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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Rough sex, messy creampies, 

	Oral
Rought sex 

	Cuckold 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but hard rough sex 

	First time 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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BOOK TWO – TEASER


Prologue

Monday evenings had already developed a rhythm.

Dinner plates pushed aside. Two mugs between them, one chipped at the rim. At twenty-four, this was what their evenings looked like now, bills instead of takeaway menus, quiet instead of noise. The low hum of the fridge filled the pauses neither of them seemed inclined to rush. Outside, the streetlights of their new road cast a pale, orderly glow through the kitchen window, the kind of street that promised stability if you worked hard enough to afford it.

They had been in the flat exactly one week.

Hannah sat with her legs tucked beneath her on the chair, an easy, unconscious grace in the way she held herself. Her hair was loosely tied back, not styled so much as contained, exposing the clean line of her neck and the calm symmetry of her face. She wore a soft, fitted top with the sleeves pushed up, as if the paperwork itself demanded practicality, though the movement revealed more than she ever intended, the gentle fullness of her firm 34C breasts, the narrowness of her waist when she leaned forward.

She had arranged the bills into neat piles, council tax, utilities, mortgage statement, credit card summaries, precise and orderly, mirroring the way she liked to think of herself. From the outside, there was something quietly striking about her, not showy or deliberate, but impossible to miss if you looked twice. The kind of beauty that didn’t ask for attention, and therefore often drew it anyway.

Luke sat opposite her, shoulders slightly hunched, one hand wrapped around his mug, the other rubbing absently at his temple as he stared at the numbers, seemingly unaware of how easily Hannah’s presence filled the small kitchen, or how natural it was for her to be the thing the eye settled on.

Luke broke first.

“We can’t do it,” he said, exasperation edging his voice despite his effort to keep it calm. “I know we agreed it was better to stretch ourselves to get the second bedroom. And I know we maxed out the credit cards for the deposit. But it doesn’t matter how many times we go over this; we’re in the red every month. We’re just building debt.”

He pushed one of the statements toward her, as if she hadn’t already memorised it.

Luke was slender in a way that spoke of long hours sitting rather than moving, narrow shoulders beneath a soft jumper, pale forearms dusted with fine hair where his sleeves were pushed back. His build was slight, almost boyish, all angles and straight lines, his posture folding inward as though he’d learned early not to take up too much space. His glasses slid a fraction down his nose when he leaned forward, and he nudged them back with a finger without thinking, eyes tired but intent, fixed on the numbers as if they might rearrange themselves if he stared long enough.

There was nothing physically imposing about him. What he offered was steadiness, familiarity, and a quiet kind of devotion, the sort that showed itself in planning, in spreadsheets, in worrying late into the evening about how to make things work.

Hannah looked at the page, then back at Luke. She didn’t argue. That alone felt like a concession.

“We knew the first few months would be tight,” she said quietly.

“Tight is one thing,” Luke replied. “This is… unsustainable.”

The word hung between them. Heavy. Adult. Final.

Hannah exhaled slowly and leaned back, folding her arms, eyes drifting around the kitchen. The clean worktops. The still-unfamiliar cupboards. The faint smell of fresh paint that hadn’t quite faded yet. This flat was meant to be the start of something solid. Proof they were doing life properly.

Luke followed her gaze, already knowing where the conversation was going.

“There is the spare room,” he said.

She looked back at him.

Their backup plan. The one they had both carefully avoided naming out loud since the keys were handed over.

“A lodger,” Hannah said, as if testing the word. “It would mean sharing everything. Not just… us, seven days a week. No privacy. Sharing the kitchen, the bathroom, the living room. Someone else’s routines. Someone else’s mess.”

Luke nodded. “I know.”

She imagined it, someone else’s shoes by the door, another toothbrush in the bathroom cup, a stranger’s presence threaded through their quiet evenings. The flat no longer just theirs.

“But if we did,” Luke continued, softer now, “it means we could start paying off the credit cards. Actually, move forward instead of just… treading water.”

Hannah didn’t answer immediately. She looked down at her hands resting on the table, fingers interlaced, knuckles pale.

“It wouldn’t be forever,” she said eventually. “Just until we’re back on our feet.”

Luke reached across the table and covered her hand with his. “Just temporary.”

She nodded, even as something in her chest tightened. A small, irrational unease she couldn’t quite explain.

Neither of them noticed the way the spare room door stood slightly ajar down the hall, empty, waiting.

They would list it the next day.

And by the end of the week, someone would answer.


Chapter One: The Viewing

Saturday morning arrived with the kind of grey light that made everything look too honest.

Hannah had been awake for an hour already, moving through the flat with a cloth in her hand as if she could polish the anxiety off the surfaces. The place was still new enough to smell faintly of fresh paint and unopened cupboards. Their furniture, mostly bought in a rush and assembled with mild swearing, sat a little too neatly in the rooms, like a show home imitation of a life.

She wiped the kitchen counter that did not need wiping. Then she straightened the two stools at the breakfast bar by a centimetre. Then she checked the hallway mirror for smudges and found none.

This was ridiculous, she told herself. But she kept doing it.

Luke appeared in the kitchen in socks and an old t-shirt, hair sticking up at the back, glasses already on. He carried his phone in one hand and his mug in the other, eyes still half focused somewhere inside his head.

“Is it too early for a second coffee?” he asked.

“It’s Saturday,” Hannah said. “It’s practically compulsory.”

He gave her a small smile, the tired, affectionate one that always softened her, even now. Luke looked younger in the mornings, boyish in a way that didn’t match the paperwork and the mortgage statements they had spread across their kitchen table all week. Slender frame, pale skin, a softness about him that came from long hours at a computer and the quiet comfort of routines. Even his movements had a careful quality, as if he preferred not to make noise.

They were only twenty-four, Hannah thought, and still she felt, absurdly, like an imposter in her own home. Owning a flat was meant to feel like arriving. Instead, it felt like balancing on something newly built, listening for creaks.

Luke set his mug down and opened his phone again, thumb hovering over the email thread.

“Eleven o’clock,” he said. “He confirmed last night. He seems… normal.”

“Normal,” Hannah repeated, as if the word was a spell.

Luke looked up. “What?”

“Nothing.” Hannah reached for the kettle. She did not trust her hands to do nothing. “I just want this to go smoothly.”

“It will,” he said, though his voice lacked the certainty he meant it to have. “It’s just a viewing.”

Just a viewing, Hannah thought. Just inviting a stranger into their home and asking them to live with them. Just giving up the last bit of privacy they had, because numbers on a page had decided they didn’t deserve it.

They had written the advert carefully, polite and sensible, as if tone could control reality. Spare room in two-bed flat. Quiet area. Easy access to the centre. Bills included. Professionals preferred.

Luke had taken the photos, angling them to make everything look brighter and bigger. Hannah had reread the wording six times, removing anything that sounded too eager. The replies had begun within an hour, a flood of names and short introductions and people who wanted viewings immediately. Some had been too young, some too chaotic, some too vague.

And then there had been Marcus Adeyemi.

His message had been concise. Professional. A few lines about relocating from London for a new role, wanting somewhere comfortable while he settled. He’d attached a LinkedIn profile without being asked. He’d offered references up front. No emojis. No weird familiarity. No pushiness.

Luke had called him that evening, speakerphone on, both of them sitting at the same kitchen table they were now trying not to fear. Marcus had been calm, warm, easy to talk to. He asked sensible questions, answered theirs directly, and suggested Saturday morning as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

After the call, Luke had leaned back and exhaled. “See,” he’d said. “We can do this.”

Hannah had nodded. She had even believed it, mostly.

Now, in the daylight, she felt her chest tighten at the thought of a stranger’s toothbrush in their bathroom cup.

Luke scrolled. “He’s starting with a tech company in Winchester. Big job title.”

“Everyone has a job title,” Hannah said automatically.

Luke’s eyes flicked up. He watched her for a beat too long, as if he could hear the tension in her voice even when she smoothed it flat.

“You’re nervous,” he said.

“I’m not nervous,” Hannah replied. Then, because it sounded like a lie even to her, she added, “I just don’t like the idea of sharing.”

“That’s the point,” Luke said, trying for lightness. “We share; we survive.”

Hannah opened the cupboard, took out three mugs, then paused.

“Why three?” Luke asked.

“Because….” Hannah said and realised she didn’t have a good answer. Because being prepared felt like control. Because it made it real. She put one mug back and then, after a second thought, took it out again.

Luke watched her, mouth quirking. “You’re overthinking.”

“I am not.” She reached for the instant coffee. “I am being practical.”

Luke let it go, because Luke almost always let it go. He was good at that, at smoothing over tension, at believing things would work out if he was kind and consistent enough.

Hannah loved him for it. She also, sometimes, resented it, though she never said that out loud.

By ten forty-five the flat was ready in the way an anxious person makes things ready. The spare room bed was made with hospital corners. The wardrobe was empty, hangers evenly spaced. The small desk sat by the window, a lamp placed neatly at one side as if someone might begin work there immediately.

Hannah stood in the doorway, arms folded and tried to imagine another person sleeping in there. Breathing through the wall at night. Existing in their space. She could not, not properly.

Luke appeared behind her, hands in his pockets.

“We’ll be fine,” he said again, softer.

Hannah glanced at him. His jumper hung loosely on his slim frame. His hair was still slightly damp, a dark curl at the front that refused to behave. He looked like someone’s younger brother trying to host an interview. He looked like he belonged in a bedroom with a gaming headset, not in a flat with a mortgage.

Hannah swallowed. “We are doing this because we have to.”

Luke nodded, the motion small. “Because we have to.”

At ten fifty-nine the doorbell rang.

Hannah’s heart did something unpleasant, a sharp little stumble, as if her body had made a decision before her mind could. She walked to the door and placed her hand on the handle. She could feel Luke behind her, close enough that his warmth brushed her shoulder.

She opened it.

The man on the threshold was taller than she’d expected, and not just tall, but solid, as if height had been built onto something already strong. He was black, his skin deep and even toned, catching the weak daylight in a way that made the narrow hallway seem dimmer by contrast. He wore a dark coat over casual clothes, nothing flashy, everything well fitted and carried himself with a calm ease that had nothing to do with trying to impress.

The awareness hit her instantly, sharp and unwelcome, arriving before she had time to organise it into something polite or reasonable. It wasn’t fear exactly, not the way she would have described it if asked. It was alertness. Caution. The kind she told herself was sensible, learned, justified. And yet, standing there, she was uncomfortably aware that his presence unsettled her in ways she did not like to examine too closely.

He smiled, polite, unhurried, and waited.

“Hannah?” he asked, confirming it rather than questioning it. His voice was deep, controlled.

She blinked once, a fraction too slow.

“Yes,” she said, forcing her tone into normal. “Hi. Marcus?”

“Marcus Adeyemi,” he said, extending a hand.

Hannah hesitated for an instant that felt longer than it was. The sensible part of her was already annoyed with herself. It was a handshake, not a proposal. She put her hand in his.

His grip was firm and warm, not squeezing, not performative. A professional handshake. A normal handshake. And yet his hand easily enclosed hers, larger, broader, swallowing the softness of her palm for that brief moment. The contrast made her suddenly aware of her own smallness, of her pulse fluttering against his skin, of how absurdly conscious she felt of something so ordinary.

She withdrew her hand too quickly and told herself she was being ridiculous.

“This is Luke,” she said, stepping back.

Luke moved forward, taller on his toes somehow, shoulders squaring. He offered his hand too, smiling with the politeness he used in meetings.

“Good to meet you,” Luke said.

“You too,” Marcus replied, and shook Luke’s hand with the same calm, balanced grip. He didn’t look past Hannah. He didn’t linger on her. His eyes moved naturally, respectfully, taking in the hallway, the neatness, the shoes by the door.

“Thanks for having me,” Marcus added.

“Of course,” Hannah said, and heard the faint tightness in her own voice.

She stepped aside to let him in. Their hallway was narrow. It now felt very narrow with Marcus in it. It felt like a corridor on a train.

He took his shoes off without being asked, placing them neatly by the mat.

