation? Why do my hands feel clammy? Why is my head spinning with images I shouldn’t even remember? If it was a dream, why do I remember it so clearly, down to the very last detail? 
Because... Somewhere deep down, I knew what I had seen wasn’t just a dream. It felt too real, too raw, too… physical. Was it the hairpin on the floor? Or something else, something I refused to name? My mind flitted between denial and dread, trying to convince itself it was all imagination, but every instinct in me screamed otherwise. I couldn’t shake the certainty that the lines between dream and reality had blurred far too much this time.
I took a cautious step forward, then another, my eyes widening wider and wider as memories from the dream kept playing in front of my eyes. Those tight slaps, the old man’s stare, the… the act itself. My... My wife... And him... 
But... it couldn’t possibly be real. How could it be? Why? There is no way she would be getting fucked by an old man. 
I had to find her. I had to see her. 
I bolted toward the kitchen, heart hammering in my chest, only to find silence. My chest heaved, each beat thumping harder than the last.
Thump. Thump.
I bolted toward the bedroom, panic rising at every step. Silence. Nothing. 
Whe...Where the... hell is she? Where is she? Where could she be at this hour? 
My eyes landed on the bathroom. I hadn’t considered checking it, because the lights were off, but some nagging instinct made me take a step closer. 
Thump. Thump. 
The door was locked from the other side. My heart thudded. Why is it locked? Is she inside?
“Hey… are you there?” I called, my voice a little louder than I intended.
Finally, a soft voice replied from within, “What happened?”
Relief crashed over me, my heart easing at the sound of her voice. I took a deep breath and tried to sound as normal as possible. “Why is the light turned off?”
There was silence. I asked again, a bit more insistently, “Why is the light turned off?”
After a moment, she responded, “Actually… the light isn’t working.”
Oh… is it?” I said, feeling a twinge of guilt. “I’m sorry, I should have changed them.”
“Don’t worry. Just change them later, when you feel better. Now, please… go and rest,” she said gently.
“Well… I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep anymore. Should I just change it now?” I asked, lovingly. 
“No,” she snapped, her tone sharp and unusually irritated. The volume of her voice threw me completely off guard.
“W-What?” I stammered, startled by the sudden intensity. 
“I said, No! Stop hovering around and making things messier!” 
I froze, my stomach twisting at her every word. Was she really that frustrated? Enough for her to raise her voice like that? 
“I… I just don’t want you to overexert yourself,” She added. “Honestly… I’ve been tensed enough already with everything that happened. The last thing I want is for you to tire yourself out on something unnecessary,” her words careful but pointed.
I blinked, still startled. “Oh… right. Of course. I am sorry.”
“Yes. Just… stay still!” she barked softly, the edge in her tone hiding behind a veil of concern. 
“I… I’m sorry,” I whispered, heart thumping, unsure how to respond.
“Good,” she shot back, her voice slightly softer but still firm. “Now just… let me handle things my way and get some rest yourself. Please!”
I swallowed, my hand instinctively resting against the door. “O-Okay… I… I won’t bother you then,” I murmured, letting her tone dictate the quiet between us.
I backed off slowly, each step weighted with a heavy tension on my chest. My eyes kept flicking to the hairpin in my hand, its presence unnervingly out of place. With a sweating hand, I shoved it into my pocket. 
Was all that reaction actually because she was concerned? Or... there was... something more? 
No... No way. Am I doubting her?
... 
Hopefully not.





    
        References

        
            	Post "1. The New Neighborhood " by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129522648)

            	Post "2. The House Next Door" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129523418)

            	Post "3. Seeds of Doubts" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129523799)

            	Post "4. The Crack in the Wall" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129523976)

            	Post "5. One Week of Relief" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129524181)

            	Post "6. The Grin in the Shadows" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129524323)

            	Post "7. The Calm before the Storm " by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129524716)

            	Post "8. When the Lights Went Out" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129524835)

            	Post "9. One Week of Regret " by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129526954)

            	Post "10. Growing Paranoia (Main Story)" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129619457)

            	Post "11. She Smelled like him (Main Story)" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129691335)

            	Post "12. The Warning" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129843495)

            	Post "13. Behind Those Curtains" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/129936590)

            	Post "14. From a Distance " by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/130120275)

            	Post "15. Unfamiliar Moans, Familiar Face" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/131077397)

            	Post "16. Grinding Truths (Part 1)" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/131221724)

            	Post "16. Grinding Truths (Part 2)" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/131221951)

            	Post "17. A Throb I couldn't Deny" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/131303346)

            	Post "18. Movements That Didn't Make Sense" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/131447502)

            	Post "19. The New Neighbors" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/131509697)

            	Post "20. Twisted Pleasures in the Dark" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/131668622)

            	Post "21. Taste of Happiness" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/132847488)

            	Post "22. Soft Clarity" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/133006495)

            	Post "23. A Glow Behind the Silence" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/133228317)

            	Post "24. Getting Better" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/133378205)

            	Post "25. Aftertaste" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/133463835)

            	Post "26. Between the pages" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/136153801)

            	Post "27. Poor Dog" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/136253810)

            	Post "28. Dinner [Part 1]" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/136412023)

            	Post "28. Dinner [Part 2]" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/136473888)

            	Post "29. That was... my wife [Part 1]" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/136635444)

            	Post "29. That was... my wife. [Part 2]" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/136635578)

            	Post "30. Ray’s Advice" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/136777670)

            	Post "31. Dream or Reality" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/136871258)

            	Post "32. Hopefully Not" by "GetBugged" from Patreon (https://kemono.cr/patreon/user/171204295/post/140214072)

        

    