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Camille came through the door with a bag of Thai food, her face flushed, her hair mussed. She was in her work clothes I'd seen her in earlier, not her clubbing outfit. She smiled when she saw me on the couch.
"Hey babe. Got your favorite. Pad-see-ew with extra broccoli." She moved to the kitchen, unpacking containers with efficiency. "Traffic was insane. I swear it took me forty minutes to get across town."
I watched her lie to me in real time, her performance flawless.
"How was your day?" she asked, pulling plates from the cabinet.
"Interesting," I said.
She glanced over, catching something in my tone. "Yeah? What happened?"
I could do it now, tell her I knew exactly where she'd been. Could describe the building, the floor, the unit number. Could repeat her own words back to her: He has no idea.
Instead, I said: "Nothing. Just work stuff."
Because some part of me still wasn't ready, still wanted to believe there was an explanation, a way this could be something other than what it so obviously was. Flat out cheating.
Camille brought the plates to the couch and settled beside me, curling her legs beneath her. She was close enough that I could smell her perfume, reapplied recently, covering something else.
The same cologne I'd smelled on her two nights ago.
"You okay?" she asked, studying my face. "You seem off."
"Just tired."
She nodded, accepted this, and turned her attention to her food. We ate in silence, the television playing something neither of us watched. Every few minutes, her phone would light up on the coffee table. She'd glance at it, sometimes picking it up to respond to a message, her thumbs moving quickly across the screen.
"Work?" I asked.
"Hmm? Oh. Yeah. The client wants changes to the presentation. You know how it is."
Another lie, delivered casually, easily.
I set my plate aside, suddenly unable to eat. "Camille."
"Yeah?"
"What are we doing?"
She looked up from her phone, eyebrows raised. "What do you mean?"
"This. Us. What are we doing?"
A pause. Then: "I don't understand the question."
"Are you happy? In this relationship?"
She set her phone down, giving me her full attention now. I could see her mind working, trying to understand where this was coming from, what I knew or suspected.
"Of course I'm happy," she said carefully. "Why would you ask that?"
"Because it doesn't feel like you are. It feels like you're somewhere else. Like I'm not enough for you anymore."
"That's not true."
"Isn't it?"
We stared at each other, the air between us heavy with everything unspoken. I waited for her to reassure me, to pull me close, to convince me I was wrong.
Instead, she looked away first.
"I don't know what you want me to say," she said finally.
"I want you to tell me the truth."
"I have been telling you the truth."
"Have you?"
Her jaw tightened. "If you're asking if I'm cheating on you, the answer is no. If you're asking if I have male friends, the answer is yes. If you're asking if I'm allowed to have a life outside of this apartment and outside of you, the answer is also yes."
The words were sharp, defensive. The same script she'd used before.
"That's not what I'm asking."
"Then what are you asking?"
I almost told her then. Almost laid it all out: the building, Leo's apartment, the words I'd heard through the door. But something stopped me. Maybe pride. Maybe fear. Maybe the knowledge that once I said it, there would be no going back.
"I'm asking if you still want to be with me," I said instead.
Camille was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke, her voice was softer. "Yes. I do. But I need you to stop doing this. Stop questioning everything I do. Stop making me feel like I'm under surveillance. It's suffocating."
"I just want to trust you."
"Then trust me." She reached for my hand, her fingers warm against mine. "I love you. I'm here. I'm not going anywhere."
The words should have been comforting. Instead, they felt hollow, performative. Like lines in a play she'd rehearsed.
But I squeezed her hand anyway. Said: "Okay."
Because the alternative, confrontation, ending, the death of everything we'd built, felt too big, too final.
We finished dinner in tense silence. Camille scrolled through her phone. I pretended to watch television. At ten, she yawned and announced she was going to bed.
I told her I'd be there soon.
After she left the room, I picked up her laptop from where she'd left it on the coffee table. It was asleep, password protected. I'd never tried to access her devices before. Had never felt the need. Now I typed in the password I'd seen her use a dozen times: her birthday plus her cat's name from childhood.
The screen unlocked.
Her email was already open. I scrolled through recent messages, looking for anything from Leo. Nothing in the inbox. I checked her sent folder. Also nothing.
Then I noticed a folder labeled "Archive." Inside were dozens of emails, all to and from Leo, dating back six weeks.
My cursor hovered over the most recent one.
This was it. The line I couldn't uncross. If I read this, if I saw confirmation of what I already suspected, everything would change. I could still close the laptop, go to bed, pretend tomorrow was another normal day.
I clicked the email.
The email was from three days ago.
Subject: Tonight
Can't stop thinking about Tuesday. The way you looked at me when he called during... god. The risk of it. I want that again. I want MORE of that. Tell me you're free Friday.
I scrolled down to her response, sent within minutes.
Friday won't work - he'll be home. But I can do Thursday afternoon. Same place? I'll tell him I have a late meeting. We'll have at least three hours.
Three hours isn't enough. I want the whole night.
You know I can't do that yet. He's already suspicious. I need to be careful.
I need time. Just be patient. Thursday. 2 PM. Bring that thing you mentioned.
You're going to kill me.
That's the idea ;)
I sat staring at the screen, my vision tunneling. Thursday. Tomorrow. 2 PM.
I scrolled further back, clicking open email after email. The messages grew progressively more explicit, the earliest ones from nearly two months ago.
I can still feel your hands on me. My body is covered in marks.
Next time I'm not letting you leave the bed. I don't care if you have somewhere to be.
He asked about the bruise. I told him I bumped into a desk at work. He believed me.
