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My girlfriend and I had become comfortable. We had stopped trying as hard, we had let the relationship coast on momentum rather than effort.

"She said sex with you had become routine," Leo said, and I could see him watching for my reaction. "That you'd go through the motions but there was no passion anymore. No excitement."

"And you provided that excitement."

"I did. I do." He didn't sound apologetic. "Look, I know you don't want to hear this, but she comes alive in that bedroom. She's not holding back, not editing herself. She lets herself want things, ask for things. She tells me what she fantasizes about."

"Like what?"

Leo raised an eyebrow. "You sure you want details?"

"I watched you fuck her yesterday. I think I can handle details."

He considered this, then nodded. "She likes it rough. Likes being dominated, being told what to do. She has this whole side to her sexuality that I'm guessing you never knew existed."

He was right. I hadn't known. Camille and I had always had decent sex, but it had been relatively vanilla. Comfortable, like everything else in our relationship had become.

"She talks about scenarios," Leo continued. "Things she wants to try. Public places. Being watched. Multiple partners." He paused. "She has a whole fantasy about you finding out about us."

My stomach dropped. "What?"

"Not in a malicious way. More like... the taboo of it turns her on. The risk. The idea that you might walk in on us." He leaned forward. "That's probably part of why the door was unlocked yesterday. She likes to flirt with the danger of getting caught."

I thought about standing in that hallway, listening to them. About how turned on I'd been despite the betrayal. Maybe we weren't so different after all.

"How often do you see her?" I asked.

"Three or four times a week. Sometimes during lunch, sometimes after work. Occasionally on weekends when she tells you she's running errands or meeting friends."

"And you're okay with that? Sneaking around? Being her secret?"

"No. That's why I've been pushing her to leave you. But she always has an excuse. The lease isn't up yet. She doesn't want to hurt you. She needs more time to figure things out." He finished his drink. "But the truth is, she's comfortable having both of us. You provide stability, routine, someone to come home to. I provide excitement, passion, the forbidden thrill of it all."

"So what changed? Why are you talking to me now?"

"Because I'm tired of sharing her. Because I want her to myself. And because honestly, you deserve to know." He stood up, walking to the window. "She's not going to leave you on her own. She'll keep this going as long as she can, having her cake and eating it too. Someone needs to force the issue."

"By telling me everything."

"By giving you the information you need to make a decision." He turned back to face me. "You can confront her, end it, and move on with your life. Or you can keep pretending you don't know and let her keep playing you. But either way, you know the truth now."

I sat with that for a moment, the weight of it settling over me. "Does she talk about a future with you?"

"Sometimes. When we're lying in bed after, she'll say things like 'imagine if we could do this every night' or 'I wish I'd met you first.' But when I push her to make it real, she always backs off."

"Because she's scared."

"Maybe. Or maybe she just likes the situation as it is." He returned to his seat. "Look, I know I'm not innocent here. I pursued this knowing she was in a relationship. But I also know what I want, and I'm willing to wait for it. The question is, are you willing to keep being the guy she settles for while she gets her excitement somewhere else?"

The question hung in the air between us. Before I could answer, Leo's phone buzzed on the coffee table. He glanced at it, then showed me the screen.

A text from Camille: "Missing you already. Can't stop thinking about yesterday. When can I see you again?"

I stared at the message, sent less than an hour after she'd left for work this morning. After she'd asked me if we were okay. After she'd told me she was here for me if I needed to talk.

"This is what I mean," Leo said quietly. "She's texting me while pretending everything's normal with you. This is who she is."

I pulled out my own phone and opened my messages with Camille. The last text was from this morning: "Have a good day. Love you."

Two different conversations. Two different versions of herself. And both of us believing we had the real her.

"I need to go," I said, standing abruptly.

"What are you going to do?"

"I don't know yet."

Leo stood as well, following me to the door. "Whatever you decide, don't let her manipulate you. She's very good at making you feel like you're the problem, like your concerns are irrational. Don't fall for it."

"Thanks for the advice about my girlfriend," I said, unable to keep the bitterness from my voice.

"She's not really your girlfriend anymore though. Is she?" It was the same thing he'd said yesterday, and it landed just as hard. "She's just someone who hasn't officially ended things yet."

I left without responding, taking the elevator down in a daze. In my car, I sat for a long time, staring at nothing, trying to process everything Leo had told me.

My phone buzzed. A text from Camille: "Lunch meeting ran late. Probably won't be home until 7. Don't wait for dinner."

I stared at the message, then opened the tracking app I'd secretly installed on her phone two days ago. The app I'd felt guilty about using, like I was violating her privacy.

The location showed her phone at Leo's building.

She was there right now. Had probably texted me from his bed.

I started the car and drove, not home but to a bar near my office. I needed to think. Needed to decide what I was going to do with all this information.

The bartender poured me a whiskey without being asked, reading something in my expression that suggested I needed it. I sat at the end of the bar, nursing the drink, my mind cycling through options.

I could confront her tonight. Lay out everything I knew, demand an explanation, end it cleanly.

I could continue gathering evidence. Document more meetings, more lies, build an ironclad case against her.

I could leave without confronting her at all. Pack my things while she was at work, move out, block her number, disappear from her life as thoroughly as possible.

Or I could do something else. Something that had been forming in the back of my mind since I'd stood in Leo's hallway yesterday, watching them together.

My phone buzzed again. This time it was Leo: "She's here. Showed up unannounced. Thought you should know."

I typed back: "I know. I'm tracking her phone."

"Jesus. How long have you been doing that?"

"Since I first suspected something was wrong."

"So you've been watching her lie to you in real-time."

"Basically."

A pause, then: "That's fucked up, man. For both of you."

He wasn't wrong. This whole situation was fucked up. I was tracking my girlfriend's phone so I could watch her cheat on me. She was lying to both of us, playing us against each other. Leo was sleeping with someone else's girlfriend and justifying it by claiming he wanted a relationship with her.

We were all complicit in this mess.

Another text from Leo: "She just told me she only has an hour. That you're expecting her home for dinner."

