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Introduction

ADULTS ONLY. The complete hotwife / cuckold trilogy in one box set.




One woman. One husband. Three books. No limits.




Book 1 – The Secret

He watched her through a cracked window. He should have been angry. He got hard instead.




Book 2 – The Performance

Cameras, strangers, and a wife who performs for her husband's eyes only.




Book 3 – The Reckoning

A car crash steals his memory. Can their darkest secrets survive?




This is not a safe romance. There is no “fixing” the cuckold. There is only raw honesty, jealousy, desire, and a marriage that burns brighter the more it's tested.




All three books in one volume. Many pages of explicit hotwife / cuckold fiction.


Bound by Betrayal Book 1

The Secret


Chapter 1

The Secret I Couldn’t Tell

The dance studio smelled like rosin and sweat and that particular sweetness of dust motes burning in late‑afternoon light. Pale wood floors, big windows. The kind of light that makes you believe in clean things, simple things. I didn’t belong there. I was there for her.

Late spring. Most students had fled campus for the summer, but a few remained—three or four girls still practicing, their bodies moving through the heat like they didn’t notice the sweat.

I noticed.

But I don’t remember their faces. I only remember hers.

Emma.

She was in the center of the room, and she owned it. Mixed‑race—Chinese and Russian, I learned later—her pale skin seemed to drink the light. Her hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, dark and sleek, swaying with every arabesque. Her body was impossibly long—five‑eight, maybe taller—slender limbs and a narrow waist and the kind of quiet, coiled strength dancers have.

She was practicing ballet, though I’d heard she was originally a folk dancer. Self‑taught, maybe. But she moved like she’d been born to it.

And I couldn’t stop staring at the curve of her hips under that leotard.

I told myself I was watching her form, her technique, the soft precision of her arms—like cupping water. The way she rose onto her toes, balanced, held, then descended without a sound. Beautiful. Art. I was appreciating art.

But my eyes kept dropping lower.

The white fabric stretched across her ass like it had been painted on. Every time she bent forward—pliés, arabesques, grand battements—I saw the swell of it, round and firm. Her breasts—full, heavy, barely contained—swayed with each movement, soft and hypnotic.

I wasn’t a pervert. I’d watched ballet before. My mother dragged me to the Nutcracker every Christmas until I was sixteen. I knew the difference between art and lust.

But this was different. This was Emma. My Emma. Close enough that I could smell her—some faint, clean scent, like soap and flowers, and underneath something that was just her.

My cock was already half‑hard in my jeans. I shifted, leaned against the doorframe, tried to look casual. Like I was just waiting for her to finish. Like I hadn’t been standing there for twenty minutes, cataloging every inch of her.

I thought back to the first time I saw her—darting through a summer downpour, her hair stuck to her face, laughing at nothing. She’d rounded a corner and crashed right into me. I caught the smell of her: rain, jasmine, and underneath, something sweeter. She apologized in Mandarin, soft and quick, and when she looked up, her eyes were dark and wide as a flooded creek.

I was gone from that second.

That was two years ago. Now she was mine. But the first week—her shy smiles, the way she’d push her hair behind her ear when she got nervous, how she’d insisted on cooking me dinner even though she burned the rice—it all felt like a different life. Before I knew about the texts. Before I started following her.

I closed my eyes for half a second, and in that dark, I saw her not dancing—sweaty, breathless, legs wrapped around my waist. I imagined the sounds she’d make when I finally got her alone. Would she be loud? Quiet? Would she bite her lip or scream?

I opened my eyes. She was still at the barre, oblivious. My cock throbbed against my zipper. I shifted, leaned harder against the doorframe, and told myself to think about baseball.

It didn’t work.

The music changed—something slow, almost mournful, strings and piano. Emma responded immediately, her body flowing into the rhythm like something that had forgotten it could break. She raised one arm above her head, fingers pointed, and turned. Her ponytail whipped around her face.

Then she saw me.

Her eyes caught mine in the mirror—enormous, luminous, dark as espresso, set deep in that perfect oval face. Her lips, full and red, curved into a smile. She held the pose—one leg extended behind her, chest open—and looked at me.

Fuck.

My pulse hammered. I could feel my face getting hot, a stupid, helpless grin spreading across it.

The music ended. Emma held the pose for one breath, two, then let herself drop. She landed on both feet, soft as a cat, and turned to me.

“How was that? Did I look good?”

Her voice was breathless, teasing. She pushed her hair back, tucking stray strands behind her ears. Her cheeks were flushed, her skin glowing with a faint sheen of sweat. Radiant.

“Yeah,” I said. “It was nice.”

Nice. I cringed. She’d just danced like a goddamn angel.

Emma pouted, her lower lip jutting out, full and glossy. She crossed her arms under her chest—which pushed her breasts up even more. “What do you mean, nice? That’s all you’ve got?”