Does that turn you on? Lying to him?
Everything about this turns me on. The sneaking around. The close calls. The way you fuck me like you own me and then I go home and kiss him goodnight. Yes, it turns me on.
My hands were shaking. I kept reading, unable to stop, each message a knife sliding between my ribs.
There were photos embedded in some of the emails. Camille in lingerie I'd never seen, black lace that left almost nothing to imagination. Her body arched on sheets I didn't recognize, her face flushed, lips parted. Another of her on her knees, looking up at the camera with an expression of pure hunger I'd never seen her direct at me.
One message from Leo, sent at 11 PM on a night I remembered clearly, a night she'd told me she was having drinks with her coworkers:
You just left and I can still smell you on my sheets. I'm going to sleep surrounded by the scent of your perfume and your pussy. Tomorrow I want you here earlier. I want you for longer. I want to fuck you in every room of this place.
Her response, sent from our bedroom while I slept beside her:
God yes. All I can think about is being back in your bed. He touched me when I got home and I had to pretend I wasn't still wet from you.
I closed the laptop carefully, precisely, like it might explode if handled roughly.
My body felt strange. Numb in some places, hypersensitive in others. I could hear my pulse in my ears, a steady thundering that drowned out rational thought.
Thursday. Tomorrow. 2 PM.
I sat there until I heard the shower turn off in the bathroom. I heard the bathroom door open and Camille padding toward the bedroom in bare feet. The apartment fell silent except for the ambient noise of the city outside.
Then I opened the laptop again and forwarded several of the emails to myself. Evidence. Something concrete for when she inevitably tried to gaslight me into believing I'd imagined everything.
I deleted the sent messages from her account. closed the laptop and put it back exactly where she'd left it.
At midnight, I went to the bedroom. Camille was asleep, or pretending to be, curled on her side facing away from me. I undressed in the dark and slipped under the covers, maintaining the careful distance that had become normal between us.
Except tonight, something in me rebelled against the distance.
I moved closer, pressing my body against her back. She stirred, making a small questioning sound.
"Shh," I whispered. "Just want to hold you."
My hand slid over her hip, finding the hem of the t-shirt she wore. My t-shirt. I pushed beneath it, palm flat against her stomach, feeling her breath catch.
"I'm tired," she murmured, but she didn't pull away.
"I know." My hand moved higher, cupping her breast. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipple hardened against my palm. "Just let me touch you."
For a moment she was still, deciding. Then she arched slightly into my hand, permission without words.
I explored her body like I was trying to memorize it, like this might be the last time. My thumb circled her nipple, rolling it between my fingers until she made a soft sound in her throat. My other hand slid down her stomach, fingers tracing the edge of her underwear.
"When's the last time we did this?" I asked against her ear.
"I don't know. A couple weeks?"
"Three weeks. Almost four."
She shifted, pressing her ass back against me. "Whose fault is that?"
Mine, apparently. I'd been too busy suspecting her to notice we'd stopped touching each other. Or maybe she'd been too satisfied elsewhere to need me.
The thought should have cooled my desire. Instead, it sharpened it into something darker. I pushed her underwear down, not bothering to remove them completely, just shoving them out of the way. My fingers found her, already warm, and I felt her breath quicken.
"You're wet," I said.
"Mmm."
I wondered if she was thinking about him. If her body was responding to my touch or to the memory of his. The thought made me harder, which disgusted me even as I pressed against her ass, letting her feel what she was doing to me.
I pushed two fingers inside her and she gasped, her hips rocking back to meet my hand. She was slick, ready, and I found myself searching for evidence. Was she always this wet? Or had Leo stretched her, prepared her, made her body expect this kind of attention?
"Baby," she breathed, and I hated that I couldn't tell who she was talking to.
I worked my fingers inside her, faster now, less gentle than I usually was. She didn't complain. If anything, she pushed back harder, her breathing becoming ragged. I added a third finger and she cried out softly, one hand reaching back to grip my thigh, the other gripping the bed sheet and bracing her body.
"Fuck," she whispered. "Don't stop."
I didn't. I fucked her with my fingers while she rocked against my hand, chasing sensation, using me. Her body tensed, thighs pressing together, and I felt her clench around my fingers as she came, muffling her sounds against the pillow.
Before she'd fully recovered, I pulled my hand away and positioned myself behind her, pushing into her in one hard thrust. She was so wet I slid in easily, her body accommodating me without resistance. No friction, no hesitation. Like she'd been ready for this.
"God," she gasped, her hand bracing against the headboard.
I gripped her hip with one hand, the other wrapping in her hair, pulling her head back. She arched, offering herself, and I fucked her harder than I ever had before. Not making love, but fucking, trying to erase the feeling of Leo's hands on her body with my own.
"Is this what you wanted?" I asked, my voice rough.
"Yes," she panted. "Yes, fuck, yes."
But which yes was it? Yes to me? Yes to this? Or yes to the secret she was keeping, the other man waiting for her tomorrow at 2 PM?
I released her hair and pushed her face-down into the mattress, pinning her there while I drove into her. She moaned into the pillow, her ass lifting higher, taking me deeper. The sound of our bodies meeting was obscene in the quiet apartment, wet and rhythmic.
I leaned over her, pressing my chest against her back, my mouth at her ear. "You're mine."
"Yes," she gasped.
"Say it."
"I'm yours."
Lies. All lies. But her body was telling its own truth, clenching around me, slick and hot and responsive. I could feel my orgasm building, could feel myself getting close to that edge.
