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  Chapter one
The First Crack


Linda Cakes pulled her battered sedan into the driveway, a little earlier than usual, the engine coughing to a stop under the sickly yellow streetlamp. The air was thick and wet, the kind of summer night that made her blouse stick to her tits and her thighs sweat through her skirt. She snatched her purse from the passenger seat, already dreading the usual routine: microwaved leftovers, maybe a glass of cheap wine with Michael, and then collapsing into bed, exhausted and unsatisfied. But as she got to the front door, key in hand, she heard it—laughter, low and musical, leaking out through the cracked living room window. Not just Michael's laugh, either. There was a higher, girlish giggle tangled up with his, a sound that made the hairs on her arms stand up and her stomach twist. 
She froze at the door, hand hovering over the knob, listening to the laughter and the clink of glasses. Charlie. Of course it was Charlie. The new roommate, twenty-four, with a body built for sin and a mouth that never stopped running. She'd answered their desperate online ad for the spare room a month ago, and ever since, the house had been full of her—her perfume, her dirty jokes, her endless stories about office hookups and drunken nights out. Linda had tried to like her. Charlie paid rent, did the dishes, even smiled sweetly when she caught Linda staring at her ass in those tiny shorts that barely covered anything. But lately, there was something else—a tension, thick and electric, every time Charlie bent over in the kitchen or sprawled on the couch, her bare thighs on display, practically daring Michael to look.
Linda slipped inside, quiet as a thief, not bothering to announce herself. The house was mostly dark, except for the living room, where the voices were louder now. She dropped her purse on the table and crept closer, heart pounding. Around the corner, she saw them: Michael, sprawled on the couch, looking too comfortable, a half-empty bottle of wine on the table. And Charlie, curled up next to him, her bare legs draped over his lap, her toes tracing lazy circles on his thigh through his jeans. She wore a tank top that barely covered her tits, the neckline so low Linda could see the curve of her breasts, nipples poking against the thin fabric. Charlie's black hair spilled over her shoulder as she leaned in, her green eyes locked on Michael's face, a smirk playing on her lips.
"You know," Charlie was saying, her voice a teasing lilt, "married guys always have the best stamina. All that pent-up energy from playing house." She swirled her wine glass, the deep crimson liquid catching the lamplight, and took a slow sip, her lips lingering on the rim just a second too long.
Michael chuckled, that deep, easy laugh of his that Linda had always loved, but tonight it sounded too low, too intimate. "Charlie, you're trouble," he replied, his dark blond hair catching hints of silver under the light, his strong jaw tightening just a fraction as he shifted slightly under her legs. But he didn't move them away. Instead, his hand rested casually on the armrest, fingers drumming a rhythm that betrayed a restlessness Linda recognized all too well.
The air was thick, not just with cheap wine, but with Charlie's perfume—sweet and sharp, mixed with something dirtier, a musky undertone that made Linda's pussy clench. She felt her nipples harden under her blouse, the lace of her bra suddenly too tight. She pressed herself against the wall, heart pounding, pretending she wasn't there. She should walk in, say something, break up whatever was happening. But she didn't. She just stood there, hidden, watching, her thighs pressed together as heat pooled between her legs.
Charlie's fingers started tracing slow circles on Michael's thigh, inching higher, pretending to be innocent. Michael's breath caught, his voice going thick as he tried to protest, but it was pathetic. "We shouldn't... Linda could be home any minute." He sounded like he wanted to get caught. Linda felt a sick twist in her gut—anger, jealousy, and a filthy heat that made her thighs squeeze together. Charlie owned the room, her green eyes locked on Michael, daring him to look down her shirt. Linda couldn't look away. She watched as Michael finally put his hand on Charlie's knee, his thumb stroking her skin, making Charlie sigh—a sound that made Linda's pussy throb with humiliation and want.
The image seared itself into Linda's brain—Michael's hands, the same ones that used to grab her ass and make her moan, now stroking another woman's thigh. Jealousy burned through her, but underneath it was something worse: a filthy, aching need that made her breath come short and her panties damp. She strained to hear every sound, every shift of skin on skin, every gasp. She pictured Michael's fingers digging into Charlie's flesh, squeezing, maybe even slipping under those tiny shorts. Linda's hand twitched, desperate to press between her legs and rub away the ache.
Charlie leaned in, her tits brushing Michael's arm as she whispered something Linda couldn't hear. Whatever it was, it made Michael shift, his hand moving to adjust the obvious bulge in his jeans. "You know, I bet Linda wouldn't mind if you showed me just how much stamina you've got," Charlie purred, winking at him. Michael groaned, low and desperate. "Charlie, we can't... but fuck, you're making it hard." Charlie shifted, her skirt riding up, showing off even more thigh, and Michael's eyes dropped, hungry and stupid. The tension in the room was thick enough to choke on.
Linda's heart hammered in her chest, her hips squirming as she felt her panties grow wet. She should barge in, scream, do something. But she couldn't move. She was trapped, forced to watch her husband drool over their slutty roommate, and the shame of it made her even wetter. She thought about the dead sex in her marriage, the way Michael barely touched her anymore, and now here he was, hard for Charlie, ready to fuck her right there on the couch. Linda felt invisible, pathetic, but more alive than she had in years. The humiliation was gasoline on the fire, her breath coming faster as she wondered what would happen if she just kept watching.
At last, Charlie stretched, arching her back so her tits jutted out, Michael's eyes glued to her chest. "Well, I should go to bed," she said, her voice thick with promise. She leaned in, pressing her lips to Michael's cheek, so close to his mouth Linda thought she might just kiss him for real. Michael's eyes fluttered shut, helpless. Charlie stood, her hips swaying, ass jiggling under her skirt as she sauntered up the stairs, leaving Michael alone and the room stinking of sex and frustration.
Linda waited, counting her breaths, until Michael was alone, slumped on the couch, rubbing his face like a man who'd just been caught jerking off. She stepped out, trying to sound normal. "Hey, honey, I'm home," she said, but her voice shook. Michael jumped up, hugging her, pressing his half-hard cock against her hip. She could smell Charlie's perfume on him, sweet and slutty, clinging to his shirt like a brand.
They made small talk, but Linda barely heard a word. All she could think about was Michael's hand on Charlie's thigh, the way he'd almost kissed her, the bulge in his jeans. "I'm just going to freshen up," she muttered, fleeing to the guest bathroom. She locked the door, leaned against it, and shoved her hand under her skirt, fingers pressing against her soaked panties. She rubbed her clit, desperate and messy, picturing Charlie's toes on Michael's leg, his hand on her knee, his cock straining against his zipper. Linda came hard, biting her lip to keep from moaning, shame and pleasure crashing over her in waves.
Linda washed her hands, staring at her reflection—cheeks flushed, eyes dark with want. She made herself a promise: tomorrow night, she'd watch for real. This was just the start. At dinner, Michael mentioned that Charlie might join them for movie night, his eyes shining with something hungry. Linda smiled and nodded, but inside, her pussy throbbed, already aching for whatever came next.