I pushed off from the doorframe, adjusting my jeans, and walked toward her. “Nice means I couldn’t look away if I tried.”

She rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. That shy, almost secret smile she reserved for me. “You always have an excuse.”

I handed her the towel I’d brought. She took it, dabbing at her forehead, her neck, the hollow of her throat. I watched her hands move, the towel disappearing into her cleavage for a moment.

Stop it.

I looked away, out the window. Late‑afternoon sun filtered through the trees, turning the campus gold and green. Most of the building was empty. Quiet. The kind of quiet that made every small sound loud.

“You’re doing it again,” Emma said.

I turned back. She stood closer now, the towel draped over her shoulder, head tilted. Her eyes were bright, curious, like she was reading something in my face.

“Can you blame me?”

Her blush deepened, spreading from her cheeks down her neck, disappearing into her leotard’s collar. I wanted to follow it with my tongue.

“Come on.” She bent to pick up her water bottle. The leotard rode up, exposing the pale skin of her lower back, the swell of her ass. “Let’s go home. I’m starving.”

Home.

We’d been living together for almost three months. Our apartment was small—two bedrooms, one bath, a kitchen so narrow you couldn’t open the fridge and the oven at the same time—but it was ours. Her clothes hung in the closet next to mine. Her toothbrush sat in the cup beside the sink. Her books stacked on the nightstand.

Living with Emma felt like a dream I hadn’t known I was having.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s go.”

As we walked out of the building, the evening air hit us—cooler now, carrying the smell of cut grass and distant traffic. Emma swung her gym bag over her shoulder and glanced at me sideways.

“You never said why you come watch.”

“Because you’re good.”

“That’s not an answer.”

I stopped. She stopped, turning to face me, her eyes half hidden in the fading light.

“Fine. I come because when you dance, you forget anyone’s watching. And I want to be the one who sees you when you’re not trying to be seen.”

Her breath caught. A tiny hitch, but I heard it.

“That’s… intense.”

“You asked.”

She stepped closer. I could smell her—sweat and soap and that clean scent underneath. “Do you watch other girls like that?”

“No.”

“Why me?”

I touched her wrist, where her pulse jumped under her skin. “Because you feel like the only real thing in the room.”

She didn’t pull away. Just stared at me with those dark, luminous eyes. Then: “You’re dangerous, Mark.”

“No. I’m just honest.”

She laughed, a soft, shaky sound, and started walking again. “Honest. Right. We’ll see how honest you are when I’m in your kitchen.”



The apartment was dark when we got home. Emma tossed her gym bag on the floor and walked barefoot to the kitchen. I heard the fridge open. A sigh. “We’re out of milk. And eggs. You were supposed to go shopping, you lazy pervert.”

“I forgot.”

“You always forget.” She came back with a water bottle, leaned against the counter, and crossed her arms under her chest. The shirt—my old white one, the collar frayed—had ridden up, showing a strip of pale stomach. “I’ll go tomorrow morning. Want to come?”

“Sure.” I watched her drink. Her throat moved. She caught me staring and threw the empty bottle at my head.

“Stop perving. Go shower. You smell like a gym.”

“You smell like a dancer.”

She laughed. “That’s just sweat, idiot.”

I smiled and headed to the bathroom, but I didn’t turn on the shower. I stood in the dark for a moment, listening to her move around the kitchen—the soft clink of dishes, the hum of the refrigerator.

Then the water started upstairs. She was in the shower.

The sound of water through the pipes. The smell of her shampoo drifting down the hall.

I was hard again. Fuck.

I leaned against the counter, closed my eyes, tried to think about anything else. Work. School. The stack of papers I still needed to grade. None of it worked.

The water stopped. A few minutes later, the bathroom door opened, and Emma padded down the hall in bare feet. She wore one of my t‑shirts—white, threadbare, too big—and nothing else. Her hair still wet, dark strands clinging to her neck and shoulders. Her skin pink and warm.

“You’re doing it again.”

“Can’t help it.”

She laughed, low and soft, and walked to me. Her bare feet made soft sounds on the tile. She smelled like soap and coconut and underneath, that scent I’d been chasing for months.

She stopped in front of me, close enough that I could feel the warmth off her body. The t‑shirt ended just below her hips, her thighs bare, pale, smooth.

“What’s for dinner?”

“Leftovers.”

“Yum.”

She reached past me for a glass in the cabinet. As she stretched, the t‑shirt rode up, exposing the curve of her ass, the white cotton of her panties. I grabbed her waist, pulled her back against me.

She gasped, soft and surprised.

“Mark—”

I kissed her neck, just below her ear, where her pulse beat fast and warm. She tasted like soap and water and skin, and she shivered against me.

“I missed you today.”

“I was gone for three hours.”

“Three hours too long.”

She laughed again, breathless, less certain. Her fingers wrapped around my wrist—for a moment I thought she’d push me away.

She didn’t.

She turned in my arms, her face flushed, eyes dark, lips parted. She looked at me like she was seeing something new.