“Nice place,” he said, glancing around. “It feels new.”

“It is,” Luke said quickly. “We moved in last week.”

Marcus smiled. “Congratulations. That’s a big step.”

Hannah felt a flare of something she didn’t like, a mixture of pride and exposure. A big step, yes. Also, a frightening one. Also, one they could barely afford.

Luke gestured down the hall. “Do you want a tea or coffee?”

“Coffee would be great,” Marcus said. “If it’s no trouble.”

“No trouble,” Hannah said, too quickly. She turned and walked to the kitchen, aware of her own movement in a way she disliked. As if she could feel herself being observed, even though, rationally, she knew he was simply following them down the hall.

It’s just a man, she told herself. A lodger. A professional. A person.

Still, her shoulders were tight.

In the kitchen, Luke began fussing with the mugs. Hannah busied herself with the kettle and coffee, doing what she always did when she couldn’t manage a feeling, she created a task.

Marcus stood by the breakfast bar, hands loosely resting on the back of a stool. He didn’t perch nervously. He didn’t wander and touch things. He simply waited, comfortable.

Hannah told herself again that her discomfort was normal. It would be normal with any stranger. It was the situation. The invasion of privacy. The fact that this person could say yes and then their life would shift permanently.

That was the cause. Not anything else.

Luke slid a mug across the counter. “Milk, sugar?”

“Just milk, thanks,” Marcus said.

Luke poured, a little splashy, and apologised for it anyway. Marcus took the mug with an easy thank you.

Hannah noticed his hands, which irritated her. She did not want to notice. His hands were large, veins faintly visible along his forearms where the sleeve of his jumper ended. He moved like someone who had learned control, who had learned to be careful with his own strength.

She looked away, annoyed at herself. It was a hand. People had hands.

Luke cleared his throat. “Shall we show you the room?”

Marcus nodded. “Yes please.”

They took him down the hall. Hannah walked slightly ahead, as if she could lead the situation into order. Luke hovered half a step behind Marcus, talking too much.

“So, it’s a good size for a spare room,” Luke said. “We know it’s not huge but for Winchester it’s decent. The window gets good light. We’re pretty quiet, we both work office hours mostly. We’re not party people.”

Marcus smiled, listening, and said nothing that suggested he needed reassurance.

In the spare room, he paused at the threshold and looked around with a quick, assessing glance. Not critical. Just practical.

“It’s comfortable,” he said. “Good light. And a desk, which is useful.”

Hannah watched him as he crossed to the window, not because she wanted to, but because her eyes did it anyway. He didn’t move like Luke. Luke moved in small, careful angles. Marcus moved with weight and certainty, taking up space without trying.

He glanced out through the window toward the back of the building, taking in the shared gardens beyond. “Quiet,” he said. “That’s ideal.”

“It is,” Hannah said. “It’s close to the centre as well.”

Marcus turned to her. “And you both work locally?”

Luke answered before Hannah could. “I work in software support for a large tech company,” he said. “I’m based at the main office most days, though I travel to other sites across the country now and then. Sometimes I’m away for a few days.”

“And I’m a primary school teacher,” Hannah added. “I’ve just started my first post, so I’m usually finished earlier in the afternoons.”

Marcus nodded, absorbing. His gaze moved to Hannah again, and she felt that same tightening, that uncomfortable awareness of being seen. Then he looked away, back to the room, as if she were simply part of the information.

She exhaled, slow, controlled. He’s not doing anything, she told herself. It’s you. It’s your own nerves.

They moved to the bathroom next, then the living room. Marcus remained courteous and neutral, commenting lightly on the layout, asking practical questions about storage and heating. He didn’t praise too much. He didn’t play charming. He didn’t flirt. That should have made Hannah relax.

It didn’t.

In the living room, Luke gestured at the sofa. “Do you want to sit down? We can talk through the costs and stuff.”

Marcus sat. Not sprawling, not taking over, just settling with an ease that made Hannah suddenly aware of how stiff she and Luke looked. Hannah sat in the armchair opposite, legs crossed, hands clasped in her lap. Luke perched on the end of the sofa, slightly forward, as if ready to spring into explanation.

Luke picked up the printed sheet he’d made, because of course he’d made a sheet.

“So,” Luke began, “it’s eight hundred a month all in, that includes bills. The room is yours, obviously. We’d just share the kitchen and bathroom. We’re tidy, we’d like someone tidy. No smoking. No parties, really. It’s not that kind of flat.”

Marcus listened, nodded once. “That’s reasonable.”

Luke blinked, as if he’d expected negotiation.

Marcus continued, “I should say, I still have my place in London. I’m planning to keep it for at least the first six months while I settle into the role, then decide whether I’ll sell and move down permanently.” He paused, letting it land. “So, most weekends I’ll be back in London. I won’t interrupt your privacy when you want to just relax at home.”

Luke gave a quick laugh, a little embarrassed. “That actually works well for us,” he said. “We’re still settling in ourselves, so having some weekends quiet would help.”

Hannah felt a flicker of relief at that, quickly followed by something less tidy. The idea of uninterrupted weekends should have comforted her. Instead, it left an unexpected hollow feeling she didn’t have a name for, one she immediately dismissed as nerves and nothing more.

Marcus didn’t smile at it. He didn’t patronise them. He simply nodded again.

“Winchester is expensive for what it is,” Marcus said mildly. “A lot of people underestimate it.”

Hannah’s fingers tightened together. He said it like someone who had underestimated nothing in his life.

Luke hesitated, then asked, “So… tell us a bit about your new job?”

Marcus took a sip of coffee, unhurried. “I’m joining a tech company just outside the centre,” he said. “It’s a VP role, overseeing support and operations. I’ve been in a similar position in London for a few years, so the work itself isn’t new. The move is.”

Luke nodded, clearly impressed despite himself. “That sounds… significant.”

Hannah felt that small, uncomfortable shift again, the quiet awareness she kept pushing aside. Marcus spoke with an ease that came from familiarity, not ambition. As if responsibility was something he’d already absorbed into himself. He was thirty-three, established, talking about leadership as a given. They were twenty-four and still learning how to make the numbers work at the end of the month.

“And you’ll be based there most days?” Luke asked.

“Yes,” Marcus said. “Mostly on site. Occasionally travel, but not often.”

Hannah found herself speaking before she’d decided to. “That must be a big change.”

Marcus looked at her, calm and attentive. “It is. But a good one.”

Hannah smiled politely. “That’s… impressive.”

“Thank you,” Marcus said, as if she’d complimented the weather.

A silence opened up after that, small but noticeable, like a gap in a conversation that didn’t know how to proceed. Hannah felt Luke searching for the next sensible question, his mind cycling through the script.

Marcus filled the silence without effort. “I’m happy to provide references. Employer. Whatever you need.”

Luke exhaled, relieved. “Yes, great. That would be helpful.”

Hannah watched Luke and felt a flash of affection so sharp it almost hurt. He was trying so hard to be adult. To be competent. To be in control. He had planned this interview like a work meeting, when really it was their private life, their home, their relationship, being opened to negotiation.

Hannah’s discomfort rose again, and she wrapped it in a tidy explanation.

This is why you feel tense; she told herself. Because it’s intimate, not because it’s him.

Still, she found herself watching Marcus instead.

He sat with his back straight but relaxed, shoulders broad beneath the knit of his jumper. His face was handsome in a composed way, clean lines, eyes steady. He looked like someone who had learned patience. Someone who could wait for people to show him who they were.

Hannah did not like that thought. It made her feel judged. It made her feel seen.

“So,” Luke said, “do you have any questions for us?”

Marcus tilted his head slightly, considering. “A couple. How do you prefer to handle shared spaces? Cleaning rota, or informal?”

Luke brightened, grateful for something concrete. “We can do informal. We’re pretty tidy anyway. We’d just want it to stay that way.”

Marcus nodded. “And guests? Do you have any rules?”

Hannah’s stomach tightened at the idea of Marcus having guests. That was ridiculous. It was his life. It would be his room. Still, the thought landed in her like something heavy.

Luke answered, “Occasionally is fine. Just… not lots, not noisy. We’re quiet people.”

Marcus smiled briefly. “Understood.”

Then he asked, calmly, “And you’re both comfortable with a lodger in the flat all week? No issues with schedules, bathroom use, that sort of thing?”

Hannah almost laughed, because the question was so reasonable it exposed how unreasonable her own thoughts felt. She kept her face smooth.

“Yes,” she said. “We’re comfortable. We just need to make it work.”

Marcus’s gaze rested on her for a beat, and Hannah held it, refusing to look away, even as her pulse quickened. She told herself it was stubbornness. It was principle.

Marcus nodded once, as if accepting her answer, and then his eyes moved on. He did not linger. He did not smile in a way that suggested anything. He simply took another sip of coffee.

Luke, eager again, said, “We really think it could be a good fit.”

Marcus set his mug down. “I agree. You both seem organised. And the room is exactly what I need.”

Hannah’s breath caught, annoyingly. She hated that a simple sentence could feel like a verdict.

Marcus stood. When he did, the room seemed to recalibrate around him, as if his height changed the geometry.

“I am speaking to a couple of other people,” Marcus said evenly. “If you’re still happy to move forward, I can let you know by tomorrow.”

Luke glanced instinctively at Hannah. Just a flicker, but it was there, the unspoken question passing between them.

“Of course,” Luke said, then cleared his throat. “Hannah, shall we just talk in the kitchen for a moment?”

Hannah nodded, a little too quickly. “Yes. Of course.”

Marcus smiled politely, already stepping back, giving them space without being asked.

“Take your time,” he said.

And that, more than anything else, unsettled her.

They moved into the kitchen and Luke closed the door behind them, lowering his voice out of habit rather than necessity. The flat felt strangely quiet without Marcus in the room, as if something substantial had been removed.

Luke leaned back against the counter; hands braced on either side. “That went well,” he said, unable to keep the relief out of his voice. “Really well.”

Hannah folded her arms, then immediately uncrossed them, as if even her own posture felt wrong. “It was… fine.”

“Fine?” Luke blinked. “Hannah, he’s perfect. Professional, tidy, short-term. Did you hear him? Most weekends back in London. That’s ideal.”

She nodded. She had heard him. She’d heard every word. That was the problem.

“I know,” she said carefully. “I just want us to think it through.”

Luke let out a soft laugh. “We have thought it through. All week. Every night. We need this.”

“I know we need it,” Hannah said. “That’s not what I’m saying.”

“Then what are you saying?” Luke asked, genuinely puzzled.

Hannah opened her mouth, then closed it again. She searched for the right explanation, something sensible, something she could stand behind.

“It’s just,” she said slowly, “once he’s here, that’s it. It won’t be just us anymore. Every day. Every evening. The flat won’t feel like… ours.”

Luke frowned. “That was always the deal.”

“Yes, but now it’s real.”

Luke studied her for a moment, softer now. “You’re allowed to be nervous.”

“I’m not nervous,” Hannah said, too quickly again. She exhaled and forced herself to slow down. “I just didn’t expect it to feel like this.”

“Like what?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know. Smaller, maybe.”

Luke smiled, trying to lighten it. “That’s just because he’s tall.”

The joke landed wrong. Hannah’s stomach tightened and she didn’t laugh.

Luke noticed. “Hannah?”

She looked at him, really looked. His familiar face, the pale softness of his skin, the way his glasses always slid down when he was thinking too hard. This was the man she loved. The man she trusted. The man she had chosen stability with.

“I just want us to be careful,” she said. “That’s all.”

Luke nodded, stepping closer. “We are being careful. We’re not rushing. We’re not saying yes yet.”

She swallowed. “But you want to.”

Luke didn’t deny it. “Yes. I do. Because it solves the problem. Because he’s exactly the kind of lodger we hoped for.”

Hannah looked past Luke, toward the hallway, toward the living room where Marcus waited patiently, not intruding, not pressing.

“And if he says yes?” she asked.

Luke shrugged lightly. “Then we finally stop worrying about money every second of the day.”

The answer was too reasonable to argue with.

