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Introduction


You are reading book 4 in my "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas. I also have a very popular series of Stag & Vixen books, my "Hotwife Tales".

If you like to see a 'proper' wife slowly reveal her hidden side, the side of her who was university slut, owned by three men and used, then this book is for you. Our husband realises quickly that he must learn his wife's secrets, even if that means allowing her ex to own her for the night. Very publicly, in front of her old Uni friends.

By the end of the night, our husband watches from a cuck chair as his wife is stretched and used by her three old 'friends'. Clean-up duty awaits.

Trigger Warnings

Please do not read this book if the following will upset you!

Explicit sexual content

Infidelity themes

Humiliation and degradation

Strong cuckold dynamics

Rough group encounters

Verbal domination and power play

Corrections - A Request

I am an independent author and while I have my (hot) wife Rachel to help proof-read my books, I do not have the backing of a huge editorial team, so therefore some mistakes may slip through the editing process.

I am British, and use British English spellings and phrases, so please forgive those if you are American. Arse = Ass and so on.

If you do find mistakes in this text, please do contact me directly so I can correct them. You can email me at contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk or use the form on my website authorchrisrider.co.uk to stay anonymous!

Thank you, Chris.
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Chapter 1: Driving Into Her Past


The hum of tyres under the M25 was a constant drone, like the whole bloody motorway grinding along on the same dull track. The air in the cabin felt thick, wet—August dusk pressing down even with the window cracked. Sweat already slicked Michael’s back, shirt plastered there. He leaned forward slightly, eyes on the red smear of brake lights ahead, each lurch of traffic swallowed with the dead patience years of Croydon-to-Surrey commuting had drilled into him. Not this evening. He wasn’t going to let irritation spoil it. Couldn’t. Not when it was her old world they were driving into. Her world, not his.

Leanne wriggled beside him, tugging at the tartan skirt knotted on her hip, pulling it higher like she knew damn well it was bait. “Be honest, babe,” she tipped her face towards him, lips glossy, eyes twinkling, “do I look like some chic alumna off for champagne with the uni pals… or like I ought to be hanging round Camden smoking rollies with some indie-band prick?”

His chest cinched hot as his gaze betrayed him, flicking down. Black tights stretched smooth, sheer enough to tempt his hand from the steering wheel, the hem of her blouse tied off below her tits to flash a strip of stomach, taunting. Christ. Naughty schoolgirl fancy dress, on his wife. Cheekbones, black bob, mouth painted red and wet, that bare skin flashing whenever she shifted. Jailbait. Trouble. His cock twitched sullenly in his trousers at the thought of some bloke at the bar clocking her and thinking the same.

He coughed, laugh half-choked, throat too dry. “Yeah, love. Dead subtle. No one’ll clock it. Blokes’ eyes’ll be spinning out their sockets all night.”

Her smack on his arm was light, playful, but the glimmer in her eyes wasn’t denial, she liked it. The idea of being looked at. Being wanted.

She flipped the visor, pressed lipstick to its grubby glass, mouth squashing against the smear as she pulled slow, swipes of carmine over her lips. The slow that wasn’t just vanity, it was theatre. “Reckon anyone’ll even clock me now? It’s been years. Everyone’ll have gone dull and boring…”

Like me. The thought nearly slipped out, bitter on his tongue. He bit it back. Kept steady on the wheel instead. “Nah,” he said, mock stern, shaking his head. “Haven’t changed a bloody day. Not one.” Which felt maddeningly true, same sparkle in her eyes, same grin he’d been bowled over by when he’d first met her. Only difference was today she looked more alive than she had in six straight months of Surrey BBQs and him whinging about invoices over the dinner table.

“Ha. Sure.” She smirked, legs stretching long, her Docs thudding the footwell. “Timeless class, this, innit?”

He barked a laugh, eyes darting to the glare of some BMW’s lights as it cut past. His blazer still stank faintly of charity-shop dust, tie already hanging loose. “Reckon I look worse. Like some paedo PE teacher sniffin’ round Year 11 netball practice.”

Her laugh rang out sharp and loud, head tipping back into the headrest until her bob brushed the belt strap. “Don’t be daft! You look fine. Okay, fine… more pound-shop history teacher. Bit wilted. One who grumbles about Year 8s chewing gum.”

He tugged at his lapel, laying a frown over it, hamming it. “Thought we was meant to be a set. You do naughty schoolgirl; I go rogue teacher. Whole point’s the pairing, innit?”

She leaned across, perfume flooding his nose, sweet floral wrapped round that musky undernote that clung heavier the closer she came. Her hand fiddled with his tie into a sloppy knot, shoved it even further skew-whiff, before patting his chest with that grin. “There. Proper authentic. You’ll do.”

Heat bruised through the glass outside, storm-glow light sinking London into silhouette; cranes and towers jagged as teeth against the sky. It pressed tight against the glass; the kind of air that promised sweat’d be rolling before the night even started.

Leanne’s voice quickened, scattering names, fingers back at her hem while her eyes danced. Clare, Fliss, that Charlie who used to have her buckled laughing. She chanted the old rollcall like song lyrics. He’d heard them a hundred times. Names stitched through their five years together like background noise.

“Oh yeah,” he murmured, keeping his eyes on a van swerving across two lanes. “Fliss was queen of clipboards, wasn’t she?”

“Guaranteed she’ll have one tonight!” Leanne clapped, throwing mock drama over the words.

Michael smiled thin, polite. Good old uni days. Good old chaos. All before him. He never had the photos. Never in them. He’d come halfway into her life once the best bits were already lived. Another life. Another girl.

She was off in it again now, laughing about curry nights that ended in some lad dribbling down on her sofa, eyeliner smeared, walls thumped by angry neighbours. Michael held the same frozen smile, eyes pinned to the crawling brake lights ahead. A whole world, buzzing wild and loud, drunk and filthy. No place for Croydon spreadsheets in that version of her.

“You didn’t have to come, y’know?” She said it easily, quieter, her cheer dipping. “It’s not really your thing. Just old mates. You’d be fine staying in with the telly.”

He killed the thought that wanted to agree. His hand left the gearstick, settled heavy across the brake lever, and gripped her thigh firm through smooth tights. Hot from the seat. Christ, imagine some of those old mates seeing her walk in like this without him there-

“Course I had to. It’s your night. Not lettin’ you swan in alone, am I?”

She flashed him a surprised blush, lips parting softly, teeth barely showing. Then that quick grin. “What, you mean you’re my bodyguard now? Think a load of thirty-year-olds deep in mortgages gonna chat me up?”

He scoffed, but nerves gripped like iron under it. “Dressed like that, love?” He nodded at her skirt, bunched dangerously high. “You’ll need a bloody stick to bat ‘em off.”

The words trailed heavy, half a joke, half a warning in his guts. Silence chewed the cabin, heat cranking the sweat under his collar. He stared forward, vision doubled by some fat stone lodged in his belly. Proud of her, yeah. Always. But the image of strangers clocking that tiny skirt, the thighs all tight under the sheen, sent another twist through him. Some bloke staring just one second longer. Some bloke getting the thoughts he could never shake.

Her head leaned towards the glass now, voice lower, pressed with weight. “Mad, innit? Going back in them halls. Feels like stepping right back. That’s where I had my best days.”

The hit was instant. His gut clenched sharply, like a shot gone down wrong. Best days. Not these. Not him. He forced a smile anyway, stretching tired cheekbones. She meant student life. Freedom. Bit of piss-ups, no alarms, no mortgage. Not a bloody sentence on him. It couldn’t be.

“Bet they’ll all have paunches now,” he forced brightness into his voice. “Balding lads bellyaching about kids and bills. I’ll blend right in.” He tilted an eye at her, half-grinning. “You’ll be the only loon strutting round in uniform, drawing all the stares.” His tongue stuck, choking off what his mind was already spitting: shaggable. Slutty.

Her smirk twisted wide, sharp. She’d caught it. Knew. Held it there like a dare.

The perfume hit heavier, musk and blossom thickening every time she leaned close, and it spiralled in him, loud thought burning; all of that scent pouring into a sweaty hall, men all clocking it, catching it as they leaned over her, breathing her in.

“Kentish Town,” she chirped suddenly, sparking bright again, bouncing. “God, babe, we should pass through! Remember I told you about the club by Highgate Road? If you’d ever been, you’d get it. That stretch was mental. Felt ours.”

Her voice ramped, streets spilling from her; bus stops, flats, corridors, all alive and pumping like arteries while she painted them.

Michael’s head ran the opposite way. Quiet Surrey lawns. BBQ Sundays. Measured lives lined clean. No chaos. No threat.

Her touch broke back on his arm, grin cocked. “Hey, don’t go boring on me yet. We’ll have a laugh. Promise.”

He stretched the smile out forced wide. “’Course we will. You’ll shine.” Words from his chest clamped with dread. She always shone. Always.

Her fingertips brushed faintly across his wrist. Gossamer light. “Promise though, hm? If it ever feels like too much for you, you’ll tell me, yeah, and we can go back to the room I’ve got us?”

Her tone sounded different. Not casual. Something in it heavier. He blinked, his own smile twitching under it. “Yeah. Promise.”

But she scattered it off quick, bouncing back into chatter, rattling out what the DJ might stick in the playlist, which drunken anthems they’d slaughter together over flimsy cups of lager.

He let it fill the stale thick cabin, nodding mechanically while London’s lights bled fire through the windscreen. The city was already sweating in anticipation. His hands clenched on the wheel, knuckles white. His love for her searing hot, unstoppable. Dread curled tight round it, indistinguishable.
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Chapter 2: Squeaks and Ghosts of Cocks Past


Leanne leaned her shoulder into the swollen door, a little giggle bubbling out when it finally gave way with a hollow bang, swinging back like it had been glued solid all summer long.

“Proper student digs again!” she crowed, wide grin across her face as she stepped into the cell like she’d just uncovered treasure. Christ, she was beaming already, all nostalgia and bright eyes. Like shithole walls mattered.

Michael followed, ducking through, nearly braining himself on the warped doorframe as he lugged the duffel behind her. Canvas swung off his forearm, brushed her hip - lucky bloody bag - before crunching into the wood. “Marrow-tight doorway, this,” he muttered, twisting, arm scraping, sweat already crawling under the collar.

The air slapped at him thick and immediate. Wet, humid, like opening the oven and finding the roast left festering half the day. His collar scratched raw because every breath pulled heat down his chest.

He clawed a finger under the fabric, tugging hard, coughing into the mess. Christ, like stepping into a sauna after drunks pissed in it.

Above, strip fluorescents buzzed and hummed, ancient, bluish light flattening Leanne into pale whites and shadows. Even her little pink glow was bleached out, blouse drained flat. Cheap digs head to toe. Not even she could glam this pisshole.

He dumped the bag onto the bed. The mattress squealed high like a hamster kicked across its cage, frame rattling loose on bolts screwed decades ago.

Both of them stared. The pathetic thin slab sagging on its frame, crooked, no softness. The kind of bed where every thrust, pant, crack of skin would hammer through cinderblock to listening ears. Christ, her moaning. Who’d heard it before in this building?

“Christ.” Michael shoved a nervous laugh, all dry lips. “Night security won’t even need CCTV in this place. They’ll track squeaks like sonar.”

Leanne’s snort burst into a fit of wide laughter, shoulders bouncing, hair spilling forward, red lips vivid against bubbled gloss paint. “I had one just like that! Swear I even bought it from the same bloody Fresher’s stall.” Eyes shining, tits pressing inside that white blouse just from bending with her laugh.

Above, the sagging poster drooped like it wanted down. WORK HARD. DREAM BIG. Corners browned, tape yellowed. Motivational bollocks left by some knob fresher too broke to redecorate.

“Subtle as ever,” he muttered, glaring like it mocked him, mocked his little cock, his safe Croydon desk job, his Surrey commuter bollocks. Mocked how many bigger lads had already fucked women stupid under it.

“Oh shut up,” Leanne simpered, still laughing, still glowing in her bloody nostalgia.

He jabbed stiff yellow buttons on the wall-mounted air-con, more muscle than sense. Blinked, whirred, died. Again. Dead panel. He hit it harder. Just a smug peeled sticker flashing: OUT OF ORDER. Figures.

He snorted, tapping the panel like it’d care, stepping back in defeat.

Leanne was on the window, fingertips on the thin latch. Metal creaked pitifully. The frame juddered open barely an inch or two. A trickle of night air seeped in; a warm, stale leak carrying faraway traffic hum, bass thudding thick in the distance.

Not cooler. Heavier. Hotter. Memory heat.

Sweat stitched down his temples, shirt stuck tight under the arms. Collar fighting him raw. He cursed under his breath, fanning weakly with his palm. “Perfect. Bloody human marinade box.”

Meanwhile she floated round the space as if inspecting history. Her hand trailed the scuffed pine desk, nails catching grooves. Her grin widened when her finger hit a deeply carved cock sketch, crude lines gouged into the wood.

“God, see - had these everywhere by term two. Standard decor.”

Her tone was full of nostalgia. Not even a sniff of disgust. She dragged her fingertip over a crude cock and sighed fondly. For Christ’s sake. A chiselled cock on shit pine, and she went soft eyed.

“We made it homely,” she murmured, eyes sweeping walls. “Fairy lights. Photos blu-tacked. A mess, but ours.”

We made it. The grit clamped his teeth tight. Who’s ‘we’? Her and her girlfriends… or her and them? Ryan, Tom, Jay, names she sometimes mentioned from that time. How many friends before he even existed in her world? Still, she was his now.

She bent closer to the scrawls. Lipstick curve softer now. A carved heart: Josh loves Ella – 2018. Her eyes shone warm, remembering.

Michael sank into the desk chair. A groan shot up the frame like old wood screaming. Splinters threatening bollocks. He muttered: “Health and bloody safety. One sit from piercing myself.” Pathetic.

Her zip cut sharp. The duffel spilt its contents into her hands. Tin clink. She spun, victory grin flashing as she raised two lager cans.

“Authentic uni pre-drinks!”

She lobbed one. He fumbled, just saved it from splatting into carpet already sticky underfoot.

More rattling. She rooted deeper, came out with red, the wine bottle raised like a heroic prize. Her lips pressed ceremony-solemn: “Emergency backup!”

Michael cracked his tin. Ring-pull hissed, foam spitting wet across his knuckles. “Perfect.” He wiped it down his trouser front, cold soaking in.

Leanne headed into the shower cubicle, light spilling fractured from the cracked mirror, slicing her body into strips. Through the plastic door gap, her hip bent, hand raised. Lipstick cap snapped. Her bob sharp in reflection, red gloss retouching slow, wet shine flashing against pale stripes of skin.

He slouched back, tin sweating against his palm. Her silhouette cut into strips of glowing skin and tight fabric: blouse knot bending higher, skirt stretching obscene across arse, tights flashing shimmer webs down thighs.

A hard knot dragged at him below. Cock stirring, useless, twitching, thick heat pressing inside trousers where it couldn’t do a bloody thing.

Too sexy. Absurd. Christ. That little schoolgirl get-up making her lethal. He couldn’t have her marching down corridors like that. All those blokes – older, sadder now - seeing what she’d hidden five years ago. Remembering.

Her eyes caught him in the mirror. Spark snapped. Her grin sliced deliberately. “Like the view, do you?”

His hand jolted tin higher, pressing it down against the bulge like a piss-poor disguise. Christ above.

She dragged her lipstick painfully slow. Nearly pornographic. Smooth glide, upper lip swelling, wet. Then blot. Tissue blot left a cum-red kiss print stamped centre bold, a mark waiting on someone’s skin.

Michael’s laugh cracked nervously, half choked. “Not subtle, love. Go down dressed like that and you’ll start a bloody riot.”

“Might post a cheeky Insta snap tomorrow.” The teasing, tilting her mobile, angling toward the mirror. Blouse straining tight, skirt riding high, lips gleaming filth. Tie hanging down bare stomach, belly button tempting. She cocked her head, posing like some slaggy influencer, daring him.

“Jesus, Leanne…” His stomach rolled sick with lust and dread, cock hammering against tin, confusing the hell out of him. Couldn’t look away. Couldn’t bloody stop himself from drinking in every curve.

