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            O, beware, my lord, of jealousy!It is the green-eyed monster which doth mockThe meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in blissWho, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger;But O, what damnèd minutes tells he o'erWho dotes, yet doubts; suspects, yet ⟨strongly⟩ loves!
Iago to Othello
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Prelude
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His hands were filthy—grit beneath the nails, engine grease smudged along his forearms—but she didn’t care. She welcomed it. Every rough grab, every bruise blooming on her hips was proof she wasn’t dreaming. That she was alive. That she had crossed the line and leapt into whatever this was, body-first.

He had her bent over the workbench in the back of the garage, skirt rucked high, knickers hanging off one ankle like a flag of surrender. Her breasts slapped against the cold metal with every thrust. The door was cracked open. Anyone could walk in.

That thought made her wetter.

He was young. Fast. Strong. Too strong. Her body jolted under him with every slam of his hips. One hand was twisted in her hair, the other pinned her wrist to the table. His cock filled her—too deep, too much—and she moaned without meaning to.

No one had touched her like this in years.

No hesitation. No permission.

Just heat and muscle and need.

She arched, begged, pushed back against him like she was starved. The sound of his breath in her ear, his curses, the way his hips snapped with reckless force—it was all too much. Too perfect. She could feel her orgasm rising sharp and dangerous.

She didn’t even know his name.

But he’d whispered in her ear that he was going to wreck her. Ruin her. Make her forget her husband’s name.

And she had moaned yes.

She came hard—knees buckling, body shaking, mouth open in a silent scream. Her vision went white at the edges.

And as he spilled inside her, hands digging deep into her hips, a single thought split the fog like a knife:

How did I get here?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Cold Sheets

[image: ]


The alarm buzzed at 6:30, sharp and joyless. Kate blinked into the grey light and reached across the bed. Cold sheets. No warmth left in them. She stared at the empty space beside her.

The shower was already running. Alex was always up first now. Always out the door with a bag and a kiss that barely grazed her cheek. No time for softness. Just steel and suitcases.

She lingered in bed for five more minutes, the chill clinging to her thighs. Outside, the sea air pressed against the windows like it wanted in. Mornings on the coast had that quiet insistence—a hush that was never peaceful, just suspended.

Downstairs, the smell of coffee was strong but impersonal. He handed her a mug without a word. His phone buzzed on the worktop. He checked it. Smiled faintly. Not at her.

"Busy week?" she asked, sipping. The ceramic was warm in her hands. Her jumper—soft grey wool—draped loosely off one shoulder. She hadn't bothered with a bra. He didn't notice.

"Meetings in London. Brussels Thursday. Might stay the weekend if the schedule shifts."

Her breath caught a little. "The whole weekend?"

"Not sure yet."

That was all. A shrug. A flick of his eyes. Back to email.

At the door, he paused long enough for a kiss. Lips to cheek. No pressure. No pause. He shouldered his coat, grabbed his laptop bag, and left.

The silence bloomed behind him.

She stood in the hallway, mug warming her hands, heart cooling slowly. The whole house seemed to exhale. 

Upstairs, she shed her jumper and tossed it onto the bed. Caught sight of herself in the long mirror by the wardrobe.

Red hair, tousled and loose from sleep. Her shoulders strong from workouts, waist still tight, breasts full and heavy—natural, with a slight drop that made them feel like they belonged to a real woman, not a catalogue. Her nipples were large, still flushed from the warm bed.

She cupped them lightly. Not out of vanity. Just to remember how they felt.

She'd been touched less and less these past few months. A brush here. A pat there. Nothing like the way he used to want her.

She pulled on a blouse and skirt. Tight enough to remind herself she had a body. Tight enough that someone might notice.

She didn’t know who she meant by someone—only that she wanted to be seen.

Her boots clicked softly along the corridor, the sound cushioned by the carpeted hallways and the low morning murmur of students arriving in waves. Kate liked being in early—it gave her time to centre herself before the noise, the energy, the watchful eyes.

Her classroom was cool, the air still heavy with yesterday's perfume and printer ink. She opened the window, letting in the sharp breath of sea air, and perched on the edge of her desk. The radiator had only just started to tick.