Hannah nodded. “Okay.”

Luke searched her face. “Okay?”

“Yes,” she said again, forcing it to sound solid. “Okay.”

He leaned in and kissed her forehead, a familiar, grounding gesture. “Thank you. I know this isn’t easy.”

She closed her eyes briefly, letting the affection wash over her, and told herself that this was the feeling that mattered. This was the anchor. This was the reason everything else was irrelevant.

When they stepped back into the living room, Marcus was standing by the window, looking out over the shared gardens at the back. He turned as they entered, expression open, unreadable.

Luke smiled. “Sorry about that.”

“No problem,” Marcus said easily.

Luke gestured toward Hannah. “We just wanted to say we’re happy to move forward, if you are.”

Marcus nodded once, absorbing it. “That’s good to hear.”

His eyes moved to Hannah, briefly, politely. She met his gaze and held it, determined not to let anything show. He gave no sign that he saw anything at all.

Marcus considered them for a moment, then nodded. “That’s good to hear,” he said. “If you’re happy, it would suit me to get this sorted now. Then I can get on with other things.”

Luke glanced at Hannah again. Not quickly this time. He waited.

For a second, she didn’t move. The room felt very still, as if the flat itself were holding its breath. Hannah was acutely aware of her own heartbeat, of the way her body felt too present in the armchair, too visible.

This is practical, she told herself. This is sensible. This is what we decided.

She nodded.

It was small, almost imperceptible. But it was enough.

Luke let out a breath he hadn’t realised he was holding. “Yes,” he said, turning back to Marcus. “We’re happy to agree.”

Marcus smiled, not broadly, not triumphantly. Just a simple, satisfied acknowledgement. “Excellent.”

They stood. Marcus extended his hand first to Luke, then to Hannah.

Luke’s handshake was eager, relieved. Hannah’s came a beat later. Again, Marcus’s hand enclosed hers easily, warm and steady. Again, the contrast registered before she could stop it. She told herself it was nothing. Just a handshake. Just a decision being sealed. He just seemed so big.

“Thank you,” Marcus said. “I think this will work well for all of us.”

“Yes,” Luke said. “I think so too.”

Marcus collected his coat, calm as ever, and moved toward the door. He paused briefly in the hallway.

“I’ll email you later today to sort the details,” he said. “Deposit, paperwork, moving date.”

“Of course,” Hannah said.

He nodded once, then left.

When the door closed behind him, the flat felt different. Not emptier, exactly. Changed.

Luke turned to her, smiling now, openly relieved. “We did it. We’re sorted.”

Hannah nodded again, slower this time.

Later that evening, lying beside Luke in the quiet of their bedroom, she replayed the moment in fragments. The pause. Her nod. The feel of Marcus’s hand around hers.

She told herself, firmly, that what she felt was relief. Relief about money. About stability. About the future they were protecting.

It had nothing to do with him.

She repeated that thought until sleep finally took her, carrying it with her like a promise she wasn’t entirely sure she could keep.


Chapter Two: Thin Walls

By the end of the second week, the flat no longer felt new.

It felt inhabited.

Marcus had been in the spare room for five days now. Long enough for routines to form. Long enough for his presence to settle into the bones of the place without ever announcing itself.

Hannah noticed it most in the quiet.

His shoes by the door, always aligned.
The faint, clean scent of his shower drifting down the hallway in the evenings.
The low murmur of his voice on the phone, controlled, unhurried, filtering through walls that suddenly felt thinner than they used to.

He was easy to live with. Almost disconcertingly so.

He cleaned up after himself. He didn’t leave lights on. He was gone early most mornings, already dressed, already composed, offering polite goodbyes that never lingered. On the two evenings he’d been back late, he’d slipped in quietly, as if careful not to disturb them.

Luke was delighted.

“He’s ideal,” Luke had said more than once, usually while doing the washing up, relief threaded through his voice. “Honestly, we couldn’t have picked better.”

Hannah always agreed. She agreed easily. Too easily.

Friday night arrived without ceremony.

They ate dinner together at the table, the three of them, a pleasant enough arrangement Hannah still hadn’t learned how to place emotionally. Conversation stayed light. Marcus asked about Luke’s week, about Hannah’s class, listened attentively without prying. He talked a little about work, nothing confidential, nothing heavy.

By ten, Marcus excused himself.

“Long week,” he said with a faint smile. “I’m going to turn in.”

“Of course,” Luke said. “Night.”

“Good night,” Hannah added.

Marcus nodded to her, brief, polite, and disappeared down the hallway. His door closed softly behind him.

The flat exhaled.

Luke stretched on the sofa, arms over his head. “God, I’m exhausted.”

Hannah gathered the plates, grateful for something to do. She was acutely aware of the quiet now, of the way sound carried when there was another person behind a closed door.

She rinsed a plate, then another, listening to the water, to the distant hum of the fridge, to the absence of Marcus’s movement.

He’s just in his room, she told herself. That’s all.

Later, in bed, the light was low and familiar. Luke lay on his side facing her, glasses on the bedside table, hair falling into his eyes. He kissed her, gently at first, the way he always did when he was tired but wanted to take things further.

Hannah kissed him back.

For a moment, everything slipped into something easy and known. Luke’s hand at her waist. The warmth of his body. The rhythm they had built together over years.

She responded without thinking, without analysing. Her breath changed. Her fingers curled into his t-shirt.

Luke shifted closer, more intent now, his mouth lingering, his hand moving with quiet confidence finding her breast through her night shirt. The familiar spark began to grow, comfortable and expected.

And then, without warning, Hannah stiffened.

She pulled back, just enough to break the rhythm, and placed her hand flat against Luke’s chest.

“No,” she said.

Luke blinked, surprised. “What?”

She looked at him, her eyes wide in the dimness, heart suddenly racing for reasons she couldn’t quite articulate.

“I can’t,” she said again, lower now. “Not with him next door.”

Luke frowned. “Hannah…”

“What if he hears?” she said quickly. The words tumbled out, sharper than she intended. “The walls aren’t that thick. The flat is quiet. What if he hears us?”

Luke stared at her, then glanced instinctively toward the wall they shared with the spare room. He listened, as if expecting sound to bleed through.

“He won’t,” he said. “He’s probably asleep. And even if he wasn’t, it’s normal. We live here.”

Hannah shook her head, pulling the duvet up instinctively, as though it offered cover from more than just the light.

“I know it’s normal,” she said. “I just… I don’t like the idea.”

Luke pushed himself up slightly on one elbow, studying her face. “You didn’t mind when we talked about this before.”

“This is different,” Hannah replied.

“How?”

She opened her mouth, then closed it again. She searched for the explanation that made sense, the one that didn’t sound irrational.

“It just feels… exposed,” she said finally. “Like we’re not alone, even when we are.”

Luke sighed, not frustrated, just confused. “Hannah, he’s a lodger. He’s respectful. He’s not listening through the walls.”

“I know that” she said, a little too quickly. “I know he’s not doing anything wrong.”

Luke was quiet for a moment. Then he softened, reaching out to brush her hair back from her face.

“You’re allowed to feel weird about it,” he said. “It’s new.”

She nodded, grateful for the permission. “Exactly. It’s just new.”

They lay there in silence, the moment dissipated, the spark cooled. Luke eventually rolled onto his back, staring up at the ceiling.

“We’ll get used to it,” he said. “It’ll just take time.”

He paused, then added, trying to sound encouraging, “And he said he’ll probably be gone over the weekend. There’s tomorrow night.”

Hannah nodded, though the reassurance didn’t settle her the way it should have.

“Right,” she said softly. “Tomorrow night.”

Hannah turned onto her side, facing away from him, eyes open in the dark.

She listened.

To Luke’s breathing evening out.
To the distant sounds of the building settling.
To the faint, almost imagined presence of someone in the room next door.

Her mind replayed the moment she’d stopped him, the sudden jolt of awareness, the sharp sense of being overheard, observed.

It wasn’t that she thought Marcus would listen.

It was that the idea of him not listening felt oddly important.

She frowned into the pillow, unsettled by the thought, and told herself again that this was about boundaries. About adjustment. About learning to share space.

It had nothing to do with him.

Eventually, Luke’s breathing deepened into sleep.

Hannah lay awake a while longer, her body restless, aware in a way that had nothing to do with Luke beside her.

Down the hallway, Marcus’s door remained closed.

And yet the flat had never felt less empty.

We need to handle this carefully, so it stays in the same slow-burn, psychological tone as the earlier chapters, suggestive rather than explicit.


Chapter Three: The Bathroom Door

Saturday mornings had always belonged to Hannah.

During the week her alarm dictated everything, pulling her out of bed before she felt ready, sending her into the rush of school routines and lesson plans and small hands tugging at her attention. But on Saturdays she woke naturally, drifting up from sleep at her own pace, the flat quiet, the day unclaimed.

She opened her eyes a little after nine, just as she usually did.

Luke was still asleep beside her, as he always was on Saturday mornings. Sleeping in was his small weekly luxury, one he guarded almost religiously. Hannah didn’t mind. In fact, she liked it that way. Saturdays had long ago become her time, a few quiet hours to potter around the flat, straighten things up, and enjoy the simple satisfaction of order.

She lay there for a moment, listening to his steady breathing, then slipped out of bed, pulling on an old t-shirt and padding down the hallway barefoot, already planning which room she’d start with.

The flat felt peaceful.

She could already imagine her routine: a long shower, coffee, maybe a walk into town while Luke slept in. A simple, ordinary Saturday.

She reached the bathroom and pushed the door open without thinking.

Steam rolled out to meet her.

For a second she didn’t understand what she was seeing. The room was warm, the mirror already fogged, the soft rush of water filling the small space. And then her eyes focused.

Marcus was in the shower.

His back was to her, the glass door partly misted, the sound of the water loud enough to cover the quiet creak of the bathroom door. He didn’t hear her. He didn’t turn.

Hannah froze on the threshold.

The first thing she felt was irritation, sharp and immediate.

Of course, she thought. Of course he’s here. It’s his bathroom too now. That was the whole point of having a lodger. Sharing.

She should have knocked. She knew she should have knocked. They’d never needed to before. Old habits clashing with a new reality.

Then her eyes betrayed her.

She meant to look away. She truly did. But for a heartbeat too long her gaze stayed where it was, tracing what she had accidentally stepped into.

Marcus stood with his head tilted slightly forward beneath the spray, and Hannah felt the air leave her lungs.

Water slid over him in slow, gleaming paths, mapping a body that looked almost unfairly perfect. It spilled across shoulders wide enough to fill the narrow shower space, traced the powerful architecture of his back, every ridge and contour revealed and softened at the same time by steam. The muscles there weren’t bulky or forced, just naturally strong, shaped by years of quiet, effortless discipline.

Her eyes betrayed her, drifting lower before she could stop them.

His waist narrowed in a clean, athletic line, lean and firm, the kind of shape men only had when they lived comfortably inside their own strength. Droplets chased each other down the smooth plane of his lower back, catching on the gentle flex of movement as he shifted beneath the water. The curve of his buttocks was firm and perfectly defined, tight and powerful, leading into long, muscular legs that looked rooted and capable.

Everything about him was composed, balanced, controlled.

There was no tension in the way he moved, no self-consciousness. Just calm confidence, utterly natural, utterly masculine. He existed in that private moment as though the world outside the glass didn’t matter at all.

And for one dangerous, suspended heartbeat, neither did anything else.

Hannah realised she was staring.

Really staring.

Heat bloomed up her neck and into her face, sharp and sudden, a mixture of embarrassment and something far more unsettling. She could feel her pulse in her throat, her skin prickling as if she were the one exposed.

This is wrong, she told herself. You shouldn’t be looking.

But her body had already looked. And it had noticed everything.

There was nothing theatrical about him. Nothing posed. Just a man in his own private moment.

Hannah’s annoyance faltered.

An uncomfortable awareness crept in instead, warm and unwelcome. She felt suddenly, acutely conscious of herself, of her own bare feet on the cold tiles, of the thin t-shirt against her skin.

This is ridiculous, she told herself.

