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I first saw Camille across the crowded floor of Dante's nightclub, framed by neon and bodies swaying to a beat that was so loud, it was more power than sound. She stood at the bar in a scarlet dress that was meant to be noticed, her heels so tall they carved her into the space.
Even before she caught my eye, I knew she was one of those who got attention without trying, which, in hindsight, should have been my first red flag. I was twenty-seven, solidly average in most ways, and here she was, all confidence and curves and drawing the eyes of every guy in the place, those with another girl no less than those alone. 
She turned to her friend then, laughing with that easy abandon of someone who knew she was beautiful. When our eyes met by chance, the sort of accidental collision the movies call fate, she smiled in a way that makes me think back to it now. It wasn’t a polite, courtesy smile, but a calculating one, like she was fully aware of the effect she could have on someone, and liked it.
I had never been the sort of guy who got talked up in bars, but Camille made me feel seen in a way that was unfamiliar to me and, at first, it was intoxicating.
We talked that night until closing time. She asked questions I'd never been asked before, and with an intensity that felt flattering. She wore her glamour like a suit of arms: heels, thigh-high boots, perfectly styled hair.
There was, though, a hint of something darker underneath her polished look, a restless edge that tugged at her words and laughed underneath her silences. She told me she liked to be the center of attention, a line I would replay in my head many times later. I didn't think much of it then, I just thought I was lucky.
When we started dating, her friends said I was “way out of her league." On the surface, I didn't mind that, it felt like a compliment. But it also meant I was stepping into a world where she was used to being a prize, not a partner. Nights out became minefields of looks and come-ons from other men, all of them drawn first to her and then, somehow, inexplicably drawn to me for being with her.
At first, it was thrilling. I'd never experienced desire so freely directed at me through association. But then the line between admiration and objectification began to blur, and Camille, the girl who'd once seemed so full of life and promise, started to drift. She'd go out with her friends without me, come home later and later, and talk more vaguely about where she’d been and with who.
The shift was subtle at first, a silence here, an unexplained detour there, but it grew. A flirtatious text left open on her phone. A story about a "harmless" drink with someone new. Little things that didn't add up, that teased at something beneath the surface. And then, without fanfare, I discovered the truth: she wasn't just seeking attention. She was seeking more. I was no longer the only one she wanted.
The first time I realized something had shifted was at a friend's birthday party downtown. Camille wore black that night, sleek and minimal, her hair pulled back so the line of her neck was exposed under the low amber lights. I watched men notice her in stages. Their conversations faltered. Their posture adjusted. Their eyes lingered and then snapped away once they saw me standing beside her.
At first she kept her hand in mine. She introduced me, pressed her body into my side when someone leaned in close. I felt chosen, I felt secure.
Then the dynamic began to tilt.
A tall guy named Leo started talking to her near the kitchen island. I recognized the look immediately. He angled himself between her and the room, lowering his voice as if he were offering something private. Camille laughed, not the polite social laugh she used with strangers, but something softer, almost conspiratorial. I stood ten feet away holding two drinks, telling myself I was overthinking it.
When I walked back toward them, Leo nodded at me and stepped aside, but he did not look embarrassed. He looked amused.
"Leo works in real estate," Camille said, brushing invisible lint from his sleeve. "He sure has some interesting stories."
Her fingers lingered longer than necessary and she looked up sideways at him with an expression I couldn’t read.
That was the first time I felt the disconnect between what she said and what she communicated with her body. She framed it as harmless conversation, but the current running underneath it felt turbulent. I asked her about it later in the car, keeping my tone measured.
"You were touching him a lot."
She stared out the window at the passing streetlights. "You're being insecure again.”
The word landed harder than I expected. Insecure. It reframed the entire interaction as my failure rather than her actions. I apologized before we even reached our apartment.
From there, it progressed incrementally. Nights out where she drifted further from my side. Messages that lit up her screen at odd hours. Gym sessions that ran long. I would ask a question and she would counter with a joke or a kiss, redirecting the tension before it could form into something solid.
One Thursday evening, she told me she was grabbing drinks with coworkers. I believed her because I wanted to believe her. Around midnight, my phone buzzed with a tagged photo on social media. Camille stood on a rooftop bar terrace, city lights behind her, Leo's hand resting low on her waist. It was positioned casually, almost plausibly innocent, but it did not look accidental.