“You’re in a mood tonight.”

“Maybe.”

I kissed her. Soft at first, testing. She didn’t pull away. Her hand slid up my chest, curled around the back of my neck, pulled me closer. The kiss deepened. Her tongue touched mine—mint and something sweeter.

I backed her against the counter. She went willingly, her hips pressing into mine. The t‑shirt bunched around her waist, her bare thighs against my jeans, the heat of her through the denim.

“Bedroom,” she whispered.

“Too far.”

I lifted her onto the counter. She gasped, legs parting to make room. I stood between them, hands on her hips, and kissed her harder, more urgent. Her fingers tangled in my hair.

The kitchen was dark except for the light over the stove. Shadows made everything feel like a secret.

I pushed the t‑shirt up over her breasts. She wore nothing underneath. Her breasts were full and pale, her nipples already tight, dark pink against the white of her skin. I lowered my head, took one in my mouth. She moaned—a soft, throaty sound straight to my cock.

“Mark…”

I sucked gently, then harder, flicking my tongue across the tip. She arched her back, pressing against me. Her hand slid down between us, fumbling with the button of my jeans.

“I need you,” she whispered.

I pulled back, looked at her face. Her eyes half closed, lips swollen, cheeks flushed. So beautiful it almost hurt.

“Say it again.”

“I need you. Inside me.”

I lifted her off the counter, carried her to the couch—the bedroom was too far—and laid her down on the cushions. She pulled the t‑shirt over her head and tossed it aside. Naked beneath me. Pale and perfect. Mine.

I knelt between her legs, took a moment to look at her. Her collarbones, delicate as bird wings. The soft swell of her stomach. The dark triangle of hair between her thighs. The faint blue veins at her wrist, visible through her translucent skin.

“You’re doing it again.”

“Can you blame me?”

She laughed. I lowered my mouth to her breast again, sucking, biting gently, drawing a moan from her throat. My hand slid down her body, over her stomach, between her legs. She was already wet, slick and hot. When I pushed two fingers inside her, she gasped.

“Please.”

I shifted, positioned myself at her entrance, and pushed inside her in one slow, smooth stroke.

She cried out, back arching, hands gripping my shoulders. I held still, letting her adjust, feeling her body clench around me—tight, hot, perfect.

“Okay?”

“Yes.”

I began to move. Slow at first. Deep strokes that made her breath catch, made her dig her nails into my back. I watched her face—her brow furrowed, her mouth fell open, her eyes fluttered closed and opened again, searching for mine.

“Faster.”

I gave her what she wanted.

The couch creaked, cushions sliding on the hardwood floor. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper. Her moans grew louder, less controlled. I could feel her getting close—her body tensed, her inner walls clenched around me.

“Come for me.”

She did. Her body arched, head thrown back, a long shuddering cry escaping her lips. I watched her come apart beneath me, felt her pulse around my cock. It pushed me over.

I came inside her, buried deep, my forehead pressed to her shoulder. Her heartbeat, fast and wild, echoed my own.

Afterward, we lay tangled together on the couch, her head on my chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my stomach.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

I should have felt peaceful. Happy. This was what I’d wanted—what I’d always wanted. Emma in my arms.

But my mind was already spiraling.

Because even as I held her, I couldn’t stop thinking about the other men who had touched her. The ones before me.

Stop it, I told myself. She’s with you now.

The thoughts didn’t stop. They never did.

I closed my eyes, and the memory came back—sharp, unbidden, like a splinter under my skin.

Six months ago. A rainy Tuesday. Emma had said she was going to a study group. I didn’t believe her. I followed her to an old apartment building on the edge of campus, climbed the fire escape, and peered through a gap in the blinds.

She was on her knees. A man stood in front of her—Shawn, her ex. His pants were around his ankles, his dick hard and thick, the head already wet. He grabbed her hair, pulled her face close.

“You owe me,” he said. “One last time.”

Emma didn’t answer. She just looked up at him, her eyes wet, her lips parted. Then she reached out and took him in her hand.

“This is the last time,” she whispered. “I mean it.”

He didn’t respond. He just pushed his cock between her lips.

I watched her mouth stretch around him, her cheeks hollow, tears stream down her face. But she didn’t fight. She didn’t pull away. She took him deeper, her throat working, her hands gripping his thighs.

My own cock was hard. I hated myself for it. But I couldn’t look away.

“Good girl,” he groaned. “You always were good at this.”

She pulled off, gasping, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his dick. “Now give me the photos. And leave me alone.”

He laughed, grabbed her hair, and pushed her back down. “After I come.”

I watched until he finished, until she swallowed, until he tucked himself back in his pants and walked out the door. Emma stayed on her knees for a long time, her head bowed, her shoulders shaking.

I wanted to go to her. I wanted to hold her. But I couldn’t move. I just stood there in the rain, my hand still wrapped around my own softening cock, and hated myself for every second of it.