She should step back. Close the door. Apologise later. Do the normal, polite thing.

Instead, she remained rooted for one dangerous second more, her mind scrambling to catch up with her body’s reaction.

She told herself to move.

She didn’t.

Her feet felt rooted to the tiles, her hand still on the door handle, her mind suddenly too slow to command her body. She knew she should step back. Close the door. Pretend none of this had happened.

And then Marcus shifted.

He turned beneath the water, slowly, casually, as if time itself had decided to stretch. For one awful, suspended second, she was certain he was going to see her standing there, frozen and staring.

But his eyes were closed beneath the spray.

Hannah had the chance to escape. A clear, sensible chance.

Instead, she didn’t move.

Her gaze, against all sense, drifted downward before she could stop it. The motion felt almost out of her control, as if curiosity had overridden every careful rule she’d ever built for herself.

A tiny, involuntary sound escaped her lips.

The sight stole her breath in a way she wasn’t prepared for at all.

‘Oh my God,’ she breathed under her breath before she could stop herself. ‘ The size of him,’  She can't believe it, even flaccid his cock was so long and thick, startling masculinity that made her stomach flip with something dangerously close to awe.

Heat flooded through her, fierce and immediate. Embarrassment. Shock. And something far more unsettling tangled beneath both.

What am I doing?

She felt exposed, as if she were the one standing under the water with nowhere to hide.

Her breath vanished.

Her hand, still wrapped around the cold brass doorknob, went numb. Everything in her mind, the plan for the day, the mortgage spreadsheet left open on the kitchen table, the clean towel she’d come for, evaporated in a hiss of steam and a thunder of water.

He was turned.

Facing her, though his head was tilted back, eyes blissfully closed under the downpour. The water sluiced over the powerful, sculpted ridges of his chest and stomach, over dark, wet skin that seemed to drink the light from the tiny window. But her gaze, against every screaming command from her rational mind, plummeted downwards.

Oh god.

It hung there, thick and heavy, a profound, impossible weight between his legs. Even soft, though it wasn’t truly soft, not anymore, she saw with a jolt that felt like a static shock to her spine, it was monstrous. A long, thick shaft of deep, rich ebony, crowned by a broad, flushed head already peeking from its hood. A vein pulsed along its underside. It looked like it belonged to a different species of man entirely, a physical fact of such shocking, blatant masculinity it made her knees weak.

And then his hand moved.

His own large, capable hand drifted down his flat stomach, through the dark trail of hair, and wrapped, almost casually, around that impossible thickness. Her own breath hitched, a sound lost in the shower’s roar.

He doesn’t know. He doesn’t know I’m here.

This became her mantra, the only thing that kept her from dissolving into a puddle of mortified shame on the tiles. He doesn’t know. It was a private moment, a secret. And she was its sole, illicit witness.

His fingers tightened. He began to stroke, a slow, luxurious pull from root to tip, his thumb swirling over the glistening head. A low, rough groan rumbled from his chest, swallowed by the water but visible in the way his throat worked, in the flex of his corded forearm. Hannah’s mouth went dry. She watched, mesmerised, as his cock hardened fully under his own touch, swelling to an even more formidable size, the skin stretching taut and shiny-wet.

Heat, sudden and ferocious, bloomed low in her own belly. It was a completely alien sensation, a sharp, clenching ache that had nothing to do with the gentle, familiar warmth Luke inspired. This was a chemical burn, a thrumming pulse between her legs that echoed the rhythmic, slick sound of his hand gliding over his flesh. She felt herself growing damp, her cotton sleep shorts suddenly too tight, too intimate. A flush crawled up her neck, burned her cheeks.

This is wrong. This is so, so wrong. Her husband was asleep thirty feet away. This man was their lodger. She was a teacher, for Christ’s sake. She needed to leave. Now.

But her feet were leaden. Her eyes were glued.

Marcus’s rhythm changed. His strokes became faster, more purposeful. His free hand braced against the wet tiles, his back arching, every muscle in his torso and shoulders cording with tension. He was a statue of pure, focused pleasure. The sheer confidence of him, the unselfconscious way he commanded his own body, was as intoxicating as the act itself. Luke was always a little hesitant, a little apologetic. This was… ownership. Dominance. Over himself, and, in this stolen moment, over her senses.

His breathing grew ragged, visible puffs of air in the steam. His hips began to thrust in tiny, urgent jerks, meeting the fist flying up and down his thick heavy length. Hannah’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of guilt and fascination. She was trembling. She could smell the clean, sharp scent of his soap mingling with something muskier, primal.

He’s going to… I have to go…

But she didn’t. She watched, her own body clenching in sympathetic rhythm, as his movements grew frenzied, desperate. A guttural sound tore from him, half-groan, half-growl. His body went rigid, every muscle locked in a profound, shuddering tension. And then, release.

Thick, pearlescent ropes of come shot from him, splattering against the fogged glass of the shower screen with a series of wet, forceful pats. One, two, three, four powerful spurts, painting a lewd, beautiful abstract pattern on the glass. He rode it out, his hand slowing to a gentle, almost tender milking motion as the last pulses left him, his head hanging, chest heaving.

The spell shattered.

The sound of the water rushing down the drain roared back into her ears. Reality crashed in, cold and horrifying. Hannah jerked back as if scalded. Her hand, slick with condensation from the doorknob, slipped. She managed to pull the door shut without a slam, the soft click of the latch sounding like a gunshot in the silent hall.

She staggered back, her shoulder blades hitting the opposite wall. She leaned there, palms flat against the cool plaster, trying to breathe. Her whole body was alive, humming with a voltage she’d never known. Her nipples were hard peaks against her thin vest. Between her legs, a throbbing, empty ache was a brutal accusation.

Hannah stood frozen, her back pressed against the cool wall, her breath coming in shallow, desperate gasps. The memory of Marcus, his powerful body, the sheer size of him, his eyes closed in ecstasy, was seared into her mind. She had been a silent observer, an unwilling participant in a moment so private, so raw, it felt like a violation just to have witnessed it.

And yet, she couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Her body betrayed her. A deep, throbbing ache had taken root between her legs, a persistent heat that refused to be ignored. Her nipples were still hard peaks against the thin fabric of her vest, and every brush of the material against them sent a jolt through her. She felt… aware. Awake. In a way she hadn’t in years. Maybe ever.

She squeezed her eyes shut, but the image was burned onto the backs of her eyelids: the powerful flex of his arm, the shocking size of him, the way his seed had painted the glass. And underneath the shame, a treacherous, thrilling current raced. She had seen that. He hadn’t known. A secret, all her own. A glimpse into a raw, powerful world of sensation that had nothing to do with her safe, predictable life.

She felt… awakened. And terrified.

What have I just done?

Shame came first, hot and nauseating. She was a voyeur. A pervert. She’d watched a man masturbate. Her lodger. She squeezed her eyes shut, but the image was burned onto the backs of her eyelids: the powerful flex of his arm, the shocking size of him, the way his seed had painted the glass.

But underneath the shame, a treacherous, thrilling current raced. She had seen that. He hadn’t known. A secret, all her own. A glimpse into a raw, powerful world of sensation that had nothing to do with her safe, predictable life. Her breath finally came in a shaky, ragged gasp. She felt… awakened. And terrified.



Inside the bathroom, the water ran cooler.

Marcus opened his eyes. He reached out and turned the knob, silencing the shower. The silence was profound, broken only by the drip from the tap. A slow, knowing smile touched his lips. He hadn’t heard her leave over the water, but he’d felt it. The shift in the air. The faint, electric tension of a held breath just beyond the steam.

He had been aware the moment the door had creaked open. The draft. The subtle change in the light. He’d chosen his moment to turn, to give her the full, unhindered view. And then he’d performed, just for her. Letting his hand do what she, perhaps, was already imagining.

He looked at the evidence of his climax, streaked and dripping down the glass. His smile deepened. He had wondered, these past few days, about the quiet, watchful wife with the careful eyes. So proper. So, contained.

How much did you see, Hannah? And more importantly… how much did you like it?


Chapter Four: Aftermath

Hannah cleaned.

She cleaned because it was the only safe thing left in the world.

The kitchen didn’t need it. It had been spotless before she even opened her eyes that morning. But she wiped the counters anyway, then polished the sink, then rearranged mugs that were already perfectly aligned.

Movement kept her from thinking.

Or at least, it tried to.

Every time she paused, even for a second, the memory rushed back in. Steam. Water. The shock of what she had seen, what she had felt, what she had stood there watching far longer than she ever should have.

Her body still felt different. Awake. Sensitive. Unsettled.

She hated that.

Stop it, she told herself for the tenth time.

It had been an accident. A mortifying, stupid accident. Nothing more. Marcus hadn’t known she was there. Nothing had happened except her own foolish inability to look away.

If she acted normal, everything would be normal.

Hannah was scrubbing a perfectly clean tap when she heard his door open.

Her heart jumped as if someone had snapped a finger inside her chest.

Footsteps moved down the hallway, calm and measured, already familiar after only a few days. She straightened automatically, smoothing her t-shirt down over her hips without even realising she was doing it.

Then she froze.

In the chaos of the morning, she had never actually dressed. She was still in the tiny cotton shorts she slept in and the thin, soft t-shirt she’d thrown on before heading to the bathroom. No bra. Nothing structured. Nothing protective.

Too late now.

Marcus appeared in the doorway.

He looked entirely composed. Smart casual, relaxed, effortlessly put together, as though his morning had been perfectly ordinary. His hair was still faintly damp, the clean scent of soap clinging lightly to him.

And then he really saw her.

Up until now she had always been neat, contained, dressed for work or wrapped in layers of polite distance. This morning was different. The tiny cotton shorts, the soft, thin t-shirt, the unmistakable fact that she had clearly just rolled out of bed and forgotten the world had changed.

Marcus’s gaze, polite but undeniably human, took in the reality in front of him.

Long, bare legs that seemed to go on far longer than he’d realised. The gentle, natural curve of her hips. The roundness of her heart-shaped ass beneath fabric too light to hide much of anything. The easy, unconscious way she stood there, completely unaware of how revealing she looked.

And then there was the rest of her.

The thin cotton t-shirt clung softly to a full firm breast she usually kept carefully hidden. Full, perfectly formed curves, high and firm, outlined so clearly that there was no disguising them at all. The soft material left little to the imagination, the two sharp points of her large nipples, still hard from earlier she had never intended anyone to notice, the natural peaks beneath the fabric unmistakable.

She wasn’t trying to be provocative. That was the part Marcus registered most.

She was simply, quietly, effortlessly beautiful without realising it.

For a fraction of a second his composure slipped.

Not obviously. Not in any way she would notice. But enough for him to register, with quiet surprise, just how attractive Hannah Reed actually was when she wasn’t hiding behind careful clothes and professional reserve.

She was, he realised, far sexier than he had first thought. Even though when he had first seen her he had thought she had a quiet beauty.

The awareness settled into him, calm and steady. He didn’t stare. He didn’t linger. He simply noticed, filed the information away, and kept his expression exactly as it had been a moment before.

“Morning,” he said, warm and easy.

Hannah swallowed. “Morning.”

Her voice sounded breathier than she intended.

Marcus stepped into the kitchen and glanced around, taking in the gleaming surfaces. “You’re making me feel guilty,” he said with a small smile. “This place already looks like a showroom.”

Hannah managed a weak laugh. “I like to keep busy.”

“I can see that.”

He walked past her to the cupboard, close enough that she caught the faint warmth of him, the subtle smell of fresh shower and clean clothes. Hannah became suddenly, painfully aware of how little stood between her skin and the air.

Don’t be ridiculous, she scolded herself. He has no idea.

Marcus filled the kettle as if nothing in the world were unusual.

“I’m heading back to London shortly,” he said. “I’ll be gone most of the weekend. Back late Sunday night.”

“Right,” Hannah replied. “Okay.”

She busied herself with the cloth again, wiping at an invisible mark because she needed somewhere to put her hands.

He leaned against the counter while he waited for the water to boil, relaxed, unhurried. Hannah, by contrast, felt like every nerve ending in her body had been switched on at once.