I stared at the image until my pulse steadied.
When she came home at two in the morning, heels in hand, she seemed energized more than tired. She kissed me, tasting faintly of gin, and started telling me about the view from the rooftop.
"You should have seen it," she said, unzipping her tight dress as she walked toward the bedroom. "It was incredible."
I followed her down the hallway, my mind replaying the photograph. I wanted to confront her directly. I wanted to demand clarity. Instead, I asked one careful question.
"Was Leo there?"
She paused only a second. "Yeah. Why?"
The way she answered told me everything. Not guilt. Not denial. Just quiet confidence that I would not push further.
That was the moment the fear became something else. It was no longer about whether she might cross a line. It was about realizing she already had, and I was still standing there hoping she would choose me anyway.
I didn't sleep that night. I lay beside her in the darkness, listening to her breathing settle into the rhythm of sleep, and I tried to catalog the evidence. The photograph. The hand on her waist. The time she came home. The energy that seemed too bright for someone who'd spent four hours at a casual work gathering.
But evidence of what, exactly? That was the question that kept circling back. She hadn't lied about Leo being there. She'd answered directly when I asked. If I pushed harder, demanded to know why his hand was positioned where it was, what would she say? That it meant nothing. That I was reading too much into a single photograph. That my insecurity was creating problems where none existed.
I could already hear her voice saying it.
The truth was, I had no proof of anything concrete. Just a feeling, a persistent unease that lived somewhere beneath my ribs and wouldn't stay quiet. And feelings, as Camille had made clear more than once, were not facts. They were my responsibility to manage.
I turned onto my side and watched the shadows from the streetlight outside shift across the ceiling. Beside me, Camille shifted, her hand reaching across the space between us in sleep, fingers brushing against my arm. The gesture felt automatic, unconscious. For a moment I wondered if I was inventing the entire narrative. If I was the problem. If my own anxiety was poisoning something that could otherwise be simple and good.
But then I remembered the way Leo had looked at me when I walked back with the drinks. Not apologetic. Not embarrassed. Amused. Like he knew something I didn't. Like he was in on a joke I hadn't been told.
I eased out of bed just before dawn, moving carefully so I wouldn't wake her. In the kitchen, I made coffee and stood at the window watching the city begin its morning routine. Delivery trucks rumbling past. A jogger in reflective gear. The sky shifting from black to deep blue to that particular shade of gray that comes just before sunrise.
My phone sat on the counter where I'd left it charging. I picked it up and opened social media again, navigating back to the photograph. In the morning light, it looked different. Less damning. Camille was laughing in the image, her head tilted back, Leo standing beside her with that same easy confidence. His hand on her waist could have been accidental, a momentary thing captured in a single frame. People touched each other at bars. It happened. It meant nothing.
I zoomed in on her face. Her expression was open, unguarded. Happy. When was the last time I'd seen her look at me like that?
The question arrived before I could stop it, and once it was there, I couldn't unsee it. In recent weeks, maybe months, Camille had developed a kind of careful neutrality around me. Not cold, exactly, but measured. Like she was always editing herself, choosing which version of herself to present. The laughter in this photograph was unfiltered. Raw and real.
I set the phone down and finished my coffee in silence.
When Camille emerged from the bedroom an hour later, she was already dressed for work, her hair pulled back, makeup minimal. She moved through the kitchen with practiced efficiency, grabbing a yogurt from the refrigerator, her bag from the hook by the door.
"You're up early," she said, glancing at me.
"Couldn't sleep."
She paused, one hand on her bag, studying my face. For a second I thought she might ask why, might open the door to a conversation I both wanted and dreaded. Instead, she crossed the space between us and kissed me lightly on the cheek.
"I have a meeting at eight," she said. "I'll probably be home late tonight. We're doing a campaign presentation and you know how Richard is about revisions."
Richard was her boss. I'd met him twice. He was efficient, demanding, and according to Camille, completely uninterested in anything that didn't advance the company's bottom line. I had no reason to doubt her.
"Okay," I said.
She smiled, adjusted her bag, and headed for the door. "Love you."
The words came automatically, reflexive. "Love you too."
And then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her, leaving me alone with my coffee and my suspicions and the slowly brightening morning.