I looked at Camille's text again. Probably won't be home until 7.

Another lie, so casual she probably didn't even think about it anymore.

I finished my whiskey and ordered another. The bartender gave me a look but poured it anyway.

"Rough day?" he asked.

"You could say that."

"Woman trouble?"

"Is it that obvious?"

He smiled sympathetically. "It's always woman trouble or money trouble. And you don't look stressed about money."

"Found out my girlfriend's been cheating on me."

"Shit. Sorry, man." He wiped down the bar in front of me. "You gonna end it?"

"I don't know yet."

"What's there to know? She cheated. You leave."

"It's more complicated than that."

"It never is. We just make it complicated because we're scared of being alone or starting over or whatever." He shrugged. "But cheating is pretty clear-cut. She made her choice. Now you gotta make yours."

Simple wisdom from a stranger in a bar. Maybe he was right. Maybe I was overcomplicating this.

My phone buzzed. The tracking app showed Camille's location changing, leaving Leo's building, heading back toward our neighborhood.

I checked the time: 6:15 PM. She'd be home in thirty minutes, right on schedule according to her lie.

I paid my tab and drove home, beating her by ten minutes. I was sitting on the couch when her key turned in the lock.

She came in looking slightly flushed, her hair a little messy, but otherwise put together. She'd learned to hide the evidence well.

"Hey," she said, dropping her bag. "How was your day?"

"Fine. Yours?"

"Long. That lunch meeting turned into a whole thing." She kicked off her heels and joined me on the couch. "I'm exhausted."

I wondered if Leo had exhausted her. If she was sore from him, marked by him in ways I couldn't see.

"You okay?" she asked, studying my face. "You look upset about something."

"Do I?"

"Yeah. Did something happen at work?"

Here it was. Another opportunity to confront her. To end this charade.

"No," I said. "Work's fine."

She relaxed slightly. "Okay. Good." She curled into my side, resting her head on my shoulder. The gesture felt performative now, like everything else about us. "Want to order in? I'm too tired to cook."

"Sure."

We ordered Thai food and ate in front of the TV, maintaining the fiction of our relationship. Camille told me about her day, another sanitized version with convenient gaps where Leo existed. I nodded in the right places, asked appropriate questions, played my role.

After dinner, she excused herself to take a shower. I heard the water start, heard her phone buzz on the coffee table where she'd left it.

I picked it up. New message from Leo: "Already missing you. Three hours until you have to go back to him feels like torture."

Three hours. She'd been with him for three hours while telling me she had a lunch meeting.

I set the phone back down carefully, screen facing down like she'd left it.

When Camille emerged from the bathroom in her robe, hair wet, she found me still sitting on the couch.

"You're quiet tonight," she said, toweling her hair.

"Just thinking."

"About?"

"Us."

She paused mid-motion. "What about us?"

"Do you think we're happy?"

"What kind of question is that?"

"A legitimate one. Are you happy in this relationship?"

She sat down beside me, concern creasing her forehead. "Of course I'm happy. Why are you asking?"

"Because it feels like something's changed. Like we're going through the motions but there's no real connection anymore."

"That's just, we've been together two years. Things get comfortable. That's normal." She took my hand. "But comfortable doesn't mean bad. It means we're secure with each other."

"Does it? Or does it mean we've stopped trying?"

"Where is this coming from?" She squeezed my hand. "Did something happen?"

"I just feel like I don't really know you anymore. Like there's this whole part of your life I'm not included in."

Her expression flickered, guilt, maybe, or fear of being caught. "That's not true. You know everything about me."

"Do I?"

"Yes." She moved closer, her voice soft. "Baby, I think you're overthinking this. We're fine. We're more than fine. I love you."

She kissed me then, slow and deep, and I could taste the mint of her toothpaste. Her hand slid to my chest, then lower.

"Let me show you how much I love you," she whispered against my mouth.

She slid off the couch, kneeling between my legs. Her hands worked at my belt, my zipper, freeing me. I should have stopped her. Should have pushed her away and demanded the truth.

Instead, I let her take me in her mouth.

She worked me with skill, her tongue swirling, her hand stroking what she couldn't fit. I watched her, this woman I'd thought I knew, and wondered how many times she'd done this for Leo today. Wondered if she was using the same techniques, the same rhythm.

The thought should have killed my arousal. Instead, it pushed me closer to the edge.

"Camille," I said, my voice rough.

She pulled off, looking up at me with those dark eyes. "You want to come in my mouth?"

"No." I pulled her up, kissing her hard. "I want to fuck you."

She smiled, that calculating smile I'd first seen at Dante's nightclub two years ago. "Then fuck me."

I bent her over the arm of the couch, pushing her robe up around her waist. She wasn't wearing anything underneath, still naked from her shower. I pushed into her without preamble, and she gasped, her fingers gripping the couch cushions.

"God, yes," she moaned.

I fucked her hard, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangled in her wet hair. Each thrust was punctuated by anger, by betrayal, by the sick satisfaction of taking what was supposedly mine.

"Tell me you're mine," I demanded.

"I'm yours," she gasped. "All yours."

Another lie to add to the collection.

"Say it again."

"I'm yours. Only yours. Fuck, don't stop."

I felt my orgasm building, felt myself getting close. At the last second, I pulled out and came on her back, marking her the way Leo probably had earlier.

We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard. Then Camille straightened, turning to look at me with an expression I couldn't read.

"That was intense," she said.

"Yeah."

She grabbed a tissue from the side table, cleaning herself off. "Are you sure you're okay? You've been different lately."

"I'm fine."

She studied me for another moment, then nodded. "Okay. If you say so." She pulled her robe closed. "I'm going to bed. Coming?"

"In a minute."

After she disappeared into the bedroom, I sat on the couch and stared at my phone. I had all the evidence I needed. I knew what she was doing, who she was doing it with, how long it had been going on.

The only question left was: what was I going to do about it?

I didn't sleep that night. Again. I was starting to lose count of how many sleepless nights I'd had since discovering the truth about Camille and Leo. I lay beside her in the darkness, listening to her breathe, and wondered how many more secrets she was keeping.