She was horribly conscious of her bare legs. Of the way the t-shirt clung too softly to her shape. Of how vulnerable she must look standing there in what was essentially sleepwear.

She felt… exposed.

“So,” Marcus said lightly, “any plans for the weekend?”

“Just normal things,” Hannah answered quickly. Too quickly. “Cleaning, shopping. Quiet stuff.”

“Sounds nice.”

“It is,” she said. “Usually.”

The word slipped out before she could stop it.

Marcus glanced at her then, just briefly, curiosity flickering in his eyes. “Usually?”

Hannah flushed. “I just mean… routine.”

“Routine can be good,” he replied.

The kettle clicked off, and the sudden silence seemed far louder than the boiling had been.

Marcus poured his coffee and took a sip, completely at ease. Hannah watched him from the corner of her eye, hating how aware she was of every small movement he made.

He had no idea.

That was the maddening part. He stood there calm and normal, while she felt like she was balancing on the edge of something dangerous.

“Did you sleep well?” he asked casually.

The question hit her like a spark.

“Yes,” she said at once. “Fine. Very well.”

Too fast. Too bright.

Marcus nodded, accepting it without question. “Good.”

Another pause stretched between them.

Hannah became convinced he could hear her heartbeat. That he could somehow sense the secret she was carrying, the humiliating memory she was trying so desperately to bury.

She crossed her arms, then uncrossed them again, realising the movement only drew attention to herself.

Marcus finished his coffee and set the mug down.

“Well,” he said, pushing away from the counter, “I’ll get out of your way. Enjoy the peace while I’m gone.”

“Thanks,” Hannah managed. “Have a good trip.”

“I will.”

He lingered for half a second in the doorway, looking at her with that same polite, unreadable expression he always wore. Not staring. Not intruding. Just noticing.

It was enough to make her skin prickle.

“See you Sunday,” he said.

“Sunday,” she echoed.

Marcus nodded and disappeared down the hall.

The front door opened, closed.

Silence fell.

Hannah sagged back against the counter and pressed a hand to her face, letting out a shaky breath.

That had been torture.

Not because he’d done anything wrong. Not because he’d said anything inappropriate.

But because standing two feet away from him now felt entirely different from standing two feet away from him yesterday.

She looked down at herself then, at the flimsy shorts, the thin t-shirt, at the careless, intimate way she had greeted him without even thinking.

Heat flooded her cheeks all over again.

But it wasn’t only embarrassment she felt now. Beneath it lingered something deeper, warmer, far more unsettling. Her body still hummed with awareness, alive in a way she didn’t recognise. A low, insistent throb had settled inside her, refusing to be ignored, making every movement feel sharper, every breath feel heavier.

For the first time in her life, desire didn’t feel polite or distant. It felt urgent. Physical. Demanding.

She had always thought of sex as something pleasant, something she enjoyed when the moment was right. Now she stood alone in her quiet kitchen feeling an unfamiliar, restless hunger coiled beneath her skin, a need she had never admitted to before. She didn’t want it; she needed it.

It unnerved her.

As if some locked, sensible part of herself had been quietly opened, and she had no idea how to close it again.

“Get dressed,” she whispered to herself.

Yet she didn’t move immediately.

She stood there a moment longer in the quiet kitchen, listening to the echo of his footsteps fading from her mind, aware of her own body in a way she hadn’t been before.

She told herself she was relieved he would be gone.

That a weekend of space would reset everything.

But as she finally forced herself toward the bedroom, Hannah knew one uncomfortable truth she could no longer avoid.

Nothing about this flat felt the same anymore.

And neither did she.




Chapter Five: Reclaiming the Night

Saturday evening arrived quietly.

Too quietly.

Hannah had spent the day doing exactly what she’d promised herself she would do: cleaning, shopping, tidying cupboards that didn’t need tidying. Luke had woken late, wandered around in joggers and an old hoodie, completely unaware of the storm that had been brewing inside her since morning.

By seven o’clock they were on the sofa with a takeaway balanced on their laps, the television playing something neither of them was really watching.

Ordinary. Safe. Familiar.

Exactly what she needed.

Luke nudged her foot with his. “Nice having the place to ourselves, isn’t it?”

Hannah forced a smile. “It is.”

And it should have been.

Marcus was gone. The flat was theirs again. No footsteps in the hall, no closed door at the end of the corridor, no quiet presence making the walls feel thinner than they really were.

Luke stretched his legs out on the sofa and grinned. “How good is this?” he said. “We get the money from Marcus and then the place to ourselves at the weekend. Best of both worlds.”

Hannah managed a small smile. “Yes. It is.”

But the moment he said Marcus’s name; her mind betrayed her.

Instead of thinking about bills or quiet weekends, she saw something entirely different.

Steam. Warm water. The smooth, powerful lines of Marcus’s body, all effortless strength and unselfconscious ease. The broad sweep of his shoulders, the hard definition of his back, the easy, confident way he had moved as if completely alone in the world.

The image rose up without permission, vivid and impossible to push away.

His big thick cock! She remembered the shock of it, the way her breath had caught, the sudden, dangerous awareness that had flooded through her as she stood there rooted to the spot. The raw, undeniable masculinity of him, the private moment she was never meant to witness, the feeling that she had stumbled into something far more intimate than she could handle.

And more than that, she remembered how it had left her afterwards.

The restless heat that had curled low inside her. The unfamiliar ache that had followed her all day, a sharp, unsettling reminder that her body had reacted long before her mind could catch up. She had felt alive in a way she didn’t recognise, charged and unsettled, carrying a secret she couldn’t admit to anyone, not even herself.

Hannah swallowed and forced her eyes back to the television.

But the memory lingered anyway, warm and insistent, refusing to be packed neatly away.

Heat curled low in her stomach.

She shifted on the sofa, suddenly far too aware of her own body, of the restless, unsettled feeling that had followed her all day. The need she’d felt afterwards, sharp and unfamiliar, flickered back to life at the edges of her thoughts.

“Hannah?” Luke said. “You, okay?”

She blinked, forcing herself back to the present. “Fine. Just tired.”

Luke smiled and squeezed her knee. “Good tired or bad tired?”

Hannah turned to answer him.

And something in her expression made Luke pause.

He knew that look. Or at least he thought he did. But this was different. Her eyes were darker, more focused, carrying an intensity he wasn’t used to seeing directed at him. For a moment he forgot what he’d even asked.

“Hannah?” he said, a little uncertain.

She didn’t look away.

All day she had felt restless, wound tight, alive in a way she didn’t understand. Now, sitting beside Luke, with the flat quiet and Marcus hundreds of miles away, that energy finally found a direction.

For the first time in their relationship, the decision wasn’t going to be his.

Hannah leaned closer, her voice softer, steadier than she felt.

“Let’s go to bed.”

Luke stared at her, surprised. “You mean… now?”

“Yes,” she said simply.

There was no hesitation in her tone. No nervous laugh. No polite uncertainty. Just a calm, deliberate certainty he had never heard from her before.

Luke’s eyebrows lifted, then a slow smile spread across his face. “Okay,” he said, already switching off the television. “Okay, then.”

He stood and held out his hand.

Hannah took it without a second thought.

As he led her down the hallway toward the bedroom, she told herself she was doing this for all the right reasons. To reconnect. To feel close to Luke again. To push away the images that had haunted her since morning.

But deep down, she knew it was more than that.

Tonight, she needed to feel something real.

And for the first time in her life, she was the one choosing to chase it.

Luke’s smile was soft, pleased. “Okay,” he murmured, and let her lead him by the hand down the short hall to their bedroom. The familiar space, the white duvet, the framed photo of their university graduation, the tidy stack of books on her nightstand, felt like a stage. A stage where she was about to perform a role, she’d forgotten the lines to.

Her fingers went to the hem of her loose t-shirt. His hands settled gently on her waist. They undressed each other quietly, the rustle of fabric the only sound. When he reached for her, she stepped into his arms, their skin meeting. His was familiar, smooth, warm. She kissed him, trying to pour all her need into it, trying to feel the connection her mind was screaming for.

His lips were gentle. His touch was kind. It was all as it always was.

He guided her to the bed, his movements unhurried. She lay back, watching him as he settled between her legs, his pale, slender frame a stark contrast against their dark sheets. He kissed her stomach, her hip, his warm breath ghosting over her skin.

“I love you, Han,” he whispered, a ritual before he began.

“I love you too,” she breathed back, the words automatic, true, but they felt like they were coming from a different part of her.

Then his mouth was on her, and she gasped. It was good. It was always good. Luke was attentive, diligent, his tongue tracing familiar patterns that had always made her sigh and arch. Pleasure began to build, a warm, rising tide. She closed her eyes, giving herself over to it, seeking the oblivion she craved.

But her mind wouldn’t quiet.

Instead of sinking into sensation, she found herself hovering above it, observing. The warmth between her legs was pleasant, but it was a distant glow compared to the inferno that had consumed her in the steamy bathroom. Luke’s tongue was soft, careful. She remembered the hard, demanding flex of Marcus’s forearm, the raw power in his grip as he’d stroked himself.

A flush of shame heated her chest. No. Think about Luke. Your husband. This is real.

She reached down, her fingers tangling in Luke’s soft hair, urging him, trying to guide him deeper, harder. He responded, increasing the pressure slightly, but it was still… polite. Controlled.

Her hips lifted off the bed, seeking more. The ache inside her was different tonight. It wasn’t just a need for release; it was a hunger, a vast, empty space that this gentle, loving attention couldn’t fill. She felt a twist of frustration, sharp and unexpected.

And then, unbidden, the image slammed into her: Marcus, head thrown back, water streaming over the thick, roped muscle of his neck and shoulders. The sheer, shocking size of him, even soft. The way it had grown, thick and heavy and black, in his hand.

A violent, shocking throb of arousal clenched deep in her belly, so intense it made her gasp aloud.

Luke mistook it for pleasure. He hummed against her, a sound of encouragement, and doubled his efforts.

But Hannah was gone. Her body was here, receiving her husband’s devotion, but her mind was trapped in that bathroom. She could see it. The slow, luxurious stroke of Marcus’s large hand from the root to the broad, flared tip. The way his other hand had braced against the tile, muscles standing out in stark relief. The sound of it, wet and rhythmic, louder than the shower.

She imagined that hand on her. Not gentle. Demanding. She imagined that thickness, that impossible fullness, pushing into her instead of his fist. The thought was so vivid, so physically arresting, that her legs trembled. Dampness flooded her, a sudden, embarrassing gush that had nothing to do with Luke’s tongue.

Guilt was a sour taste in her throat. She opened her eyes, staring at the ceiling, trying to anchor herself in the sight of their familiar light fixture. Stop it. This is Luke. He loves you.

Luke shifted, sensing her peak was near. His fingers joined his mouth, slipping inside her with practiced ease. They were slender, clever. They knew her body. But as they curled, seeking that sweet spot, all she could think was not enough. They didn’t fill her. They didn’t stretch her. They were… average. A fact she had never once considered, never once cared about, until this moment.

The comparison was cruel, involuntary. Luke’s gentle, earnest touch versus the memory of that thick, veined shaft. The mental juxtaposition was so stark it felt like a betrayal.

“Luke,” she gasped, her voice strained. “I need you. Now.”

He understood. He always did. He moved up her body, his face flushed, his own arousal evident. He was hard, and she reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length. It was familiar. Comfortable. Average. The touch that had once felt sweet and intimate now felt… small. Her fingers wrapped all the way around him.

Oh God. The thought was a silent scream in her head. She shoved it away, guiding him to her.

He entered her slowly, with a tender sigh that brushed her cheek. “You feel so good, Han. So wet.”

She wrapped her legs around his narrow hips, pulling him deeper, trying to make it feel like enough. The friction was nice. The closeness was warm. But it was like trying to quench a wildfire with a glass of water.

Her body moved with his, a well-rehearsed rhythm. She moaned, the sounds feeling forced in her own ears. To compensate, she held him tighter, dug her nails into his back, trying to summon the passion that felt just out of reach.