She stepped out. Hips set sharp, sway exaggerated, DM boots clomping thick bangs. The blouse had dark patches where sweat plastered fabric to tits, a faint glow on the collarbone where damp clung. See-through flashes of cunt ache behind cheap cotton. Christ, she was sweat-sheened porn.

She flopped onto the squeaky mattress. Another squeal, bolts groaning like warning sirens. She laughed and bounced once, squeal louder. “Bloody hell, no hiding anything on this junk.”

He laughed back. Tight. Stiff. Silence after gnawing his ribs out.

She turned, softer now, reading him. “Oi,” gentle but stern. “We’re us. Team, yeah?”

He froze. Her voice leaned lighter. “If it’s shit down there, we sneak back, crack the wine. Make our own party.”

His mouth cracked into a reluctant smile. She knew him too well.

She leaned in. Lips warm, gloss sweet, dry once against his tongue. He clung to it too long, arms locked at her waist, desperate to steal more than she gave.

Cock burning. Thinking only of her in that skirt, slipping down through halls filled with eyes. Blokes swallowing her bare shins, tits pressing that blouse tight, her arse bouncing in tartan.

She pulled back, hand stroking the edge of his jaw like comfort. Whispered lighter: “Don’t look so glum. We’ll have fun. Promise.”

He tried to grin. Crooked, bitterness stuck in his throat. How could he grin with her looking so wide open? Every bastard downstairs would see and want her.

She stood, straightened skirt sharp with a flick, shook her bob neat, confident, buzzing lit. Nothing like his ache gnawing ribs.

He slapped her bum sharp as she passed. Her surprised yelp slipped out before it rang into her carefree laugh, echoing back.

“Bet it’s boring down there anyway,” he muttered hopeful behind her. “Then it’s just us. That bottle. This squeaky bed.”

Christ. If only.
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Chapter 3: Fit as Ever, Bloody Hell


The Wilkins building steps stretched up before them, pale stone winking back lamplight like polished bone, all false grandeur. Half-eight at night, and the heat hadn’t bloody shifted. Air clogged thick, a baked, sticky hand pressing down the collar of every man’s shirt. Michael fussed a finger under his, plucking and plucking, useless. Sweat glued fabric to his neck like the night had already decided he’d be drenched, embarrassed, the damp man in the corner before he even crossed the threshold. Christ, condemned before the first pint.

Leanne bounced ahead like she owned the bloody stairs, tartan skirt flicking up with every stride, that bare midriff flashing under the tie. Thirty-year-old playing at schoolgirl and carrying it like a banner. Blouse fastened only by that knot tied cheekily just under her tits, the white tugged inward with each step so the swell of her chest jogged, soft quivering bounce with the stomp of her Docs. She looked alive, dangerous. Made the air feel sharper around him. Christ almighty. His wife was walking in dressed like a dare.

He yanked his gaze upwards, anything to steady himself. A banner hanging across the portico: “University College London – Class of 2016 Reunion!” Giant block letters leering down at him, strung cheaply, flapping lazily in the heavy night air. Nostalgia-for-sale, plastic bunting pretending their stories mattered. Ritual nonsense. Michael’s gut clenched at that fakery, yet he was still here, tagged along like a good husband.

Couples were already pooling in the quad. Sharp hugs too loud, false laughs echoing like rehearsals. Trainers squeaking, heels clacking. Familiarity dialled up by pints, all a pantomime. Cliques reforming before the doors even opened, invisible circles closing. Already he felt it, the rope walling him off. Same rule as back then: outsiders drift the edge.

And Christ, right on cue: two blokes clocking Leanne before the doors even swallowed them. Their eyes swept the length of her bare thighs, clung boldly to the glisten of her tights, and halted at the skirt hem like they had rights. Michael’s throat sealed dry. The entitlement in it. Not even pretending to be polite. One rub of her glossy hair as she flicked it back, one deliberate wet curl of lipstick smile, and she didn’t shrink. She bloody shone. That mouth too red, too deliberate. Heat knotted his guts. Hunger twinned with dread, sharp as bile. His cock twitched, shame blazing in his skin. How pathetic.

Inside, the foyer sweltered like an oven, breath of stone walls hot with trapped day. Arched ceiling too high, fluorescent tubes buzzing a headache bright. Dead centre sat the desk, glowing like punishment. And behind it, photos shared by his wife come alive: Felicity Grant. Fliss. Christ, of course. Clipboard clutched like it was a crown. Waiting nearly a decade for this one chance to queen it.

“Oh my god. Hi hi hiiii! Welcome back, Leanne! I guess that’s your husband?” Her screech rebounded around the stone like a budgie trapped in a hutch. “Name badges, raffle tickets, photo booth tokens-” Each word spattered the air faster than he could blink. Michael half leaned in, stomach sucked tight, blazer sticking down his chest with sweat. Squinting didn’t help. Machine-gunned vowels, too much, too fast.

She pawed at the stacks, bony hand flipping badges as her helper—a wiry hipster with thick specs—fumbled wrong sheets. She snatched the prize first, triumphant. “LEANNE Archer!” and pinned the square directly to Leanne’s tits. Nails digging into cloth, pushing right against her. Giggle sharp as glass. “Look at you! Barely changed, still so bouncy!”

Michael flinched hard. The sight stabbed. Another woman’s fingers pressing a badge into his wife’s breast, flattening the material, speaking about “bouncy” tits like Leanne was a mascot again. Blood throbbed tight in his neck. Something heavier throbbed in his trousers despite – no, because of - the humiliation. Sick bastard.

Then his turn. Fliss squinting. “Michael isn’t it? Oh, whatever!” She slapped it half-heartedly against his chest, and her face pivoted back sugar bright. “Aren’t you two adorable!”

Leanne whipped up her hand, ring finger gleaming. The band catching the harsh light. “Five years this month.” Pitched low with a tease, lips curling smug. “Still stuck with him.”

Michael huffed a laugh, but it broke inside his ribs, tight. Was she proud? Or winding him up, shoving the joke out loud so everyone could see?

Fliss rattled on, clattering events like bullets: “We’ve got the band, then a DJ! Raffle before eleven-thirty! Photos mid-evening, don’t miss the display boards, timelines, lots of memories-” Nobody listened, but she stormed on. The helper lad cursed, raffle stubs scattering everywhere. “Blue books gone already, Christ’s sake.” Frazzled, sweating like Michael.

Leanne only winked, plucked one red strip up, folded it neatly and…. Oh Christ, slipped it down the line of her tie. Into that fleshy gap, bookmark-prop between her tits, pink edge peeking out like the thing was wet and waiting. Michael’s stomach lurched hot, cock throbbing treacherously again.

Fliss waved them on. Still chirping, oblivious. “Into the bar hall right there, you can hear the band tuning already, it’s sooo exciting!”

Heavy oak doors muffled then bled bassline. A throwaway chorus fragment vaulted through. Neon Nostalgia. And just like that, Leanne froze. Lips parting, wet centre gleam. Whole body tilting mid-step, boots squeaking against stone. Hunger flickered, like lightning memory straight down her spine. Her stance shifted, hips tugged almost unconsciously toward the noise, like muscle memory wanted to run there before she chose.

Michael bloody saw it. Saw the spark flare wide in her face. His guts knotted. Music like a leash. Dragging her.

“Leanne?” Croak cut his throat raw before he could leash it.

And then, another photo comes alive…. Her old mate Clare.

She clattered up the steps, hair bouncing curls, face flushed pink with the heat. “Leanne! Oh my god!”

They collided; laugh shriek, shoes squeaking marble, arms locking, bodies clutched, breathless noises rebounding too high. Michael froze a step back, an outsider. Their hug shut him out completely, bodies fused in a joy he couldn’t reach. The warm beam of Clare’s smile burned worse than Fliss’s plastic fuss, because it was real. Because it wasn’t his.

Leanne dragged him into orbit. “This is Michael, my husband.” Crisp, proud. Fired word. Husband. His chest cracked loose a sliver: at least that.

Clare turned to him, hand outstretched, eyes bright hazel spilling pure welcome. “I’m so glad she brought you.” Soft fingers into his clammy grasp. Dead give-away. Christ, he was dripping already. He croaked something, “Great, finally meet-” but drowned in her rolling delight about Leanne, her presence, her glow. Michael just nodded, stripped out of the current again.

Another kiss to Leanne’s cheek and Clare promised, “Proper catch-up, once it’s calmer in there.” Then she was gone, swept through the oak doors, voice vanishing into bass chaos.

They were alone, briefly.

Then the lads. Young men sliding past, eyes open and greedy. Leering sweep from her tits to her hemline, unabashed. “Christ,” one muttered, not even hiding. “Fit as ever. Bloody hell.”

Michael’s skull caught fire. Flush seared. Jaw locked. No words, throat clawed raw shut. But his cock betrayed him again, it throbbed, pressed full and obscene in his trousers at their words. Pulse molten from cock up through his gut. Filthy traitor body.

Leanne’s hand slid into his, palm hot, slick under nerves. A squeeze. Anchor - comfort. Or fucking command. Perfume threaded with sweat-stink, sweetness curdled by heat.

Michael barked out a laugh, scraping his dry throat. “Right then. In we go, Mrs Archer.” Pride, dread, twitching cock, all cracked tight in the same bent note.

And he shoved both oak doors open, wide to the throb. A wall of youth Leanne still wore like armour was waiting in there. History lighting up again, for her. For them to watch.


four
Chapter 4: The Wolves at the Dancefloor


The hall swallowed them whole. A furnace of heat and chatter, bodies pressed wall to wall, laughter fizzing off plaster like static. Michael squinted under the coloured wash of light, too bright, too loud. A makeshift stage squatted down at the far end, cables snaking underfoot as some scruffy kids strummed raw squeals and stomped microphones into life. Each guitar shriek spiked down his spine like chalk on a blackboard.

Déjà vu, except it wasn’t his. A memory of nights he’d never had - pissy clubs, tangled flats, her generation’s chaos. In-jokes he’d never hear the end of. A whole bloody life he’d never been let in on.

“Let’s grab that table,” Leanne said, spark flashing through her face. It hit him square in the chest.

They dropped down at a sticky four-top, its surface lacquered with the ghosts of decades worth of lager and Lime Cordial. Already occupied by one: some IT-looking bloke hunched low over his phone, oblivious to life, thumbs hammering. Overhead, limp balloons sagged like half-used condoms gone grey in the heat. Along the wall, boards sagged heavy with curling photos - sweaty faces, young faces shouting into cameras. So familiar to her. Not a bloody one of them to him.

“Christ, this dump,” he muttered, forcing humour. “Proper student pit.”

Leanne beamed like it was Disneyland. “Perfect. Look at it. A time capsule.”

On stage, the pink-haired singer barked “One-two, one-two,” into a squealing mic. The air screeched. Michael winced hard.

“Sound like cover-band try-hards,” he said, more acid than intended.

“Don’t be a misery,” Leanne grinned, nudging his rib. “They’ve only just set up.”

The room heaved. Cups slammed down, laughter storming and rolling through the heat. Everyone loose, all shoulders and sweat, like they belonged here by birthright. Michael hunched, shoulders tight as rope. Felt like assembly again, waiting for the moment someone pointed right at him: Oi. You. You don’t belong, mate.

“Hold the fort,” Leanne said, squeezing his arm as she tipped off for drinks.

She came back buzzing, sliding a neon-yellow pint across to him. “Turbo shandy. Lager and Hooch. Like proper students.”

He grimaced at the luminous piss. “Jesus. That looks toxic.”

“Your turn.” Her eyes sparkled, nodding at his sad pale ale.

He raised it. Swallowed once. Wince. “Worse than it looks.”

“Classic student life!” Her cup clinked his. Her cheeks glowed pink, eyes bright, hair swinging against her neck. Alive. Proper alive, as if the years in Leatherhead suburbia had been a lid on her. Now the lid was off.

And him? Tagalong husband. Boring Croydon logistics bloke who somehow, by freak luck, had married her.

She leaned in, nodding toward the lone stranger across their table. “Tenner says he’s IT.” Giggling like a girl.

Michael laughed too, basking in the attention she shone on him. “Christ, what does that make me? The dull logistics bloke?”

“You’re my sexy teacher, remember?” She winked, pressing her knee slyly into his under the table. Heat bloomed.

The man opposite never looked up, still drilling into his screen like none of them existed.

“Students don’t know how easy they had it,” Michael tried, forcing a half grin. “Three quid a pint, and this is central London.”

But inside: Never my world. Never belonged. All hers. Always hers.

Leanne raised the lurid drink. “To old times.”

He clinked it, mouth stretching to fake cheer. “Old times.” Her times. Never mine.

The band crashed into their first song; some anthem everyone but him bloody knew. Raucous cheer, bodies sweeping forward in a surge.

Leanne gasped, bouncing to her feet, skirt flicking wild round her thighs. “Come on! I love this one!”

Lit up like Christmas morning, vibrating with joy. And what was he supposed to do, sit with IT bloke, look like the sulky tagalong?

He stumbled after her into the press. At once the bass thudded his ribs like a fist through bone, colours scattering across sweat-shiny smiles. Everyone sang but him.

Bloody hell. Pure chaos.

Leanne’s arms locked around his neck, pulling him in. She swayed, mouthing lyrics right in his face, tits shaking under the blouse with each beat. His wife, glowing like a slaggy schoolgirl, tie bouncing between her breasts, skirt hitching higher every spin.

Michael moved stiff beside her, every sway awkward. He was the drag weight chained to her. She’d be wishing he’d loosen up. She’d be wishing for any bloke but him.

Her skirt brushed his thigh, tights whispering. Sweat rolled under his palm at her back where his hand had landed. For fuck’s sake. She looked eighteen again. His cock betrayed him, thickening against his trousers under the crush of strangers. Anyone could see.

Eyes everywhere. And of course, not on him. Why would they? Every lad in the hall probably staring at Leanne. Her tits. Her arse in tartan. His wife.

The crowd broke. A split of light like some film cue, three men stepping through, shoulder to shoulder. They didn’t push, people just moved. Space opening like it was owed them. Jesus Christ, like the tide rolling in, nothings stopping it.

Centre: tall, broad, square-jawed with blond stubble catching the lights. Built like confidence had been stitched into his bones. Christ, model-looking bastard who never tripped over his own feet.

Right side: wiry, grin sharp, eyes sharper. Lippy type. The cheeky fucker who would wind him up at a bar until he snapped. Quick as knives.

Left side: mass of brawn, shoulders so wide they blocked the lights. Silent, scowling, like he benched cars between shifts.

Leanne stiffened. Gasped sharp. “Ryan?”

Her face cracked wide, lit from inside with pure delight. Her body curved toward them before thought had caught up.

Ryan. Fuck. Her old one. Her ex.

Ryan’s grin split the room as he strode, arms wide. “Leanne!”

And then he was on her - their bodies colliding, tangled arms, hips crushed together. Hug that went on too long, too close at the waist. No mate’s greeting that. That was ownership.

Ryan’s hand slid low on her skirted back, fingers splayed, pressing her arse like he could remember exactly how it felt naked. Everyone saw. Everyone.

Over her shoulder, his blue eyes snapped onto Michael. Held him there. Smirk blooming - deliberate, cocky, smug. I know what you are. I know you can’t stop me.

Michael coughed a weak laugh, throat burning. Don’t cause a scene. Just an old mate. Just an ex. Everyone’s got exes.

And still his cock raged in his trousers. Brick-hard watching another man take her. Why the fuck was he hard?

Leanne, breathless, turned at last. Arm still threaded through Ryan’s for that beat too long. “Michael - my husband.”

Ryan gave the smallest nod, eyes dismissing him instantly. No hand offered. No interest. Didn’t need to. He towered, broad and effortless. Michael shrank in the space at once.

Music ate their voices as Ryan leaned down, mouth brushing so close her hair shifted. Murmuring words meant only for her.

What? What the fuck’s he saying? Already in her ear, like Michael wasn’t even standing there.

Ryan pulled back, pointed to a tucked-down corner table. Leanne’s nod came instantly. No hesitation. Not even looking to check with Michael first.

Ryan turned away, his two shadows following, three of them cutting through the crowd. Wolves. Fucksake. Wolves.

Michael leaned to yell in her ear. “What did he say?”

Her eyes glittered too bright, trying to seem breezy. “Just invited us to sit with them for drink. Be nice, yeah?”