"I want to come inside you," I said.
She nodded frantically against the pillow, far past words.
I thrust deeper, harder, chasing release. When it hit, it felt less like pleasure and more like relief, a desperate emptying out. I buried myself as deep as I could and came, holding her hips in a bruising grip, marking her the only way I knew how.
We stayed like that for a long moment, both breathing hard. Then I pulled out and rolled away from her.
Camille lay still for a beat before sitting up, pushing her hair out of her face. In the dim light from the window, I could see her expression, dazed and uncertain. She looked at me like she was seeing someone unfamiliar.
"That was..." she started.
"Different?"
"Yeah."
I didn't respond. After a moment, she got up and went to the bathroom. I heard water running, heard her cleaning up. When she came back, she climbed into bed and curled on her side, putting her back to me again.
"Goodnight," she said softly.
"Goodnight."
I lay awake until dawn, listening to her breathe, planning tomorrow.
The next morning, Camille was subdued. She moved through her routine quietly, avoiding eye contact, her body language carefully neutral. At the door, she paused.
"Last night was..." She trailed off, searching for words.
"What?"
"I don't know. Intense." She looked at me finally, something uncertain in her expression. "Are we okay?"
"Why wouldn't we be?"
She studied my face, trying to read something there. "I don't know. You've been acting strange."
"I'm fine. Have a good day at work."
She hesitated, then leaned in to kiss me. I let her, tasting the mint of her toothpaste, the coffee she'd just finished. When she pulled back, she smiled, tentative, almost apologetic.
"Love you."
"Love you too."
The words felt like artifacts from another life, sounds we made out of habit rather than meaning.
After she left, I called in sick to work again. Then I sat on the couch and waited for 1:30 PM.
At 1:45, I drove to Leo's building.
This time I didn't park on the street. I pulled into a coffee shop across the intersection where I had a clear view of the building's entrance. I ordered something I didn't drink and took a table by the window.
At 1:57, a rideshare pulled up. Camille stepped out.
She'd changed clothes since this morning. Instead of her work outfit, she wore a sundress I'd never seen, white, fitted at the waist, the skirt short enough to show the length of her legs. Her hair was down, wavy, the way she knew I liked it. The way she knew anyone would like it.
She carried a small bag, the kind you'd take to the gym or for an overnight stay. My stomach twisted.
She checked her phone, typed something, then looked up at the building. Even from across the street, I could see her smile with anticipation and excitement. It was the same expression she'd worn in those photos, the ones meant for him.
She walked into the building without looking back.
I sat in the coffee shop and waited. Fifteen minutes became thirty. Thirty became an hour. I imagined what was happening sixteen floors above. Imagined her knocking on his door, Leo answering, pulling her inside. Imagined his hands on her body, his mouth on hers. Imagined her responding with that unfiltered hunger I'd seen in the photographs.
We'll have at least three hours, she'd written.
Three hours.
At 3:30, I left the coffee shop and walked to the building. The same security guard was at the desk.
"Leo Webb," I said. "Sixteenth floor."
He nodded me through without question this time. Great security, I wanted to sneer at Leo.
In the elevator, my heart hammered against my ribs. I didn't know what I was going to do. Didn't know what I'd say. I just knew I couldn't sit in that coffee shop anymore, imagining.
The hallway on the sixteenth floor was silent. I walked to 1604 and stood outside the door, listening.
Music played inside, something slow and rhythmic. I heard voices, muffled. Then laughter, Camille's laughter again, breathy and delighted.
Then a sound that stopped me cold. A moan,long, unrestrained, unmistakably hers.
My hand found the doorknob before I'd consciously decided to act. I turned it.
It was unlocked. The door swung open silently.
I pushed it open wider, stepping into a short entrance hallway that opened into the main living space. The apartment was modern, expensive, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, sleek furniture in blacks and grays, art on the walls that probably cost more than my car.
But I wasn't looking at the decor.
The living room flowed into an open kitchen, and beyond that, visible through a half-open door, was the bedroom. That's where the sounds were coming from. That's where I could see them.
Leo's bed faced the doorway at an angle. I could see everything.
Camille was on her back, the white sundress pushed up around her waist, her legs spread wide. Leo knelt between her thighs, his face buried between her legs, his hands gripping her hips to hold her in place. She was completely bare beneath the dress, no underwear, nothing, and I watched as his tongue worked against her, slow and methodical.
"Oh god," she gasped, one hand tangled in his hair, the other gripping the sheets. "Right there. Don't stop, don't fucking stop."
Her hips rolled against his mouth, seeking more friction, more pressure. Leo made a sound of approval, almost a growl, and I saw his tongue move faster. Camille's back arched off the bed, her head thrown back, exposing the line of her throat.
"Leo," she moaned. "Oh fuck, Leo."
His name. She was saying his name. The same way she'd said mine last night, except this sounded real. Unfiltered. No performance, no careful editing. Just pure, raw pleasure.
I should have looked away, should have announced myself, should have stopped this. Instead, I stood frozen in the doorway, watching my girlfriend come apart under another man's mouth.
Leo lifted his head, his lips and chin glistening. "You taste so fucking good," he said, his voice rough. "I could do this for hours."
"Please," Camille whimpered. "I need more. I need you inside me."
"Not yet." He lowered his mouth again, and this time he pushed two fingers inside her while his tongue circled her clit. Camille cried out, her whole body tensing.
"Oh god oh god oh god, "
I watched her orgasm, watched the way her thighs trembled, the way her hand fisted in Leo's hair so hard it had to hurt. The sounds she made were primal, desperate, nothing like the controlled gasps she'd given me last night.