The question felt paranoid, excessive. But then again, I'd thought I was being paranoid about Leo too, and I'd been right.

In the morning, I waited until Camille left for work before opening her laptop again. I'd already read through her emails with Leo, but now I wanted to see if there was anything else. Any other threads I'd missed.

I started with her social media messages. Nothing suspicious in her main inbox, just the usual chatter with friends and coworkers. But then I noticed she had message requests, filtered messages from people she wasn't connected with.

Most of them were spam or random men shooting their shot. But one caught my attention. A message from three weeks ago from someone named "Tyler_J_Fit" with a blue verification checkmark.

"Hey, saw you at Momentum Fitness last week. You've got incredible form on those deadlifts. Would love to give you some pointers if you're interested. Or just grab a smoothie after a workout sometime?"

Camille had accepted the message request. Her response: "Ha, thanks! Always looking to improve my form. I'm usually there Tuesday and Thursday mornings around 6. Maybe I'll see you around?"

I scrolled through the rest of the conversation. Light flirting, gym talk, then an exchange of phone numbers "to coordinate schedules better."

After that, the conversation moved off the platform.

I closed the laptop and picked up my phone, opening the tracking app. I scrolled back through Camille's location history, looking for patterns. Tuesday and Thursday mornings, her phone showed her at Momentum Fitness from 5:45 AM to 7:15 AM. Longer than her usual workout.

My mind raced. Was I reading too much into this? Maybe Tyler was just a gym friend. Maybe they did workout together and nothing else.

But I'd thought Leo was just a friend from her social circle too.

I pulled up Instagram and searched for Tyler_J_Fit. His profile was public, 18k followers, lots of shirtless workout photos showcasing an impressive physique. Personal trainer, fitness model, sponsored athlete. The kind of guy who made his living off his body.

I scrolled through his recent posts. Gym selfies, protein shake sponsorships, motivational quotes. Then, buried in his stories from two days ago, I saw it.

A mirror selfie at Momentum Fitness. The caption: "Early morning grind with this beast.” with a tag that led to a private account: @Cami_Miller.

Camille's private account. The one she'd told me was just for close friends and family.

I'd never asked to follow it. Had never even thought about it. She had her public account where she posted work stuff and carefully curated moments from our relationship. The private one was supposedly for more personal content, raw, unfiltered glimpses she only shared with people she trusted.

I wasn't on the list.

But Tyler was.

I sat there staring at my phone, a new kind of dread settling over me. Leo was one thing, a targeted betrayal, a specific connection that had escalated. But if there was Tyler too... if this was a pattern...

I needed to see that private account.

I spent the next hour trying to figure out how to access it. I couldn't request to follow from my own account, she'd know immediately. Creating a fake profile felt too risky, too easy to trace back to me.

Then I remembered Derek. My friend who'd met Camille a few times but wasn't close with her. Who had social media but rarely used it.

I called him.

"Hey man," he answered. "What's up?"

"I need a favor. A weird one."

"Okay..."

"I need you to send a follow request to Camille's private Instagram account."

Silence on the other end. Then: "Why?"

"Because I think she's hiding something on there and I need to see it."

"Dude. That's, are you serious right now?"

"I know how it sounds. But I found out she's been cheating on me, and now I think there might be more I don't know about."

Derek exhaled slowly. "Shit. Okay. Yeah, I'll do it. What's the handle?"

I gave him the information, and we stayed on the phone while he sent the request. "Done," he said. "But this is getting dark, man. Are you sure you want to keep digging?"

"I need to know the truth. All of it."

"Alright. I get it. Let me know if you need anything else."

After we hung up, I forced myself to go through the motions of a normal day. Shower, dress, pretend to work from home. Every few minutes I'd refresh Derek's Instagram, waiting to see if Camille had accepted his request.

At 11:47 AM, she did.

I called Derek immediately. "Can you screen record her profile? Send me everything."

"Jesus Christ. Yeah, okay. Give me a few minutes."

Twenty minutes later, my phone buzzed with a message from Derek: a link to a cloud folder. Inside were screen recordings of Camille's private account.

My hands shook as I opened the first video.

The account was completely different from her public one. More photos, more casual, more revealing. Lots of gym selfies showing off her body in tight workout clothes. Several photos from nights out I didn't remember her mentioning. A few photos with Leo that made my stomach turn, nothing explicit, but intimate enough that anyone looking would know they were more than friends.

And then there were the photos with Tyler.

The first was from two weeks ago: Camille and Tyler at the gym, his arm around her shoulders, both of them sweaty and smiling. The caption: "When your gym crush becomes your gym partner.”

Three days later: A mirror selfie of Camille in new workout clothes. The caption: "Tyler says this color looks good on me. He's not wrong.”

One week ago: A photo of a smoothie bowl. The caption: "Post-workout fuel tastes better when someone else is paying for it. Thanks @Tyler_J_Fit"

Four days ago: Another gym photo, this one showing Tyler spotting Camille on a bench press. His hands were on the bar, hovering close to her chest. The position was necessary for the exercise, but something about the photo felt intimate. The caption: "Trust your spotter with your life... and your gainz.”

Then, two days ago, the same day as Tyler's story, a photo I had to replay several times to fully process. It was taken from inside a car, showing Camille in the passenger seat, laughing at something off-camera. She was wearing the same outfit from the gym photo but her hair was down, messy. The caption: "Best post-workout showers.”

The wording was ambiguous enough to mean she'd showered at home. But the timestamp was 8:47 AM, too early for her to have made it home, showered, and gotten back in a car.

I scrolled through Derek's recordings again, looking for comments. Most posts had dozens from her friends, hearts, fire emojis, encouraging words. But Tyler commented on almost every photo of himself, and his comments weren't what you'd expect from a casual gym friend.

On the "gym crush" photo: "Every morning with you.”

On the new workout clothes: "Couldn't agree more.”

On the smoothie bowl: "Anytime, beautiful"

On the bench press photo: "Would spot you anywhere, anytime.”