Just that. Just a drink. Then why did it feel like a summons?

He should stop it. Should take her hand, drag her back. But that’d make him the pathetic, controlling bloke. She’d hate that. And those three would smell it, smell his weakness, laugh.

Gut twisted, tight with the sour ache of knowing. Was the invite really for them both? Or would he be the unwanted guest?

The song exploded to its final chorus, crowd roaring, arms in the air. Michael clapped, awkward, half-hard cock still stubborn in his trousers, cunt-strung and unsettled. He was already tangled in someone else’s strings.

Leanne caught his hand, threading fingers through, already tugging. “Come on.”

And he followed, like the coward he was. What else could he bloody do? His wife pulling him straight into her past, smiling that shine, dragging him toward the lads from her past. His traitorous prick throbbed harder. Because deep down, he wanted to see how she’d act.

The crowd opened. Ryan waited, flanked by his mates. All three watching with wolf eyes. Predators. And Leanne, bright and eager, leading him in and presenting him like the weakest offering.
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Chapter 5: The First Crack in Surrey Leanne


The corner table lurked in the gloom, tucked under walls plastered with old memory boards. Yellowing snapshots of younger faces frozen mid-binge stared down. Pints raised, tits out for the camera, stupid grins. His eyes caught a slice of tartan, some girl bent over a pool table, skirt yanked up indecently, knickers barely there.

His stomach clenched. No - just coincidence. Couldn't be her. Not his Leanne.

Ryan didn’t hesitate, striding like he still owned the place. Of course he did. He moved with that thick-shouldered swagger, claimed the centre stool like it was his throne. The wiry one, Charlie, Leanne murmured, slipped in beside him, smirking already. The brute, Jay, dropped himself to the other side, silent, solid, as if the bench groaned under the weight. They faced the room like a bloody tribunal waiting to pass judgment.

“Sit here, babe,” Ryan patted the stool as if he’d reserved it for her all along. Leanne slid right in, no hesitation. Christ, her thigh pressed instantly to his. Like they’d never stopped touching.

Michael hovered there, stupid, hands useless at his sides. No chair waited for him.

Ryan’s blue eyes cut to him, lips twitching with that smirk he’d been wearing all evening. “Go on, mate. Four lagers. You’re stood closest. Good lad, best grab a round.”

Not a suggestion. A bloody command.

Charlie snickered into his sleeve, sharp rat-eyes dancing. The brute… nothing. Just watching.

What was he supposed to do - say no? Spark off like some jealous knob in the middle of the party? Christ, he’d only look like a controlling twat. So he muttered, “Yeah, be right back,” and scuttled off like he actually worked shifts in here.

The queue dragged. Sticky floor under his shoes, glasses clattering, some bloke jostling his elbow. His head kept yanking sideways, desperate for glimpses. There she was, head tipped back, laughing so hard her shoulders shook, his wife’s body tilted into the orbit of theirs. A galaxy he was outside of. He could’ve been a ghost standing there, she’d never have noticed.

By the time he staggered back with four sticky lagers and her turbo shandy sliding across the tray, the four of them were off in their own little orbit, voices tangled, eyes lit. Her cheeks pink, eyes sparkling wider than he’d seen in years. He set the drinks down like a fucking waiter, desperately scanning for where he was allowed to perch.

“Gotya that one,” Ryan jerked his chin at a stool shoved awkwardly down-limb of the table. Far end. Token seat.

Michael wedged himself in that corner. Further from Leanne than any of them were. Sat like the dull uncle dragged along to a party for the young. Watching from the cheap seats.

“…and there she was,” Charlie said, bouncing his hands, eyes wicked, “up on stage, bladdered, screaming some bloody Spice Girls tune like she thought Wembley was taking auditions.”

Leanne groaned, covered her face, giggling between her fingers. “Oh Christ, shut up. I had about six Snakebites. Off my tits.”

Michael froze stiff. Snakebites? Karaoke? She didn’t even hum in the bloody shower at home.

“Fell off the stage, didn’t ya?” Jay rumbled in his slab-thick Brummie drawl. “Some poor cunt nearly got headbutted on your way down. Saw your knickers that night, swear down.”

Michael’s mouth dried out in a breath. What?

Ryan’s chuckle rolled like it owned her, arm sliding across the back of her stool. Casual. Except not casual at all. His knuckles notched right behind her shoulders. Claiming her. “Aye and weren’t wearin’ tights either. Always liked showing off, didn’t you, babe?”

Michael stared down at his pint. His ears burned hot enough to sear through. His wife. His Leanne. The woman who bloody tutted at Essex girls for singing too loud on the train. Never once done karaoke in six years. And now here she was, grinning through those fingers like it was all hilarious.

“What can I say?” Leanne gave a shrug, accent dropping loose, consonants rolling lazy, like the old London dirt was slithering back into her voice. “Bit of an exhibitionist back then.”

A hot bolt hit his cock. Exhibitionist. Out in the bloody open, she said it. Owned it. Something filthy buzzing in that word. A version of Leanne he’d never seen, never had, never been allowed.

“Reminds me,” Charlie leaned across the table, words sharp like knives, eyes locked on Michael just to carve it in, “she tell you about the pool table, mate? Ha! Bent over, skirt around her waist, cheeks bare—whole fuckin’ uni could’ve had a look.”

Blood roared in Michael’s face. His eyes snapped up, straight at that memory board photo, tartan skirt hitching high. Jesus Christ. That was her. It had been her all along.

“It weren’t the whole union,” Leanne protested, laugh bubbling, “just you lot.”

“Not just us,” Ryan dropped his voice low, conspiratorial snake. “Tom legging it after the bouncers, you bent over the felt with your fanny out. WE didn’t get barred for two weeks. You did, babe.”

Michael’s fingers clamped tighter on his glass, jaw stiff. Tom? Who the fuck was Tom?

“You were soaked on that felt,” Jay said flat, blunt as concrete. “Stain didn’t come out.”

Leanne squealed, half-mortified, half-bloody delighted. “Christ, you’re vile. Don’t tell him that.”

But she didn’t deny it. Didn’t pull a face, didn’t shake it off. She was laughing. Laughing with them.

Michael sat there, skin on fire, cock swelling so hard against his fly it ached. His wife. His proper Surrey wife. Sprawled on a grotty pool table once, wet enough to leave marks. His whole body hated it, wanted to rage, but his cock - betraying, ugly little lump - throbbed solid, stiff as stone.

Then Ryan again, eyes lasered across the table. “Told him about that night after socials, yeah? When Charlie walked in and didn’t leave?”

The air went razor sharp. Leanne’s smile froze, scarlet now. “Oh, don’t you dare.”

“Fuck off,” Charlie burst. “Don’t let her do shy now, mate. She begged for it. Proper begged. One cock weren’t enough.”

Jay crushed his glass down like a statement. “Or two.”

The table broke into mean-spirited laughs. Michael’s insides twisted sideways. They weren’t… they couldn’t mean… at once? His wife. With them. With them together.

And then she laughed. She laughed. Tipped her head back and let the shame drip right off her into giddy pride. No denial. Just heat flickering in her eyes as she flashed him a glance, quick as lightning, asking if he could stomach it.

Three of them. Not one after the other. At the same time. Leanne, his Leanne, split between them. Spit-roast. DP. Airtight. Jesus fucking Christ.

His cock hammered in his trousers, precum already slicking the tip into his pants. He was rock solid, disgusting, bursting against his jeans. Should’ve pulled her up and dragged her out. Instead, he sat there, mesmerised, drowning in horror that burned as hot as arousal.

“Bet he never knew his missus was spit-roasted like a kebab in halls,” Charlie grinned, eyes glittering with malice.

Michael curled, waiting. Waiting for her to shut it down, to protect him. To say it was bollocks, exaggeration.

Instead, she leaned in, giggling, tie loose and blouse tugging. “Oh my God, kebab. Fucking hell, you’re vile, Charlie.” Hands over her face but voice bubbling, her stomach jerking with laughter. With them.

And the hammer-blow, muffled through her palms: “At least I took you all. Who else can say that, eh?”

The three slammed their fists to the table, roaring. Michael shuddered where he sat, his belly collapsing, cock harder than he’d ever been in public. She’d admitted it. Confirmed it. Bragged about it!

He emptied his pint, struggling to breathe. She glowed with it. She bloody preened with it. This was her - alive, filthy, radiant with their history.

And him? His cock was swollen to agony, trapped stupid against his thigh. Need eating him alive. A dirty, twisted need to hear more. To see her crawl towards that side of herself again.

Drag her away? How could he? They were only talking. Just stories. Years ago. Nothing he owned. But the way she looked at Ryan, hungry, as if she could taste him still. Christ. She’d never once looked at Michael with that hunger.

The laughter dipped. She got up and walked round to him, her fingers closing round his hand. Gentle, as if soothing a tantrum. Warm squeeze. Her breath brushed his ear: “You okay?”

Michael nodded tight, words choking out. “Yeah. Fine.” Christ, what else could he say? That his insides had split while his cock betrayed, desperate, dripping precum already into his boxers?

Then a shrill chirp sliced it - Fliss, clipboard clutched high, camera jangling. “Reunion snapshot!”

Michael’s guts churned. Now? With his cock pitching a little tent under the table, secret flame licking up his chest?

She shoved the camera in his hand. Of course. Always him. Behind the glass. Not in the bloody picture.

“Get in close, everyone!” she trilled, herding them in.

Ryan shifted first, moving right in behind Leanne, dragging her nearer with one cocky arm across her shoulders. Charlie looped himself onto her other side, cheek pressed close, grinning like a bastard who’d just nicked the prize meat at the butchers. Jay lumbered forward, broad bulk anchoring her in, his hand flat against the stool back so she was boxed in completely. Wolves closing around their lamb.

Leanne perched in the middle of them, thighs spread a little from her bow-legged stance on that stool, her pleated tartan skirt hiked indecently high on pale legs. Tie loose. Cheeks blazing, eyes sparkling dangerously. Arms draping round Ryan’s and Charlie’s thick necks as if muscle memory had done it for her, like this wasn’t the first photo they’d ever been in like that. His wife. His. And yet more theirs than his in that second.

Snap. Michael took it. His own fucking wife, centre-frame, lit up as the meat-mascot for their filthy pack.

None of the blokes looked at the camera. Not one glance at him. Their hungry gazes locked down on her, on her spread thighs, tits straining against that tied blouse. Not a chance in hell that anyone walking by would think she was his wife. No - she was theirs in that moment.

Michael’s stomach twisted itself into knots. He clenched his thighs, praying the damp spot didn’t show.

“Lovely!” Fliss chirped obliviously, grabbing the camera back and bouncing already toward another table.

And the second she disappeared, Ryan’s hand was on his wife’s thigh. Straight in, no bloody hesitation. His big paw slapped under her skirt, squeezing bare skin like he already owned it. No attempt to hide it. No pretence of “just old friends catching up.” Right in front of Michael, bold as brass.

“You’re still fit as fuck,” Ryan said, thumb stroking tight little circles on her warm inner thigh.

Charlie leaned in, all jagged grin. “Always the fittest bird in our year.”

Jay’s blunt voice rumbled like rocks grinding. “Even hotter now. Fuckin’ filled out nice.” His eyes travelled shamelessly over her, stripping her, desecrating her with his stare.

Michael couldn’t breathe. His mouth sand-dry, tongue welded to his teeth. Do something. Say something. Christ, she’s your wife.

But Leanne didn’t flinch. She didn’t shove Ryan’s hand off. She fucking preened. Crossed her legs deliberately so Ryan’s hand slid higher, skirt riding up, his thumb creeping towards her knickers as if it were his right.

“You lot never change, do you?” she teased, accent spilling rougher, cocky London-girl laugh shining through. “Still tryin’ to get in my knickers.”

The air shifted like tectonic plates cracking. It wasn’t nostalgia anymore, wasn’t just boozy reminiscing. This was here. This was now. Happening, live, in front of him. His cock swelled to bursting, his pulse crashing in his ears, a sick, thrilling dread curling down his spine.

Ryan smirked across the table, blue eyes locking on Michael like a predator sniffing weakness. That grin said it all: I know. I know your cock’s hard right now, sat there in your jeans like a pervy teenager watching us paw her. I see you watching, and you’ll do nothing. I’ll rub your nose in it every inch further I go.

Michael’s cock jerked pathetically against his pants, precum soaking a spreading patch. Christ, he was going to come in his jeans just watching that bastard touch her.
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Chapter 6: Powder Room, Piss Break, Betrayal


The band shuffled off, half-drunk shoulders knocking as they stuffed guitars into battered cases. Metal clattered, mic stands collapsing with sharp, gunshot clicks. Civilised noise, that. Safe noise. Then the DJ crawled out of the gloom, baseball cap tugged low, barely alive behind the decks. No grin, no hello - just vinyl slapped down, a scratch, and then it came: bass vomiting straight through the speakers, thick enough to rattle Michael’s seat and bang against his ribs.

Not the cheerful, indie singalong stuff from before. This was darker, slower. Music made for grinding hips, not dancing feet. The dancefloor seemed to get tighter all at once, bodies pressing together, limbs tangling, a single hot animal of sweat and lust. Predatory. Christ, it was predatory.

And then Leanne - his Leanne - leaned in, perfume threading through the soupy stink of beer and damp coats. Mouth brushing his ear, so bloody close he caught her lipstick, the warmth of her breath.

“Gonna powder my nose,” she purred. Nothing in the words, everything in the way she said it. Silky, knowing. A joke he wasn’t supposed to get.

Her palm slid firm over his thigh, a squeeze that made his cock twitch before he could even help it, then she was gone, water between fingers, tartan skirt flicking about her thighs. A pale flash of skin between hem and tights. His Surrey wife never moved like that. Surrey Leanne didn’t swish her arse like she was on bloody stage.

She floated across the room light, hair shining black as crow feathers, slim legs carrying her away. She didn’t look back once.

Go after her. Get up. Don’t just sit here like a prick. Follow her. For God’s sake, follow her.

But Ryan was watching the same scene, lazily, like a man enjoying a rerun of an old favourite programme. That smirk tugged his lip, a kind of half-smile that didn’t need effort. He drained his pint in one long pull, Adam’s apple working, then set the glass down hard - a loud thunk that sounded like punctuation.

“Taking a piss,” he said. To no-one. To everyone. Folding himself off the stool, stretch deliberate, feline. The shirt pulled across his chest, muscles shifting like coiled rope. He didn’t have to rush. He didn’t have to try. He tossed a glance at Charlie - quick, coded - blink-and-you’d-miss-it kind of grin. Michael didn’t blink. He saw it. Every vein in him screaming that there was a move being run, a play he wasn’t invited to.

His legs tensed beneath the table. Stand. Block it. Do something.

“Fuckin’ hell, mate, did I ever tell you about Dixon?” Charlie’s voice crashed in from the side, too bloody loud. Ratty eyes hooked him, pinning him like a butterfly. “Dixon was this absolute wanker on the squad, right? Total bellend. Bristol away game...”

Michael half-turned, eyes still sliding to the corridor, but there she went, out of sight, Ryan on her heels. Sick dread curdling in his gut.

“Here. Get that down ya,” another voice rumbled, so low it shook his ribs. Jay. Jesus, a mountain of a man, right there beside him, pint shoved hard into his hand. Where the fuck had he come from? Solid as a wall, personal blockade. No getting through him without looking insane.

It was too neat. Too bloody perfect. They had this rehearsed. A training ground move. And him - just some idiot cuck sat in the middle, wondering whether to shout my wife’s gone to the bogs with the bloke who’s been smirking at her all night. He’d be laughed out of the room. Paranoid, pathetic.

Charlie was off again, his voice sharp and wild, hands sketching a naked superhero through the air. “...Dixon’s there, bollocks-swinging, flag tied round his head like some demented cape!”

Michael tried to laugh; it broke from his throat like a wet hiccup. His nod was mechanical, a puppet-string movement. His mind wasn’t here. It was in that narrow corridor. That bog. His wife on her knees, skirt up, Ryan’s big hand crammed in her hair-

Stop it. Don’t picture it. Don’t fucking picture it. Could be nothing. All in my mind.

But the bass kept hammering, each boom a blow to his chest. Sweat gathered under his collar, rolling sticky down the sides of his ribs. He could barely breathe.