But her mind kept drifting back to the steam, the scent of soap and male musk, the sight of that powerful release. She imagined Marcus over her instead, his broader shoulders blocking the light, his darker skin against hers, his weight pinning her down. She imagined his hands, large and sure, gripping her hips, taking what he wanted from her. The fantasy was so potent, so shockingly detailed, that a real, ragged moan tore from her throat.

“Yes,” Luke whispered, encouraged, his pace quickening.

She clung to him, her face buried in his shoulder, as the two realities collided. Luke’s gentle thrusts. Marcus’s imagined, powerful drives. Luke’s soft pants in her ear. Marcus’s low, guttural groan in her memory. The safe, loving union of her marriage. The dangerous, primal hunger coiling in her gut.

It was the fantasy that tipped her over the edge. As Luke shuddered and spilled into her with a soft, familiar cry, Hannah’s climax crashed over her. It was intense, sharper than usual, wrung from her not by her husband’s loving touch, but by a secret, shameful image of another man. Her body convulsed, a series of sharp, almost painful clenches around Luke, as she pictured a different, thicker cock pumping into her, filling her utterly.

They collapsed together, sweaty and breathless. Luke kissed her temple, his arm heavy and comfortable across her waist. “Wow,” he breathed, nuzzling her hair. “That was… you were amazing.”

Hannah stared at the wall, her heart still slamming against her ribs. The physical pleasure was ebbing, leaving behind a cold, hollow clarity.

She had just had sex with her husband. A good, loving, intimate act. And she had spent the entire time fantasizing about another man’s cock.

A deep, trembling breath shook her. This wasn’t just a stray thought. This was a fundamental shift. The need that had awoken in her this morning wasn’t quenched; it was defined. It wasn’t for sex. It was for that. For rawness, for dominance, for a masculinity that was confident and demanding and utterly overwhelming.

Luke’s breathing evened out into sleep.

She lay perfectly still, the truth settling over her like a weight. Something had broken open inside her. A need for something stronger, more primal. A need for a lover who didn’t ask but took. And the knowledge of it, lying there in her marital bed, was the most terrifying thing she had ever felt.


Chapter Six: Dressing for Someone Else

Monday afternoons always had a particular feel.

By the time Hannah walked back through the flat door after school she was usually tired in the pleasant, orderly way she understood. The day behind her. The rest of the evening neatly planned.

Today felt different.

The moment she stepped inside, she was aware of the silence, of the faint unfamiliar scent that now lived permanently in the hallway, of the closed door at the end that belonged to someone else.

Marcus would be back soon.

The thought arrived uninvited, sharp and specific.

She told herself it meant nothing. Of course, she knew roughly what time he usually got in from work. She’d noticed the routine without meaning to, the steady rhythm of his evenings over the last couple of weeks. It was simply information, like knowing the time or the weather.

Still, the flat felt as though it were waiting.

Hannah set her bag down, kicked off her shoes, and headed straight for the shower. School days always left her feeling slightly rumpled, slightly used up, and she wanted the familiar comfort of warm water washing it away.

Standing beneath the warm spray, Hannah closed her eyes and tried to let the day wash away. Instead, her thoughts slipped, almost inevitably, back to Saturday morning. The steam, the sound of running water, the image she had fought all weekend to forget. It returned now with embarrassing clarity, uninvited and stubborn. She remembered how she’d felt afterwards, the restless heat that had followed her around the flat, the unfamiliar flutter low in her stomach that hadn’t quite gone away. Even now, alone in her own shower, the memory stirred something inside her she wished she could ignore. She shifted beneath the water, unsettled by how easily the thought of him could still make her feel warm and aware.

When she finally stepped out, wrapped in a towel, the house was still quiet. Luke wouldn’t be home for at least another hour. Marcus would probably arrive around dinner time.

Probably.

Hannah moved to the bedroom and began to get dressed the way she usually did: practical underwear, comfortable jeans, something loose on top. Ordinary. Safe.

She had the outfit in her hands.

And then she stopped.

Her gaze drifted to the back of the wardrobe, to a pair of jeans she rarely wore anymore. Skin-tight hipsters she’d bought years ago and gradually pushed aside in favour of softer, more sensible clothes.

Luke had always liked them.

“They really show off your sexy ass,” he’d told her once with an embarrassed grin. “You should wear them more.”

Hannah hesitated.

Why did that matter right now?

She pictured Marcus’s calm, composed face. The easy way he carried himself. The polite, unreadable way he looked at her as if nothing in the world could unsettle him.

A strange, reckless thought flickered through her mind.

A black man… the silly stereotype about big booties…

The idea made her cheeks warm instantly.

“That’s ridiculous,” she muttered aloud.

And yet she didn’t put the jeans back.

Slowly, almost experimentally, she pulled them out and laid them on the bed.

Next came a bra she hadn’t worn in months, delicate lace instead of the plain cotton she usually chose. Smaller. Prettier. The kind she’d once bought to feel attractive rather than practical.

Then a fitted top, soft and snug, nothing outrageous, but far more revealing than the loose things she normally threw on after work.

‘There’s nothing wrong about dressing up for her husband,’ she told herself.

Hannah dressed piece by piece, aware of every decision as she made it.

When she finished, she stood in front of the mirror.

The reflection surprised her.

The jeans hugged her exactly the way Luke always said they did, shaping her in ways she usually preferred not to notice. The top clung gently to her figure, the lace beneath it faintly suggested rather than hidden. Her hair, still damp from the shower, fell loose around her shoulders.

She looked… different.

More confident. More aware. More like a version of herself she rarely allowed out.

For a moment she simply stared.

It felt as if she’d dressed up.

Not for work. Not for comfort. Not even really for Luke.

The realisation landed with uncomfortable clarity.

She was doing this for Marcus.

The thought made guilt bloom hot and immediate in her chest.

“What are you doing?” she whispered to the mirror.

She wasn’t planning anything. She wasn’t trying to impress him. She certainly wasn’t trying to flirt.

She was just… choosing to look nice.

That was all.

Plenty of women did that. It didn’t have to mean anything.

Still, Hannah couldn’t quite meet her own eyes as she said it.

From the hallway came the faint sound of a key in the front door.

Hannah’s heart jumped.

For a split second she thought it was Marcus, and the flutter in her stomach betrayed her before she could stop it.

Then Luke’s familiar voice called out, “Hey! I’m home.”

Relief washed over her so quickly she almost laughed at herself.

“Hi,” she called back, forcing brightness into her tone.

She stepped out of the bedroom just as Luke came into the hallway, shrugging off his jacket. He looked tired in the comfortable, end-of-workday way he always did, tie already loosened, sleeves rolled up.

And then he really looked at her.

His expression changed immediately.

“Well, hello,” he said, eyebrows lifting in surprise. “Don’t you look nice.”

Hannah felt a warm rush of pleasure at the words, far stronger than she expected.

“Do I?” she asked lightly.

Luke grinned, taking her in from head to toe. “Definitely. Those jeans… I haven’t seen those in ages.”

She shrugged, trying to sound casual. “Felt like a change.”

“Good change,” he said, stepping closer and kissing her cheek. “You look amazing.”

The simple compliment settled something inside her.

For the first time since she’d dressed, Hannah felt the knot of guilt loosen. Of course she had done this for Luke. He liked it. He noticed. That was all that mattered.

She’d been overthinking everything.

“Dinner will be ready soon,” she said, relieved to have something normal to focus on.

“Smells great,” Luke replied. “I’ll just get changed.”

He disappeared into the bedroom, leaving Hannah alone in the kitchen with a faint, grateful smile on her face.

See? she told herself. Perfectly innocent.

She turned back to preparing the food, calmer now, more grounded, almost comfortable again in her own skin.

Then, a little while later, she heard it.

Another key in the front door.

This time she knew exactly who it was.

Her pulse skipped before she could stop it.

Footsteps crossed the hallway, steady and familiar, and Marcus’s calm voice carried through to the kitchen.

“Good evening.”

Hannah straightened instinctively, smoothing her top down over her hips.

“Hi,” she replied, hoping she sounded normal.

Marcus appeared in the doorway a moment later, still in his work clothes, composed and unhurried as always. His gaze met hers, polite and easy.

But Hannah felt it anyway.

That tiny spark of awareness she could no longer pretend didn’t exist.

He smiled. “Something smells good.”

“Just cooking,” she said quickly. “Nothing special.”

Marcus glanced briefly around the kitchen, then back to her. “Looks special to me.”

This time his eyes lingered a fraction longer than usual.

He took in the difference immediately.

The fitted top, the snug jeans, the way the fabric followed her shape instead of hiding it. He had grown used to seeing Hannah neat, modest, almost deliberately understated, as though she preferred to disappear a little inside her clothes.

Tonight was something else entirely.

Any adult man with eyes would have noticed. The jeans curved closely over her hips, outlining the soft, rounded shape pf her ass she usually kept carefully disguised. The top rested lightly against her, revealing the full, natural curve of her firm breasts beneath in a way that was impossible to miss.

There was nothing exaggerated about it. Nothing forced. Just the simple fact that she was an attractive woman who had, for once, chosen not to conceal it.

Marcus registered all of this in a quiet, appreciative instant.

He didn’t stare. He didn’t let his expression change. But he saw her differently now, standing there in the warm kitchen light, suddenly more aware, more confident, more present.

And he wondered, not for the first time, what had prompted the change.

This is new, he thought.

And just as quickly he understood why.

The memory of Saturday morning flickered at the edge of his mind. The faint shift in the air. The feeling of being watched. He had wondered then whether he’d imagined it.

Looking at her now, he was certain he hadn’t.

She looked confident. A little nervous. And undeniably beautiful.

He said nothing about it, of course. He never would.

But he absorbed the sight anyway, quietly appreciating what she was suddenly, deliberately showing.

Hannah felt heat touch her cheeks.

Across the flat, Luke called out cheerfully from the bedroom, “Dinner almost ready?”

“Nearly,” she answered.

The ordinary sounds of their life filled the space around them.

Yet as Hannah turned back to the stove, acutely conscious of Marcus standing only a few feet away, she realised one uncomfortable truth.

No matter how much she wanted to believe otherwise, nothing about these evenings was ever going to feel ordinary again.

Just tell me where you want Chapter Six to go from here.


Chapter Seven: Routines

By midweek, life had settled again into something that almost resembled normal.

Almost.

The flat found its rhythm the way homes always do. Mornings became predictable: Hannah up early for school, Luke leaving not long after with a travel mug in hand, Marcus already gone before either of them most days.

Evenings followed their own pattern. Dinner, a little television, polite conversation over cups of tea. Shared spaces used carefully, respectfully, like an unspoken agreement everyone followed.

From the outside, it would have looked perfectly ordinary.

Hannah told herself it was perfectly ordinary.

She went to work. She marked books. She chatted with colleagues about weekend plans and staff meetings and the small dramas of primary school life. On the surface, she was exactly the same woman she had always been.

Only her clothes had quietly changed.

Without quite admitting it to herself, Hannah had begun choosing outfits she normally saved for special occasions, even for ordinary school days. Earlier in the week she’d worn a slim pencil skirt with a fitted white blouse, neat and professional, yet far more flattering than the loose dresses she usually favoured. Luke had noticed immediately that evening, telling her she looked “really smart,” his eyes lingering a little longer than usual.

Another day she’d chosen tailored trousers and a soft cream top that followed her shape instead of disguising it, paired with simple heels she rarely bothered with anymore. Marcus had paused in the hallway that morning, offering a polite compliment about how “put together” she looked before heading out to work himself.

Small things. Subtle things.

Nothing inappropriate, nothing overt. Just a gentle shift from hiding herself to presenting herself.

Hannah told herself it was only a phase, a bit of renewed confidence, perhaps even a desire to feel more grown-up in her first proper teaching job. Yet she was aware, in the quietest corner of her mind, that she was enjoying being noticed again, enjoying the way Luke looked at her with fresh appreciation, and the way Marcus’s calm, respectful gaze seemed to register the difference too.

Outwardly, everything appeared unchanged.