“Mark,” Emma murmured, sleepy. “What are you thinking about?”

“Nothing.”

“Liar.”

I was quiet for a moment. “I’m thinking about how I got so lucky.”

She smiled against my chest. “You didn’t get lucky. You stayed.”

“What do you mean?”

“Most guys would have run. After everything I told you about my past. You didn’t.”

I kissed the top of her head. “I’m not most guys.”

“No,” she said. “You’re not.”

We lay in silence, the rain starting to tap against the window. I held her tighter. For a few minutes, I let myself pretend that this was all there was. Just us. Just now.

But the seed had already been planted.

She fell asleep with her head on my chest. I didn’t sleep. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, and made a decision. Tomorrow, I would follow her. Not because I didn’t trust her. Because I needed to know what trust looked like when no one was watching.




Chapter 2

The Crack in the Door

The message came at 9:47 PM.

“Meeting a friend. Don’t wait up.”

That was it. No name. No location. No “I love you.” Just the soft click of the front door and the sound of her heels on the sidewalk, fading.

I stood at the window for a long time after her car pulled away. The street was dark. The streetlight at the corner flickered once, twice, then held. Somewhere down the block, a dog barked. A car passed. The world kept going, indifferent to the fact that my girlfriend had just walked out the door in a dress so short I could see the curve of her ass when she bent to tie her shoes.

Black lace. I’d never seen that thong before. She must have bought it that afternoon, while I was at work. While I was sitting in my cubicle, staring at spreadsheets, thinking about her. She’d been out shopping. For him. For whoever was waiting for her on the other end of that text message.

My cock was already half‑hard. I hated that my body knew what was happening before my brain could catch up.

But I couldn’t stop imagining her in that red dress—the one that clung to her hips like water, the one she’d worn to the company Christmas party last year, the one that made every man in the room forget his wife’s name.

She’d worn that dress tonight. For him.



I found her car in the parking lot behind the old brick building on Elm Street. The one with the broken sign that said “Lofts” but hadn’t been converted into anything but a place for college kids to smoke weed and fuck on the roof. I knew because I’d been there once. A lifetime ago. Before Emma.

The building was dark except for a single window on the third floor. Yellow light, the kind that came from a bare bulb. I sat in my car for a minute, my hands on the steering wheel, my palms slick with sweat.

I should leave, I thought. I should drive home, pretend I never saw anything, pretend I didn’t know. Ignorance is bliss.

But I didn’t leave. I got out. I walked across the cracked asphalt, past a dumpster overflowing with black bags, past a fire escape that groaned under my weight when I climbed it. The metal bit into my palms. The rain started again, just a drizzle, just enough to wet my face and make the ladder slick.

The window was open a crack. I could hear voices. His voice, low and rough. And hers. Emma’s. That soft, breathy laugh she used when she was nervous. Or excited. I couldn’t tell the difference anymore.

I pressed my eye to the gap.

The window was cracked open a quarter inch. Rain had stopped, but the air was still thick with moisture. I could smell her perfume—jasmine, the one she wore on special occasions. And underneath, something muskier. Sweat. Sex. Anticipation.

The room was bare. Just a mattress on the floor, a wooden chair, a lamp with no shade. The light was harsh, unforgiving, casting long shadows. Emma stood with her back to me. The red dress was already on the floor. Only the black lace thong and heels.

My mouth went dry.

The man—Shawn, I’d learn his name later—stood behind her. His fingers traced the line of her spine. From the base of her neck to the small of her back. He took his time. He knew I was there. I don’t know how I knew that, but I did. The way he angled his body, the way he looked at the window—not at me, but at the crack, the gap, the place where light bled out into the dark.

He was performing. For me.

I should have been angry. I was angry. But my hand was already on my cock, squeezing through the denim, desperate for friction.

Emma reached up and unhooked her bra. It fell to the floor. Her breasts—those perfect, heavy, milk‑white breasts—swung free. The lamp caught the curve of them, the way they hung, her nipples tightening in the cool air. Shawn’s hands came around her, cupping them, lifting them. His fingers were thick, calloused, dark against her pale skin.

“You like that?” he murmured.

Emma didn’t answer. She just leaned her head back against his shoulder, closed her eyes, and let him touch her.

I was leaking. I could feel it, a hot spot spreading across the front of my boxers. I didn’t care. I pulled my cock out, wrapped my hand around it, and started to stroke. Slow. Matching the rhythm of his fingers on her breasts.

Shawn turned her around. He pushed her down onto the mattress. Emma went willingly, her legs parting, her heels digging into the thin blanket.

“You know he’s out there, don’t you?” he asked.

“I know.”

“Does that scare you?”

“No.”

“What does it do?”

She looked toward the window. Toward me. “It makes me slick.”

“Good girl. Then let’s give him a show.”

He knelt between her thighs, hooked his fingers into her thong and pulled. She lifted her hips. The thong slid down, over her ankles, and he tossed it aside.