On the car selfie: "Cleanliness is next to godliness.”

And Camille responded to each one with flirty emojis and playful banter.

I set my phone down and pressed my palms against my eyes. This was real. This was happening. Camille wasn't just cheating on me with Leo, she was building something with Tyler too.

Or maybe they'd already built it.

I opened the tracking app and looked at tomorrow's date. Thursday. One of her regular gym days with Tyler.

I needed to see this for myself.

That night, Camille came home in a good mood. Better than usual, actually. She was humming as she kicked off her shoes, smiling as she moved through the apartment.

"Good day?" I asked from the couch.

"Really good, actually. Finally got approval for that campaign I've been pushing for." She dropped her bag and crossed to kiss me. "And I had an amazing workout this morning. Hit a new personal record on deadlifts."

"That's great."

"Yeah, my trainer was really impressed."

"Your trainer?"

She paused, something flickering across her face. "Well, this guy at the gym who's been helping me with my form. Tyler. He's actually a certified trainer, so it's like getting free professional advice."

"Sounds helpful."

"It really is. He's super knowledgeable." She headed toward the bedroom. "I'm going to change and then maybe we can do something tonight? Dinner out? Movie?"

"Sure."

While she changed, I sat on the couch and planned tomorrow morning. I'd need to get to Momentum Fitness before 5:45 AM, find a spot where I could observe without being seen. The gym had an upstairs area with cardio equipment overlooking the weight floor, I could position myself there.

Camille emerged in comfortable clothes, her hair pulled up. "Ready?"

We went to dinner at a nearby Italian place, and Camille was more affectionate than she'd been in weeks. She held my hand across the table, laughed at my jokes, asked about my day with what seemed like genuine interest. It felt like old times, like the early days of our relationship before everything had gotten complicated.

"This is nice," she said, squeezing my hand. "We should do this more often."

"Yeah, we should."

"I know I've been distant lately. Work's been crazy, and I've been stressed. But I don't want to lose this." She gestured between us. "Lose us."

The sincerity in her voice made me want to believe her. Want to think that maybe I was wrong about Tyler, that maybe she was just friends with him the way she claimed to be friends with Leo.

But I'd seen the messages. The photos. The pattern.

"I don't want to lose us either," I said, and meant it. Even knowing what I knew, part of me still wanted to salvage this. Still hoped there was some explanation that would make everything make sense.

We finished dinner and walked home hand-in-hand, and when we got back to the apartment, Camille pulled me straight to the bedroom.

"I want you," she said, already working at my belt.

We had sex that night with an intensity that reminded me of the early days. She was present, engaged, vocal in ways she hadn't been recently. Afterward, she curled against my chest, her breathing settling into sleep.

I lay awake beside her, wondering which version of her was real, this one, soft and satisfied in my arms, or the one who'd been flirting with Tyler in her private Instagram posts. Or the one who'd spent yesterday afternoon in Leo's bed.

Maybe they were all real. Maybe she'd fractured herself into different versions depending on who she was with, and none of us got the whole truth.

At 4:30 AM, my alarm went off. I'd set it silently, with just vibration, and quickly silenced it before it could wake Camille. She stirred but didn't wake, rolling over to face away from me.

I dressed quietly in the dark, gym clothes, so if somehow I was spotted I'd have a plausible excuse. Then I grabbed my keys and wallet and slipped out of the apartment.

Momentum Fitness was a 24-hour gym, and even at 5 AM there were a few dedicated early-birds on the equipment. I checked in, nodding at the bored employee behind the desk, and headed straight for the cardio area upstairs.

I chose a treadmill with a clear view of the weight floor below and set it to a slow walk. From here, I could see most of the gym, including the squat racks and bench press area where Camille usually worked out.

At 5:42 AM, she arrived.

She was alone, wearing black leggings and a bright pink sports bra, her hair in a high ponytail. She put her bag in a locker, did some stretching, then headed to the squat rack.

I watched her warm up, adding weight to the bar, going through her routine. For fifteen minutes, she worked out alone, and I started to think maybe I'd been wrong. Maybe Tyler wasn't coming. Maybe they really were just gym friends who happened to work out at the same time occasionally.

Then, at 6:03 AM, Tyler walked in.

He was even more impressive in person than in his photos, tall, muscular, with the kind of physique that came from years of dedicated training. He wore a tank top that showed off his arms and a smile that showed off perfect teeth.

He spotted Camille immediately and headed straight for her. She saw him coming and her whole demeanor changed. Her posture straightened, her smile brightened. When he reached her, he didn't just wave or fist-bump. He hugged her.

Not a casual gym-bro hug. A full embrace, his arms around her waist, lifting her slightly off the ground. Camille laughed, her hands on his shoulders, and when he set her down, they stayed close, talking.

From my position upstairs, I couldn't hear what they were saying, but their body language said everything. The way she touched his arm when she laughed. The way he leaned in close when he spoke. The way they seemed to exist in their own bubble, oblivious to everyone else in the gym.

Tyler moved behind her to check her squat form, his hands on her hips to adjust her position. The touch lasted longer than necessary. His thumbs pressed against her hip bones, and even from a distance, I could see the way Camille's breath caught.

They worked through several sets together, Tyler spotting her, adjusting her form, touching her with a familiarity that spoke of something beyond trainer and client. Between sets, they stood close, talking and laughing.

At one point, Camille's phone buzzed in the pocket of her leggings. She pulled it out, glanced at the screen, and I watched her expression change, guilt, maybe, or annoyance. She typed something quickly and put the phone away.

My phone buzzed a second later. A text from her: "Going to be a little late this morning. Killer workout, losing track of time. See you around 7:30."

I watched her slip the phone back in her pocket and return her attention to Tyler, who'd been waiting patiently. She said something that made him laugh, then they moved to a different area of the gym.

The bench press section.

Tyler loaded the bar while Camille positioned herself on the bench. He stood behind her head, ready to spot, and as she lifted, his hands hovered just above her chest. When she racked the bar, breathing hard, Tyler stayed where he was, leaning over her.