Inside, Hannah knew she was not quite the same.

Yet she was aware, more than ever, of the flat as a shared place rather than simply her home.

Marcus’s presence was gentle and unobtrusive. He never overstayed in the kitchen, never left a mess, never pushed for conversation. If anything, he was the ideal lodger Luke had promised he would be.

That, somehow, made everything harder to dismiss.

Thursday evening arrived in the familiar way. Hannah was chopping vegetables at the counter while Luke sat at the small kitchen table with his laptop open, half working, half pretending not to.

Marcus was out, likely at the gym or meeting friends. The flat belonged to the two of them for the moment.

Luke looked up from his screen.

“Hey,” he said casually. “I forgot to mention earlier. I’ve got to go up to the Manchester office next week.”

Hannah paused, knife in hand. “Oh?”

“Yeah. Monday morning,” he continued. “Just for a few days. Maybe two, maybe three. Depends how the work goes.”

She nodded slowly, turning back to the vegetables. “Right.”

Luke didn’t seem to notice the tiny shift in her expression. “It’s annoying, but it’s good for work. They want me there in person.”

“That makes sense,” Hannah replied.

Inside, something tightened.

Luke travelling wasn’t unusual. He’d done it before, plenty of times. Overnight stays, short trips, the occasional week away. It had never bothered her.

Until now.

“So, it’ll just be you and Marcus for a bit,” Luke added lightly. “Housemates holding the fort.”

He laughed as he said it, completely at ease.

Hannah managed a small smile in return. “Yes. Housemates.”

The word felt strange on her tongue.

Luke stretched and closed his laptop. “At least it means you’ll get the bed to yourself. No snoring.”

“You don’t snore,” she said automatically.

“I absolutely do,” he replied with a grin.

They fell into comfortable conversation after that, discussing practical things, what Luke needed to pack, whether he’d take the train or drive. Ordinary, everyday details.

But beneath it all, Hannah felt a quiet, persistent awareness she couldn’t shake.

Two or three nights.

Alone in the flat.

With Marcus.

She hated that the thought made her nervous.

Not just nervous, she realised with an uncomfortable honesty. It was something deeper than that now, something warmer and far more unsettling. The idea of being alone in the flat with Marcus didn’t only make her uneasy, it stirred that same quiet heat she had been trying to ignore all week.

Her mind, against her will, went straight back to the morning in the bathroom. The steam, the shock, the way her body had reacted before her thoughts could catch up. She had spent days pretending it was nothing, yet the memory still lived beneath her skin, stubborn and vivid.

Just her and Marcus.

The phrase echoed in her head with far more weight than it should have.

Hannah turned onto her side in the dark and told herself again that it was ridiculous, that nothing would be different simply because Luke was away for a few nights.

But even as she repeated it, she could feel that familiar flutter returning, low and insistent, refusing to be reasoned away.

Normal, she reminded herself.

Everything was going to be perfectly normal.

She only wished she believed it.

Nothing would happen. Of course nothing would happen. There was no reason to think otherwise. They were adults. Civilised, sensible people living under the same roof.

Still, as she lay in bed later that night beside Luke, listening to his familiar breathing, Hannah found her mind wandering ahead to Monday evening.

To the sound of the front door opening.
To polite greetings in the hallway.
To shared kitchens and quiet rooms and long stretches of time with no one else around.

She told herself she was being ridiculous.

Life was returning to normal. Exactly as it should.

But even as she closed her eyes and tried to sleep, Hannah couldn’t quite convince herself that normal meant the same thing anymore.


Chapter Eight: Just the Two of Them

Monday morning arrived far too early.

Luke had slipped out before dawn, trying to be quiet and failing in the way only half-awake people do. A kiss on her cheek, the soft rustle of a suitcase, a whispered “See you in a few days,” and then the front door closing on the first trip of the week.

Hannah lay in bed listening to the silence he left behind.

The flat felt different immediately. Emptier. Bigger. As if every room suddenly echoed a little more than it used to.

She went through her school day on autopilot, smiling at children, answering questions, marking work, but underneath it all she carried the constant, unspoken awareness of what waited at home.

Just her.

And Marcus.

By the time she let herself back into the flat that afternoon, the quiet felt almost heavy. No television on. No Luke wandering in to ask how her day had been. Just the ticking of the kitchen clock and the faint hum of the fridge.

Hannah showered, letting the warm water rinse away the day, and then stood in front of her wardrobe wrapped in a towel, suddenly unsure of something that had never troubled her before.

What should she wear?

It felt ridiculous to hesitate over such a simple decision. This was her home. She was allowed to be comfortable. She didn’t need to impress anyone.

And yet she found herself staring at the familiar rows of clothes as if they belonged to a stranger.

If Luke were here, she’d throw on something soft and casual without a second thought.

But Luke wasn’t here.

Eventually she pulled out a light vest top, the kind she normally wore only around the house on lazy weekends. Comfortable. Simple. Easy.

She reached for a bra automatically, then paused.

Why should she have to? she thought with a small flash of stubbornness. It was her evening. Her flat. She deserved to relax.

The decision felt oddly rebellious.

Hannah opened the drawer and began dressing out of habit, slipping on a plain, sensible pair of cotton boy-shorts, the kind she wore most days without thinking. Practical. Safe.

Next, she chose a skirt she hadn’t worn in years, mid-thigh and gently fitted, something she used to love before practicality slowly replaced confidence. She held it up, hesitated, imagining how it would sit, how it would move.

The boy-shorts suddenly felt all wrong.

Too ordinary.

With a faint, guilty flutter in her stomach, Hannah pulled them off again and reached instead for a smaller, far less sensible option tucked at the back of the drawer. A simple black thong she rarely had reason to wear anymore.

She slid it on quickly, trying not to overthink what she was doing.

Then she stepped into the skirt.

In the mirror she barely recognised herself.

Casual, yes. But softer, more feminine, more aware.

“I’m not doing this for him,” she muttered.

She wasn’t.

Mostly.

By early evening she was in the kitchen cooking, falling into the soothing rhythm of chopping and stirring. She’d chosen one of Luke’s favourite recipes without really thinking about it, something comforting and familiar that filled the flat with warm, inviting smells.

Normality, she told herself. That was all this was.

Then, just after six, she heard the key in the front door.

Her heart jumped despite her best intentions.

Marcus.

The door opened and closed. Footsteps crossed the hallway. The familiar sound of a bag being set down.

From the doorway he called out, “Evening.”

“Hi,” Hannah replied, trying to sound casual.

Marcus walked into the kitchen and stopped.

For a brief, honest moment he forgot to hide his reaction.

He had expected the usual version of Hannah: neat, modest, carefully put together in a way that never drew attention. What he saw instead made him pause.

She stood at the counter in a soft vest top and a fitted skirt that showed far more of her than he had ever seen before. Bare shoulders. Long legs. The easy, natural confidence of a woman at home in her own space.

It was the first time he’d ever seen her look openly feminine rather than simply practical.

And it suited her far more than he’d imagined.

Marcus let his gaze move over her in a single, discreet sweep, taking in the gentle curve of her hips, the way the skirt followed her shape, the relaxed softness of the top.

He had expected the usual version of Hannah: neat, modest, carefully put together in a way that never drew attention. What he saw instead made him pause.

She stood at the counter in a soft vest top and a fitted skirt that left very little to the imagination. Bare shoulders. Long legs. Fabric that followed every line of her far more closely than anything she had ever worn around him before.

This wasn’t casual.

This was deliberate.

Marcus realised that at once. The difference was impossible to miss. Hannah had chosen to look overtly, unmistakably sexy tonight, in a way he had never seen from her, and there was only one person here to see it.

It was obvious who it was for.

Luke’s beautiful wife, he thought quietly.

Dressed to be comfortable, perhaps. But impossible not to notice.

There was only one person she would be spending time with tonight.

Him.

Marcus realised that fact with calm, private interest.

He recovered his composure a second later, offering a warm, easy smile. “Something smells amazing.”

“Just a recipe,” Hannah said, suddenly far too aware of how little stood between her and his attention.

“Whatever it is, I’m impressed,” Marcus replied.

He lingered a fraction longer than usual, the compliment hanging lightly in the air. Not flirtatious. Not forward. Simply appreciative.

Then another thought settled quietly into place.

She’s cooked for me as well.

Marcus glanced at the stove, at the carefully prepared meal, the set table, the effort that went beyond simple politeness. Hannah had never done that before. Normally they shared space, shared meals by coincidence. Tonight felt different.

Intentional.

The realisation warmed him more than he expected.

Hannah felt the warmth rise in her cheeks.

“How was your day?” she asked quickly, turning back to the stove to give herself something to do.

“Busy,” he said. “But good.”

The conversation settled into safe, ordinary territory after that, the kind of polite small talk they’d perfected over the past few weeks.

Yet beneath it all Hannah was acutely conscious of one simple, undeniable truth.

Tonight, there was no buffer.

No Luke in the next room.
No familiar routine to hide inside.
Just the two of them, alone in a warm, quiet kitchen.

And as Marcus leaned casually against the counter, talking easily about his day, Hannah realised she was far more aware of him than she had ever allowed herself to be before.

Marcus, meanwhile, had already understood something she had not.

The clothes.
The effort.
The meal.
The nervous energy she couldn’t quite control.

He recognised the signals long before she did.

She thinks she’s being subtle, he thought.

She wasn’t.

He set his mug down and stepped closer.

“You look different tonight,” he said quietly.

Hannah swallowed. “Different?”

“In a good way,” Marcus replied. “A very good way.”

Her pulse fluttered. “I just… felt like dressing up.”

“For me?” he asked gently.

The question hung between them, impossible to avoid.

Hannah searched for an answer and found none.

“I didn’t plan it,” she whispered.

Marcus studied her for a long second. “But you did it anyway.”

The air shifted.

He reached out slowly, giving her every chance to move away, and let his hand rest lightly at her waist. Not grabbing. Not demanding. Simply claiming the space between them.

“Tell me to stop,” he said softly.

Hannah’s breath caught.

Every sensible part of her screamed that she should.

But the last week surged back in an instant: the restless heat, the memory she couldn’t escape, the vision of him naked in the shower, his big black cock, the need she had carried silently since Saturday morning.

She didn’t step back.

Marcus tilted her chin up with gentle fingers. “Tell me to stop, Hannah.”

Her heart hammered.

“Don’t,” she whispered.

That word was all the permission he needed.

Marcus kissed her.

For a fraction of a second she stiffened, hands lifting to his chest in shock at what she was allowing. Then the world she had been clinging to fell away.

His warmth.
His strength.
The memory of him that had haunted her.

Everything overcame her in a single, breathless moment.

Her resistance melted.

And Hannah, fully aware of what she was doing, chose to kiss him back.


Chapter Nine: Surrender

His mouth was soft at first, a gentle, questioning pressure. He’s letting me choose, she thought wildly. He could take, but he’s letting me choose.

And Hannah, fully aware of what she was doing, chose to kiss him back.

It was a small movement. A tilt of her head, a parting of her lips. But it was a detonation. The softness vanished. His arm around her waist tightened, cinching her against the hard wall of his chest. His other hand came up, fingers tangling in her hair, not pulling, just… holding. Claiming. His mouth opened over hers, and his tongue swept inside, hot and insistent, tasting of red wine and a dark, masculine certainty that short-circuited every last rational thought.

A whimper vibrated in her throat. It wasn’t protest. It was pure, shocking surrender. Her hands, which had been limp at her sides, flew up, clutching at the soft fabric of his t-shirt. Not pushing away. Anchoring herself as the world tilted.

He broke the kiss, just far enough to look at her. His eyes were black pools in the low light, reading every flicker of fear and desire on her face. His breath was warm against her wet lips. “This is what you want,” he murmured, not a question. A confirmation.

She couldn’t speak. She just stared, her chest heaving. The guilt was a cold stone in her stomach, but it was being smothered, melted, by a heat that was spreading through her veins like lava. Luke is in Manchester. He trusts you. The thought was a distant echo, drowned out by the pound of her own heart.