When the waves subsided, Leo kissed his way up her body, pushing the dress higher. Camille sat up enough for him to pull it over her head, and then she was completely naked, her skin flushed, her hair wild around her shoulders.
She reached for his belt, working it open with ease. "I've been thinking about this all day," she said, popping the button on his jeans. "Sitting in actual meetings, pretending to pay attention, when all I could think about was having your cock in my mouth."
Leo groaned as she freed him from his jeans, his cock already hard, thick. Bigger than mine. The observation landed with a dull, distant pain.
Camille wrapped her hand around him, stroking slowly, looking up at him with that same hungry expression from the photos. "I love how hard you get for me."
"You make it easy."
She laughed, the sound low and intimate, then leaned forward and took him in her mouth.
Leo's head fell back, one hand coming to rest on top of her head. "Fuck, Camille. That's it."
I watched her work him with her mouth, taking him deeper than I'd thought possible, her hand stroking what she couldn't fit. She made soft sounds around him, sounds of pleasure, like she was enjoying this as much as he was. Saliva glistened on her chin as she pulled back, gasping for air.
"I love sucking your cock so much,” she said, her voice breathy. "I love the way you taste. The way you feel."
She took him deep again, and Leo groaned, his hips flexing forward. "Jesus Christ. You're going to make me come if you keep doing that."
Camille pulled off with an obscene pop, grinning up at him. "Not yet. I need you to fuck me first. I need to feel all of you."
Leo pulled her up and kissed her hard, his hands roaming over her body, squeezing her breasts, her ass. When they broke apart, both breathing hard, he turned her around roughly so she faced away from him, bending her over the edge of the bed.
"This what you want?" he asked, positioning himself behind her.
"Yes," she gasped. "God, yes. Fuck me. Fuck me hard."
He pushed into her in one smooth thrust, and Camille cried out, her hands gripping the sheets. From my angle in the doorway, I could see everything, see him pulling back and slamming forward, see Camille's body rocking with each thrust, see her face twisted in pleasure.
"Oh fuck," she moaned. "Yes, yes, just like that. You feel so good. So much better than, "
She cut herself off, but I knew what she'd been about to say. So much better than him. Better than me.
Leo's hand came down on her ass, the sharp crack of the slap making Camille gasp. "Say it," he commanded. "Tell me."
"You feel so good,” she cried, her voice breaking. "God, I love the way you fuck me. I love how deep you get. I love, oh fuck, I love everything about it.”
He slapped her ass again, harder, and she whimpered. "You're such a bad girl. Going home to him with my cum still inside you. Letting him touch you when you're thinking about me."
"I can't help it," she panted. "All I think about is you. Even when he, oh god, right there, even when he's fucking me, I'm pretending it's you."
The words should have destroyed me. They should have sent me running from this apartment, from this relationship, from everything we'd built. Instead, I found myself hard, my body responding to the sight of her even as my mind reeled.
Leo changed the angle, pulling her hips higher, and Camille nearly screamed. "Oh my god, oh my god, you're going to make me come again. Don't stop, please don't stop."
"Touch yourself," he ordered. "I want to feel you come on my cock."
Camille's hand slipped between her legs, and within seconds she was gasping, her whole body shaking. "I'm coming, I'm coming, oh fuck Leo I'm . . .  "
She came with a cry that was almost a sob, her body convulsing. Leo kept thrusting through it, chasing his own release, until finally he groaned and buried himself deep, holding her hips in a bruising grip.
They stayed like that for a long moment, both breathing hard. Then Leo pulled out slowly, and I watched as his cum dripped down Camille's thigh. She collapsed forward onto the bed, laughing breathlessly.
"Jesus Christ," she said. "That was . . .  "
"Incredible?" Leo supplied, climbing onto the bed beside her.
"Beyond incredible." She rolled onto her back, stretching like a satisfied cat. "I don't know how I'm going to go home and act normal. I can barely think straight."
Leo propped himself on one elbow, looking down at her. His hand traced lazy patterns on her stomach. "Then don't go home. Stay here. Tell him you're working late. Tell him anything."
"I can't. Not tonight. He's already suspicious." She turned her head to look at him. "But maybe this weekend. I could tell him I'm going to visit my sister."
"Your sister who lives three hours away?"
"Exactly. He'd never check." She grinned. "We could have the whole weekend. Just us. No rushing. No sneaking around."
"I'd like that." Leo's hand moved lower, between her legs again. Camille gasped, her hips lifting.
"Already? I need a minute to recover."
"I don't think you do." His fingers pushed inside her, working the mixture of their combined fluids. "I think you're ready for round two."
Camille moaned, her thighs falling open. "You're going to kill me."
"What a way to go."
He kissed his way down her body again, settling between her thighs. This time I could see everything, his tongue licking up her slit. The sight was obscene, intimate, and Camille's hands went to his hair again, holding him against her.
"That's so dirty," she breathed.
"You love it."
"I do. God, I love everything about this. About you." She looked down at him, her expression soft in a way I rarely saw anymore. "Sometimes I wish, "
"What?"
"Nothing. Just wish things were different. Simpler."
"They could be."
Camille's expression flickered, guilt, maybe, or doubt. "It's not that easy. We've been together two years. We have a lease. His name is on my car insurance. There's all these... entanglements."
"So untangle them."
"I will. I just need time." She pulled his face up to hers, kissing him deeply. "But right now, I don't want to think about any of that. I just want you to make me come again."