She smoothed her fitted cream blouse and crossed one leg over the other, the slit in her dark pencil skirt parting just enough to show the upper sweep of her thigh. Not on purpose—though she didn't fix it right away either.

She flicked through her annotated copy of Othello, the weight of its pages grounding her for a moment.

By five to nine, the room began to fill. Students in their hoodies and trainers, oversized jumpers, ripped jeans, cropped tops under open flannels—some still rubbing sleep from their eyes, others already halfway through a Red Bull and talking loudly about a night out.

"Morning, Miss," came the scattered chorus. She nodded. Offered a faint smile.

Jamie walked in last. Eighteen, lean and tall, with dark curls always a little unwashed and eyes that knew exactly what they were doing. He wore a white vest under a zip hoodie and grey joggers slung low on his hips, the outline of his thighs visible when he moved.

He didn't greet her. Just met her eyes for a split second too long, then dropped into his seat at the back with lazy confidence.

Kate looked back at her book before she could wonder what he was thinking.

They were mid-monologue within ten minutes.

She read aloud—voice low, deliberate, pulling the rhythm into the room like tidewater:

"Oh, beware, my lord, of jealousy.

It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock

The meat it feeds on..."

Silence followed. Not reverence—attention. Eyes locked on her mouth. On her blouse. On the curve of her hips as she moved between desks.

She paced slowly through the classroom as she spoke, letting the words hang. Asked a question about Iago's motives—about power and suspicion—and a few hands went up. Jamie's didn't.

Still, her steps brought her closer to him. Not deliberately. Not exactly.

He sat slouched, long legs spread; hood half-up. Watching her. Not the book. Her.

As she bent slightly to gesture toward one girl's notes, Kate felt the shift of her blouse—the soft cotton stretching slightly across her chest. She'd chosen a thinner bra that morning without much thought. Now, she felt the outline of her nipples harden faintly in the draft.

Jamie's eyes dropped.

He blinked, then looked up again. Still slouched. Still confident. But his gaze caught—just for a second—on her breasts.

Kate moved on. She didn't acknowledge it. But her cheeks felt warmer. Her skin more present.

The bell rang at ten. Students packed bags, stretched arms, exchanged plans for break.

One of the girls came forward with a question about the essay format. Kate leaned in to help, fully aware of Jamie's presence still behind her. When the girl left, she turned slowly to gather her papers.

The room had almost emptied.

Almost.

Through the black screen of the classroom monitor, she caught his reflection. Jamie. Standing near the door. Watching her.

Not her face.

The line of her hips. The way her blouse clung across her back. The shape of her thighs as she shifted her weight.

He didn't move until her eyes met his in the glass.

Then he turned and vanished into the corridor.

Kate stood still for a long moment, staring at the reflection that had betrayed him. Then she reached behind her and smoothed the back of her skirt. Her fingers lingered there—more thoughtful than embarrassed.

She switched off the light, locked the classroom, and walked toward the staffroom without looking back.
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THE STAFFROOM SMELLED of reheated pasta and cheap coffee. A wall of mugs with slogans—"Keep Calm and Teach On," "World's Okayest English Teacher"—lined the counter beneath the humming kettle. Someone had brought in supermarket shortbread, already half-gone.

Kate poured herself instant coffee, added two sugars she didn't need, and leaned against the counter, letting the mug warm her hands.

The low hum of colleague chatter filled the space—half-jokes, lesson complaints, gossip recycled through too many mouths.

"...And now she's with the roofer," said someone near the window.

Kate glanced up. Two teachers were mid-story: Laura from Science and Nick from Geography. Laura was talking fast, clearly in the know. Nick looked like he was trying not to laugh.

"She was married—what, twenty years? Walks into her kitchen, sees the guy installing the skylight and decides she's never going back to Sunday roasts and missionary."

Nick gave a low whistle. "Well, I suppose a good roof needs regular maintenance."

They chuckled. Kate didn't join in. Just stirred her coffee too long, letting the sugar dissolve completely.