Bare. Smooth. Shaved clean.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

She hesitated. Her thighs pressed together, then relaxed. “Shawn… I told you, this is the last time.”

“You said that last week.” He ran a finger along her slit. She was already wet. “Your body doesn’t lie, Emma.”

She closed her eyes. A single tear slid down her cheek. But she didn’t close her legs. Instead, she reached down and parted herself with her fingers. “Just… be gentle. And don’t tell Mark.”

“He’s not here.”

“He’s always here.” She looked toward the window. Toward me. “But I need this. I need to forget, just for tonight.”

Shawn lowered his head and put his mouth on her.

Emma cried out—soft, raw, real. Her hands flew to his hair, not pushing, but holding. “Oh, fuck. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I watched her hips buck off the mattress, her thighs tremble. She grabbed her own breasts, squeezing, pinching her nipples, rolling them between her thumb and forefinger. Her back arched. Her head thrashed.

And then she came. Her whole body seized. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. A gush of wetness soaked the blanket. Shawn didn’t stop. He kept his mouth on her, drinking her, working her through it.

I came too. A hot, thick shot of semen landed on my hand, dripped onto the fire escape, mixed with the rain. I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

When I looked again, Shawn was on top of her. He’d pushed her legs up, hooked her knees over his elbows, and was pressing into her. I could see it—the head of his dick, thick and dark, pushing past her slick lips. She was so wet that he slid in all the way on the first thrust. Emma moaned. A deep, guttural sound that vibrated through the glass.

“You see that?” Shawn said. He was looking at the window. At me. “You see how she takes it?”

Emma didn’t seem to hear him. She was lost. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open. Her hands were on his ass, pulling him deeper, her heels digging into his lower back.

“Tell me,” he said. He pulled out until only the tip was inside her, then shoved back in. Hard. The sound was wet, obscene. “Tell me you love it.”

“I love it,” Emma whimpered. “I love it. I love it. I love it.”

He fucked her faster. His hips slammed against hers, the wet smack of skin on skin filling the room. Her breasts bounced. Her heels kicked. The mattress slid across the floor.

“Look at him,” Shawn said. “Look at your boyfriend.”

Emma turned her head, eyes finding mine through the gap. “He’s watching.”

“He’s always watching, isn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“And you like that.”

“I love it.”

“Say it to him.”

Louder, toward the crack: “I love that you’re watching, Mark. I want you to see everything.”

He pulled out, flipped her over, dragged her up onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind. I could see everything: her ass rippled with each thrust, her cunt stretched around him, her wetness dripped down her inner thighs.

She smiled. A small, knowing smile. A smile that said: I know you’re here. I know you’re watching. I’ve always known.

And then she came again.

I didn’t even have to touch myself this time. I just watched her—her face contort, her mouth fall open, her eyes roll back—and I came in my pants like a fucking teenager.



I don’t know how long I stood there. Long enough for the rain to soak through my shirt. Long enough for my legs to go numb. Long enough for Shawn to finish, pull out, and collapse beside her on the mattress.

Emma got up. She walked to the window. Naked. Still glistening. She reached out and pushed the glass open wider.

“You should come inside,” she said. “You’ll catch cold.”

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I just stood there, staring at her—at the drying sweat on her chest, at the fresh bruises blooming on her hips, at the wetness still trickling down her thighs.

She leaned forward and kissed me. Her lips were warm. Her tongue tasted like salt and something else. Something darker.

“Go home,” she whispered. “I’ll be there soon.”

I went. I drove home with my hands shaking, my pants sticky, my mind a hurricane. I sat on the couch in the dark and waited.

She came home an hour later. She was wearing her coat, buttoned to the neck. She didn’t say anything. She just walked past me, into the bathroom, and turned on the shower.

I listened to the water run. I listened to her cry.

And in the morning, we ate breakfast like nothing had happened. She kissed me on the cheek. She said she loved me. She went to work.

I sat at the kitchen table, alone, and wondered if I’d ever stop wanting this.

I knew I wouldn’t.




Chapter 3

The Confession

The apartment was dark when Emma finally came home. I’d been sitting on the couch for two hours, the TV on mute, my phone in my hand, watching the minutes tick by. I’d made tea—chamomile, her favorite—but it sat cold on the coffee table. I’d lit a candle, the one that smelled like vanilla and sandalwood. I’d even put on her favorite playlist, some soft indie band she’d discovered last year.

I wanted to pretend. Just for one night. Just until she walked through the door.

But the candle burned down. The tea went cold. And when I heard her keys in the lock, I knew I couldn’t pretend anymore.

Then she was there, standing in the doorway, her dress still on—the tight one, the one that showed every curve. Her makeup was smudged around her eyes. Her hair was a mess.

She looked beautiful. She looked guilty.

“Hey,” she said, her voice too casual.

“Hey.”