I called in sick to work. It wasn't entirely a lie. I felt hollowed out, fragile in a way that made the thought of sitting through meetings unbearable. My manager's voice on the phone was understanding, concerned even. I assured him I'd be back tomorrow and ended the call before he could ask questions.
Then I sat on the couch and opened my laptop.
I didn't have a plan. Not really. I just knew I needed to understand what was happening, needed to gather something more substantial than gut feelings and ambiguous photographs. So I started where anyone starts these days: social media.
Camille's profiles were semi-public. We'd talked about privacy settings once, early in our relationship, and she'd laughed at the idea of making everything private. "I'm not doing anything wrong," she'd said. "Why would I hide anything?”
I scrolled through her recent posts. They were mostly work-related things, a few shots from nights out with friends, carefully curated images that presented a specific version of her life. In most of them, I was absent. Not erased exactly, just not included. She had a separate category of posts, I realized, the ones where I appeared. Couples photos, date nights. Things that signaled relationship. But they were less frequent than I'd thought.
I clicked through to her tagged photos, the images other people had posted that included her. That's where I found more pictures from the rooftop bar. Different angles, different moments. Camille talking to Leo near the railing. Camille leaning against the bar with a cocktail, Leo's reflection visible in the mirror behind her. Camille and Leo and three other people I didn't recognize, all of them laughing at something off-camera.
In none of these photos did she look uncomfortable. In none of them did Leo look like an unwelcome presence.
I clicked on Leo's profile. It was mostly public too, filled with the kind of content you'd expect from someone in real estate. Property listings. Market updates. Occasional personal posts about workouts or weekend trips. And there, buried among the professional content, were photos that included Camille.
Not many, but enough to form a pattern.
Three weeks ago: a group dinner at a restaurant I didn't recognize. Camille was seated across from Leo, mid-conversation, her expression animated.
Five weeks ago: a gym selfie. Leo in workout gear, his arm around someone's shoulder. When I zoomed in, I could see Camille in the background, her form slightly blurred but recognizable.
Seven weeks ago: another rooftop, different location. A sunset shot. Leo's camera pointed at the view, but in the background, barely visible, Camille stood talking to someone, her distinctive red coat unmistakable.
I sat back, staring at the screen.
It wasn't proof of anything. It was just data. Connections. Proximity. The kind of thing that could be explained away easily if confronted. They ran in similar circles. They'd met through mutual friends. Of course they'd appear in each other's orbits occasionally.
But the frequency felt wrong. And the fact that Camille had never mentioned Leo before the birthday party felt wronger still.
I closed the laptop and pressed the heels of my hands against my eyes. This was exactly the spiral she'd warned me about. This was the insecurity she'd named, the thing that would push her away if I let it.
And yet. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was missing something obvious, something that existed just outside my field of vision. Like those optical illusions where you stare and stare and then suddenly the hidden image emerges and you can't believe you didn't see it before.
My phone buzzed, a text from Camille: "Forgot to mention, happy hour after work with the team. Probably won't be home until 9 or 10. Order dinner for yourself. xo"
I stared at the message for a long time before responding: "No problem. Have fun."
Three dots appeared immediately, then disappeared. Then appeared again.
Finally: "Thanks babe."
I set the phone down and looked around the apartment. Our apartment. The space we'd built together over the past two years. Her shoes by the door. My books on the shelf. The couch we'd picked out together after arguing good-naturedly about whether gray or beige was more versatile. The framed photograph from our trip to the coast, both of us windblown and laughing, the ocean behind us.
When had that stopped being enough for her?
Or maybe the better question: had it ever been enough?
I spent the day in a fog of half-formed thoughts and circular reasoning. By the time evening arrived, I'd convinced myself I was being paranoid. Camille had every right to have male friends. Leo was probably harmless. The photographs meant nothing.
And then nine o'clock became ten. Ten became eleven. At eleven-thirty, my phone buzzed.
"Running later than expected. Probably another hour. Don't wait up."
I didn't respond. I sat on the couch with the television on, not watching it, just letting the light and sound fill the silence. At twelve-forty, I heard her key in the lock.
She came through the door quickly, efficiently, like someone who'd rehearsed the entrance. Her cheeks were flushed, whether from cold or alcohol or something else I couldn't tell. She'd taken her hair down at some point during the evening. It fell loose around her shoulders in a way that looked artfully disheveled rather than accidentally messy.