  
  Chapter two
Closet Shadows


Linda spent the next day at work in a haze, every boring task—typing, pretending to care in meetings—tainted by the memory of last night. She couldn't stop picturing Charlie's hand on Michael's thigh, the way his thumb had stroked her knee like he owned her. The image made her pussy wet at the worst times, slick soaking her panties so badly she had to squeeze her thighs together under the desk and hope nobody noticed. She felt like a pervert, a filthy voyeur, but the shame only made her hornier. By the time she drove home, she was a mess of guilt and raw need. What the fuck was wrong with her? She was supposed to be a loyal wife, a grown woman with a real job and a body men still stared at. But all she wanted was to watch her husband cheat, to see him fuck someone else while she hid and got off on it. The thought made her heart pound and her cunt ache, her eyes dark with a hunger she didn't want to admit. 
Dinner with Michael was awkward as hell. He looked the same as always—tall, lean, that jaw that used to make her wet, hair going silver at the temples. He talked about work, she pretended to care, but all she could think about was Charlie and what might happen tonight. Michael said Charlie was out, but he kept checking his phone like he was waiting for a message. When they finished eating, Linda lied straight to his face: "I'm going to yoga. Need to relax." She kissed him, tasting his skin, but it felt fake, like she was playing a part. He grabbed her hips, pulled her close, and for a second she almost felt normal, but the thought of what she wanted—what she needed—ruined it.
"Have fun, babe," he murmured, his voice warm, oblivious. Or was he? Linda searched his eyes for any sign of guilt, but found only affection. She grabbed her yoga mat and bag as props, heading out the door with a wave. But instead of driving away, she circled the block, parking a street over and slipping back into the house through the side entrance to the garage. Her heart pounded like a drum in her chest as she crept upstairs to the master bedroom, the familiar creak of the stairs making her wince. The room was dimly lit by the bedside lamp, the king-sized bed neatly made with crisp white sheets that suddenly seemed like a stage for infidelity.
She crawled into the walk-in closet, pulling the door almost shut behind her. Michael's shirts hung all around, brushing her arms, smelling like him—cologne and sweat and something that made her cunt clench. She shoved some coats aside, making a pathetic little nest on the carpet, and knelt down so she could spy through the slats. Her tits pressed against her blouse, nipples hard and aching, breath coming fast. Sweat trickled down her back, her thighs slick with arousal. She shifted, hips grinding against the wall, desperate for friction, for anything to take the edge off the throbbing between her legs.
She heard the front door open downstairs—Charlie's voice, all flirty and smug, drifting up. "Michael, you home? I brought food." Linda's stomach twisted, jealousy and filthy excitement tangling together. She heard them coming up the stairs, her whole body tensing, mind replaying every second of last night: Charlie's legs draped over Michael, the way they flirted like she wasn't even there. She knew she was a creep for hiding and watching, but the guilt just made her wetter. What kind of pathetic wife hides in a closet to watch her husband cheat? The thought made her pussy throb even harder.
The bedroom door opened. Michael led Charlie in, his hand on her lower back like he owned her. "Let me show you that video," he said, but they both knew it was bullshit. Charlie dumped the food on the nightstand and sat on the bed, her tits practically spilling out of her blouse, skirt so tight it looked painted on her ass. Michael sat right next to her, their legs pressed together, pretending to care about the laptop while his eyes were glued to her body.
The fake excuse lasted about two seconds. Charlie leaned in, hair falling over her face, and whispered, "We don't have to watch anything." Michael groaned, grabbed her, and kissed her like he was
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