Leo smiled against her mouth. "I can do that."
This time he took his time, building her up slowly, his tongue working in long, deliberate strokes. Camille's breathing grew ragged, her hips rolling against his face. She was close, I could tell, her thighs trembling, her hands gripping his hair.
"Please," she whimpered. "Please, I'm so close."
Leo's fingers joined his tongue, curling inside her, and Camille's back bowed off the bed. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, Leo . . . “
She came with a strangled cry, her whole body shaking. This time the orgasm seemed to go on forever, rolling through her in waves while Leo worked her through it, relentless.
When she finally collapsed, boneless and gasping, he crawled up her body and kissed her deeply. She could taste herself on his tongue, could taste him, could taste everything they'd done together.
"I want you again," he said against her mouth.
"Already?" But she was smiling, reaching between them to find him hard again.
"Can't help it. Look at you. Naked in my bed. Still trembling from coming. How am I supposed to resist that?"
"You're not." She guided him to her entrance. "I want you inside me again. Want to feel you."
This time when he pushed in, it was slow and intimate. They moved together in a rhythm that spoke of practice, of familiarity. This wasn't their first time and wasn't even their tenth. They knew each other's bodies, knew what the other liked and needed.
"You feel so good," Camille whispered, her legs wrapped around his waist. "So perfect."
"You're perfect." Leo kissed her neck, her jaw, her lips. "Everything about you is perfect."
They moved together, unhurried now, savoring sensation. Camille's hands roamed over his back, his shoulders, her nails digging in when he hit a particularly good spot. Their breathing synchronized, their movements fluid.
"I could do this all day," Leo murmured against her skin. "Just stay in this bed with you. Fuck you until we can't move."
"Mmm, yes. That sounds perfect."
"Make you come over and over. Make you scream my name."
"I'm yours," Camille gasped, her hips rising to meet his thrusts. "When I'm here, I'm completely yours."
"When you're here?" Leo's pace increased, became rougher. "You're mine even when you're not here. When you're in his bed. When he's touching you. You're thinking about me. About this."
"Yes," she admitted. "Yes, always. Oh god, Leo, harder. Fuck me harder."
He complied, his hips slamming against hers, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. Camille's moans grew louder, more desperate.
"I'm going to come again," she gasped. "Oh god, I'm going to, Leo, "
"Come for me. Let me feel it."
She shattered, crying out his name, her body clenching around him. The sensation pushed Leo over the edge, and he groaned, burying himself deep as he came.
They lay tangled together afterward, both breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Camille's head rested on Leo's chest, his fingers tracing patterns on her back.
"I should go soon," she said eventually, her voice reluctant.
"Stay a little longer."
"I can't. I told him I'd be home by six."
"So text him. Tell him you'll be late."
She laughed. "I've already used that excuse three times this week. He's going to start catching on."
"Then maybe it's time to stop making excuses and just tell him the truth."
Camille was quiet for a moment. "Maybe," she said finally. "Soon. I promise."
She sat up, reaching for her dress. I watched her get dressed, watched her check her reflection in the mirror above Leo's dresser, watched her fix her hair and reapply lipstick. Covering the evidence. Preparing to come home to me.
Leo walked her to the door, kissing her one more time. "Same time next week?"
"I'll let you know. Depends on his schedule."
"I hate that his schedule matters."
"I know. I'm sorry." Another kiss. "I'll text you later."
"You better."
She smiled, touched his face tenderly, then slipped out the door.
I stood in the hallway shadows as she walked to the elevator, watched her check her phone, watched her expression shift into something more neutral, more guarded. Preparing to be the version of herself she showed me.
The elevator doors closed, taking her down.
I waited five minutes, then knocked on Leo's door.
He answered quickly, probably expecting Camille had forgotten something. His expression shifted from confusion to recognition when he saw me.
"Can I help you?"
"I think we need to talk," I said. "About Camille."
Leo's expression didn't change. If anything, he looked almost amused. "I'm sorry, who are you?"
"You know exactly who I am."
He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. Up close, I could see why Camille had been drawn to him. He was taller than me, broader in the shoulders, with the kind of easy confidence that came from never having to work for attention. The kind of man who'd always gotten what he wanted.
"I think you should leave," he said.
"I just watched you fuck my girlfriend for the past hour."
That got a reaction, a slight tightening around his eyes, a pause before he spoke. "You watched?"
"The door was unlocked. I walked in. You were both too busy to notice."
Leo was quiet for a long moment, studying my face. Then he stepped back, opening the door wider. "You should probably come in."
I followed him into the apartment. The bedroom door was still open, the sheets tangled and unmade. The scent of sex hung in the air, sweat and perfume and something musky that made my stomach turn.
Leo walked to the kitchen and poured himself a glass of whiskey. He didn't offer me one.
"How long have you known?" he asked.
"About you? A few days. But I've suspected something was wrong for weeks."
"And you came here to what? Fight me? Demand I stop seeing her?"
"I came here because I needed to see it with my own eyes. Needed to know for certain."
"And now you know." He took a sip of his drink. "So what happens next?"
"That's what I'm trying to figure out."
Leo laughed, a short, bitter sound. "You want my advice? Walk away. End it. She's not going to choose you."
The words landed with the weight of truth I'd been avoiding. "She told you that?"
"She didn't have to. I can see it." He gestured toward the bedroom. "That's not someone who's conflicted about what she wants. She comes here three, four times a week. She lights up when I text her. She makes excuses to see me. Whatever she tells you about needing time or it being complicated, that's just her trying to have it both ways."