She kicked off her heels and walked past me toward the kitchen. I watched her go. The dress rode up as she moved, showing the backs of her thighs. She wasn’t wearing panties. I could tell by the way the fabric clung.

“How was your night?” I asked.

She paused at the refrigerator, pulling out a bottle of water. “Fine. Just dinner with friends.”

A lie. A beautiful, flimsy lie.

I didn’t call her out. I just nodded. “Glad you had fun.”

She came back to the couch and sat down beside me. Her thigh pressed against mine, warm through the thin fabric of her dress. She smelled different. Not like her perfume. Like sex. Like him.

“You okay?” she asked, tilting her head.

“Yeah.” I turned to face her. “I’ve just been thinking.”

“About what?”

I reached out and touched her face. She leaned into my palm, her eyes closing for a second. “About us,” I said. “About what we want.”

Her eyes opened. She searched my face, looking for the trap. “What do you mean?”

I kissed her. Not gentle. Not soft. I pushed my tongue into her mouth and tasted him—whiskey and something else, something deeper. She moaned against my lips, and I felt her body relax into me.

“I know where you were tonight,” I said, pulling back just far enough to see her face.

Her eyes went wide. “Mark—”

“I’m not angry.” I kissed her neck, her collarbone, the hollow of her throat. “I want you to tell me.”

“Tell you what?”

“Everything.”

She stiffened. “You’re serious?”

“I’ve never been more serious in my life.”

She looked down. “He picked me up after the restaurant. We went to his apartment.”

I slid my hand up her thigh. “Keep going.”

“He poured me a drink. Whiskey. I didn’t want it, but he said I looked tense. Like I needed to relax.”

My fingers found her bare pussy. “No panties. That’s new.”

“He told me not to wear any.”

“Good girl. What happened next?”

“He kissed me. His hands were on my waist. He pushed me against the wall.”

“Like this?” I pressed my thumb against her clit.

“Yes. Like that.”

I pulled my fingers out and brought them to my mouth. Sucked her juice off them, tasting him through her. Salty. Musky. Wrong. Perfect.

“Tell me about his cock. Was it bigger than mine?”

She hesitated. “Yes.”

“How much bigger?”

“I don’t know. Maybe two inches? Thicker, too.”

I stood and pulled her to her feet, yanked her dress over her head. She stood naked, dark hair spilling over her shoulders.

“Get on the bed.”

“Mark—”

“Get on the fucking bed.”

She went. I watched her climb onto the mattress, her round ass shifting. I unbuckled my belt, pulled down my pants, and followed.

I pushed her onto her stomach and lifted her hips. She spread her legs without being asked. Her cunt was still wet, still open. I could see how stretched she was—wider than usual, pink and swollen.

“He fucked you raw, didn’t he?” I said, pressing the head of my cock against her entrance.

“Yes.”

“Did he use a condom?”

A pause. Then: “No.”

I pushed inside her. She cried out—a sharp, broken sound. She was looser than usual, looser than she’d ever been. I could feel the difference. His dick had stretched her open, and now I was just sliding in without resistance.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “You feel so different.”

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered.

“Don’t be sorry.” I started to move, slow at first, watching my cock disappear into her wet cunt. “Tell me how he did it.”

“He had me on my hands and knees. Like this.”

I thrust deeper. “What else?”

“He pulled my hair. He called me a slut.”

“Are you a slut?”

She moaned, pushing back against me. “Yes.”

“Louder.”

“Yes! I’m a slut. I’m your slut.”

“Not my slut. His slut. You were his slut tonight.”

She came. I felt her cunt clench around my cock, her whole body shudder. She screamed into the pillow, and I kept fucking her through it, not slowing down, not stopping.

“When he was inside you,” I said, my voice ragged, “when he was filling you up—who were you thinking about?”

She didn’t answer.

“Who, Emma?”

“You.” She turned her head to look at me, her eyes wet with tears. “I was thinking about you watching.”

I came. Hard. I buried my cock as deep as it would go and emptied myself inside her, my cum mixing with his, filling her up all over again.

We collapsed onto the bed, our bodies tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air.

“You’re not disgusted?” she asked.

“No.”

“You should be.”

“Probably.”

She laughed, a small broken sound. “What kind of people are we?”

“I don’t know. But I don’t want to be anyone else.”

“He wants to see me again.”

My heart stopped. “And?”

“I told him I’d think about it.”

I looked at the ceiling. “Do you want to see him again?”

She lifted her head. “I want whatever you want.”

I thought about the crack in the door, the way she’d looked at me while he fucked her. “Then yes. See him again.”

She kissed my chest. “Thank you.”

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Her eyes were dark, wet, full of need.

“When he was inside you—when he was filling you up—who were you thinking about?”

“You.” She reached up and touched my face. “I was thinking about you watching. I was thinking about how angry you’d be. How jealous. And how much that turned me on.”

“So you did it for me?”