Marcus didn’t wait for words. He bent his head, his lips trailing a blazing path down the column of her neck. She gasped, her head falling back against the cabinet. His mouth was on her collarbone, then lower, his teeth grazing the sensitive swell of her breast above the neckline of her top. The thin, silky fabric was no barrier. Her nipple hardened into a painful, aching peak, and he zeroed in on it through the material, his mouth hot and wet.

“Oh God,” she breathed, the words torn from her.

His hands were everywhere. One slid down her back, over the curve of her hip, squeezing the flesh there with a possessiveness that made her knees buckle. The other was at her side, fingers deftly finding the zip of her skirt. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet kitchen. Click. Ssssshhh.

Panic flared, sharp and bright. “Marcus, wait….”

“Shhh,” he soothed against her breast, his hand pausing. He looked up, his gaze locking with hers. “Do you want me to stop?”

It was the only out he would give her. And she knew, with a clarity that was terrifying, that if she said yes, he would. He would step back, adjust his clothes, and the unbearable tension would shatter into a million shards of awkwardness. Their life would go back to normal. Safe. Dead.

The word wouldn’t come. She shook her head, a tiny, desperate movement.

His smile was slow, devastating. “Good.”

He peeled her skirt and the skimpy thoong down her thighs in one smooth, relentless motion. The cool air hit her bare skin, and she shuddered. He knelt before her, his large hands pushing her thighs apart. She was exposed, utterly, to his gaze. She wanted to cover herself, to hide the slick evidence of her betrayal, but her arms were leaden.

He looked at her, his eyes drinking her in. “So beautiful,” he said, his voice a rough caress. “So wet for me already.”

The shame was exquisite. It curled her toes. He didn’t touch her there yet. Instead, he leaned forward, pressing a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the inside of her thigh. Then another, higher. His stubble scraped her sensitive skin, a delicious friction. She cried out, her fingers fisting in his dark, close-cropped hair.

He finally touched her. Not with his fingers. With his tongue. A slow, flat, luxurious stroke right through her soaked folds.

Her entire body jerked. A strangled sob of pleasure broke from her lips. It was nothing like Luke’s careful, circling attentions. This was consumption. He licked her with a focused, carnal hunger, his tongue broad and strong, delving into her, tasting her deeply. He found her clit and sucked it into his mouth, and her vision whited out for a second. Her hips bucked off the cabinet, seeking more, harder.

“Please,” she begged, not even knowing what she was asking for.

He gave it to her. His tongue lashed her, flicking and pressing with a rhythm that was both relentless and perfectly tuned. One of his hands came up, his thumb replacing his mouth on her clit, rubbing tight, dizzying circles, while his mouth moved lower. And then she felt it, the blunt, insistent pressure of a finger, then two, sliding deep inside her.

She was so tight. It had never been this full, this stretched. He worked them in slowly, his knuckles brushing against her, and she moaned, a long, low sound of pure want. He began to pump his fingers, curling them on each inward stroke, finding a spot that made her see stars. His thumb never stopped its maddening circles.

The dual sensations were too much. The coil in her belly wound impossibly tight. Guilt, fear, Luke’s face, they all blurred into static. There was only this. His mouth, his hands, the building, screaming pressure. She was babbling, pleading, her thighs trembling violently around his head.

“Come for me, Hannah,” he commanded, his voice muffled against her flesh.

It wasn’t a request. It was an order. And her body obeyed instantly.

The climax ripped through her, violent and shuddering. It wasn’t the gentle wave she was used to; it was a tsunami, tearing a ragged scream from her throat. Her back arched violently, her heels digging into the floor tiles as she convulsed around his thrusting fingers. He kept her there, riding the waves with his mouth and hand until she was sobbing, oversensitive, pushing weakly at his shoulders.

He rose then, fluid and powerful. His own arousal was a stark, formidable ridge straining against his trousers. His eyes were dark with triumph and lust. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, never breaking eye contact.

Before she could process her own shattered state, his hands were on her waist, lifting her as if she weighed nothing. He turned her, bending her over the laid out kitchen table. Her cheek pressed against the cold wood. Her discarded skirt and thong were around her ankles. She was utterly helpless, exposed.

She heard the rasp of his zip, the rustle of fabric. And then she felt him. The blunt, massive head of him, nudging against her soaked, quivering entrance.

A fresh bolt of fear shot through her. He’s too big. He won’t fit. It’ll tear me apart.

He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his lips at her ear. “Relax,” he murmured, his voice a low vibration that went straight to her core. “Take it. You can take it.”

He pushed forward. Not all the way. Just an inch. A thick, impossible inch that stretched her beyond belief. She gasped, her nails scratching at the table. It burned. It filled.

“More,” she heard herself whisper, the word a shock.

He gave her more. A slow, relentless invasion, stretching her open with a fullness that bordered on pain. She felt every ridge, every vein. He was so deep, so much more than she had ever known. When he was fully seated, she felt impaled, owned, her body struggling to accommodate the sheer girth of him. She was panting, little desperate breaths, her firm breasts squashed against the hard wood.

He stayed there for a long moment, letting her adjust, his body a furnace against her back. Then he withdrew, almost all the way, and slammed back in.

Hannah screamed. It was a sound of shock, of overwhelming sensation. The pain was there, a bright edge, but it was instantly consumed by a pleasure so profound it felt like dying. He set a pace that was nothing like the gentle rocking of her marriage. This was fucking. Primal, driving, powerful thrusts that shoved her forward with each one, that filled her so completely she couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, could only feel.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, holding her in place as he took her. The sounds were obscene, the wet slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her own broken cries. He leaned down again, his teeth grazing her shoulder. “Whose are you right now?” he growled into her ear.

The answer was a truth she could no longer deny. “Yours,” she sobbed. “Yours.”

It unleashed something in him. His thrusts became harder, faster, pistoning into her with a force that shook the table, cutlery clanging as it fell to the floor. The pleasure built again, a tighter, deeper coil this time, fed by the sheer wrongness of it, by the dominance of his body over hers. She was climbing again, faster now, hurtling toward an edge that felt like oblivion.

He felt it. One hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her swollen clit. Two rough circles and she was gone.

Her second climax was a silent, shattering implosion. Her body locked, clamped around him in a vice of ecstasy so intense it was pain. She felt him lose his rhythm, his own control shattering. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came. She felt the hot, pulsing release deep inside her, a flood that marked her irrevocably.

He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the stone, his breath hot and ragged against her neck. They stayed like that for long minutes, joined, the only sound their slowing heartbeats.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A rush of wetness followed a stark, physical reminder.

Hannah couldn’t move. Her cheek was still pressed to the cold wood. She stared at the grain of the table, the reality of what she had just done crashing down with the weight of a continent.

Marcus’s hand came to rest gently on the small of her back. “Hannah,” he said, his voice quiet now, almost gentle.

She flinched at the touch. At the sound of her name in his mouth. She had to face him. She had to see the man who now knew her in a way her husband never would.

Slowly, trembling, she pushed herself upright and turned to lean against the kitchen counter, pulling her top down over her nakedness. She met his eyes. They were calm, watchful, satisfied.

“I…” she began, but her voice cracked. I’m married. I love my husband. What have I done? The words were ashes in her mouth.

He simply looked at her, waiting. The silence stretched, thick with the scent of sex and betrayal.

She couldn't move, her body still trembling from the force of his command. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, his gaze burning into her nakedness. Slowly, she reached for the hem of her top, her hands shaking as she lifted it over her head. The cool air of the kitchen kissed her skin, raising goosebumps as she stood there, vulnerable and exposed.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice low and approving. "Now, serve me."

Her legs felt like they might buckle as she turned toward the stove, the weight of his eyes on her back pushing her forward. She tried to focus on the food, but her mind was a whirlwind of guilt and desire. She stirred the pot mechanically, every movement amplified by the knowledge that he was watching her, waiting for her to fulfil his command.

"Bring it to me," he said, his tone firm and expectant.

She did as she was told, carrying the plate to the table where he sat, still naked, his arousal evident but ignored in the face of her obedience. She set the plate before him, her eyes not leaving his, waiting for further instruction.

They sat naked and ate dinner together. Every bite she could feel his spend leaking down onto her thighs and the kitchen chair.


Epilogue

The flat was quiet again.

Too quiet.

Hannah sat on the edge of the sofa with her phone in her hand, staring at the dark screen as though it might somehow change what had already happened.

The kitchen had been cleaned.
The plates washed.
The evidence carefully erased.

Only she remained.

At ten past nine her phone buzzed. Luke’s name lit up the display and her stomach tightened painfully.

She answered on the third ring.

“Hey,” he said, his voice warm and familiar. “Just got back to the hotel.”

“Hi,” Hannah replied.

She was proud of how normal she sounded.

“How was your day?” Luke asked.

“Busy,” she said automatically. “The kids were lively. You know how Mondays are.”

They talked about small things: meetings, traffic, the awful coffee in the Manchester office. Ordinary, safe topics that belonged to the life she’d been living only a few hours ago.

Luke laughed about something trivial and Hannah closed her eyes.

The sound of him ,steady, kind, completely unaware, made the knot in her chest tighten unbearably.

“So, I’ll be back Wednesday night,” he said. “Probably late, but I’ll be home.”

“Okay,” she whispered.

“I miss you,” Luke added.

The words landed softly and shattered her.

Hannah swallowed hard. “I miss you too.”

There was a pause, comfortable on his end, agonising on hers.

“Love you,” he said.

For a second she couldn’t breathe.

Then she forced the words out, because they were still true, even now.

“I love you too.”

They said goodnight. He promised to call tomorrow. The line went dead.

Hannah lowered the phone and sat very still.

Guilt flooded in at last, heavy and cold. It washed over the warmth, over the reckless thrill, over everything that had carried her through the evening.

I love my husband, she thought desperately.

And yet.

Her body still hummed with the memory of what she had done. The decision she had made. The door she had stepped through and could never close again.

From the hallway she heard the soft creak of a door opening.

Marcus.

He didn’t call out. Didn’t need to. The silence between them felt full now, charged with knowledge they both shared.

Hannah rose slowly from the sofa.

For a long moment she stood there, phone still in her hand, caught between two worlds: the life she had promised herself to, and the one she had chosen tonight.

Then she set the phone down.

Without speaking, she walked down the hallway and into Marcus’s room.

He was waiting for her, calm and certain, as though he had known all along what she would do.

No words were exchanged. None were necessary.

Hannah slipped, naked, into the bed beside him and let the familiar warmth of his arms close around her.

Somewhere inside she understood, with terrifying clarity, that this was not a single mistake.

It was the beginning of something.

For the next two nights she would sleep there, wrapped in the consequences of her choice, carrying Luke’s voice in her memory and Marcus’s presence in her reality.

And by the time Wednesday came, Hannah knew she would never again be the woman she had been on Monday morning.


BOOK TWO – TEASER

Luke comes home.

On the surface, everything slips back into place.

Dinners together. Quiet evenings on the sofa. The familiar rhythm of the life Hannah thought she knew. To anyone watching, she is still the same devoted wife, the same careful, sensible woman she has always been.

But Hannah is no longer that woman.

Now she lives in two worlds.

With Luke, she is safe, loved, and secure, wrapped in the gentle comfort of routine and affection. She smiles, laughs, makes plans for the future they are building together.

And then there are the other moments.

The stolen glances across the kitchen. The secret messages. The charged silences when no one else is around. The dangerous pull of Marcus that she can’t resist, no matter how hard she tries.

What began as one reckless night has become something far more consuming.

Hannah discovers a side of herself she never knew existed, a hunger and intensity that terrifies her even as it thrills her. With Marcus she feels desired, awakened, alive in ways she never imagined. With Luke she feels guilt, loyalty, and a love she doesn’t want to lose.

Sex with Marcus before Luke comes home. The story becomes kinkier, her husband now a cuckold. He unknowingly cleans up after Marcus.

Balancing the two becomes a delicate, thrilling, impossible act.

And every day she wonders the same question:

How long can she keep this new life a secret before it destroys everything she holds dear?
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