From my angle, I couldn't see exactly what was happening. But I could see the way Camille was looking up at him. Could see the way neither of them moved away.

Then Tyler reached down and helped her sit up, his hands on her arms, pulling her toward him. For a second, they were face to face, inches apart.

Did they kiss? I couldn't tell from this distance. But something passed between them, something charged and intimate.

They finished the workout around 7:00 AM, both sweaty and flushed. Instead of heading to the locker rooms, they left the gym together. I watched through the window as they walked to the parking lot, still talking, still in that intimate bubble.

Tyler's car was a black Range Rover, expensive and ostentatious. He opened the passenger door for Camille, and she climbed in without hesitation.

I ran down the stairs, through the gym, and out to the parking lot just in time to see the Range Rover pull out onto the street.

The tracking app on my phone showed Camille's location moving, not toward our apartment, but in the opposite direction. Toward the nicer part of town where Leo lived.

Where Tyler probably lived too.

I got in my car and followed, keeping a safe distance behind them.

Tyler's Range Rover turned into a luxury apartment complex about fifteen minutes from the gym. The kind of place with a gate, a security guard, and monthly rent that probably cost more than my mortgage. I parked across the street, hidden behind a delivery truck, and watched them get out of the car.

Even from a distance, I could see the energy between them. The way Tyler's hand rested on the small of Camille's back as they walked toward the building. The way she leaned into him, laughing at something he said. They disappeared through the entrance, and I checked the tracking app.

Camille's phone showed her inside the building.

I sat in my car, hands gripping the steering wheel, trying to decide what to do. I could leave now, drive home, pretend I hadn't seen any of this. Could add it to the growing list of things I knew but hadn't confronted.

Or I could do what I'd done at Leo's building. I could go inside and see for myself.

The decision made itself. I was already getting out of the car, already walking toward the building entrance.

The security guard was reading something on his phone and barely glanced up when I walked past. "Here to see someone?"

"Tyler Jensen," I said, pulling the name from his Instagram handle.

The guard consulted his screen. "Unit?"

Shit. I didn't know his unit number. "He's expecting me. I'm his trainer client. Running late for our session."

The guard looked skeptical but waved me through. "Elevator's on your right."

I stepped into the elevator with no idea where I was going. But as the doors started to close, I heard voices, Camille's laugh, unmistakable. I jammed my hand between the doors, forcing them back open.

Camille and Tyler stood near the elevator bank, waiting. They saw me at the same moment I saw them.

Time seemed to slow down. I watched Camille's expression transform, surprise, confusion, then dawning horror as she realized who I was and what this looked like.

"Babe?" she said, her voice small. "What are you, why are you here?"

Tyler looked between us, understanding crystallizing on his face. "You're the boyfriend."

"Yeah. I'm the boyfriend." I stepped out of the elevator. "And you're Tyler. The personal trainer who's been giving my girlfriend private sessions."

"This isn't what it looks like," Camille started.

"Really? Because it looks like you told me you'd be late because of your workout, and instead you're here with him." I looked at Tyler. "What floor?"

He hesitated, glancing at Camille.

"Don't look at her. I'm asking you. What floor is your apartment?"

"Seventh," he said quietly.

I hit the button for the seventh floor and held the elevator door open. "Get in."

"I don't think, " Camille began.

"Get. In."

Something in my voice must have convinced them, because they both stepped into the elevator. The doors closed, sealing the three of us in the small space. The tension was suffocating.

"How long?" I asked, my voice eerily calm.

"How long what?" Camille's face was pale.

"How long have you been fucking him too?"

Tyler's jaw tightened. "Man, I didn't know she had, "

"Bullshit. You knew. Your Instagram comments aren't subtle."

Camille's head whipped toward Tyler. "You have him on Instagram?"

"No, your private account. The one you never told me about." I looked at her. "The one where you post gym selfies for Tyler and Leo and whoever else you're entertaining."

Her face went white. "You, how did you, "

"How did I find out? Does it matter? I know about Leo. I know about Tyler. I'm starting to wonder how many others there are."

The elevator chimed, arriving at the seventh floor. The doors opened, and Tyler stepped out first. Camille stayed frozen, looking at me with something like fear.

"Please," she whispered. "Can we talk about this at home?"

"No. We're going to talk about it right now, in his apartment. Because I'm done with your carefully curated versions of the truth. I want to see exactly what you've been doing."

Tyler had stopped a few feet down the hallway, keys in hand, looking uncertain. "Maybe you two should handle this privately, "

"Open your door," I said. "Now."

He did, and I followed him inside, Camille trailing behind us. The apartment was exactly what I'd expected, modern, expensive, immaculately decorated. Huge windows overlooking the city. A kitchen with professional-grade appliances. Art on the walls that probably cost thousands.

And there, visible through an open doorway, was the bedroom.

"How long?" I asked again.

Camille stood near the door, her arms wrapped around herself. "It's not what you think."

"I saw you with Leo. I've seen the emails. I've watched you lie to my face over and over again. So don't tell me it's not what I think. Just tell me the truth for once in your fucking life."

She flinched at the profanity. I never swore at her. Never raised my voice. But something had broken loose inside me, some careful control I'd been maintaining.

"Two weeks," Tyler said quietly. "We've been seeing each other for two weeks."

"Seeing each other? Is that what we're calling it?"

"We've had sex three times," he continued, meeting my eyes. "I didn't know she had a boyfriend until today. She told me she'd just gotten out of a relationship."

Camille made a sound of protest, but Tyler kept talking.

"She'd post about being single on her private account. Talk about finally being free to do what she wanted. I had no idea you existed until right now."

I looked at Camille. "Is that true? Did you tell him you were single?"

She didn't answer, which was answer enough.

"Jesus Christ, Camille. How many different versions of yourself are you running? Single for Tyler. Committed to me. Dating Leo but needing time to leave me. Who the fuck are you, actually?"

"I don't know!" The words burst out of her, raw and desperate. "Okay? I don't know. I got with you and it was good, it was safe, but then it started feeling like a cage. Like I was supposed to be this one version of myself and that was it for the rest of my life. And I couldn't breathe."