"Both ways?"
"The stability you provide. The excitement I provide." He drained his glass. "She gets to play house with you and play out her fantasies with me. Best of both worlds."
I wanted to hit him. Wanted to wipe that knowing smirk off his face. But he was only saying what I'd already figured out on my own.
"Why are you telling me this?" I asked.
"Because I'm tired of sharing her. Because I want her to leave you and be with me full-time. And because maybe if you actually end things, she'll stop dragging this out."
"You're in love with her."
Leo set his glass down carefully. "That's none of your business."
"It is if you're fucking my girlfriend."
"She's not really your girlfriend anymore though, is she? She's just someone who sleeps in your bed while she thinks about being in mine."
The truth of it hit harder than any punch would have. I turned toward the door.
"Wait," Leo said. "What are you going to do?"
"I don't know yet."
"If you confront her, she'll deny it. She'll make you feel crazy for questioning her. She's very good at that."
"I know."
"So what's your plan?"
I looked back at him, this man who'd been inside my girlfriend an hour ago, who knew her body better than I did anymore. "I'll figure it out."
I drove home in a daze, Leo's words echoing in my head. She's not really your girlfriend anymore.
The apartment was empty when I arrived. I checked the time: 5:15. Camille wouldn't be home for at least another forty-five minutes. Time enough to think, to plan, to decide what I was going to do.
I sat on the couch and stared at my phone. I could call her right now. Could tell her I knew everything. Could end this with a single conversation.
Instead, I opened my laptop and looked at the emails I'd forwarded to myself. Read them again, torturing myself with details. The timestamps told a story of escalation, how what had started as flirtation had quickly become physical, had become obsessive.
One email from four weeks ago caught my attention:
I can't keep doing this. Last night when he touched me, I had to stop myself from flinching. I feel like I'm betraying him every second I'm in that apartment. Maybe we should cool things off for a while.
Leo's response had been immediate:
Don't do this. Don't pull away from me because you feel guilty. What we have is real. What you have with him is habit. Come over tomorrow. Let me remind you why this is worth it.
Her response, sent three hours later:
Okay. Tomorrow. But we need to talk about what this is becoming.
According to the email trail, they'd talked. And whatever Leo had said or done had convinced her to stay. The messages after that showed no more hesitation, no more guilt. Just escalation.
My phone buzzed. A text from Camille: "Leaving now. Home in 20. Want me to pick anything up?"
I stared at the message, imagining her in the back of a rideshare, Leo's cum still inside her, texting me like everything was normal.
I typed: "No. Just come home."
When she walked through the door twenty-five minutes later, she looked exactly like she always did after work, slightly tired, slightly frazzled, her bag heavy on her shoulder. She smiled when she saw me on the couch.
"Hey. How was your day?"
"Fine. Yours?"
"Long. So many meetings." She dropped her bag by the door and kicked off her heels. "I'm exhausted."
I watched her move through the apartment, hanging up her jacket, pouring herself a glass of water. The performance was flawless. If I hadn't spent the past hour watching her with Leo, I'd never suspect anything was wrong.
She joined me on the couch, curling into my side like she used to in the early days. The intimacy felt like a violation after what I'd witnessed.
"I missed you today," she said.
"Did you?"
Something in my tone made her look up at me. "Of course I did. Why would you ask that?"
"Just wondering."
She studied my face for a moment, then shifted away slightly. "You're doing that thing again. Where you get all weird and distant."
"What thing?"
"This. Acting like I've done something wrong when I haven't."
The audacity of it, the sheer fucking audacity, took my breath away. She'd spent the afternoon getting fucked by another man and was now playing the victim because I seemed distant.
"Camille," I said carefully. "Where were you this afternoon?"
"At work. You know that."
"All afternoon?"
"Yes. Why?"
"No meetings anywhere else? No errands?"
Her expression shifted, became guarded. "What are you getting at?"
"I'm just asking where you were."
"And I told you. At work." She stood up, putting distance between us. "Why are you interrogating me?"
"Because I don't believe you."
The words hung in the air between us. Camille's face went through several expressions, surprise, anger, calculation. She settled on indignant.
"Excuse me?"
"I said I don't believe you. I don't think you were at work all afternoon."
"Then where do you think I was?"
This was it. The moment of truth. I could lay out everything I knew, the emails, Leo's apartment, the fact that I'd watched them together. Could force a confrontation that would end everything.
But something stopped me. Some instinct that said if I showed my cards now, she'd find a way to spin it, to make me the villain in this story.
"I think you're lying to me," I said instead. "I think you've been lying to me for weeks. And I think you know exactly what I'm talking about."
Camille's jaw tightened. "I'm not doing this. I'm not defending myself against vague accusations because you're feeling insecure again."
"This isn't about insecurity."
"Isn't it? Because from where I'm standing, this is the same pattern we always fall into. You get paranoid, you start questioning everything I do, and I have to convince you that I'm not doing anything wrong. I'm exhausted, okay? I'm exhausted from constantly having to prove myself to you."
The reversal was masterful. Suddenly I was the problem, my suspicion, my jealousy, my inability to trust. Never mind that everything I suspected was true.
"Show me your phone," I said.
"Absolutely not."
"Why? If you have nothing to hide, "
"Because it's my phone. Because I'm entitled to privacy. Because I shouldn't have to prove my innocence to you every time you get into one of these moods."
"These moods?"
"Yes. These paranoid, accusatory moods where you decide I'm doing something wrong and make it my job to convince you otherwise." She grabbed her bag from by the door. "I'm taking a shower. When I come out, I'd appreciate it if you could treat me like your girlfriend instead of a suspect."