Charlie slapped the table, shrieking details about some security guard, eyes fixed sharp on Michael’s. Watching. Testing. Five minutes gone. How long does it take Leanne to piss? How bloody long to powder her nose?

Another story, another forced laugh, another back slap. Michael’s heart jolted, head snapping as movement snagged the corner of his eye. Black hair. Tartan. There she was. She was back.

But not quite the same.

Tiny hesitation in her walk. Cheeks burning - not shy blush, no, that rolling satisfaction glow he knew damn well. Hair ruffled at the nape where she’d always made sure it lay perfect. Lipstick - Christ -the scarlet she’d fussed over was smudged, just a smear off at the corner.

And then it hit him. Bare legs. Smooth, pale, gleaming under the low bar lights. Her tights, gone. The dark fine-denier shimmer she’d left the table in; stripped away somewhere between here and that toilet stall. A flash of skin that wasn’t there twenty minutes ago. Skirt hiked higher for it now, pleats twisting across her hips, hem flirting with the top of her thighs like an invitation. Heat stabbed lower in his gut. Christ, Ryan. Had he dragged them down her legs himself? Peeled them off, left them discarded in some cubicle? Or worse; stuffed them in his bloody pocket as a trophy? Michael’s bollocks tightened with the thought. His wife reduced to bare, open flesh, easier now, exposed for bigger hands to roam.

His mouth ran dry.

Little things. Barely there. Invisible to anyone else. But he saw them. He knew. He knew her body like no one else. And it had been used. Just used.

She slid back, smile wider, looser, eyes sparking mad-filthy. The look he’d only seen after sex. Actually, no. This wasn’t the soft glow she gave him after their clumsy couplings. This was fiercer, dirtier. That grin that said she’d been properly naughty.

She kissed him. Public. But not their normal polite peck. No. This was wet, lingering. Lips damp and open against his mouth like-

And taste. It hit instantly, brutal in its truth. Not just her. Tang, salt, spunk.

Ryan’s cock. His cum on her tongue, in her mouth. His wife. Mine. Licking her like I’m licking him. And she made sure he tasted it. A test.

His cock jerked so hard he almost gasped into her kiss. Chest rattled with jealous cold whilst his groin burned hot, boiling.

Charlie’s hand clapped his back like a shotgun. Jarring him from her mouth as Charlie crowed, “Lost his bollocks in the lake!” Laughter too sharp, deliberate, deafening. Drowning Michael’s words, killing them in his throat.

Leanne sat back, smoothing herself in little, pointless touches, fingers fussing through hair, tugging skirt, brushing thighs. Pretending composure, but he saw the tremor in her hands, the flush running down her neck into her blouse, the glitter in her pupils.

And then Ryan. Casual as you like. Fresh pint. Easy grin, not even gloating. Sliding back onto the stool as though it really had been nothing more than a piss. Steady. Controlled. Supreme. That smirk inviting a punch that he couldn’t throw.

Michael’s eyes darted down, hunting. Knuckles wet? Zip damp? Anything. Nothing but maddening composure.

Charlie veered into another tale, bullshit about Granger this time, voice relentless. Michael couldn’t keep up. The words were sand slipping through fists. All Michael knew was the silent weight of Jay beside him, a slab of muscle daring him to move, daring him to speak.

So he didn’t. He couldn’t. Not with them watching. Not with the confusion and heat running through him.

He could still taste it. Still taste him. Ryan smeared across his wife’s lips, now smeared onto his.

Jealousy shredded him raw, every heartbeat a scratch. But wound in it, buried deep, was hunger. Twisting, vile, undeniable hunger. He wanted to see it, more of it. Wanted the picture, the stink, the sounds. What had she done for him in there? Swallowed him whole? Bent over, gagging spit onto the floor? He needed to know. Needed proof.

What kind of man stays hard for this? What kind of man gets off on his wife with another man’s spunk on her tongue?

And then she looked at him, sideways, warm-eyed, soft with gratitude. Thanking him. Fucking thanking him for not stopping it. Thanking him for letting her loose again.

Thank you for letting me be alive.

The message was silent, louder than Charlie’s shouting. And in it, the truth: she knew. She knew he knew. And she knew he wouldn’t stop her.

Ryan’s hand slid under the table, bold, possession disguised as casual. Palm on the pale skin of her thigh. Michael caught her eyelid flicker, the hitch in her breath - tiny, but he recognised it instantly. His wife. Now a slut.

“Another round?” Ryan said smoothly. Not asking. Declaring.
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Chapter 7: No Rescue Tonight


The bar clung to him, sticky rings glueing his forearms in place. Warm pint collapsing flat at the rim. Charlie was braying beside him, some shit about bare arses sprinting down Gower Street with stolen shirts. Pack laughed sharp, wet dog barks. Michael barely registered it. His gaze kept pulling back where it always went: her. Always Leanne.

Ryan’s gorilla paw was locked round her waist, thumb tucked near her knicker-band, fingers perilously close to home. And she wasn’t shying back. She poured into him, head tilted, glowing brighter pressed into that brute than she had in years with Michael. Christ. She looked carved there, assembled like fucking nature: him the pillar, her a prize. Comfortable. At home.

Michael twisted his pint in circles, nausea clawing. She hadn’t looked back in minutes.

Shuffle in the crowd. Face caught between moving shoulders. Clare. Tidy hair behind the ear, badge swinging on soft tits, pale wine sloshing ’cause her hand couldn’t still it. He nearly choked on his breath. Finally, someone bloody normal. Someone clean. She’d known Leanne before this stink of sweat and cock took her. She’d see it too. Relief lit his chest.

Leanne spotted her. A smile cracked across her face - an honest grin, alive like he hadn’t seen since the wedding bed. But Clare’s eyes dropped down, straight to Ryan’s arm wrapped across her waist. Charlie mouthing filth at her ear. Smile died on her lips. Clare shrank, colour gone, eyes tightening like she’d just seen a car crash.

Even she sees. Christ. It’s not paranoia. Any fucker with eyes can see.

Clare slowed, caught like the floor held her. Flicked glances like tennis balls - from Leanne’s mouth soft with laughter, to Michael stranded, drowning solo at the bar, back again.

He knew what she read. They’ve got her again. Eight years erased. And me? Powerless. Against Ryan’s cock. Charlie’s jeering. Jay’s imposing shadow. What fucking chance did he ever have?

She didn’t go near them. No promised catch-up. She floated toward him instead, ghost-slipped onto the stool abandoned at his side. Pity’s hand sat her there. Spare chair for a spare part.

“You don’t know what they’re like.” Her vowels simple, still clean, but flashing urgent through the racket.

Michael’s gut cinched. Did she think he hadn’t clocked every story shouted into his ear tonight? Each one had stabbed, then twisted low in his trousers, swelling his cock until it throbbed against the bar wood. Charlie pissing their past into his pint while Leanne nearly drowned in laughter. Christ, he’d heard enough.

Clare’s voice pressed harder. “They used her. She wasn’t the Leanne I first met. She was lost in them. Please…” White knuckles round stem. “Please don’t let this start again.”

Straight dagger. Broken. Used. The words cut. And yet— “used” curled hot in his gut. Word turned him. Had him swelling harder, cock jabbing against his thigh with every desperate plea. Used her. Fucked her hollow. Christ.

He bared his teeth in what he called a grin. “I’ve heard the stories. She’s not like that anymore. Got it out of her system. She’s settled now.”

Even he could hear the cheap falter. Hollow rubbish. And Ryan’s palm, just visible in the shadows below, sliding higher. Leanne was shaking at it. Bloody trembling alive for it. Settled? Not a chance.

Clare stared blades. Chin nodded toward their table. Leanne squirming laughter, skirt up another inch. Charlie’s hand grazing bare skin at her elbow, laid claim like she were an armrest.

Proof. Blazing bloody proof. He wanted to steam over there and yank the skirt fabric down himself - but his prick surged harder instead.

And Clare’s eyes aimed fiercely as arrows. Is she really changed, Michael?

Burned him worse than Ryan’s cocky smirk ever could. She saw through. She knew. Knew the bulge. Knew the pulse in him wasn’t outrage. It was hunger.

He lifted shoulders, paltry shrug, coward hollowed.

“Why?” His voice broke sharply. “Why d’you care so much, Clare? What’s it to you, eh?”

He needed it off him. Away from his prick-hard lap, away from the filth she’d already spotted.

She gulped, eyes wet. “Because… I loved her. Best mates. Always together. I fancied her. I wanted her. Until Ryan. He ruined it. Ruined her.”

Michael reeled like she’d socked him. Bloody hell. Even Clare. Everyone. Always her orbit. Ryan, Charlie, Jay… now Clare, gentle and aching. His wife was the prize everyone clawed at. He only won her years later.

Clare spoke faster, spilling out. “I don’t want her destroyed again.”

Destroyed. She didn’t look fucking destroyed. Over at that table, she was molten, alight, brighter than his little Surrey home ever gave her. If that’s destruction - give him more of it.

He froze. Processing. Clare wanted her tender. Sweet. Leanne had picked cock. Brutal. Three of them. That was the balance. Gentle crush - versus degradation. And she’d chosen.

Habit dragged his eyes back. Leanne’s head flung in a laugh unguarded. That hand of hers, casual stroke down Ryan’s build like old instinct. Never touched Michael like that. Michael, she tolerated. Ryan, she adored.

Twist ate his gut, rot of nausea bound tight with need. He drank to bury it. Bitter trickle-down bile.

Clare read his flush. Poor bastard - she probably thought him naive. Couldn’t see that he knew all too well. That knowing ratcheted his cock up harder, treacherous, stiff pain.

Her hand brushed his forearm. Gentle heat. “Promise me. Don’t let them have her again. Don’t. You’ll regret it.”

Promise? He’d have to rip Ryan’s paw off her thigh, bark “no” at three bulls champing. Fantasy. Closer to madness. Worse: his cock had already voted yes in stiff devotion.

He rasped dry words no better than piss. “She’s strong. Knows what she’s doing.”

No, she didn’t. She crumbled for them, box-fresh slut as ever. That was her strength, maybe - owning pure filth. And him? Ashamed, tiny cock pulsing uselessly.

Clare shook her head softly, eyes shining with loss. Saw Leanne that used to be.

She knew. Read deep in his silence. Saw he wouldn’t stop it. Maybe couldn’t. Maybe didn’t bloody want to.

Her lips pinched tired, smoothing into pity. Pathetic cuck. Lamb on cliff top.

“Just look after her. Please,” she murmured last.

Look after? Couldn’t look after. Only look at. Look at Ryan claim her. Look at her dripping for them. That was all he had left.

He nodded, coward’s nod, everything in him screaming the opposite.

Clare folded herself back to poise, skirts neat, dignity held brittle. Floated away. Smile patched on like porcelain.

Sanity retreated back into the crowd. Safety leaving her shadow. He sat and let it go.

One last glance - weighted, loving pity - then gone.

And he was already snapped back. Eyes nailed where it mattered: thumb digging high under Leanne’s skirt, lips wet open as she beamed into Ryan’s smut. Lit alive.

No rescue tonight.
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Chapter 8: Dancefloor Crown, Cuck’s Crown


Michael hunched forward over the scarred pine table, pint glass slick in his palm, sliding sweat down to his knuckles. His throat pitched up treble as he tried - Christ, he tried - to make himself the one holding the floor for once. A bloody holiday anecdote. Majorca. The hire car that rattled itself halfway dead on a hill, him leaned out the window bawling at some farmer to tow them while Leanne pissed herself with laughter, sangria shooting out her nose. He slapped the table, mimicking the clank and grind of the engine, milking the rhythm. And, fuck, miracle of miracles - it landed. A bubble of chuckles nudged up around, even Charlie stabbing out a crooked half-laugh.

There it was. Leanne’s eyes tipped all shiny onto him, open wide, sparkling. For a heartbeat, just his. Not Ryan’s looming bulk. Not Jay’s grunting silence. Not Charlie’s piss-taking grin. Hers. Warm hand sliding onto his thigh under the table, a squeeze hot through denim.

Proof. I’ve still got her. Mine. Not theirs. For once - attention not on them. On me.

Heat poured through his chest like whisky shot through a straw. He heaved half his pint straight down, foam stinging his throat, leaning back smugly against the seat with that brief bloody glow.

Then the DJ’s voice slit the room open, chatter drowned in a throb like thunder punched through tin. Bass launches. Tables vibrating, purple strobes chopping over sweaty skulls. He knew that fucker of a song. Not a pogo-up-and-down, lager spilling chorus job. One of those. Sex-beat. Hips and heat. A track scripted for sweat and skin in the dark.

Had to be this one, didn’t it? The grinding tune. Everyone’ll know. Might as well shove a bedframe squeaking sample through the speakers.

The crowd surged. Chairs shoved back, couples clapping, yelling. Leanne twisted, face lit neon, lips parted, breath caught.

And that’s when Ryan moved.

He tipped the whole pint in a single deep swallow, slammed the glass down like he was pissing on the territory. Grin slanted broadly, glued onto Michael as easily as unwrapping gum. One cocky bastard.

“Don’t mind if I steal ‘er for a dance, do I, mate? Old times’ sake.”

Old times. For fuck’s… That’s the problem, isn’t it? Old times was her bent double over a pool table, moaning around two cocks stuffed in her. Old times were his cock shoving till her throat bulged while Charlie pissed himself giggling. And me? Cock twitch shrivelling next to theirs, useless joke twitch. And he says it like it’s carved into his fucking rights. Because it is. Always was.

Mouth opened, but nothing in it but air. “Erm—” The squeak of a man about to fold.

Didn’t matter. Leanne’s look bared him anyway. Cheeks burning, eyes greedy, seat already half left behind.

Christ alive, she wants it. Wants him. Spark flaring for him that never lights for me, no matter what joke I kill myself spinning. How do I stop her when she’s glowing like that?

He stammered, lips splitting into some mannequin grin: “Yeah, go on. Just a dance, yeah.”

Leanne squealed high, all schoolgirl snatch at pop tickets, chair scraped back, hand snatching Ryan’s with a greedy wrist-jerk. His gorilla arm curled round her waist, tight in seconds, dragging her into the light like she belonged there all along.

Pathetic fuck I am. Gave her away just like that. Permission, like I’ve got a choice. “Just a dance.” With them, nothing’s ever “just” …

Ryan’s mitt stamped onto her hip, locking her in. She tucked in snug like she’d never left that slot, body falling into rhythm with his size like muscle memory.

Straight back under him. Like she’s programmed. Christ… perfect bloody fit.

Strobe cracked their clothes into fragments. Her tartan skirt flared, blouse knot flashing as she spun in neon. She shimmered; bait fish caught on a hook.

Bait. And him the fucking shark. And me? Cock’s twitching instead of shrivelling. Sick, sick cunt I am.

Bassline hauled hips like leashes. Ryan drove forward, bulge raking into her arse with open claim, no hiding fuck all. She gave back. Right into it. Perfect, filthy lockstep.

Not dancing. Clothed fucking. Cock sawing into her cheeks while she takes it, takes it gladly. Crowd watching. And me too, sick bastard with stiff prick blistering in jeans.

Ryan’s paws spanned her entire back, dragging down, curling into her arse. Full squeeze. Slow, filthy. Skirt peeled up enough for fleshy handfuls.

In the bloody middle. Everyone is clocking him kneading arse, her wriggling like she’s starving for it. Or worse - she wants me seeing it, cock burning me alive across the cloth.

Michael got up too fast, panic buzzing up his spine. He had to - had to get there, her husband, step at her side, not leave her hung out meat.

“Oi oi!” Charlie barrelled straight into his path, knees drunk wobble, but grin sharp. “Let the man show ya how it’s done!” Big lad clap smashed Michael’s shoulder, hip-bumped him clean sideways.

Blocked. Banter, my arse. He knows. Walling me off. And all I can do is squeeze a twat grin, so no one clocks me burning inside.

Jay planted up on the other side, whole bulk rolled into a brick wall, clap-clap with the bass. His stance already said: Your way ends here.

Fuck me, nowhere through. Invisible leash. They don’t need to spell it. Their shoulders speak it: watcher only, lad. Seat’s yours. That seat and nothing more.

Michael’s arms half-lifted, palms up like some spectator, fake-laughing along like it was a joke for them all.