"So you decided to fuck other people?"

"I decided to feel alive again! To feel wanted, desired, like I had choices. Like I wasn't just stuck in this comfortable, boring routine where we'd eventually get married and have kids and that would be my entire life."

"You could have left. You could have just ended it with me."

"I didn't want to end it! I wanted, " She stopped, tears streaming down her face now. "I wanted everything. I wanted the stability you gave me and the excitement they gave me. I wanted to be the person who had her shit together and the person who took risks. I wanted all of it."

The admission hung in the air between us.

Tyler cleared his throat. "I should give you two some privacy."

"No," I said. "Stay. Because apparently we're all involved in this now, whether we knew it or not."

I walked to the bedroom doorway and looked inside. The bed was unmade, sheets tangled. On the nightstand was a framed photo of Tyler with some other fitness models. Next to it, a hair tie I recognized as Camille's.

"You've been here before," I said. "Multiple times."

Camille didn't deny it.

I turned back to face them both. Tyler looked uncomfortable, shifting his weight. Camille looked destroyed, mascara running down her face. And I felt... numb. Hollowed out.

"Tell me what happened between you," I said. "I want to hear it."

"Man, that's not, " Tyler started.

"Tell me. All of it. I deserve to know what you took from me."

Camille wiped her face. "You don't want to know."

"Yes, I do. Because right now, my imagination is probably worse than the reality. So tell me. When was the first time?"

She was quiet for a long moment. Then: "Ten days ago. After our workout. He invited me up for a protein shake."

"And you came up here knowing what would happen."

"I... yes. I knew."

"And Leo? Does he know about Tyler? Does Tyler know about Leo?"

The look on her face told me everything.

"They don't know about each other," I said, almost laughing at the absurdity. "You're juggling three men and none of us knew about the others."

"Leo knows about you," she said quietly.

"Oh, I know. I've talked to Leo. We've had several conversations actually. He thinks you're going to leave me for him."

Her eyes widened. "You talked to Leo?"

"I've done more than that. I watched you with him. Stood in his hallway and watched him fuck you. Heard you tell him how much better he is than me."

Tyler's head snapped toward Camille. "There's another guy?"

"Was," Camille said desperately. "It was ending. I was going to end it."

"Were you? Or were you just going to keep all of us on strings as long as you could?"

She didn't answer.

I looked at Tyler. "You really didn't know?"

"No. I swear." He ran a hand through his hair. "Fuck. I don't do this. I don't get involved with taken women. She told me she was single."

"She's good at telling people what they want to hear." I turned back to Camille. "Tell me about the first time with Tyler. Every detail."

"Please don't make me do this."

"Tell me. Or I walk out right now and you never see me again."

She took a shaky breath. "We came up here after the gym. We were both sweaty, and he offered to let me use his shower. I said yes."

"And?"

"And when I came out, he was in the kitchen making smoothies. I was wearing his bathrobe. We started talking, and it just... happened."

"What happened? Be specific."

Camille's eyes met mine, and I saw something shift in them. A kind of resignation, or maybe defiance. "He kissed me. I kissed him back. We ended up on the couch."

"Show me."

"What?"

"Show me where. I want to see exactly where it happened."

Tyler shifted uncomfortably. "Man, this is, "

"Show me," I repeated.

Camille walked to the couch, moving like she was in a dream. Or a nightmare. She stopped in front of it, one hand on the back cushion.

"Here?" I asked.

She nodded.

"And then what happened?"

"He pulled off the bathrobe. I wasn't wearing anything underneath." Her voice was flat now, mechanical. "He laid me down and went down on me."

The image seared itself into my brain. Camille on this couch, naked, Tyler's head between her legs.

"Did you come?"

"Yes."

"And after?"

"He carried me to the bedroom. We had sex."

"Just once?"

"Twice. Once normally, and then once in the shower."

I looked at Tyler. "That accurate?"

He nodded, his jaw tight.

"And since then?"

"Two more times," Camille said. "Once four days ago, once two days ago."

"Were you with Leo in between?"

She hesitated, then nodded.

"So on the same days you were with Tyler, you'd go to Leo too?"

Another nod.

"And then you'd come home to me and act like everything was normal."

"I'm sorry." The words were barely a whisper.

"Sorry you did it, or sorry you got caught?"

She didn't answer.

I walked to the window, looking out at the city. The same city I'd looked at from Leo's apartment. These men's apartments, their beds, their bodies, all just different rooms in the same maze Camille had been navigating.

"Did you ever think about me?" I asked, not turning around. "When you were with them, did I ever cross your mind?"

"Yes. Always."

"And?"

"And I felt terrible. But I couldn't stop. It was like an addiction. The rush of it, the newness, the way they made me feel..."

"How did they make you feel?"

"Alive. Wanted. Beautiful. Like I was more than just someone's girlfriend going through the motions."

I turned back to face her. "And how did I make you feel?"

"Safe. Comfortable."

"But not alive."

"Not like this."

The honesty of it was brutal. I looked at Tyler, who'd been silent through most of this exchange.

"Do you have feelings for her?" I asked him.

He looked at Camille, then back at me. "I thought I was starting to. But finding out about all this..." He shook his head. "I don't know anymore."

"And Leo? Do you have feelings for him?"

"I did," Camille admitted. "I do. But it's complicated."

"Everything with you is complicated." I walked toward the door. "I need some air."

"Wait, " Camille started.

But I was already out the door, down the hallway, jabbing at the elevator button. Behind me, I heard their voices, Camille crying, Tyler saying something I couldn't make out.

The elevator arrived, and I stepped in, but before the doors could close, Camille appeared, squeezing through.

"Please," she said. "Please don't leave like this."

"Like what? Angry? Hurt? Betrayed?"

"Let me explain, "

"You already explained. You wanted to feel alive. You wanted everything. You wanted to keep me in the dark while you fucked your way through every attractive man who gave you attention."

The doors closed, trapping us together. Camille pressed herself against the wall, as far from me as the small space allowed.