"Hey," she said, dropping her bag by the door. "You're still up."
"Couldn't sleep."
She crossed to where I sat, leaning down to kiss me. I caught the scent of her perfume, reapplied recently, and beneath it something else. A cologne I didn't recognize. Masculine and expensive. Or was that just me again?
"How was happy hour?" I asked.
"Long. You know how it is when Richard gets going about quarterly targets." She straightened, stretching her arms above her head. The movement pulled her blouse tight across her chest, and I noticed a button that hadn't been fastened correctly, leaving a slight gap in the fabric.
"Your shirt," I said.
She glanced down, saw the misaligned button, and laughed. "God, I'm a mess. I went to the bathroom right before leaving and must have buttoned wrong in the dark." Her fingers worked the buttons open and then closed again, properly this time, without self-consciousness or hesitation.
I watched her hands move. Steady. Practiced. Not the fumbling of someone drunk or rushed, but the careful precision of someone covering tracks.
"Was it just the team?" I asked.
"Mostly. A few people from the satellite office joined. You wouldn't know them." She kicked off her heels and padded toward the bedroom in bare feet. "I'm exhausted. Coming to bed?"
I followed her down the hallway, my mind cataloging details. The reapplied perfume. The cologne. The misaligned button. The flush in her cheeks that hadn't faded even as she moved through the cool apartment.
In the bedroom, she undressed with her back to me, which wasn't unusual but felt deliberate tonight. She slipped out of her blouse and skirt, reached behind to unhook her bra. As she lifted her arms, I saw it: a faint mark on her shoulder blade. Small, reddish. Could have been anything. An irritation from her bra strap. A scratch. A bruise from bumping into something.
Or a mark left by someone's mouth.
"What's that on your shoulder?" I asked, keeping my voice neutral.
She twisted to look, fingers reaching back to touch the spot. "What? Oh. I don't know. Probably leaned against something at the bar. You know how those places are, everything's sticky and gross."
She pulled on one of my t-shirts, the oversized one she liked to sleep in, and climbed into bed. Within minutes, her breathing had evened out into sleep, or a convincing approximation of it.
I lay awake beside her for the second night in a row.
The mark on her shoulder was still visible in the morning light when I woke before her. It had darkened slightly overnight, the edges more defined. I stared at it while she slept, her face peaceful, one hand curled beneath her chin like a child's.
I could ask her about it directly. Could demand an explanation. But I already knew what would happen. She'd offer a reasonable explanation. I'd sound paranoid pressing further. The conversation would end with me apologizing for not trusting her.
Instead, I got up quietly and went through my morning routine on autopilot. By the time she woke, I was dressed for work, coffee made, my laptop bag already by the door.
"You're up early again," she said, appearing in the kitchen doorway.
"Big day. Needed to get a head start."
She poured herself coffee, leaning against the counter in my t-shirt and nothing else. Even now, especially now, she was beautiful. That was part of what made this so difficult. Part of me still couldn't believe she'd chosen me in the first place, which made the idea that she might be choosing someone else feel almost inevitable.
"Are you okay?" she asked. "You've been weird the past couple days."
"Just work stuff. Nothing to do with you."
She studied me for a long moment, then nodded slowly. "Okay. Well, I'm here if you want to talk."
But she didn't press. Didn't push. Just accepted my deflection and moved on, which somehow felt worse than if she'd demanded to know what was wrong.
I left for the office and tried to focus on actual work, but my mind kept drifting back to the apartment. To Camille getting ready for her day. To her phone, sitting on the nightstand, probably full of messages I'd never see.
Around noon, my phone buzzed with a text from my friend Derek: "Drinks tonight? Haven't seen you in forever."
I agreed immediately, grateful for the distraction.
Derek and I met at a bar near his place, one of those dimly lit establishments that specialized in craft cocktails and small plates. He was already there when I arrived, sitting in a booth near the back, a beer in front of him.
"Look who remembers his friends exist," he said, grinning as I slid into the seat across from him.
"Yeah, sorry. Been busy."
"Busy with Camille, I assume. How's that going?"
The question was innocent, conversational, but something in my expression must have shifted because Derek's smile faded.
"That good, huh?"
I hadn't planned to talk about it. Hadn't planned to say anything at all. But sitting there across from Derek, someone who'd known me since college, who'd seen me through other relationships and breakups and the general chaos of my twenties, the words started coming.