That’s the give-in. Pretend it’s laughs. Laugh with them, at yourself, coward. But you know. You’ve bent already.

The three-strong line stood shoulder to shoulder, mates-at-ease but cage bars all the same. All eyes pinned forward, Ryan and Leanne's bodies molten under the spin. Phones flashing, rando punters pissing laughter.

This is a show. Christ, the stage. And my wife’s star turn? Getting pawed, bent, taken by her ex. Centrepiece slut and me clapping along with wet hands, cock thumping at it like applause.

Ryan dropped his lips to her ear, an intimate, vulgar whisper. Leanne’s head whipped back, raw bark of a laugh spilt out, hair silent fireworks across his stubble.

Christ almighty. Radiant. His whore again in a flick. That’s how she glows when she’s got proper cock in range.

Her eyes found him then, shooting across the bulk, flashed onto Michael’s. Through strobe and haze - nailed him to the floor.

What’s that? Plea? Begging me to come stop it? Or worse - daring me. Revelling in me standing cut down?

Brows twitched, soft flicker upward. A question mark hidden in her dance. Hesitation.

She’s checking. She’s asking me. Stop her? Let her? Christ. She’s shoved it into my lap. My say. My-

Stomach bottomed. Cock stiff enough it hurt against denim.

Truth screaming inside isn’t “no.” It’s “more.” It’s begging “please.”

His chin sank a nod. Lip corners jittered to patch it over grin thin.

The nod. Silent knighthood of the cuck. She owns me entirely in one look.

Her lips twisted into a side-grin, sharp, nasty with knowing. Arse ground deeper into Ryan’s bulge, whole body shuddering.

Dry humping him under the lights, wedding band flashing like crown jewels. My crown. My cuck’s crown shining for the whole club.

Ryan shoved harder, pressed his hand flat across her lower belly, dragging cock deeper into her crack.

The crowd whooped when the beat hit drop. Ryan snapped her hips around, twisted her in, reeled her back with stage sharpness. Each jerk perfect, each skirt-snap timing dead on.

Performance. Prop. His instrument. My wife nailed like puppet strings pulled in bright fucking public. Nobody is doubting whose toy she is tonight.

Charlie cracked up thick: “Dirty bloody dancin’, that, mate! Can’t say you ain’t seen this film before!” Hand whacked Michael’s back in rhythm with guffaws.

Humiliation dressed up as banter.

Jay leaned close, voice like lead shoved in Michael’s ear canal: “Bet yer cock’s twitchin’ just watchin’, eh lad?”

Christ… he knows. All of ‘em know. Hard lump bulging like a confession letter, trousers stiff traitor. Exposed. They’ve clocked me - cum-hungry cuck watching gladly.

Leanne flung her head back till her neck strained, pupils wild. Caught him again. Drenched eyes.

Gone. Utterly theirs. Feral slut. But string still runs back to me - not as husband - witness. Fuel for her performance. She needs me to see it.

Head gave itself away again, that trembling nod jerk. Fireshot shame licked his neck red-hot.

Yes. Take it harder. Show me, break her wide. Go deeper. Own her. I watch - because that’s all I’m good for. That’s my name now: cuck.

And she did. Whole body alive with the glow, arse dragging rhythm into Ryan’s groin until the bass climaxed.

Each thrust scribbles a love note to him, not me. My three inches are worthless, his bulge professor of cock-teach. And me, broad-smiling idiot, twitching harder.

Flash at the edge. Clare again.

Frozen in pulsing lights, jaw trembling open, horror crumpling her face as she clocked it – he old crush being bent in plain, filthy spectacle. Her eyes found Michael, blasted sharp.

She sees. Sees my wife cunt-thrusting in a gym hall while I stand hard cock behind a foamy pint. She sees I’m not fighting. She sees what I am.

Her look jabbed: Stop it. Save her. Do your job, man.

Michael dropped his eyes to the pint, foam slop blurring vision. Hard-on throbbing anyway.

Can’t. Can’t bloody look at her. Can’t meet it. Shame scalds, but lust - lust screams louder. Always look away first. Always nod instead of push. My wife’s theirs. And this cock of mine wants it bad. Truth in stone.
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Chapter 9: Fingered in the Shadows


The bassline hammered through the floorboards like fists on his ribcage. Too loud, too deep, too dirty. Michael stumbled back with the lads into the alcove, shirt plastered to him in a glue of sweat, heat, spilt lager. Air thick as breath in a locker room, rank with hops and armpit. The DJ’s drop thudded filthily, nothing subtle — a beat groin-deep, synced cruel with the pulse bulging against his fly. Every throb said hard-on, said cuck, like the club sound system had clocked the stiff shame raging in his lap and decided to mock him.

Leanne sat waiting, perched on the high stool with her skirt indecent — tartan hem teasing high, thighs parted just enough to snare eyes. Head tipped back laughing, hair spilling loose, cheeks lit. Not drunk glow. Another glow. Not what came after their polite missionary fumble at home, not even the buzz she put on with her little rabbit. No, this was a slut’s glow. Pulled out of her by them, not him. Brighter than he had ever earned. Radiance of cock-hunger.

Christ. My wife. My proper bloody wife glowing like a slag in front of them.

Charlie had the table gripped with another one of his mad tales, voice swinging between outright lie and some filthy edge of truth. Leanne howled, body thrown back, but then, miracle, she touched Michael. Her hand drifted from her glass down and clamped his wrist. A squeeze. Warm and real. Her laugh spilt clean into his face like it was meant for him.

Still mine. Still sees me. Still here, in this moment. Proof. Thank fuck. Proof I exist to her, not just the cuck they’ll carve me into. Hang on to it, lad, you’ll be nothing without it.

Jay lumbered in with a tray stacked messily, coloured shots in flimsy plastic. “Neck one, all of ya. No excuses.” Drinks emptied into waiting fists like a rugby squad before kick-off. Michael picked at one, fumbled, late. The others tipped back smoothly, throats working in brutal sync. All that male muscle slugging what he could barely manage. He coughed halfway down, spitting spray back with a wet hack.

Charlie roared. “Christ, lightweight. Your missus takes it better than you.”

Leanne tilted hers in one go. Slam. Empty slapped loud on wood. Then she dragged her pink tongue slowly across her lips. Brazen as porn.

Fuck. That lick. That’s cock-lick. That’s their lick. Knows their taste. He knows it too well. The bastards see it.

The gang broke with laughter, and Charlie crooned through it: “Still a pro. Always was. Dirty bird.” He shot a conspiratorial wink straight over the rim at Michael, eyes rat-bright with glee.

Old times. Always gunning at me. They knew her filthy. I never drank with her like this.

Charlie snatched a remote, jabbed at it with a grin fit for sixth form. Wall alive. Slideshow coughing up the Class of 2016. Faces. Sweaty uni nights mid-bender. Blokes topless, torsos gleam-drunk, girls tartan skirts high, flashes of arse and panty. Glasses raised mid-theft. Heathens. Kids.

And then her. Leanne. Spun out of history like a goddess whore. Lycra clamped to tits, skirt crooked so the seam of knickers framed perfectly. Hair everywhere, cheek glowing, drunk. Trophy slut, not the tidy wife he brought here tonight. His wife. Their slut. As if they’d kept her pressed between the pages, ready to flash back into being on command.

Holy fuck. That’s my wife. Nine years younger, bent slut caught proud on plaster. Still theirs. Been theirs all along. Tonight proves it. Always cock-dripping, leg over any of them - and me here wasting life acting husband.

And she wasn’t just a picture. She was moving beneath it, lit by flash - face now overlaid perfectly, blouse tied low, shimmering into the old lycra bra-top, thighs spreading open same angle as those captured legs. Past projected right on top of the present. Two versions, or none. Just one true version. Cock-hungry slut.

Christ, it’s fused. No Surrey-wife. That was play-acting. She’s only ever been a uni slag.

Jay chuckled low, a gravelled rumble. “Still the same bird.”

Charlie sang next, smirk thin. “Still got that skirt too.”

Michael’s gut punched sharply, glass inside his stomach cutting.

Why’d I trick myself she’d changed?

Then Fliss cut across, barging clipboard-first like a fussy aunt: “Alright, enough tampering with the equipment!” Smack to Charlie’s hands, raffle boredom slamming flat as authority. Slideshow thinned back to safe faces, dull little team photos. Proper. Boring.

Even she feels it. Everyone knows the tide’s turned. But you can’t stop filth. Raffle books never saved anyone. Whole reunion dripping filth I can’t shut down. Leanne is gone the same as me, just drowning in it.

He turned back for comfort. Empty stool. Leanne gone. And Ryan is gone too.

Fuck no. Gone together. Like the toilets. Means only one thing. Every time she slips? His hands, his cock. Not mine.

Bending forward as if casual, Michael squinted through shadows, bodies, legs. And there - shapes in an empty alcove dusk. Movement.

Ryan’s mouth latched greedily over hers, lips welded. Not kiss but devour. Wet slaps, spit spilling. Her lipstick a smeared blur on his.

Not a marriage kiss. Not mine. This is a rut. His mouth eating her, hers giving. She is moaning into him, Christ alive.

Ryan yanked her upright, slammed her back on the wall. Shoulders broad, arms flexed iron. Hand clawed her hair, skull pinned, his other already burrowed fast under tartan hem.

Straight under. No ask, no pause. Direct to cunt. Like property. And my wife - fucking letting him. So what am I doing?

She froze in a flash. Body stiff. Michael’s lungs caught, bursting with desperate hope.

Yes. Yes please. Swat him. Tell him no. Push back. Christ, prove me something!

Then gone. Resistance snapped. That low moan spilt - thick honey-dragged - thighs gaping easily, grinding hips down, desperate on his questing hand.

Fuck. She’s opening for him. Not memory. Present tense whore. Grinding herself stupid on another’s paw. Wife of mine. Humping against the wall, skirt hitched.

A flare of a disco light catches them. Ryan pumping his wrist in a filthy rhythm into her knickers, Leanne’s hips lurching sleazily, drunk-teenager movements, greedy twitch.

He’s finger-fucking my wife, knuckles deep. Right there. Ten feet away. Five years married and I’ve never seen her grind like that - but she’s humping some other fucker’s hand in public at our bloody reunion. Me? Nothing. Just sat cock-stiff, swelling till zipper scalds the head.

Charlie craned next to him, rat-neck bobbing to get a view. Jay leaned too, his gaze caught. Their laughs broke low, ugly.

“Look at that dirty cow. Legs wide already.”

“She’s always been the same.”

Insults. They’re jeering her. But truth sits in it like a blade. Cow. Slag. Already wide legs. And still, I’m cock stiff to proof. I don’t fight it - I eat it up. Audience to my wife getting used. Thrumming like a bell in my fucking lap.

Bass thickened, thuds washing over, but not enough to mask the slap-wet squelch of Ryan’s hand working her cunt. Michael’s ears rang, eyes raw, refusing to blink and miss a second. Her cries stifled half into Ryan’s shoulder meat.

No world left. Just this alcove. Only noise worth breathing is her cry muffled in him. Only her wetness counts. His wet hand I’ll lap later, I swear to myself.

Then Fliss bustled again, raffle sheets waving, prissy voice shrieking charity. “Who’s bought yet? Every ticket counts-”

God in heaven, raffle? Now? Wife squirming like a cheap slut on his buried fingers, and she wants to sell me paper. Life reduced to raffles while my truth sits heaving against wood. My truth is her drizzle on another man’s hand.

He grabbed tickets, handing over an un-checked note, dumb as a puppet, shoved them in his pocket, eyes still captured on his wife. Body autopilot while cock leapt wild.

Years of raffle-ticket husbandry. Flat safety. Boring life. And here? Here’s the pulse. The stink of pussy being whaled on. This is her truly living.

Charlie’s hiss slid wickedly snide in his ear, “Hubby’s loving it. Proper hard right now.”

Michael flinched, burning face lighting scarlet.

Fuck. Caught. He’s clocked it. Eyes on my lap. Seen stiff. Already naming me a cuckold.

And then Leanne giggled in Ryan’s mouth as Fliss passed near - that guilty caught-in-act giggle. Not shame. Excitement.

She knows too. My wife knows. Glittering eyes. She’s freshly fingered, skirt damp, juice still on him, but laughing like a filthy girl loving it. Head games over. She knows. All of it.

Ryan peeled off calm as a king. Slow withdrawal. Hand tugged out tartan. Fingers slick, shining neon in the lights.

He wiped them down himself, slathering her cunt-juice carelessly over denim thigh, soaking jeans with her wetness like it was nothing. Trophy taken. Claimed.

My wife’s cunt prints left on another bloke’s jeans while I stare, useless, stiff.

Leanne reeled back, staggering, hair torn wild, blouse clung wet round tits, face sweat-smeared, hot. More alive than Michael had seen in years. Freshly ruined slut. Body humming like bass itself.

Slut blazing from his hands.

And then she crossed the short distance and fell into him. Michael. Arms flung. Mouth crushed his. Wet, brutal kiss, tongue spearing. Forceful. Sloppy.

Christ, taste. Different. Not her. Him. Ryan’s spit brewed in her. Mixing on my tongue. Slopping into me. I’m swallowing his taste - her mouth still his mouth. My wife is feeding me his. And I fucking lap it up.

She broke off smudged, girlish giggle, eyes sparkle. “Babe, such a great time. Catching up’s so good!” She flumped down, legs twitching still.

Catch up. That’s the line. Nice casual nothing - but catch up here means his hand wrist-deep, his spit in her throat. And me? Smiling nod, lap puddled damp. My cock blurts the truth across denim - hard and wet – a sign louder than I could ever confess.
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Chapter 10: Safety Isn’t What Gets Me Hard


The music dulled at his back as Michael stumbled down the side corridor, strip lights buzzing overhead. The reunion’s roar muffled behind the double doors, just a bass thump leaking through plasterboard. Empty. Blessedly empty.

Christ, finally. Needed this piss for hours. Cock’s been aching stiff near all night. Thought it’d bloody snap in my trousers, twitching while she grinded wet on him. Now my balls just hurt. A sharp ache. Just need relief, for God’s sake.

He shoved through the gents, bleach stabbing his nose over the sour stink of urinal cakes. Hands fumbled his trousers before he was even steady, already spilling out, and when the hiss finally came, he sagged, groan catching raw in his chest.

Pathetic. Listen to it – a weak dribble out of me while she’s slick and gushing for Ryan out there. His hand up her bloody tartan skirt, knickers wet in seconds, her moaning around his tongue while they kissed like animals. And me - tiny cock stuffed in fist, splattering into a urinal like a virgin at thirteen. Weak husband. Pissing when I should be pulling her off him. Instead, just shaking myself dry, red-faced over piss steam.

Too quick. Empty before he wanted it gone. He zipped, didn’t even glance at taps.

What, wash hands? Fuck that. Every second wasted’s a second without her face grinding against his jaw, her cunt stuffed with his fingers. My cock’s already dribbled half through boxers, salty patch spreading. One more rub and it’ll soak right through the grey.

He turned back into the corridor shadows and froze.

Clare. Stood wedged stiff in the alcove by the fire door, glass shivering between her pale fingers, face carved white, lined with care.

Not her. Not now. Christ. She’s been waiting. Watching. She knows. Saw everything, clocked more than she should. Complication. Raw hope scribbled in her face - all worry, pleading. The sort of look that means she reckons she can save someone. Me. Her. Both.

“Michael.” Her voice dropped low, urgent. She stepped out, wine trembling in the glass. “This is how it starts. You need to take her home. Please. For her sake.”

The words latched heavy round his shoulders like chains. Take her home. Bundle her back to Leatherhead, lock her in their neat Surrey rooms, away from cock, away from temptation. Cosset her. Keep her pure again. His cock jolted hard at the thought, because stopping meant never seeing. Saw her bent before him, saw them all pressing her open. Stopping meant shutting his eyes to it, maybe forever.

“She’s just… catching up. You know. Old friends.” His voice came out paper-thin, laugh rattling behind it.

Even to him, it sounded hollow. Catching up doesn’t taste like Ryan’s spit stuffed down her throat. Don’t look like thighs spread shameless round his bloody fist. Joke excuse. Keep lying, Archer. Survival by lie. Can’t face the truth, or else you’d explode on the spot.