She took a seat near the edge of the room, angled just enough to face the windows. Outside, students moved across the courtyard—laughing, eating, shouting across benches. Casual, loose-bodied confidence. The kind that comes with youth and low consequence.

A group of boys passed below the window. One of them—she didn't know his name, maybe a BTEC student—glanced up and caught sight of her.

He smiled. Not politely. Not innocently.

She looked away before she could read into it.

Nick wandered past her a minute later, fresh coffee in hand, and paused just a beat too long.

"You look nice today," he said, voice low and casual.

Kate raised an eyebrow. "Thanks."

He moved on without waiting for a response.

She stared after him for a moment. Nick had been divorced two years. Flirted in passing, never seriously. But the compliment stayed in her chest like a warm coin pressed into the skin.

She checked her phone. A message from Alex:

"Did you book the gas check yet?"

No hello. No kiss. Just that.

She typed:

"Yes. Thursday at four."

Then stared at it. Deleted the full stop. Sent it anyway.

The next period was free. Kate returned to her classroom and sat at her desk, the silence louder than before.

She tried to plan the next week's coursework. Annotated a few notes on Streetcar, but the text blurred. She thought about Laura's story—the wife and the roofer. About Nick's compliment. About the boy outside the window.

About Jamie's stare.

It hadn't just been a glance. Not curious. Not clumsy.

It had been direct. Intentional.

And for the first time in a long time, she hadn't felt... unseen.

She touched her hair absently, fingers tracing the curl at the end of one long lock. She used to wear it up, tight buns and pins. Lately she'd left it loose. Let it fall down her back. Alex used to love it like that.

Used to.

The bell rang, snapping her out of it.

She stood slowly, smoothed her skirt again, and gathered her papers. She didn't need the next class. It was Year 12 resits—easier material, half-empty room. But she walked in with a different posture. Shoulders drawn back. Chin a little higher.

Maybe it was just the coffee.

Maybe it was something else.

By four o'clock, the sky was already bruising over with soft coastal grey. The cold had thickened, biting just hard enough to make her walk faster to the car.

Kate tossed her bag into the passenger seat and sat still for a moment, hands gripping the steering wheel. The engine ticked to life. The heater blew lukewarm air against her legs.

She didn't drive straight home.

There was nothing waiting there but silence.

The garage was just off the high street. A family-run place, always with one bay door half open, the smell of oil and metal hanging heavy in the air. She didn't need anything urgent—just a check on a squeaky belt, maybe. She told herself it would only take ten minutes.

A young man came out from behind a silver Vauxhall. Late twenties, dark hair, oil-slicked hands. Forearms thick with muscle, tattoos down to the elbow.

She rolled down the window.

"Alright?" he asked. His accent was local, a bit rough. "Need a look?"

She nodded. "It's the fan belt. I think. Just a sound when I start it. Not always."

"I'll take a listen." He stepped closer. "Pop the bonnet?"

She did.

He bent over the engine, sleeves pushed up, hands busy. His shirt rode up at the back, showing the ridge of his spine, the tight pull of his waistband. His trousers were stained, clinging to powerful legs.

She tried not to stare. She failed.

"Probably just a bit of slack," he said, straightening. "Nothing serious."

She nodded again, uselessly. "That's good."

He looked at her then. Really looked. "You're a teacher, yeah? College?"

"English," she said, surprised.

"Thought I recognised you. You taught my cousin. Said you were the one who got her into reading."

He smiled. It was crooked. Not charming—confident.

"You looked different then."

She tilted her head. "Different how?"

His eyes didn't flicker. "Not in a bad way."

Kate felt a flush rise behind her collar. It spread across her chest like sun under skin. Not quite blush. Not shame. Forgotten.

"Well, tell your cousin I'm glad she reads now."

He nodded. Wiped his hands on a rag. "Want me to top up your washer fluid while you're here?"

She hesitated, then smiled. "Sure. Why not."

He moved back to the car with the same unhurried ease. Not a boy. A man who knew exactly what his hands could do. She felt her legs cross tighter under the steering wheel. Her blouse clung to her back.