She disappeared into the bathroom, and I heard the shower start a moment later. I sat on the couch, my hands shaking with anger and frustration and something that felt uncomfortably like admiration. She was good. So good at this. At flipping the script, at making me doubt my own reality.
But I'd seen what I'd seen. I knew what I knew.
I pulled out my phone and texted Leo: "She's home. Playing the innocent victim. You were right about everything."
His response came quickly: "Told you. So what are you going to do?"
I stared at the message, then typed: "I need to think."
That night, Camille acted like nothing had happened. She emerged from the shower in a towel, got dressed in comfortable clothes, and suggested we order Thai food. Over dinner, she told me about her day, a sanitized version that mentioned meetings and presentations and difficult clients but nothing about Leo's apartment or the hours she'd spent in his bed.
I played along. Asked questions. Pretended to care about the problems with the new marketing campaign. The normalcy of it was surreal.
After dinner, we watched a movie on the couch. Halfway through, Camille shifted closer, resting her head on my shoulder. Her hand found mine, fingers intertwining.
"I'm sorry about earlier," she said quietly. "I shouldn't have snapped at you."
"It's okay."
"It's not. You were just asking where I was, and I got defensive." She squeezed my hand. "I know I've been distant lately. Work has been crazy, and I haven't been making enough time for us. That's on me."
The apology was perfect, just contrite enough to seem sincere, just vague enough to avoid any real admission. If I didn't know better, I'd believe her.
"I love you," she said. "I know I don't say it enough lately, but I do. You know that, right?"
"Yeah," I said. "I know."
She turned her face up to kiss me, and I let her. Her lips were soft, familiar. She tasted like the wine she'd had with dinner. When she pulled back, she was smiling.
"Come to bed with me," she said.
In the bedroom, she undressed slowly, deliberately. She knew I was watching. Knew the effect her body had on me, even now. Especially now, when I knew someone else had been enjoying it just hours ago.
She climbed into bed naked and held out a hand to me. "Come here."
I undressed and joined her, and she immediately pressed against me, her hand sliding down my stomach. She found me already hard, my body responding even as my mind reeled with the wrongness of this.
"I want you," she whispered against my ear.
Her hand wrapped around me, stroking slowly. I thought about Leo touching her the same way, about how she'd begged him to fuck her harder. The thought should have killed my arousal. Instead, it intensified it in a way that disgusted me.
Camille pushed me onto my back and straddled me, positioning herself above me. She sank down slowly, taking me inside her, and I felt how wet she was. How ready.
Was she thinking about him? Was she imagining Leo beneath her instead of me?
She began to move, her hips rolling in a rhythm that was perfect. Her hands braced on my chest, her head thrown back. In the dim light from the window, she was beautiful, devastating, and I hated that I still wanted her even knowing what I knew.
"You feel so good," she moaned.
The words echoed what she'd said to Leo that afternoon, and I wondered if she even realized she was repeating herself. Or if we'd become interchangeable to her, just bodies, just sensations, just ways to feed whatever need drove her.
I gripped her hips and thrust up harder, making her gasp. Her rhythm faltered, and I took control, fucking her with something that felt like anger, like grief, like desperation.
"Yes," she gasped. "God, yes, just like that."
I watched her face as I moved inside her, watched her expression shift from pleasure to something approaching ecstasy. She was close, I could feel it in the way her body tensed, in the way her breathing changed.
"I'm going to come," she whispered. "Don't stop, please don't stop."
I didn't stop. I kept the same pace, the same angle, driving her higher until she shattered, crying out my name as she came.
My name. Not his. Mine.
The small victory felt hollow.
After she'd collapsed against my chest, both of us breathing hard, she kissed my neck softly.
"I love you," she murmured.
"I love you too."
Another lie. Or maybe not a lie so much as the ghost of a truth that used to exist. I loved who she'd been, who I'd thought she was. The person currently lying in my arms, the one who'd spent the afternoon with another man and was now pretending nothing had happened, I didn't know if I loved her or hated her or some complicated combination of both.
She fell asleep quickly, her breathing evening out, her body warm against mine. I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, planning my next move.
The next morning, I woke before Camille and checked my phone. A text from Leo, sent at 1 AM: "Still thinking?"
I typed back: "I need to see you again. Today if possible."
His response came immediately: "My place. Noon."
I got up and made coffee, going through the motions of a normal morning. When Camille emerged from the bedroom, I was already dressed.
"You're up early again," she said, yawning.
"Couldn't sleep."
She poured herself coffee and leaned against the counter, studying me. "Are we okay? You've been acting weird for days now."
"We're fine."
"Are we though? Because it doesn't feel fine. It feels like you're pulling away from me."
The irony wasn't lost on me. "I'm not pulling away."
"Then what is it?"
"Nothing. Just work stress."
She didn't look convinced, but she didn't push. "Okay. Well, I'm here if you want to talk."
"I know."
After she left for work, I drove to Leo's building. He answered the door in jeans and a t-shirt, looking more casual than I'd seen him before.
"You came," he said.
"We need to talk."
He stepped aside to let me in. The apartment looked different in daylight, less seductive, more clinical. The bedroom door was closed now, the evidence of yesterday cleaned away.
"Want a drink?" Leo asked.
"It's noon."
"That's not a no."
I followed him to the kitchen and accepted the glass of whiskey he poured. We stood on opposite sides of the counter, the tension between us palpable.
"So," Leo said. "You ready to hear the truth about your girlfriend?"