Clare blocked the passage again, urgency bright in wide hazel eyes. “You didn’t see? I saw his hand. Up her skirt. She’ll give in, Michael. They’ll be… they’ll be fucking before the night’s over.”

Oh, he’d seen. Saw every curl of her hips grinding back into those thick digits snared in her slit. Saw him stroke her in rhythm, her gasping into his chest, nails digging for anchor. Burned into memory harder than anything he could recall of their marriage bed. His cock had gone rigid instantly and had been stiffer to that sight than to six years of missionary inside her.

His throat shut. Couldn’t spit denial, couldn’t bear the truth either.

“She’s stronger now,” he muttered. The syllables thin, trembling like paper in the wind.

Utter bollocks. Stronger? She collapsed the second Ryan so much as lifted her skirt. Melted like butter. Spread wide before she’d thought twice. Strong enough, aye - to fuck quicker maybe.

Clare shook her head hard, fury sharpening her cheeks. “Michael, don’t be a fool. Take her now. If you don’t, it’ll be too late. It always ended like that with them.” Her voice cracked against cream walls.

Too late… God yes. That’s the sweet spot. That’s where I want it. I dream it all too late. Always too late. That’s the point of me.

Her eyes softened at his silence, confusion raw, near trembling. “Michael… they destroy people like her. I lost her once. Please don’t let them take her again.” Her hand shot out, catching his wrist, hot and shaking, pulse hammering under her grip.

That touch - compassion, warm, anchoring - should’ve swayed a man. A proper man. But it only made his cock throb nastier. Not her hand. Didn’t want soothing fingers. Brain screamed for Ryan’s thick palms knotted in Leanne’s hair, dragging her skull down onto cock, gagging her gleeful.

“You’re her husband!” Clare cried, voice breaking with strain. “It’s your job - to protect her.”

Yes, husband. But that job? Not to shield. Not to fight for her virtue. His job was witness. To watch her destroyed and drink it down like a sacrament. To be the pathetic shadow against their blaze.

“She’s happy,” he stammered, loosening her grip, staring only at the floor tiles. “Look at her tonight. …She shines.”

Shines. Didn’t need to add why. Didn’t say shines brighter choking on another man’s shaft, thighs glossy with other men’s spit and sweat.

“How can you say that? How can you stand proud when she’s-” Clare’s voice stopped mid-blade, horror strangling the words.

Because it makes me harder than my cock ever managed before. That’s the grim, rancid truth. Her slut glow is my bloody erection. Pride’s already stripped. But cock’s never prouder, never harder.

Clare’s hazel gaze searched, dawning horror clawing across her features. He wasn’t ignorant. He was complicit.

“Michael… you’ll regret this.” The plea cracked, glass ticking against her fingers.

Regret already has me. Regret’s plaited tight with arousal, wound round me like barbed rope. Tears and pre-cum burning together down the same fucking pipe. Heaven and ruin bound in one.

From inside the main hall, the bassline swelled again, promise throbbing. Pull of neon and heat calling him back. Every second Clare held him here was stolen from Leanne writhing filthy into another man. He half-turned, eyes sliding away, wanting only escape.

“I’m sorry,” he blurted. Sorry. To her? To himself? A useless apology - words that meant nothing and could stop less.

Then, a bulk of a beast filled the corridor. Jay. A mountain in motion, stomping out the neon heat into shadow, blocky grin splitting wide, cruel from jaw to eye. “Evenin’, Clare.” Meat shoulder tore against Michael’s as he passed, a deliberate shove spinning him sideways.

Fucking brute. Flesh wall. My apology sounds like fart air compared to his presence. Look at him, animal laugh splitting face, my heart leaps and cock thumps in the same breath. His grin makes me bloody twitch harder than Clare’s pitying touch ever could.

Clare sucked back, plastering herself flat to the wall, fear painted raw across her.

Another shadow sauntered in behind; Charlie with his crooked swagger, grin all skew and wicked. “Don’t worry, love,” he said, sing-song rot, “We’ll keep her safe.” Wink sharp, heavy twist on safe that stabbed with mock.

Safe. Safe like her arse rammed raw while they laugh. Safe like cock tip kissing her throat and she choking proud. Safe like me on knees, grovelling, small prick aimed at nothing but my hand. That’s the safety they mean. And fuck me - I want it more than anything Clare’s earnest mouth begged a second ago.

She recoiled at his words, dread widening her lips. She heard menace. He only heard inevitability.

He shrank himself thin, muttered nothing clear, ducked back to the main hall glow. Left Clare and her rattling glass and useless decency in the alcove.

She’ll never get it. To her, I’m a coward, a piss-poor man, failure. But she doesn’t know cowardice is precisely the fuck I ache for. That her pleas to save only shove me closer. What bends me into frenzy is the thought of Leanne ruined while I do less than nothing except stiffen myself, pathetic.

He shoved the door, plunged straight into furnace heat, into roar and neon. Pulse hammer in ribs, cock iron bar clawing wet patch into his trousers, eyes darting frantic for blonde gleam, tartan flash, the shape of her bent for him. Bent for them.
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Chapter 11: The Key to Humiliation


The DJ's music pounded behind us as we lurched through the double doors, leaving the reunion's throbbing beat for the hollow echo of emptied university corridors. Every footfall clattered off bare walls and lino, five pairs of feet making the noise of twenty in these dead halls.

"Fuckin' freedom!" Charlie bellowed, his Manc accent bouncing back from all angles. He'd nicked two bottles of cheap champagne from the bar, clutching them under his armpits like stolen treasure. "Thought I'd lose me bloody mind if I had to listen to another minute of that shite music."

I walked ahead of them all, the room key digging crescents into my palm. My thumb traced its rough edge, a cheap brass thing, so ordinary and yet transformed into something else entirely. A talisman. An anchor. The executioner's tool I'd carry myself to my own slaughter.

Behind me, Ryan and Jay each had an arm hooked around Leanne, half-carrying her between them. Her tartan skirt was twisted high up her thigh, bunched into a fistful of fabric where Jay's massive hand was clamped. Not on her waist. On the curve of her arse. Owning it. Her stupid little school tie swung loose with each staggering step, a joke against the raw, sexual display she'd become.

And Christ, her laugh. High-pitched, almost manic, a sound I'd never heard in our quiet bedroom in Leatherhead. That laugh wasn't mine.

Jay's hand spanned her ribcage like she was a doll, fingers splayed wide as she leaned into him for balance. Still giggling as she pushed hair from her eyes with sticky fingers, fingers that had been God knows where tonight. Her wedding ring caught the harsh light for a moment, a lone symbol of the life we'd built, mocked by every other detail around it.

"Thank fuck we escaped Fliss and her bloody raffle sheets!" Charlie's voice boomed down the corridor, echoing off the walls. "Nearly made me want to neck bleach rather than shots! Woman's mental."

Jay rumbled with laughter, the sound vibrating through his barrel chest and into Leanne's body where she pressed against him. "Bird's obsessed with tickets, man. Who comes to a reunion thinking we want fuckin' bingo? Proper mad scene, that."

Ryan squeezed Leanne's hip, his fingers disappearing into the bunched fabric of her skirt, and his eyes found mine. That easy smirk curled his lips, the one that made my stomach dissolve into acid. "See, Leanne - that's where you went wrong. Night of cock on tap, and you spent half of it with those losers."

The words should have spurred rage. Should have made me turn and smash his perfect teeth down his throat. Instead, my cock strained painfully against my zip, the sick twist of humiliation coiling with arousal until I couldn't tell which was which. Night of cock on tap. That's what he thought this was. What I'd allowed it to become.

Charlie twisted round, face flushed with drink, and hitched his voice into a mocking falsetto: "Oi, Leanne, she still your bessie mate, that Clare? Looked like she had a face like a slapped arse when she saw you with us."

I waited for her to defend Clare. To say something – anything - about her old friend. One shred of loyalty to prove some part of my wife still existed.

Instead, Leanne giggled without a trace of guilt, shrugging Jay's arm higher around her shoulders. "Ohh, Clare... she was always such a bore, weren't she? Proper killjoy. Always left me hangin' when things got interesting."

The North London accent was back fully now, thicker and rougher than I'd ever heard it at home. Surrey Leanne - polite, respectable Surrey Leanne - had evaporated completely. This was someone else. Someone I'd never truly known.

Ryan leaned close enough that I could smell the expensive aftershave clinging to his skin, mixed with sweat and the faint musk of arousal. His voice dropped, intimate and cutting. "See? Even she won't defend her. Knows where the real fun is, don't ya, babe? Not with fuckin' saints like Clare - with us."

My throat closed. Clare had tried to warn me. Had begged me to take Leanne away from this exact scenario. And now Leanne laughed at her, threw her under the bus for these three men who treated her like a piece of meat they were ready to carve up.

And what had I done? Nothing. Worse than nothing. Led the fucking procession myself.

Charlie stabbed the air with one of his bottle necks, golden droplets spraying across the corridor. "I swear Fliss and Clare could turn a shag into a lecture - one banging on about rules, the other crying about feelings."

Leanne doubled over laughing, Doc Martens thudding against the corridor tiles. I watched tears gather at the corner of her eyeliner-smudged lashes, tracking black down her flushed cheeks. She was beautiful like this, lit up with cruelty and abandon. Beautiful and terrible.

I forced out a shaky chuckle, trying to blend with their mockery. Whatever remained of fidelity, of conscience, of basic fucking decency—all of it caved under the drunk chorus of wolves that surrounded my wife.
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We reached the stairwell leading up to our student accommodation. The corridor stretched empty in both directions, nothing but buzzing fluorescent tubes and the distant hum of the building's ancient plumbing. The silence felt heavy, pregnant with what was coming.

I fumbled with the swipe card, my fingers thick and clumsy as I slotted it into the reader. The lock clicked open with a sound that echoed like a theatre curtain rising. Like a guillotine falling.

"Here we go, lad," Ryan nudged Jay, gesturing towards the stairs. "Back in the chambers of doom! Proper déjà vu of halls, innit?"

Charlie snorted, following us through. "Bet the bed's still squeakier than her laugh." He nodded towards Leanne, then locked eyes with me, his grin sharp as a blade. "Lad, you've brought your missus back to the exact same sweatbox where she used to take all three of us."

Leanne swatted at him with her loose tie, her expression mock-offended, but her grin shone like a dare through smudged lipstick. "Oh, piss off, Charlie!"

But she didn't deny it. Didn't contradict him. Didn't say it was a lie.

Jay's hand slid down to cup her arse through the tartan skirt, his grip openly possessive, fingers digging into the fabric. "You ain't even tellin' him the half of it, are ya, Leanne?"

We climbed the stairs in staggered formation, each floor bringing us closer to the cramped study room I'd unlocked earlier that evening. A lifetime ago, when I'd still been just her husband, not whatever pathetic thing I was becoming.

At our door, Ryan paused. His hand landed heavily on my shoulder, his expression shifting to mock-pity. "You sure about this, mate? Lads get a bit... boisterous, as you well know." His gaze slid to Leanne, hungry and knowing. "She remembers, don't ya, babe?"

Leanne blushed and laughed, burying her face against Ryan's chest - another knife wound twisting deeper into me. Her hand still clutched mine, but her body curved towards him, magnetised by something I could never give her.

I couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. I nodded without words. The brass key felt suddenly enormous in my hand as I slid it into the stiff old lock. Metal scraped against metal, the sound like nails on a chalkboard. My palms were slick with sweat, making the key slip twice before I could get a grip.

With effort, I twisted it open - the sound like a gunshot in my chest. My hand trembled on the handle.

This was my 'yes.' This was where I chose. Not just allowing it, no, actively opening the door to my own humiliation.

I pushed the door to our cramped study-bedroom open.

The pack rushed in like they owned the place. The tiny space instantly filled with the stink of alcohol and sweat, the thud of leather soles against thin carpet. Charlie dumped his bottles onto the desk, liquid fizzing out onto the biro graffiti stains etched into the wood. Jay immediately flopped onto the single bed without asking, making the metal frame scream bloody murder against the floor bolts, his bulk causing the mattress to sag dangerously.

Ryan propped himself against the wall, peeling his blazer off with lazy confidence. His broad chest was visibly damp with sweat under the shirt fabric, muscles shifting beneath cotton as he loosened his tie. The fucker was built like an athlete, all shoulders and chest and easy power.

When it was just Leanne and me, the room had been cramped. Now, with the three of them sucking all the oxygen out of it, it was suffocating. The air was thick enough to choke on, heavy with testosterone and the sour-sweet smell of spilt champagne.

Leanne spun once in the narrow space between bed and desk, arms raised in giddy excitement. Her cheeks were blotched a deep, hectic red, her pupils blown wide and black with something wild. Something hungry.

I hovered by the doorframe, a hard knot tightening just below my ribs, making it difficult to breathe. The motivational poster on the wall seemed to mock me now, curling at the edges in the oppressive heat.

Ryan flicked his chin towards the cubicle bathroom. "Get yourself tidied up, babe, before the real party."

The words just hung there. A command. No pretence left.

Before the others could comment, Leanne grabbed my wrist, tugging me into the bathroom with her. The door shut behind us, leaving muffled laughter, clinking bottle tops, and wolf whistles on the other side of the thin wood.

The tiny space stank of mildew and damp towels. The cracked mirror over the sink reflected us both, a warped, distorted version of the couple who'd left Leatherhead this morning.

I saw my pale face, sweat glazing my temples - and behind me, Leanne. Her cheeks were blotched red, her hair a mess, the mascara a bruised smudge beneath eyes that were blown wide and black. She didn't look like my wife anymore.

She braced herself against the sink, breathing heavily. Her eyes met mine in the mirror, searching, calculating.

"Michael..." Her voice dropped to a whisper, each word distinct and weighted. "If we start this, it won't stop. You know that don't you? Is this what you want?"

Time froze. The air felt heavy with the smell of peeling paint and the weight of choice. Through the thin wall came the muffled laughter of wolves, pounding like tribal drums in my skull.

A tremor started in my hands. Every rational part of my brain was screaming. Run. Grab her. Get out. But the command was drowned out by the savage, insistent throb in my groin. My cock, my fucking traitor cock, was brick-hard against my leg, aching with a need that defied all sense. It didn't want to run. It wanted to watch.

This was it. Last chance to walk away. Last chance to be a man instead of whatever perverted thing I was becoming.

My lips parted. My voice shook. "Yes."

Short. Broken. Compulsive. But it was still yes.

Leanne studied my face in silence for a heartbeat. Something in her expression softened - not with pity, but with recognition. She saw the truth in me, the shameful core I'd hidden from her for five years of marriage. The part of me that got hard watching other men want her. The part that had always known I wasn't enough.

She exhaled with something that was both relief and hunger. "Thank you. You'll see how much I need this."

Then she was on me, kissing me hard. Her tongue plunged into my mouth, insistent, and I tasted it instantly. Ryan. Marking her territory on the inside of my mouth. My knees went weak, a wave of sickness and white-hot arousal crashing through me like a fever.

She took my shaking hands and guided them to the buttons of her blouse. "Undo me..." she whispered.

My fingers were thick, clumsy things, refusing to work properly. I fumbled with the first button - hang on, was it shaking? No, I was shaking. The white fabric parted, and I saw the white lace of her bra, the pale skin of her stomach. Goosebumps rose on her flesh, a constellation of tiny bumps in the harsh light. A sacrifice being prepared.

Then her hands moved to her skirt, unzipping it at the side with deliberate slowness. She wiggled her hips, let the tartan fabric slide down her legs like a shed skin, stepping out of it with the grace of a stripper. Now in just bra and skimpy knickers - lace that I'd never seen before, bought for someone else's eyes - she stood proud before me, glowing in the harsh bathroom light.

My breath caught in my throat. I was trapped between despair and reverence, between mourning what was about to be taken from me and worshipping the creature who demanded the sacrifice.

"Ready?" she asked, her hand already on the doorknob.

I wasn't. Could never be. But I nodded anyway.

The bathroom door opened into the humid bedroom.

All three men looked up at once. Charlie let out a wolf whistle that echoed off the walls. Jay's massive hands slowly clenched into fists, knuckles going white as he drank in the sight of her. And Ryan... Ryan just smiled. That slow, predatory smile that said he'd been waiting for this moment all bloody night.