I told him about Leo. About the photographs. About the late nights and the misaligned button and the mark on her shoulder. I laid it all out in a kind of exhausted confession, waiting for him to tell me I was being crazy.
Instead, Derek was quiet for a long moment, turning his beer bottle in slow circles on the table.
"Can I be honest with you?" he finally said.
"Please."
"I've met Camille a few times now. And every time, I've thought the same thing: she's way too aware of herself. Way too conscious of the effect she has on people. That's not inherently bad, but combined with everything you're telling me..." He trailed off, shaking his head.
"What?"
"Look, I'm not saying she's definitely cheating. I don't know that. But I am saying that the way you're feeling right now? That's not nothing. Trust your gut."
"My gut could be wrong. I could be inventing all of this."
"Could you?" Derek asked. "Or are you just afraid of what it means if you're right?"
The question sat between us, unanswered, until the bartender came by to take my order.
I got home around ten to find Camille on the couch, laptop open, ostensibly working. She looked up when I came in, her expression unreadable.
"How was Derek?"
"Good. Same as always."
"You were gone a while."
"We had a lot to catch up on." I hung my jacket by the door. "How was your day?"
"Fine. Boring." She closed the laptop and set it aside. "Come sit with me."
I crossed to the couch, and she immediately curled into my side, her head on my shoulder. The gesture was familiar, comfortable. For a moment, everything felt normal.
"I miss you," she said quietly.
The words caught me off guard. "I'm right here."
"I know. But it feels like you're somewhere else lately. Like you're pulling away."
I almost laughed at the irony. "I'm not the one pulling away."
She lifted her head to look at me. "What does that mean?"
Here it was. The opening. The chance to say everything I'd been thinking, to demand answers, to stop pretending everything was fine.
"Nothing," I said. "Forget it."
But Camille didn't let it drop. She sat up fully, turning to face me. "No. What did you mean by that?"
"Camille, "
"Are you accusing me of something?"
The question was sharp, defensive. I could feel the conversation starting to tilt away from me, could sense her preparing to reframe my concerns as attacks.
"I'm not accusing you of anything. I just . . . I just I feel like something's changed. Like you're not as present as you used to be."
"Because I have a life outside of you? Because I have friends and work obligations?"
"No. Because you come home smelling like someone else's cologne. Because you're staying out later and later. Because you have marks on your body you can't explain."
The words came out harder than I'd intended, but once they were out, I couldn't take them back.
Camille's expression shifted through several emotions in quick succession. Surprise. Anger. And then, just for a second, something that looked almost like calculation.
"The mark on my shoulder," she said slowly, "is from the bar. Like I told you. And the cologne is probably from Richard, who hugs everyone when he's had a few drinks. And I'm staying out later because I'm actually trying to build my career." She stood up and put distance between us. "I can't believe you're doing this."
"Doing what? Asking questions?"
"Interrogating me. Making me feel like I have to defend every single thing I do." Her voice was rising now, real emotion or performed, I couldn't tell anymore. "This is exactly what I was afraid of. That your insecurity would ruin everything good between us."
There it was again. Insecurity. The word she wielded like a weapon, turning my concerns into character flaws.
"I'm not insecure for noticing when something's off."
"You're seeing things that aren't there because you don't think you deserve me." She said it matter-of-factly, like it was obvious. "And you're so afraid of losing me that you're creating problems that don't exist."
The accuracy of it stung, even if the conclusion was wrong. She was right that I'd always felt slightly off-balance in this relationship, always aware that she could do better. But that didn't mean I was imagining the distance between us.
"Maybe you're right," I said quietly. "Maybe I don't think I deserve you. But that doesn't mean I'm wrong about Leo."
Her eyes flashed. "What about Leo?"
"I saw the way you were with him at the birthday party. I saw the pictures from the rooftop bar. I know you've been seeing him more than you've told me about."
"Seeing him? We run in the same social circle. We have mutual friends. That's not, " She stopped herself, taking a breath. When she spoke again, her voice was calmer, more controlled. "Leo is just a friend. That's all he's ever been. If you can't handle me having male friends, then we have a much bigger problem than I thought."
She was good at this. At turning things around, at making me question myself. I felt the familiar pull to back down, to apologize, to accept her explanation and move on.