When he was done, he came to the window again. "Should be all set. No charge."

"No charge?" she asked, reaching for her bag.

He shook his head. "Consider it a thank-you for turning my cousin into a book snob."

Kate laughed—genuinely. It startled her.

He leaned slightly closer to the window, eyes dropping—not to her face, but to her legs, where the skirt had slipped just high enough to show the sheer black edge of her tights.

She didn't move.

"I'll see you around, Miss," he said, with a grin that wasn't entirely polite.

She rolled the window up slowly. He turned and walked back into the garage, his hand dragging through his hair, shirt riding up again.

Kate sat there for another full minute, heart still thudding.

The heater was blowing warm now. But her hands felt cold.

She didn't look back as she pulled out of the drive.

By the time she reached home, the light was fading to blue, the sea barely visible through the tall hedges lining their quiet road.

She parked, stepped out, and walked to the door with careful purpose. Each step steadied her. Each breath came a little slower.

But when she turned the key, and the house yawned open—dark, still, airless—her body sank.

She locked the door behind her, leaned back against it, and closed her eyes.

Then she touched the hem of her skirt.

Right where his eyes had been.

She didn't turn on the lights.

The hallway glowed dimly with the soft grey of the fading day, and the house welcomed her with a quiet that felt less like peace and more like absence.

Kate left her boots by the door, the soles damp with oil from the garage. Her bag slumped to the floor. She moved through the kitchen without stopping, past the untouched fruit bowl, the unopened post, the leftover bottle of white wine she'd been meaning to finish since last weekend.

Upstairs, she peeled off her tights slowly—inch by inch, like they were holding something more than her legs. The skin beneath tingled with leftover sensation. She stood in her knickers and bra at the edge of the bed, not sitting, not moving, just hovering in the quiet.

She picked up her phone from the nightstand and unlocked it with her thumb. No missed calls. One new message.

Alex

"Did you book the gas check yet?"

No greeting. No kiss. No Kate.

She read it twice. Something in her chest tightened—not painfully, but with that familiar ache. Not anger. Not sadness.

Just... confirmation.

She scrolled back through their thread.

Two weeks ago:

"Flight is delayed. Don't wait up."

"Did we pay the council tax?"

Three weeks ago:

"Remind me—what was the name of that wine we liked from Cornwall?"

"Check with the gardener about trimming the hedge back."

Before that: photos. Smiles. Jokes. Him shirtless in a hotel mirror. Her holding a wine glass in bed. A timestamped string of kiss emojis from a drunken night in Lyon.

The last time he said I miss you was in September.

She stared at that one the longest.

Her thumb hovered over the message box.

She typed:

"Yes. Thursday at four."

Then deleted it.

Rewrote:

"Gas check's booked."

Still wrong. She deleted it again.

Her finger paused. She looked down at the phone, her reflection ghosted in the dark glass of the black wallpaper.

Then she locked the screen and tossed it facedown onto the bed.

She opened her wardrobe and reached for her drawer of pyjamas but instead found the one she rarely touched—the bottom drawer, where her lingerie lay in a tangle of lace and elastic. Some pieces still smelled faintly of the drawer liner she used when she first moved in.

Kate pulled out a black set: balconette bra, sheer mesh knickers, matching suspender belt. Bought years ago, for a weekend in Paris. Worn twice.

She laid it on the bed and stared.

The thought came without invitation: He wouldn't notice if I wore it now.

She swallowed.

Then turned away.

In the bathroom, she brushed her hair slowly, watching herself in the mirror. Her breasts swayed slightly with each stroke of the brush, nipples dark and large against pale skin. She remembered how Alex used to watch her do this. Used to say her hair made her look like trouble.

Now he left earlier each week.

Trouble had left with him.

Back in the bedroom, she pulled on a soft cotton nightshirt—plain grey, long-sleeved. It hid everything. She didn't know if that was the point, or the punishment.

She got into bed early. Not because she was tired.

But because she wasn't sure what else to do.

She flicked on the TV, settled on a film she'd half-watched before—one of those slow French ones where nothing happens except eyes and breath and bare skin.