"I already know the truth."
"Do you? Because from what I saw yesterday, you watched the whole thing and then went home and let her lie to your face. That doesn't sound like someone who knows the truth. That sounds like someone who's in denial."
His words stung because they were accurate. "What do you want from me?"
"I want you to end it with her. Cleanly. Completely. So she stops using you as her safety net while she figures out what she really wants."
"Which is you?"
"Yes. Which is me." He met my eyes directly. "I know you don't want to hear this, but we're good together. Really good. Not just the sex, though that's incredible. We connect. We laugh. We have actual chemistry."
"She told me she loved me last night."
"She tells me the same thing. Multiple times a week, usually right after I make her come." He took a drink. "You want to know the difference? When she says it to me, she means it. When she says it to you, she's trying to convince herself."
I set my glass down harder than necessary. "You don't know that."
"I know her. Better than you do at this point. I know she talks about leaving you but never does. I know she feels guilty but not guilty enough to stop. I know she's scared of being alone, scared of making the wrong choice, so she's trying to have it both ways."
"And you're okay with that? Being the other man?"
"No. That's why I'm talking to you. That's why I want you to end it." He leaned forward. "Look, I'm not the villain here. I didn't pursue her, she came to me. I didn't make her any promises I couldn't keep. And I'm not the one lying to her face every day."
"No, you're just the one fucking her and sending her back to me."
"Because she won't leave. Because she keeps saying she needs more time. But if you end it, that decision gets made for her."
I laughed, a bitter sound. "So I'm supposed to make this easy for both of you?"
"I'm saying you should have some self-respect. You know what she's doing. You watched her do it. Why are you still there?"
The question hit at the heart of everything. Why was I still there? Pride? Love? Fear of being alone? Some desperate hope that this could still be salvaged?
"I don't know," I admitted.
Leo's expression softened slightly. "Look, I know this sucks. I know you probably hate me, and you have every right to. But don't stay with her out of some misplaced sense of loyalty or because you're afraid to start over. She's already started over. She did that weeks ago when she first came to my bed."
"Does she know I know?"
"About yesterday? No. She thinks she got away with it." He refilled his glass. "But she suspects something's wrong. She texted me this morning asking if I'd heard from you. Said you've been acting strange."
"What did you tell her?"
"Nothing. I don't want to tip her off before you're ready to confront her."
I stood there, processing everything. Part of me wanted to leave, to never think about Leo or this apartment again. But another part, the part that had been watching and waiting and gathering evidence, knew I needed more.
"I want to know everything," I said. "How it started. How long it's been going on. All of it."
Leo studied me for a long moment. "You sure? It's not going to make this easier."
"I'm sure."
He nodded slowly. "Okay. But you might want to sit down for this."
We moved to the living room, and I took a seat on the same couch where I'd watched Camille laugh and flirt with him in those social media photos. Leo sat across from me, his glass of whiskey in hand.
"It started about two months ago," he began. "At a networking event downtown. One of those awful corporate mixer things where everyone pretends to care about each other's business cards. I was about to leave when I saw her at the bar."
"And you approached her."
"Actually, she approached me. Started with some joke about how boring these events were, how she'd rather be anywhere else. We talked for maybe twenty minutes. It was... easy. Natural. She mentioned she had a boyfriend but framed it casually, like it wasn't that serious."
"She told you about me from the start?"
"In passing. Never your name, just 'my boyfriend.' The way she said it made it sound like an obligation more than a relationship." He paused. "We exchanged numbers. She said it was for networking, that her company was looking to expand their real estate portfolio. I knew that was bullshit, but I played along."
"When did it become physical?"
"About a week after we met. She texted me on a Tuesday night asking if I wanted to grab drinks. Said she'd had a rough day and needed to vent. We met at a wine bar in the West End." He took a sip of his drink. "Three glasses in, she was touching my arm when she laughed. Leaning in close when she talked. All the signals were there."
"And you acted on them."
"I walked her to her car. She kissed me first." He met my eyes. "I'm not saying that to absolve myself. I knew she had a boyfriend. I could have stopped it. But I didn't want to. She was beautiful, interesting, and very clearly interested in me."
I felt my jaw tighten but forced myself to stay quiet. I'd asked for this.
"We made out against her car for probably fifteen minutes," Leo continued. "Then she pulled back, said she couldn't do this, that she needed to go home. I figured that was it, a one-time thing, a moment of weakness she'd regret."
"But it wasn't."
"No. She texted me the next day. Said she couldn't stop thinking about the night before. Asked if I wanted to meet for lunch." He leaned back. "That's when I should have ended it. Should have told her to work things out with you. But I didn't. I met her for lunch, and afterward, she came back here."
"And you had sex."
"Yes. Right there." He gestured toward the bedroom. "She was nervous at first. Kept saying she shouldn't be doing this, that she was a terrible person. But once we got started, all that hesitation disappeared. She was... enthusiastic."
The word felt like a slap. I thought about the emails, about the things she'd written about him. About how she'd said he felt better than me.
"After that first time," Leo continued, "I expected her to freak out. Expected guilt, regret, all of it. Instead, she stayed for two hours. We talked. We had sex again. And when she finally left, she kissed me goodbye like we were in an actual relationship."
"Did she say anything about me?"
"Not that day. But later that week, when we met up again, she started talking about you. Said you were a good guy but that things had become... comfortable. That was the word she used. Comfortable. Said she felt like you'd settled into being roommates more than partners."
Somehow, of all the things said, that was the most devastating.
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