But something in me resisted this time.
"Show me your phone," I said.
The silence that followed was deafening.
"Excuse me?"
"Your phone. If there's nothing going on, show me your conversations with Leo."
Camille stared at me for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then she laughed, a sharp, bitter sound. "Absolutely not. I'm not letting you go through my phone like some kind of detective. That's a complete violation of privacy."
"So you have something to hide."
"No. I have boundaries. There's a difference." She grabbed her phone from the coffee table and held it against her chest. "I can't believe you'd even ask me that. The fact that you think you have the right.”
"I'm not asking for a right. I'm asking for reassurance."
"And I'm telling you that if you need to violate my privacy to feel secure, then maybe you're not mature enough for this relationship."
The words landed like a slap. She held my gaze, challenging me to push further, to cross the line she'd drawn. And in that moment, I realized she was never going to show me her phone. Not now, not ever. Because whether or not there was something incriminating there, the principle itself had become the battle.
I could demand it. Could tell her that her refusal was answer enough. Could escalate this into a full confrontation that would force some kind of resolution.
Instead, I stood up and walked toward the bedroom.
"Where are you going?" she called after me.
"To bed. I'm tired of this conversation."
I heard her follow me down the hallway, but I didn't turn around. In the bedroom, I pulled off my clothes and got under the covers, turning my back to her side of the bed.
She stood in the doorway for a long time. I could feel her presence, could sense her deciding what to do next. Finally, she spoke, her voice softer now.
"I love you. I'm not cheating on you. I need you to believe that."
I didn't respond. After another minute, she left the room. I heard the bathroom door close, the sound of water running. When she finally came to bed, she lay on her side of the mattress without touching me, the space between us feeling wider than ever.
I woke to an empty bed. The sheets on Camille's side were cold, which meant she'd been up for a while. I checked my phone: 6:47 AM. Early, even for her.
I found her in the kitchen, already dressed for work in a charcoal pencil skirt that hugged her hips and a silk blouse the color of cream. She was bent over the counter, scrolling through her phone, and didn't look up when I entered.
"Morning," I said.
"Morning." Her tone was neutral, carefully blank.
I poured coffee and watched her from across the kitchen. She'd done her makeup differently today, darker around the eyes, lips a deeper shade of red. The kind of look that required effort, planning. The kind of look you wore when you wanted to make an impression.
"Big meeting today?" I asked.
"Just the usual." She slipped her phone into her bag without meeting my eyes. "I'll be home normal time. Around six."
She left without kissing me goodbye.
The apartment felt cavernous after she'd gone. I got ready for work mechanically, but my mind was elsewhere, turning over the previous night's argument. Her refusal to show me her phone. The way she'd reframed everything as my insecurity rather than her behavior. The careful distance she was maintaining this morning.
At my desk, I tried to focus on emails, on project updates, on anything productive. Instead, I found myself opening social media again, falling back into the same spiral.
Leo had posted a new photo an hour ago. A coffee cup on a desk, morning light streaming through what looked like floor-to-ceiling windows. The caption read: "Early start. Big day ahead."
I stared at the image, trying to extract meaning from pixels. Where was that office? Was it his? I clicked through to his profile again, looking for location tags, for any detail that might tell me something useful.
His most recent check-in was from two days ago: a gym downtown. The same gym where Camille had a membership.
My phone buzzed. A text from Camille: "Forgot to mention, staying late tonight after all. New client presentation got moved up. Don't wait for dinner."
I read the message three times, looking for subtext, for tells. The timing felt convenient. Last night we'd fought. This morning she'd been distant. Now she was canceling our evening together.
I typed and deleted several responses before settling on: "OK."
The day crawled past. At three PM, I made a decision I knew was wrong even as I committed to it. I left work early, claiming a headache, and drove to Camille's office building downtown.
I parked across the street with a clear view of the entrance. I had no plan beyond this, no clear idea of what I was hoping to see. I just knew I couldn't spend another evening sitting in our apartment, wondering, imagining, slowly losing my mind.
At 4:47, Camille emerged from the building.
She wasn't alone.
Leo walked beside her, close enough that their shoulders nearly touched. He said something that made her laugh, her head tilting back, exposing the long line of her throat. She touched his arm as they walked, that same casual intimacy I'd seen at the birthday party.