“I did it for us.”



The next morning, I woke up alone. The sheets beside me were cold. I heard the shower running, heard her humming through the door.

I sat up and looked at my phone.

A message from an unknown number.

“She tastes even better than she looks. When can I see her again?”

I stared at the screen. My thumb hovered over the keyboard.

Then I typed: “Friday. 8pm. Same place.”

Hit send.

Then I went to the bathroom, opened the door, and watched my wife through the fogged glass of the shower. She was touching herself. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open.

She didn’t know I was watching.

Or maybe she did.

Either way, I didn’t leave.




Chapter 4

The Taste of Another Man

The dress was the color of sin. Deep crimson. Emma stood in front of the mirror, back to me, thin straps dangling.

“This one?”

I leaned against the doorframe. “That’s the one.”

She turned. The fabric clung like water. Not obscene—technically. But it showed everything: the curve of her breasts, the shadow between them, her hips flaring like a promise.

“I can’t wear a bra with this.”

“I know.”

“And these?” She held up black lace panties, almost transparent.

“Definitely those.”

She laughed, low and knowing. “You’re enjoying this too much.”

I walked up behind her, hands on her waist. The silk cool under my fingers, her skin warm underneath. I kissed her shoulder.

“I’m not enjoying anything yet. I’m waiting.”

She met my eyes in the mirror. “For what?”

“For you to enjoy yourself.”

She turned, kissed me once—soft, quick, not enough—and slipped out of my arms. “We’re going to be late.”



The party was at a house I barely recognized. David was there. Easy to spot. Tall, broad‑shouldered, handsome. When he saw Emma, his eyes devoured.

I watched.

“Emma,” he said, extending his hand. “You look incredible.”

She took it, her fingers lingering. “Thank you, David. This is my husband, Mark.”

We shook hands. His grip firm, almost challenging.

“Can I get you a drink?”

“White wine,” Emma said.

David nodded, already turning away. Emma watched him go. Her cheeks flushed. Her lips parted.

“He’s handsome,” I said low enough that only she could hear.

She glanced at me. “Mark…”

“It’s okay. You can say it.”

She bit her lip. “He’s… attractive.”

My cock twitched. “Go dance with him.”

“What?”

“You heard me.”

She stared, searching for the joke. “You’re serious.”

“I’ve never been more serious.”

She didn’t say anything. She just walked away.

I watched from the corner. David handed Emma her wine. Their fingers touched. She laughed at something he said. The music shifted, slower.

David held out his hand. Emma looked back at me.

I nodded.

She took his hand.

They moved to the center of the floor. When he pulled her close, her body fit against his like it had been made for him. His hand rested on her waist. Her diamond pressed flat against his chest.

No phone buzzes. I didn’t need her to text me. I could see everything.

I looked up. She was looking at me, a small smile playing on her lips.

His hand slid lower, fingers brushing the top of her ass. She didn’t stop him.

My cock strained against my zipper.

David leaned close to Emma’s ear, whispering. She closed her eyes.

The song ended. Emma pulled away, walked back to me, her hand finding mine.

“Bathroom. Now.”

I followed her down a hallway, into a small dark study. She closed the door, locked it, pushed me against the wall.

“You’re a bastard.”

“Why?”

“Because you knew I wouldn’t say no.”

“Did you want to say no?”

She didn’t answer. Just pulled my cock out, stroked it twice, and dropped to her knees.

“He wanted to kiss me. He wanted to taste me.”

“Did you want him to?”

She took me into her mouth, deep. I grabbed her hair, held her there. She gagged, pulled off, coughed.

“Yes. I wanted him to.”

“Then why didn’t you let him?”

She looked up, eyes wet, lipstick smeared. “Because I wanted you to watch.”

She went back to work. Her mouth sliding up and down, tongue flat against the underside. I could hear the wet sounds, the desperate little moans.

I thought about David’s hand on her ass. His lips at her ear. His cock, hard in his pants, pressing against her thigh.

“Fuck. I’m close.”

She pulled off, stroked me fast. “Not yet. Not until I say.”

“Emma…”

“I want you to think about him. His mouth on mine. His tongue. His hands on my tits.”

She squeezed my shaft, hard.

“I want you to imagine me on my knees for him. His cock in my mouth. His cum on my face.”

I came. Hot and violent, splashing across her cheek, her lips, her chin. She didn’t flinch. Just kept stroking until I was empty.

Then she wiped her face with the back of her hand, stood up, and kissed me. I tasted myself on her lips.

“Now,” she said. “I’m going to let him kiss me.”



We didn’t go back to the party. We went home. Emma drove.

Inside, she walked to the bedroom, pulled down the zipper of her dress. It pooled at her feet. Nothing underneath. Her skin glowed.

“Did you kiss him?”

She turned. Her breasts bare, nipples hard. She walked to me.

“Yes.”

“How was it?”

She unbuttoned my pants, wrapped her hand around my cock—already hard again.