A woman undressed on screen. Slowly. Not for anyone. Not because she was seducing someone. But because she wanted to look at herself in the mirror and feel like a woman who could still want.

Kate didn't touch herself.

But she didn't look away, either.

The film played on in soft, flickering shadows. The woman on screen slipped into a bathtub, steam rising around her collarbones. Her breasts bobbed just beneath the water, nipples visible, almost daring the camera to look away.

Kate lay still beneath the covers, the duvet heavy on her thighs. One knee bent. Her fingers rested lightly on her stomach, just below the edge of the nightshirt. The fabric was soft. Worn. The kind that held warmth close to the skin.

She watched the screen without blinking.

Not because of the story. There wasn't one. Just slow, deliberate silence. A woman alone, moving through a life that seemed dimly lit and privately erotic.

She looked down at her own body. The rise of her hip under the blanket. Her thighs, bare beneath. The faint outline of her nipples pressing into the cotton of her shirt. She didn't feel beautiful.

She felt aware.

Her hand moved. Not deliberately. Not confidently. Just—curious.

Fingers trailed downward, grazing the elastic edge of her knickers. She paused. Her breath slowed. Then she pressed a little lower. Not inside. Just enough to feel the heat of herself.

The film continued. The woman on screen tilted her chin back, closed her eyes in the bath, and exhaled.

Kate mimicked the breath without meaning to.

She circled slowly, finding the rhythm before her mind could catch up. She wasn't thinking of Alex. Not even of Jamie. Just sensation. The thrum of her body finally waking. The way her legs shifted instinctively, opening just enough.

She pressed a little harder. Her eyes fluttered closed.

The knock came from inside her mind first.

Then she realised—it was real.

A faint thud downstairs. Maybe something shifting in the wind. Maybe the fridge door clicking back shut.

Her hand stilled.

The heat inside her lingered, unsatisfied. Her breath caught in her chest.

She waited.

Nothing.

Still, the spell had broken.

Kate pulled her hand back and brought it to her mouth, brushing her fingers absently against her lower lip. Her skin smelled faintly of herself—warm, musky, earthy. She didn't taste it. Just held her fingers there.

She turned off the TV.

The room fell into soft darkness, broken only by the distant sweep of headlights across the far wall as a car passed outside.

She lay back.

Let the quiet press in.

Minutes passed. Maybe more.

And then she dreamt.

Not vividly. Not with clarity. But with weight.

A presence behind her. Breath on her neck. Hands—too large to be Alex's—gripping her hips. Lifting. Pressing. She felt her own voice in the dream—low, urgent, needy. Felt her body open for someone unseen. Someone real only in outline and intent.

Her back arched. Her lips parted. The sensation bloomed, raw and unshaped.

She moaned softly in her sleep.

When she woke, the sheets were warm beneath her. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, slick and slow. The edge of her nightshirt had ridden up. Her knickers clung.

She didn't move right away.

Just lay there. Listening to her breath. Remembering the pressure of those dream-hands. The weight. The rhythm.

She didn't know who he was.

But she knew he wasn't Alex.

The clock said 3:12 a.m.

She turned on her side, pulled the duvet over her shoulder, and closed her eyes again.

The dream was gone.

But her body remembered.
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TUESDAY MORNING CAME without drama—just a faint patter of rain against the glass and the dull ache of interrupted sleep behind her eyes. Kate woke slowly, stretching under the duvet until her foot brushed the cool, empty space where Alex hadn't been.

She sat up, blinked at the grey light, and let her feet touch the floor.

The house felt still. Not calm—waiting.

She walked naked to the mirror by the wardrobe, the one she usually avoided in early light. But this morning, she stood in front of it.

Not to check herself.

To look.

Her body was softer than it used to be, but strong where it mattered. Years of running, of squats and yoga while Alex travelled, had carved strength into her thighs, her glutes, her shoulders. Her stomach was flat, though not hard. A woman's belly. Real.

Her breasts hung full and natural, pale with wide areolas and thick nipples still flushed from the memory of the night. She cupped one, letting it fall into her palm. It filled her hand.