They stopped at the corner, still talking. Camille shifted her bag from one shoulder to the other, a movement that somehow seemed performative, designed to draw his attention to her body. Leo noticed. His eyes dropped briefly, appreciatively, before returning to her face.
My hands tightened on the steering wheel.
They talked for another minute, then Leo leaned in. For a second, I thought he was going to kiss her. Instead, he said something close to her ear, his lips nearly brushing her skin. Camille's expression shifted, something passed between them, an understanding that looked practiced, rehearsed.
She nodded. He smiled. Then they separated, Leo heading left toward the parking garage, Camille turning right and pulling out her phone.
My phone buzzed a moment later: "Client meeting might go late. Richard is a slave driver, I swear! Get take-out for later?”
I stared at the text, then at Camille's figure disappearing around the corner. She'd just lied to me. Directly, deliberately lied.
I typed back: "Sure. Whatever you want."
Then I started my car and followed Leo.
He drove a black Audi, sleek and expensive, exactly what I'd expected. He headed west, toward the nicer part of downtown, the area where converted lofts and upscale condos replaced the office buildings. I stayed three cars back, feeling ridiculous and desperate and unable to stop myself.
He pulled into an underground garage beneath a modern glass tower. I parked on the street and waited, watching the building entrance. Ten minutes passed. Fifteen. I was about to give up when I saw her.
Camille emerged from a rideshare glancing up and down the street before entering the building. She'd changed clothes. Instead of the work outfit I'd seen her in thirty minutes ago, she wore jeans that sat low on her hips and a leather jacket I didn't recognize. Her hair was down now, loose around her shoulders. She looked younger somehow, less polished. More like someone heading to meet a lover than a colleague.
She disappeared through the glass doors.
I sat in my car, engine off, hands gripping the steering wheel so tight my knuckles went white. This was it. This was the confirmation I'd been dreading and seeking in equal measure. She was in that building. Leo was in that building. And she'd just sent me a text pretending she was on her way elsewhere.
I should have left. Should have driven home, packed a bag, ended this cleanly. Instead, I found myself getting out of the car and walking toward the building entrance.
The lobby was all marble and modern art, a security desk positioned near the elevators. The guard looked up as I approached.
"Can I help you?"
"I'm here to see Leo Webb," I said, the name coming out steadier than I felt.
The guard consulted his computer. "Is he expecting you?"
"Yes."
A lie, but the guard didn't question it. He gestured toward the elevators. "Sixteenth floor. Unit 1604."
I rode the elevator up, my heart hammering against my ribs. I had no plan. No idea what I was going to do when I reached his door. I just knew I couldn't sit in that car and imagine what was happening sixteen floors above me.
The hallway was quiet, carpeted, lined with identical doors. I found 1604 and stood in front of it, listening. Music played inside, something low and rhythmic I couldn't identify. I heard voices. Laughter. Camille's laughter, unmistakable even muffled through the door.
I raised my hand to knock, then hesitated.
What would I say? What would I do? Burst in like some jealous boyfriend in a bad movie? Demand an explanation? They'd tell me they were working, that I was overreacting, that I was proving every insecure thing Camille had ever accused me of being.
But I knew what this was. Could feel it in the way my stomach had twisted the moment I saw her enter this building. Could feel it in the casual intimacy of their interaction on the street, in the lie she'd told so easily.
Inside the apartment, the music got louder. I heard Camille say something I couldn't make out, followed by Leo's deeper voice, then more laughter.
I stood there for what felt like hours but was probably only minutes, paralyzed by indecision. Then I heard something that made my decision for me: Camille's voice, clearer now, closer to the door.
"God, I so needed this, you have no idea, Leo.”
The words were breathy, satisfied. Full of an ease I hadn't heard in her voice in weeks or months.
Leo said something I couldn't catch.
Then Camille again: "He has no idea. He thinks I'm on my way to a meeting.”
The casual cruelty of it landed like a physical blow. I stepped back from the door, my mind suddenly, perfectly clear.
I walked back to the elevator, rode down to the lobby, returned to my car. The drive home was automatic, my body moving through the motions while my mind replayed that single sentence over and over.
He has no idea.
At the apartment, I poured a drink I didn't want and sat on the couch in the dark. At 7:15, my phone buzzed: "Stuck in traffic. Be home in 20."
I swung the drink back and poured another.
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