Ryan raised one of Charlie's stolen bottles in mock toast. "There she is. Our girl again."

Charlie guffawed, a bark of triumphant laughter that made the windows rattle. "Fuckin' hell! Class reunion highlight - Leanne in her bloody undies!"

Jay licked his lips, a wolfish grin spreading across his broad face like an oil slick. "Knew she'd come back to us looking like that."

Leanne stepped fully into the room, her bare feet silent on the thin carpet. She stood in the cramped space between bed and desk, her body language shifting from the hesitant wife of moments ago to something else entirely; confident, sensual, a queen returned to her rightful court. Her nipples were visible through the lace, hard points that made my mouth go dry.

"I missed this," she said, voice husky and strange, thick with an accent I barely recognised.

Ryan's gaze slid to me, still hovering in the bathroom doorway like a fucking coward. He gestured theatrically towards the desk chair, scraping it forward from the biro-etched wood with deliberate menace. Michael's throne of humiliation. A silent order that brooked no argument.

My choice was made. No going back now. My legs felt like they belonged to someone else as I shuffled towards the chair, a puppet whose strings Ryan had just pulled. The cheap wood creaked beneath me as I sat. I’d see everything - the bed, the space between, the eager faces of three men sizing up my wife like meat they were about to devour.

"Right then," Ryan said, unbuttoning his shirt with lazy confidence, each button revealing more of his muscled chest. "Let's show your husband what he married, shall we?"

Charlie cackled, already tugging his belt free with the enthusiasm of a man unwrapping a present. "Poor bastard's been living with the PG version all this time."

Leanne's gaze flickered to me, then back to Ryan. Something feral and hungry moved across her face, transforming her features into something I'd never seen before. Something that made my cock twitch despite the horror of it all.

"He knows now," she said, her voice slipping fully into that rough London cadence I barely recognised. "Don't ya, Michael? This is what you want, yeah? To see me get properly done?"

I couldn't speak. My tongue felt glued to the roof of my mouth, thick and useless. The room swayed slightly, heat and arousal and shame pulsing through me in nauseating waves. But I nodded. Christ help me, I nodded.
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Chapter 12: Glazed in Nostalgia


The heat in that bloody room smothered me the second I sat in the creaking desk chair. Couldn’t escape it. Sticky, stale air pressing tight to my skin, shirt clinging to my back. Christ, the chair itself felt like some throne of humiliation, leather cracked, biro-scratched grooves biting into my palms where I gripped the armrests. Crude little cock-doodles carved years ago stared back up at me, mocking, laughing - like even they belonged to them, not me.

My gorgeous, prim little Surrey wife, stripped down now to white lace that clung to her curves like sin was stitched into every seam… and three towering bastards standing there as if they’d just come straight off the pitch. Built. Ready. Not men I could ever be.

Of course, Ryan stepped forward first, a light sheen of sweat already catching on him like he’d just finished training. He looked like he was about to jog out for the FA Cup final, grin cocky enough to fill the room. Champion’s body. Grinning alpha. Not a trace of softness anywhere. Not one inch he’d ever apologise for. Not like me sweating through a cheap M&S office shirt with pathetic dark crescents under the pits.

“Christ, she looks fuckin’ perfect,” Ryan muttered, eyes fixed on her like no time had passed. Not like she belonged to me. More like I’d just borrowed her all these years, and he’d just come back to reclaim what was his.

Charlie’s belt whipped free, leather hissing, that grey tongue darting over his crooked teeth. “Bloody hell, feels like fuck all’s changed, eh slag? On yer knees. Show the cuck how quick you used to be with our cocks down your throat.”

And she smirked. Leanne - my wife - smirking filthier, cheekier, hornier than she had in our neat little Surrey bedroom when I’d begged for a quick shag after wine and telly. Cheeks flushed red, lips glossy and ripe. She looked bloody radiant, hearing him call her slag. Lit-up slut. Not for me. For them.

On her knees.

Jay shifted, all brute weight, moving from Ryan’s shoulder until he loomed. Christ, it was like a wall of bloke blotting out half the light. Shoulders wide as door frames. His arms were bigger than her thighs, every vein twitching like he was strung together with thick rope instead of flesh. Those eyes flicked down, cold and cutting, and I felt it gut-deep like a slash of contempt, reminding me what I wasn’t. What I’d never be. Then he spread his stance wider, relaxed, the waiting brute ready for his turn.

Fuck me… my cock’s already pathetic, dribbling into my pants, a dark patch spreading warm on my crotch. She’s shaking at the thought of their cocks. Bloody shaking.

She looked up between them, on her wedding knees again, diamond ring catching the light as her hand landed boldly on Ryan’s thigh like it belonged there.

His cock stood first. Thick. Heavy. Christ Almighty, bigger than anything I’d even dared picture. The head brushed against her lips, and she didn’t flinch, didn’t hesitate - just opened wide, sliding down on him like she’d never forgotten. Like muscle memory. A gag rattled out of her throat before the shaft was even halfway.

The sound hit me first - wet, choking slaps of spit and throat. Mascara already streaking, black rivulets crawling her cheeks. Her lipstick smeared into red blotches painting up Ryan’s thick shaft as it shoved deeper down the slick tunnel of her mouth. My cock throbbed violent under my zip, a painful stretch as if the teeth would burst open. Christ, she looked more alive round his cock than I’d ever seen her under me.

Charlie grinned cruelly, cock already in his hand. “Come on, Leanne — don’t get shy now. Remember New Year’s Eve? Six lads down that hallway lined up, one after the other. Mouth stuffed with spunk by midnight. Tell your husband how much you bloody loved it.”

Her laugh jolted wet and ragged through the gagging. She peeled off Ryan’s cock, panting heavily, spit dangling in ropes. “Yeahhh… I fuckin’ loved it,” she rasped, pure London filth in her voice, back to the slag she hid from Surrey neighbours.

Six. Six cocks? My brain cracked in half. Shit, she’d been cock-hungry long before me. Proper gangbang slut, and I never knew. My cock twitched pathetically harder, leaking, desperate for her to confess more.

Jay slapped his heavy cock across her face, the blunt tip leaving wet streaks of spit on her cheeks. Thick as a can, obscenely wide. “Don’t keep me waiting, cow,” his Brummie drawl low, rough. She moaned, mouth open, hungry as hell, taking that blunt giant across her tongue without so much as flinching.

Ryan’s eyes caught mine while she sucked. Sweat dripping hot down his chest, hair plastered damp. “Oi, cuck — eyes on her. Don’t look away. Say it. Say your wife’s still our cock-sock.”

The chair squealed under me as I gripped so hard the wood protested. Tense, humiliating heat spreading sodden through my underwear as if I’d pissed myself.

God, she is. My wife, respectable Mrs Archer of Surrey, wine glasses with neighbours and bloody hydrangeas in the garden - here, down on her knees, hungry for their cocks like it’s her only skill. Slurping them like she’d rehearsed for this moment. And my cock? Three twitching inches in damp pants. And I’m nodding. I’m nodding like a loser because … Jesus … it turns me on worse than anything ever has.

“Yes-” My throat scraped raw. “She’s your… your cock-sock.”

Ryan smirked meanly. “Good lad.”

The change came brutal and fast. He yanked her hair, slung her onto that squealing bedframe like she was weightless. Leanne sprawled loose and open, legs wide, cunt slick and spilling wet shine, bare pussy begging. Her mouth hung open, laughing still, eyes bright and mad with filth.

Ryan shoved his cock straight down her throat again, gagging moans ripping up her chest. Jay lay below her, brute-wide between her thighs, splitting her slick hole open with his thick, veined mass, cock nudging for depth. Charlie spat spit-slick lube onto her puckered arsehole and pressed his blunt Manc cock to it. No pause. Just buried.

In bloody seconds, she was airtight. Every hole filled, plugged, pounded.

I couldn’t breathe. Christ, the whole room groaned and echoed with filth - bedframe slamming mad, bolts rattling in the floor, bulls grunting animal roars, Leanne’s muffled gagging bouncing round the tiled walls with the stink of sweat and pussy filling my nose. She was gone. Gone completely. Foam of spit down her chin, eyes rolling back cock-drunk, cunt stuffed wider than any toy, arse split, gape shiny round Charlie’s thick slice.

Ryan sneered over her thrashing head; fist tangled in her messy hair. “Look at her choke, cuck. Proper gagging for me.”

Jay’s roar guttural, hips jackhammering up into her soaked cunt. “Fuckin’ tighter than I remembered. She’s obviously not getting enough. Be loose as a baggy sock after mine, though, eh cuck?”

Charlie barked his mad laugh, hips smacking hard, turning her arse red under the pounding. “Straight back to her spot, innit? Triple-stuffed, cock-drunk. Didn’t take her long.”

Loose after him. Christ, yes. Stretched wide, ruined, and it’s beautiful. My bed never saw her fucked like this. She’s never rolled her eyes into her skull for me - fuck, she’s never even squealed once for me. And here? Ruined raw, destroyed… and I want them to keep destroying, to ruin her till she can’t walk without dripping their cum.

Her mascara-streaked eyes found me through it, through gagging mouthfuls of cock. Christ, she still looked at me even as she got ruined airtight. Husband. Cuck. Her eyes rolled up, spit glazing, mascara smeared - and she smirked at me.

Her muffled, filthy voice gasped around Ryan’s cock each time he pulled out: “Look… at me, babe… look… what I really am. Their slut again.”

My hand was down already, tugging my wet cock loose, trembling pathetically. Couldn’t stop it. Couldn’t not bloody wank.

She’s grinning while they rip her apart. Doing it to me. She knows exactly what it does. All the years in Surrey lukewarm, polite — never this. Never animal moaning. Here she’s glowing as a proper slag, cock-drunk and ruined. And Christ, I fucking love her like that. Love seeing her destroyed.

The gangbang smashed on, all three of them hammering her open, every thrust harder, smacking wet meat-sounds, her tits bouncing mad, muffled screams crackling under cock. Her holes being drilled like three bloody pistons.

Seeing her take those huge cocks so easily to the root brought on a shocking realisation – that the stupidly big dildo someone in the office had brought her, that she refused to throw away, keeping it as a daft memento… did she buy that herself? Was it kept to stuff her holes when I wasn’t at home? She NEEDED it – needed cocks much bigger than mine. God, that logic burned me. Shamed me to the core.

The grunting men stuffed her with their cock meat in a sweaty mess before me. The men's faces now a grimace of concentration and effort.

It couldn’t last. Ryan pulled, yanking out, fist pumping, face twisted above as thick streaks exploded hot and messy across her face. Cum dripping over smeared lips, dripping through her lashes, plastering her. She gasped, licked the taste, fucking grinned.

Charlie snarled, tearing out her arse and spraying sticky white ropes over her back, glazing her arse cheeks until they dripped glossy. Jay roared gutturally, not pulling out… instead, my wife bounced on him, urging him to fill her… fill her married cunt as he groaned, emptying into her.

And she laughed. Laughed when her face was dripping, tits glazed, arse a sticky canvas. Hair tugged wild into tangles, chest heaving, eyes spark-bright mad. Ryan grinned at me through a sheen of sweat. “There ya go, cuck. Bit of nostalgia for the wank bank.”

Cum everywhere, sheets drenched in sweat. And she bloody laughs like it’s joy. My wife, who never once let me cum in her mouth. Never once watched me dribble on her chest without wrinkling her nose. Now? Glowing cock-drunk with three of their loads dripping over and in her. Too much. Fuck I want more. I want her drowned, leaking spunk from every hole, permanent. That’s who she is. That’s who we are.

She scooped some spunk out of her cunt with her hand, smearing it over her tits, up to her mouth, licking greedily with a cheeky, filthy smile. “Mmmm… missed this so much.”

Too much… I erupted weak, cum pulsing pathetic spurts over my own shirt, small cock jerking wet mess across my belly. So little compared to their glory, a drizzle against three floods. But the shame in it made me shake harder, shuddering wrecked with ecstasy on the bloody floor.
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Chapter 13: Owned in the Water, Broken in the Watching


Ryan yanked at her arm, none of it gentle, none of it sweet. Just dragged her off the sticky mattress by the wrist like a bloke tugging a mutt round the park on a lead.

And she went. Christ, she bloody skipped after him, giggles bubbling through her throat, lashes clumped with run mascara, his spunk drying in crooked streaks down her cheek, Jay’s thick mess oozing from her ruined cunt. She looked wrecked, painted up in spunk and sweat, and still she followed him barefoot over the cracked carpet straight into that cubicle like it was her homecoming. Back where all the filth sat waiting.

Charlie laughed, hooking his jeans back over his skinny hips, calling after Ryan. “Don't go drownin’ her, mate. Leave some for us after, yeah?” Crooked grin sharp as a blade in my gut.

Jay rolled his shoulders, sparks of sweat spraying off him, pulling a ragged B&H packet from his pocket. “Need a fuckin’ smoke, lads. Can’t breathe in this fuckin’ sauna.” He jerked his chin to Charlie.

“Too right.” Their laughter trailed as they ducked out, not even properly shutting the door - just a lazy swing.

Like it was all just a pub routine. Quick round, piss break, pint on the side. And my wife - my fucking wife - their running gag. Their regular punchline. Maybe it had always been like this when I wasn’t around. Cheap, filthy tradition, the sort I’d never been invited to.

Ryan hauled her into the shower as I trailed them, the cheap plastic partition banging shut, keeping me out. Water burst loud from the ancient pipes, hammer-screech of spray into tile. My Leanne - stumbling, dripping, smeared in three men already - swallowed whole into the scalding steam.

It pumped out thick, clinging, the air suddenly heavy as soup. The mirror fogged fast, rivulets greasing down like sweat. My reflected shape vanished - melted away until I was nothing more than a blur. No face. No bloke. Just a shadow of a cuck.

Couldn’t help edging nearer. Couldn’t stop. Steam licking at my forehead, cum-stained shirt sticking damp to my chest. The spray hammered against tiles in bone-hard rhythm. I gripped the doorframe like ballast, cock twitching up against the soaked fabric, stiff bastard betraying me again.

Through the plastic, nothing was clear. Just swollen shadows. His bulk, dark and towering, was moving with deliberate power. Her outline, so much smaller, bending forward, palms braced desperately on wet tile. The cheap shower walls were shaking with every slam of him, threatening to collapse.

And the sounds - Christ, the sounds.

A wet slap. Flesh smashing to flesh under the spray of water. Splashes off their bodies, raining ceiling to floor. Her gasp, sharp, too high, snagging instantly into a choked moan. His growl under it, deep animal rumble, making the thin walls tremor around me.

My glasses fogged blind until all I had was the soundtrack. Couldn’t see a thing. Didn’t need to. Every filthy inch was in the noise.

Her voice broke out under the spray, rattled raw between moans. Sweet nothings? No. Worse.

“Ohhh… fuck, Ryan, I’ve missed this cock. Couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Knife in me. Christ. Not her stage-squawk, not the bawdy laugh for the lads. This was quieter, intimate. A confession at last dragged free. She meant it.

And my fist had already found my cock again, squeezing, tugging without me even knowing. One spit-slick rub, then faster, harder. Jerked in shame and pure need. Hated every second and couldn’t stop hating harder because of how much it thrilled me.

She’d never breathed words like that to me. Not in five years. Not our wedding night, not honeymoon, not when my jaw cramped from licking her for hours. She’d never moaned that she missed me. Never whispered she needed me. Because she hadn’t.

Ryan’s rasp cut straight through the spray, low and ruthless. “’Course you did. You’re mine, girl. Always been mine.”

Always his? Even after vows, after the mortgage, Surrey neighbours nodding over fences? Just on bloody loan. I’d carried bags to the Ford boot while she carried Ryan Sheffield inside her skull every day. And my stomach lurched, my hand rubbed faster, slicker across my tiny cock.

Her moans bled into words, every one tearing me further to pieces. “Anytime, Ryan. Anything for this cock. My body’s yours whenever you want it.”

My knees nearly buckled. My Leanne. Promising him in whispers, I’d never hear. Begging for his cock. Me? Default husband. Stopgap. And my useless shaft twitching harder, throbbing like a mutt drooling for scraps.

Betrayal became foreplay. Humiliation, heaven.