"I love you," she said. "I know you don't believe me, but I do."

"You love the idea of me. You love having someone to come home to, someone who asks no questions, someone who makes it easy for you to do whatever you want."

"That's not fair."

"Nothing about this is fair, Camille."

The elevator reached the ground floor. The doors opened, and I stepped out. Camille followed me to my car.

"What happens now?" she asked.

"I don't know."

"Are you leaving me?"

I looked at her, this woman I'd thought I knew, who'd carved herself into pieces and distributed them among different men, keeping us all ignorant of each other.

"I need time to think."

"Can I come home?"

"The apartment is as much yours as mine. I can't stop you." I opened my car door. "But I need space. I need... I don't know what I need."

"I'll end it with them," she said desperately. "Both of them. I'll block their numbers, delete my accounts, whatever you want. Just please don't give up on us."

"You already gave up on us. Months ago."

I got in my car and drove away, leaving her standing in the parking lot of Tyler's building, her workout clothes and tear-stained face illuminated by the morning sun.

I drove aimlessly for an hour, my mind cycling through everything I'd learned. Three men. She'd been juggling three men, keeping us all in separate compartments of her life. And I'd been the fool who'd believed her lies, who'd apologized for being suspicious, who'd let her gaslight me into thinking I was the problem.

My phone buzzed. A text from Camille: "I'm going to stay with my sister for a few days. Give us both some space to think. I love you. Please remember that."

Her sister who lived three hours away. The same sister she'd mentioned to Leo as a cover story for a potential weekend together.

I pulled over and called the number I'd saved in my contacts. It rang twice before Leo answered.

"Yeah?"

"It's me. Did Camille just call you?"

A pause. "How did you get this number?"

"From her emails. Answer the question. Did she call you?"

"She texted. Said something came up and she can't see me for a few days. Why?"

"Because I confronted her this morning. At another guy's apartment."

Silence on the other end. Then: "Another guy?"

"Tyler. Personal trainer. Been fucking him for two weeks. She told him she was single."

"Jesus Christ." Leo sounded genuinely shocked. "How many, "

"At least three of us that I know of. You, me, and Tyler. Maybe more."

"Fuck." A long exhale. "I thought... I actually thought what we had was special. That she was just scared to leave you but that we had something real."

"We all thought that. That's what she's good at. Making each of us feel like we're the special one."

"So what now?"

"Now I'm ending it. Actually ending it. No more watching, no more gathering evidence. Just done."

"Good. You should be." He paused. "For what it's worth, I'm sorry. I knew she had a boyfriend, but I convinced myself it was different because she said she was leaving you. That makes me complicit in this."

"Yeah. It does."

"I'm going to end it with her too. This is, it's too much. I don't want to be part of whatever this is."

After we hung up, I sat in my car and thought about Camille's text. Her sister. Three hours away. It was the perfect cover story, one she'd planned to use with Leo.

I opened the tracking app and watched the dot that represented Camille's phone. It was moving, but not toward the highway that led to her sister's house. It was moving downtown, toward the area where Leo lived.

Where Tyler also lived.

I started driving, following the dot on my screen.

Twenty minutes later, Camille's phone stopped moving. The location showed her at a hotel. Not Leo's building. Not Tyler's. A hotel in the business district, nice but not extravagant. The kind of place someone might stay if they were in town for work.

Or if they were meeting someone they didn't want to be seen with.

I parked across the street and waited. At 2:47 PM, I saw her. She walked up to the hotel entrance carrying an overnight bag, wearing jeans and a sweater, casual, forgettable. She checked her phone, typed something, then went inside.

I gave her five minutes, then followed.

The lobby was busy with business travelers checking in and out. I spotted Camille near the elevators, waiting. As I watched, a man approached her. Not Leo. Not Tyler. Someone new.

He was older, mid-forties maybe, well-dressed in a suit that probably cost more than my monthly salary. Salt-and-pepper hair, confident posture. He smiled when he saw Camille, and she smiled back, that same bright smile I'd fallen for two years ago.

They didn't embrace, didn't kiss. Just stood close, talking quietly. Then they stepped into the elevator together, and the doors closed.

I walked to the front desk.

"Can I help you?" the clerk asked.

"I'm meeting someone. A woman who just checked in. Dark hair, about this tall?" I gestured. "She was with a man in a suit."

The clerk consulted her computer. "I'm sorry, I can't give out guest information."

I pulled out my wallet and set two twenties on the counter. "Please. It's important."

She glanced at the money, then at me, weighing her options. "Room 1247. But I didn't tell you that."

The money disappeared from the counter.

I took the elevator to the twelfth floor, my heart pounding. Part of me hoped I was wrong. Hoped there was some explanation, some reason Camille would be here with a stranger that didn't involve what I suspected.

But I knew better.

Room 1247 was at the end of the hallway. I stood outside the door, listening. Nothing at first. Then I heard voices, muffled but distinct. Camille's laugh, that breathy sound I knew so well.

Then a man's voice: "I've been thinking about this all week."

"Me too. You have no idea."

"Show me."

A pause. Then sounds I recognized, fabric rustling, movement, breathing getting heavier.

I should have walked away. Should have left the hotel, gone back to the apartment, started packing my things. Instead, I knocked on the door.

The sounds stopped immediately. Footsteps approached. The door opened a crack, security chain still in place. The man peered out, looking annoyed.

"Can I help you?"

"I'm looking for Camille."

His expression shifted, confusion, then understanding, then something like fear. "I think you have the wrong room."

"Camille Miller. Dark hair, about five-six. She's in there with you right now."

"Listen, I don't know what you think, "

"Let me in or I start making a scene in this hallway."

The door closed. I heard low voices, arguing, panicked. Then the chain slid free and the door opened fully.

Camille stood behind the man, her sweater off, her hair already mussed. Her face was pale, her eyes wide.

"Who is this?" the man asked her.

"My boyfriend," I answered for her. "Or ex-boyfriend, I guess. We haven't made it official yet."

"Jesus Christ, Camille. You said you were single."

"She tells everyone that," I said. "It's kind of her thing."