She tilted her hips forward, examining the curve of her arse from the side. Strong. Lifted. Still hers.

Her red hair fell over one shoulder, catching against the slope of her collarbone.

She didn't smile.

But she didn't look away.

Kate opened the bottom drawer of the dresser.

The lingerie lay tangled—black lace, pale silk, mesh, and memory. She reached for a piece almost without thought: a high-waisted set in plum lace with satin edging. Worn once, years ago, under a trench coat for dinner at a hotel in Manchester.

She stepped into the knickers, pulled them up slowly over her hips, then hooked the bra. The cups pushed her breasts together, lifted them. Her nipples rose beneath the lace.

She studied the effect in the mirror. Turned slightly.

Then added the suspenders.

No stockings. Just the belt. Just to feel the way it hugged her.

She stood like that for a full minute. One hand on her hip. One tracing the side of her thigh.

And a question, blooming quietly at the back of her mind:

What if someone else saw me like this?

Not Alex.

Someone who didn't know what the old version of her had looked like. Someone who hadn't watched her become this—older, firmer, fuller. Someone who might find it new.

She exhaled through her nose.

It wasn't arousal. Not yet. It was something else. Something like...

Readiness.

She stripped again and dressed for work.

Another blouse. Another skirt. Hair brushed and left loose, tumbling past her shoulders in soft waves.

At the front door, she paused. Looked back toward the stairs.

She had left the lingerie on the bed.

Not thrown aside.

Laid out.

As she stepped out into the drizzle, pulling her coat tight at the waist, she didn't feel cold.

She felt contained.

As though something had stirred—and hadn't gone back to sleep.
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Thursday evening. The kind of evening that used to mean wine and leftovers, socks on the radiator and bad TV she didn’t mind watching if his hand was on her thigh.

Now it was takeaway containers she didn’t touch, and the soft thud of him moving from one room to another like a man just passing through his own house.

Kate stood by the window, nipples brushing the inside of her jumper, her body aware of its own hunger, watching the neighbour’s porch light blink on and off in the misty dark. The air outside looked wet. The kind of cold that made you crave someone’s heat, made you ache to be wrapped up in sweat and skin. The kind that made you want someone’s body beside yours.

Behind her, Alex was upstairs. Shower running. Wardrobe doors creaking open, closed, open again.

He’d told her at lunch—just a text, no punctuation—that he had drinks planned with two of the old shipping crowd. No one she knew. No reason to join.

“Just catching up. Nothing big.”

And yet he was changing shirts twice. She heard him curse under his breath when the steam fogged the mirror.

Kate picked at the edge of a takeaway napkin. Her lesson slides were still open on her laptop, halfway through a revision plan for Year 13. She needed to print the final version, double-sided. Her laptop hadn’t been syncing with the printer since the last update, and she’d ignored the problem for weeks.

She climbed the stairs slowly, pausing at the landing.

“Alex?” she called through the ajar bathroom door.

“Mmm?” The water hissed.

“Your laptop—can I print from it?”

“Yeah, go for it.” The voice came through steam. “It’s open. Just email it to yourself.”

“All right.”

She turned into the bedroom.

His laptop sat on the side table. Screen already open, display glowing faintly. She moved his blazer aside—it was slung half on the bed—and sat down with her glass of water.

The home screen was tidy. A few folders. Calendar. Chrome browser open.

She clicked the Chrome icon to bring the window to the front.

It wasn’t empty.

The page was paused on a still frame—muted, but not closed. A dark room. A woman on her knees. Blonde. Heavy-breasted. She was looking up at a man with his cock out, while another man sat behind her, watching.

Kate blinked.

The video title hovered above in bold text: “My Wife Worships His Cock While I Watch – Cuckold Confession Series”

She froze.

Didn’t scroll. Didn’t breathe.

Didn’t even look away.

Just... read it again.

She touched the trackpad lightly. The cursor trembled across the screen. She didn’t close it. Her finger hovered, uncertain.

It had auto played to a stop, waiting.

From the bathroom, she heard Alex finish. The water cut off with a final groan of old pipes. She shut the browser tab quickly
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