Her hand slapped at the steamed glass wall - flat, clawed, nails squealing streaks that etched into me like a whip. Christ, her fingers right there, blurred but stretching, scrabbling, separated from me by a sheet of glass. No further apart than that.

Her shrieks came bounding back tinny off tile, high and ragged over slap-slap-slap of Ryan’s hips pounding her nearer the wall. Dull carcass-thud of his heavier frame ramming her small body. Her head flicked, silhouette mouth wide open. I pictured every exact filthy inch: hair, wet plastered to her, tits bouncing under his mauling fists, thick cock smashing into her cunt so deep. His hands were surely crushing, kneading, bruising.

My strokes fell into his rhythm. Couldn’t fight it. Spit-soaked palm squeak-bouncing up and down my tiny cock, pathetic in comparison but burning hotter for it. Thick pre-cum roping out, gumming sticky between fist and shaft. Revolting. Gorgeous.

Her nails screeched sharper, must’ve gone clawing the tile itself - enamel squeals ripping kinks into the steam.

Animal. She’s gone, totally feral. That’s what she was bloody made for. Big cock rage-slamming in, water pouring down her curves, every whisper breaking her apart. Not my neat little Surrey bed. She was bred for betrayal. Bent and battered in steam while I twitch outside like a perv. And I want it. Fuck, I want it more than breath. All of it. Always.

Then Ryan’s roar. Burst loud even above the spray and her moans. A bull-snarl tearing the cubicle. Hips surely smashing her flat against the wall, cock detonating another load deep.

And she howled. Broken down to sobbing moans, not of pain but crashing jagged climax, orgasm like a car wreck, rattling her lungs empty. Water and sweat pouring, his heat jetting buried inside her.

Spray hammered louder, cacophony sealing me into their chamber. The cubicle became a fucking cathedral of their rut. Ryan roaring, Leanne sobbing with joy, both of them climaxing animal rough while I jerked myself pathetic on the damp lino.

My spunk snapped weakly from me - thin, pitiful, pattering across knuckles, dripping limp. Barely a dribble. Compared to their thick, filthy floods, it was nothing. But it was harder than ever. Hardest of my life. Shame all over my shirt, across my belly, trembling me empty in relief.

That sound. That final scream. My wife making the noise of a real cock crushing her. Real man coming in her. While me - limp, damp, fucking cuck.

Their pants and muffled murmurs blurred more softly. Ryan’s chuckle cuts through his breath.

“Say it, slut,” he growled. “Whose cunt’s this?”

Her answer nearly split my skull: “Yours, Ryan. Always yours.”

Couldn’t stand it. Couldn’t. Something caught in my chest, hot as tears. I stumbled back from choking steam, fled to the desk chair - my throne of shame. Sat half-sobbing, trousers open, ruined cock weeping dregs. Heart hammering like it hated me.

She’d promised him again. Not just flesh. Not just a hole. But her bloody pussy entire. Truth spilt naked, and I knew it: she’d never moan my name like that. Never give me those orgasm sobs. Reserved only for Ryan Sheffield. Always his.

The taps groaned. The curtain snapped back. Shadows stumbled out wet, water sluicing onto the floor. Ryan first, towel loose around his thick hips, grinning cocky like a warlord. Tits of muscle, chest matted, swagger dripping.

Behind him, my Leanne. Flushed scarlet, hair plastered dark, tits dripping rivulets, belly marked red raw from the cheap tiles, lips spit-swollen, eyes wild. Radiant. Cum-glowing. The years gone from her in one brutal unleashing.

And me? Sat hunched, sticky, undone. Small cock twitching half-hard to see her reborn like this. Eyes dared mine, not sorry, not shamed. Daring me. Grinning filthy.

My wife. My cum-wrecked wife. Ryan’s slut.

And it stoked me hard again. Even wrecked, even spent - I stiffened, aching at the sight. Because she’d promised this life. Promised it without words. And deep down, I already bloody knew; she always had been his. And always would be.
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Chapter 14: The Cuckold's Communion


Ryan strode across the cheap, stained carpet, a towel slung low around his hips like some conquering hero. Water beaded on his chest, tracing paths through the dark hair. He didn’t look at me, not really. He just snapped his fingers in my direction. Not a request. A command.

"Move, cuck. Chair's mine."

My legs jolted me upright before my brain even registered the order. A pure, animal instinct to obey. I stumbled back, landing awkwardly on the edge of the bed. The sheets were fucking sodden, clinging to my trousers with a damp mix of sweat and spunk. Christ, the whole mattress reeked of it, a sour, metallic tang of proper sex. This was the stink of animal rutting, the kind that left stains that would never, ever wash out.

Ryan slumped into the chair, spreading his legs wide as he towelled his chest with lazy, arrogant swipes. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, spent and soft but still thicker than mine would ever be fully hard. The sight of it made my throat clench. That was the weapon that had just wrecked my wife in the shower, the thing that had made her confess filth I’d never even dreamed of.

And there was Leanne, crawling across the floor. Still dripping wet, her mascara running in black, tragic streaks down her cheeks. Not to me. Never to me, her husband. She crawled towards Ryan Sheffield, on her hands and knees like a desperate pet, her tits swaying with every movement. Her fingers trembled as she reached for his cock.

"Please, Ryan," she whined, her voice gone rough and common, impure London girl again. "Just let me…"

She tried to take him in her mouth, but Ryan just shoved her head away with a bored flick of his wrist. "Off, girl. I'm done with you for now. You'll get it again when I say."

The pout that twisted her face - Christ. A petulant child denied a lollipop. That was my wife. Kneeling naked on a filthy hotel carpet, cum leaking in a slow, milky trail down her inner thigh, whining because she wasn't allowed to suck the cock that had just been buried to the hilt inside her. She was pawing at him, even with him spent. An addict needing another fix, unable to bear the thought of stopping. My wife, with no shame, no dignity left. Just hungry holes and a desperate, pathetic whimper. Oh, God. She was always like this, wasn't she? Underneath the nice dresses and the polite chatter. Always.

She'd never begged for my cock. Not once. Not in five years of marriage. It had never been worth begging for.

The door banged open, and Charlie and Jay swaggered in, bringing the stench of stale cigarettes with them. Charlie’s crooked grin stretched wider as he took in the scene. "Christ, didn't wait for us, eh?" he laughed, nudging Jay with his elbow. "Greedy cow. Never could get enough."

"Always gagging for it," Jay agreed, his thick Brummie accent a dull hammer in the humid air.

They stripped their clothes off without a second thought, tossing jeans and shirts onto a pile in the corner. No hesitation, no self-consciousness. They were proper blokes who knew exactly what they were worth, knew my wife would crawl over broken glass for a taste of what they were packing. Leanne's eyes, wide and hungry, tracked their every move. She was touching herself now, a slick finger circling her clit, her other hand pinching a nipple hard, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Look at your wife, cuck," Charlie snorted, his own cock already thickening as he stroked it. "Proper slag, isn't she? Three loads deep and still wanking herself raw."

"She's like this every time," Jay added, his own thick cock stiffening in his fist. "Once she gets a taste, she's insatiable. Proper fuck-greedy."

They were right. She wasn't my Leanne anymore. Her hair was plastered to her skull, her body glistening with sweat and water, her legs spread to show them everything. This wasn't the neat, tidy woman who scheduled sex on a Saturday after Graham Norton. This was the real her, stripped of all suburban pretence. A slag. A whore. A cock-obsessed animal. And I'd never known.

Charlie stepped forward, his grin turning vicious. He grabbed a fistful of Leanne's wet hair, yanking her to her feet. "My turn," he growled, spinning her towards the bed. "Move, cuck."

I scrambled out of the way as he threw her down, her body bouncing on the thin, stinking mattress. His hand shot straight to her throat, pinning her. Not asking. Taking.

"Beg for it," he ordered, squeezing just enough to make her gasp for air.

Her eyes rolled back, her lips parting in a sloppy oval. "Please, Charlie… give it me… fuck, I need it. I'm your slut again."

He barked out a laugh, a sharp, cruel sound that sliced right through me. "See, cuck? Always gaspin' for it. We used to slap her rawer than this back at halls. She fuckin' begged for more every time."

Slapping her… choking her… I should stop this. I should fucking do something. But the thought died before it could even form. She was moaning under his hand, arching her back, her thighs falling open to show him her dripping cunt. She wanted it. Christ, she looked higher than I'd ever seen her, completely cock-drunk while Charlie choked her.

Charlie’s open hand connected with her face - a sharp crack, not hard enough to injure, but enough to make her gasp, her eyes fluttering shut. Then his palm crashed against her tits, again and again, the dull thuds echoing in the quiet room. They bloomed red under his assault, and she just moaned louder, bucking up to meet each blow.

"Harder," she gasped out. "Fuck, Charlie, hit me harder."

My wife, begging to be slapped. She’d never breathed a word of this to me. Never. She used to get roughed up like this all the time? And I was just… sitting here. Frozen. And hard as steel. Because this was her. The real her. Their slut. Not my wife.

He gave her what she wanted, his open palm cracking against her skin again and again. Each slap left a blooming red mark, and she just writhed, moaning, pushing up into the blows. And I just sat there. Watching another man beat my wife's tits red while my own cock tried to get hard again. A hot, shameful ache. He was hurting her. And she was loving it. And I was getting off on it. Fuck me.

Charlie lined himself up with her cunt and slammed into her to the hilt. Oh God, the sound! The gloopy, wet, sloppy sound of his cock pushing into a hole already stretched and dripping with the loads of the men who’d come before him. She still took all of him, her legs wrapping around his waist, heels digging into his back to pull him even deeper.

"That's it," he panted, his hips a punishing piston. "Take it like the slag you are. Go on. Tell your husband what you really are."

"I'm a slut," she moaned, her voice thick, eyes rolling back in her head. "Always been a slut for you lads."

His rhythm became brutal, his other hand clamping back around her throat. "Fuckin' right you are. Didn't change a bit, did you? Pretend to be some posh Surrey wife, but you're still just our filthy cum bucket."

She came with a scream that must have torn down the corridor, a raw, primal sound ripped from her throat. Not the polite little gasps she gave me. This was a proper, back-arching, throat-tearing orgasm.

Charlie followed a second later, grunting like an animal as he shot his load deep inside her. When he pulled out, a fresh wave of cum oozed from her, thick and white.

"Still a greedy cow, eh?" he laughed, slapping her thigh hard enough to leave a handprint. "Better wash that filth off." He swaggered towards the shower, leaving her sprawled and leaking on the bed.

I couldn't look away. My wife, fucked raw, leaking another man's spunk, and she looked more blissfully satisfied than I had ever made her. The shame and the arousal were the same thing now, a hot, churning sickness in my gut. She was cock-drunk, a dazed, happy smile on her face, leaking cum down her thighs.

Jay was already moving, his massive body blocking the light from the window. He flopped back onto the mattress beside her, his thick thighs spreading wide. His cock was still soft, hanging heavy and thick.

"You know what gets me goin', slut," he rumbled, his eyes locked on Leanne. "Get down an' show him."

Leanne, still panting, turned to him. She crawled over the soiled sheets and between his legs and - Jesus Christ, no no no! - she lowered her head and started licking his arse. Rimming him. Her tongue probed deep while her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking him slowly. The wet, obscene smacking sounds filled the room.

Tonguing his arse. She’s never even sucked my cock. And here she was, my perfect Surrey wife, licking Jay's arsehole and moaning like she was tasting the finest chocolate. Stroking his cock while tonguing his hole. The sight of it made me feel sick. Sick and stiff as a fucking flagpole. My whore wife. My nasty, fuckhole-licking wife. Pre-cum was leaking from my own pathetic cock, just watching her sink this low.

"Good girl," Jay groaned, his hand gripping her hair. "Deeper. Fuckin' slut always loved it dirty."

My hands were trembling in my lap. This wasn't just sex. It was pure degradation. And she was in heaven. She'd never whispered a word of this, never hinted that she wanted to be choked, or slapped, or to lick a man's arsehole clean. But here she was, face buried between Jay's hairy cheeks, moaning as if she were tasting ambrosia.

Jay yanked her head up by the hair and spat a glob of saliva directly into her open mouth. She swallowed it with a grin, like he’d just served her champagne at our wedding. Then he flipped her onto her back, his now-rock-hard cock aimed at her abused cunt.

"Watch this, cuck," he growled over his shoulder at me. "Watch me split your wife open proper."

He slammed into her. A wet, sloppy, churning squelch as his cock displaced the loads already dumped inside her. She came almost instantly, her whole-body convulsing as a splash of fluid soaked the sheets. She was squirting. Actually squirting, something I'd read about in magazines but never, ever managed to make her do. Jay’s massive cock had turned her into a shuddering, spraying mess in seconds. And my own cock was worn out, aching yet useless, watching it happen.

He pounded her relentlessly, each brutal thrust making her tits bounce wildly, her mouth a permanent 'O' of screaming pleasure. When he finally came, roaring like a beast, she climaxed again, sobbing with the sheer intensity of it.

"Nothin' changes," he sneered, pulling out with a wet plop. "She'd let us cock her to death if we lined up all night."

The river of cum that flowed from her now was obscene - a thick, white torrent, the combined loads a frothing gunk. And still, she wasn't done. She turned to Ryan, who'd been watching it all with a calm, detached smirk.

"Please, Ryan," she whined. "One more… please…"

He stood, magnificent, the towel now gone. "Enough, slut. You've had all you need for now. You'll get more when I feel like it."

And she bloody whined. Like a sulky kid denied sweets. My wife. So utterly cock-drunk, her tits streaked with red marks, her cunt leaking with four men's spunk… and she still wanted more. Jesus Christ, she would never have enough. She was insatiable. And Ryan knew it. That’s why he didn’t give a fuck - he knew he owned her, any time he wanted. No need to waste it now. And me? My cock was rigid, knowing she would always crave them, always beg for them. I couldn’t compete. I could never, ever compete.

Charlie emerged from the bathroom, towelling his hair. Jay was already pulling his jeans on. The three of them shared a look - a silent, bro-code that I was completely excluded from. Ryan gave a slight nod, and then his cold, calculating eyes landed on me.

He snapped his fingers again. "On your knees, cuck. Clean her up. Show us your place."

The command didn't just hit me; it hollowed me out, stealing the air from my lungs. I slid off the bed, my legs trembling so badly I almost collapsed. I dropped to my knees between Leanne's spread thighs, and the world just narrowed to what was in front of me: her cunt. Soaked, gaping, swollen, red and frothing with their combined spunk. The smell hit me then, a thick, swampy heat. The pussy I used to think of as mine, now just a dripping vessel for their loads. I was harder than ever. Of course I was. This was it. My real place. Nose in her slime, ready to lap up their filth.

I leaned forward, my tongue darting out, and tasted them. The bitter, salty flood of four men's essence filled my mouth. I kept licking, swallowing, cleaning her like a depraved animal.

"He's fuckin' eatin' it," Jay said from across the room, his voice a mixture of disgust and amusement. "Sick little pup, aren't you, mate?"

Charlie laughed from the doorway. "Ha! Always knew you'd be our bitch the moment I saw you on the dancefloor."

Their jeers were just fuel. Sick pup. They were right. I was theirs just as much as she was. My wife's filthy cunt was holy water now, sanctified by their cum. And I craved it. I would beg for this every single night.

I lapped harder, my tongue pushing deeper, swallowing everything they'd left inside her. Each contemptuous laugh from the doorway just made me harder, more desperate to please. I was nothing. The cleanup crew for better men.

Ryan paused at the door, glancing back with an air of casual ownership.

"She's ours whenever we want her, cuck," he said, his voice flat with absolute certainty. "You just keep her tidy for us."

The door clicked shut, leaving us in the sudden quiet. I was still kneeling, still licking, still worshipping. Leanne's hand came down, stroking my hair. A gentle touch, but it felt like a leash.

"See, babe?" she murmured, her voice soft but thick with a satisfaction that chilled me to the bone. "This is who I really am. And you love me like this."

I didn't answer. Couldn't. I just kept licking as the faint buzz of London traffic drifted through the cracked window. She was right. I did. I loved her destroyed, ruined, filled to the brim. She had never been hotter; nothing had ever made me harder. This was her truth. And it was mine, too. She would always be their slut. And I would always be the cuck on his knees, tongue-deep in their glorious mess. Finally home.
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