The man grabbed his jacket from a chair. "I don't need this drama. I'm married, for fuck's sake."

"Of course you are," I said.

He pushed past me and down the hallway, leaving Camille and me alone in the hotel room. She stood frozen, her arms wrapped around herself, looking smaller than I'd ever seen her.

"Who was that?" I asked.

"No one. Just, someone I met."

"Where?"

"Online."

"When?"

"A few weeks ago." Her voice was barely a whisper.

"So while you were with Leo and Tyler and me, you were also talking to married men on the internet?"

"It wasn't like that."

"Then what was it like, Camille? Help me understand. Because from where I'm standing, it looks like you're addicted to this. To the attention, the validation, the thrill of sneaking around."

"Maybe I am!" The words burst out of her. "Maybe I can't help it. Maybe there's something wrong with me. But I can't stop. I've tried. I swear I've tried. But then I get bored or restless or I just need to feel something and I, " She broke off, crying now.

"You destroy the people who love you."

"I know. I know, and I hate myself for it. But I can't seem to stop."

I looked at her, this woman I'd loved, who I'd thought I knew. And I realized I'd never known her at all. I'd known a version she'd created for me, a role she'd played. But the real Camille was this person standing in front of me now, broken and compulsive and unable to control herself.

"You need help," I said. "Professional help. This isn't normal, Camille. This isn't just someone making mistakes. This is a pattern. A compulsion."

"I know."

"Will you get help?"

She looked at me with something like hope. "If I do, will you, can we, "

"No. We're done. Even if you get help, even if you figure out whatever is driving this, we're done. You've lied to me too many times. I can't trust you. I'll never be able to trust you again."

The hope died in her eyes. "Please. I love you. I know I have a fucked-up way of showing it, but I do love you."

"I don't think you know what love is. I think you love the idea of being loved, of being wanted. But actual love, commitment, honesty, partnership, I don't think you're capable of it right now."

"That's not fair."

"Nothing about this has been fair, Camille. But it's the truth."

I walked to the door, then stopped. "I'll be out of the apartment by the end of the week. You can have it. I'll forward my half of the rent for the rest of the lease. After that, you're on your own."

"Wait, "

But I was already in the hallway, already walking toward the elevator. Behind me, I heard her door close, heard the sound of her crying through the thin hotel walls.

In the elevator, I pulled out my phone and texted Derek: "Can I crash at your place for a few days?"

His response came immediately: "Door's always open, man. You okay?"

"I will be."

Three days later, I was at the apartment packing my things when I heard the key in the lock. Camille came in, looking exhausted. She'd been staying somewhere, with a friend, maybe, or at another hotel. We hadn't spoken since the confrontation.

"Hey," she said softly.

"Hey."

"You're really leaving."

"Yeah."

She watched me fold clothes into boxes, not helping, just observing. "I started seeing someone. A therapist. She thinks I might have a sex addiction. Or maybe love addiction. We're still figuring it out."

"That's good. I'm glad you're getting help."

"She asked if we could do a session together. So I could apologize properly. So we could get closure."

"I don't think that's a good idea."

"Please. Just one session. For me."

I looked at her, at the desperation in her eyes, the need for absolution. "Camille, I can't help you with this. You need to work through it yourself."

"I know. I just, I want you to know that I'm sorry. For all of it. For lying, for cheating, for making you feel crazy when you were right to be suspicious. You deserved better than what I gave you."

"Yeah. I did."

"Do you think you'll ever forgive me?"

I thought about that. About whether forgiveness was even possible after everything she'd done. "Maybe someday. But not now. Right now, I'm just trying to move on."

She nodded, wiping her eyes. "I should let you pack."

"Camille?"

She turned back.

"I hope you figure things out. I hope the therapy helps. But you need to be single for a while. Actually single. Not juggling multiple people, not looking for the next person to fill whatever void you're trying to fill. Just be alone and work on yourself."

"I know."

"Do you? Because even now, you're probably texting someone. Making plans. Unable to sit with yourself and your thoughts."

Her hand moved unconsciously to her phone in her pocket, and I knew I was right.

"It's that bad?" I asked.

"My therapist says I use relationships and sex to avoid dealing with deeper issues. That I'm running from something." She looked down. "I'm trying to stop. But it's hard."

"Then try harder. Because this pattern, it's going to destroy you. It already almost destroyed me."

After she left, I finished packing in silence. As I loaded the last box into my car, my phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number.

"Hey, this is Tyler. Leo gave me your number. Wanted to let you know Camille reached out to me yesterday asking to meet up. I told her no. Thought you should know she's still at it."

I stared at the message, then typed back: "Thanks for telling me. You did the right thing saying no."

"She needs help."

"Yeah. She does."

I blocked Camille's number, deleted her from my social media, and drove to Derek's apartment. It would take time to heal from this. Time to trust again, to believe that not everyone was lying, not every relationship was built on deception.

But I'd survive. I'd move on. I'd find someone who knew how to love one person without needing validation from a dozen others.

Camille, I suspected, would keep running. Keep searching for whatever it was she thought she needed. Keep destroying herself and everyone who tried to love her.

Unless she truly committed to changing. But as I merged onto the highway, leaving that chapter of my life behind, I had my doubts.

Two weeks later, I was settling into Derek's spare room when he knocked on my door.

"Hey man, you might want to see this."

He handed me his phone. On the screen was Camille's private Instagram account, the one I'd forgotten Derek still had access to.

The most recent post, from an hour ago: A photo taken in what looked like a wine bar. Candlelight, two glasses on the table, one clearly empty. The caption: "New beginnings.”

And in the corner of the photo, barely visible, a man's hand resting on the table across from her. A watch on his wrist that looked expensive. A different hand than Leo's or Tyler's or the married man's.

Someone new.

Derek looked at me. "You okay?"

I handed him back his phone. "Yeah. I'm okay."

And I was. Because it wasn't my problem anymore. Camille and her endless search for something she'd never find, that was hers to figure out now.

I'd done my time. Served my sentence in the prison of her deception.

Now I was free.
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