“Different. His lips were softer. His tongue… eager.”

“Did you like it?”

She stroked me slowly. “I liked that you were watching.”

She pushed me onto the bed, climbed on top of me, sank down onto my cock. So wet. So hot. Her head fell back.

“He kissed my neck. Right here.” She touched her throat. “Bit me. Not hard. Just enough to leave a mark.”

I thrust up into her. She gasped.

“He put his hand on my breast. Squeezed it. His thumb on my nipple.”

“Did he suck it?”

“Not yet.” She leaned forward, her tits brushing my chest. “But he wanted to. I could see it in his eyes.”

“What did you say?”

“I said… later.”

She moved faster, grinding down. Her breath short, sharp gasps.

“He asked for my number. I gave it to him.”

I grabbed her hips, held her still, drove up into her. “You gave him your number?”

“Yes. He’s going to text me tomorrow. We’re going to meet for coffee.”

“And then?”

“And then…” She bit her lip. “And then he’s going to fuck me.”

I came. She came a second later, screaming my name—not his. Her body convulsed around mine. When she collapsed on top of me, she was crying.

“Why are you crying?”

“Because I’m happy. And I’m terrified. And I don’t know which one is going to win.”

I held her.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. An unknown number.

“Your wife tastes like you. But I think she’ll taste better with me.”

I stared at the screen.

“What is it?” Emma asked.

“Nothing.”

I didn’t delete it. I saved it. But this time, I didn’t add “and I waited.” I just put the phone down and pulled her closer.



I didn’t sleep. Not really. I lay in the dark, Emma’s body curled against mine. My mind a tornado.

My phone on the nightstand, face down.

“Your wife tastes like you. But I think she’ll taste better with me.”

Emma stirred. “You’re still awake.”

“Couldn’t sleep.”

She propped herself up on one elbow. “Thinking about him?”

“Which him?”

She smiled. “Both.”

“You gave him your number.”

“I did.”

“You’re going to meet him for coffee.”

“I am.”

“And then he’s going to fuck you.”

She didn’t answer. Just leaned down and kissed me. Soft, then harder, her tongue sliding against mine. I tasted myself on her lips.

“Not yet. First, I want you to fuck me.”

She climbed on top of me, straddled my hips, reached down between her legs. Already wet. No resistance.

“Oh, fuck.”

She started moving, slow at first, rocking her hips in circles. Her tits bounced inches from my face. I grabbed them, squeezed them.

“You like that?”

“You know I do.”

“Say it.”

“I like when you pinch my nipples. I like when you hurt me a little.”

I pinched harder. She moaned.

“Tell me what you’re going to do with him.”

She leaned forward, mouth at my ear. “I’m going to let him undress me.”

“Slowly?”

“Very slowly. Button by button. He’s going to kiss each inch of skin as he uncovers it.”

My hands slid down her back, grabbing her ass. She rode me faster.

“He’s going to take off my bra. Suck my nipples until they’re sore.”

“Is he going to go down on you?”

“Yes. Spread my legs and put his mouth on my pussy. Lick me until I come.”

“What if you come too fast?”

She laughed, low and dirty. “Then he’ll make me come again.”

I thrust up into her hard. She cried out.

“And then?”

“And then…” She slowed, teasing me. “Then he’s going to fuck me.”

“How?”

“From behind. On my hands and knees. He’s going to grab my hips and shove his cock inside me.”

“Hard?”

“Hard. So hard. He’s going to fuck me like he owns me.”

“And what are you going to be thinking about?”

She looked at me. Straight into my eyes. “You.”

I came. She didn’t—not yet—but she kept moving, slow and steady, until I was soft and she was slick with sweat.

“Your turn.”

“I know.”

She climbed off me, lay on her back, spread her legs. Her pussy swollen, pink, glistening. She reached down and started touching herself.

“Watch me.”

I did.

Her fingers circled her clit, slow then fast. She pushed two fingers inside herself, curled them, her whole body jerking. She added a third.

“I’m thinking about him. His cock. How big it’s going to feel.”

“How big do you want it to be?”

“Bigger than you.”

That shouldn’t have turned me on. It did.

“Tell me.”

“Bigger. Thicker. Longer. I want to feel stretched. I want to feel full.”

“What else?”

“I want him to come inside me. I want to feel his cum dripping out of me. I want you to see it.”

“I will.”

“I know. That’s why I’m doing it.”

She came with a scream, her body convulsing. When she went limp, she was shaking.

“Come here.”

I moved up beside her. She wrapped her arms around me.

“I love you.”

“I know.”

“Do you still want me to go?”

I thought about the unknown number. The message I hadn’t told her about.

“Yes. I still want you to go.”

She kissed my chest. “Then I’ll go.”



Morning came too fast. Emma was already in the bathroom, shower running. I got up, walked to the door, leaned against the frame.

“You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Nervous?”

She pulled back the curtain, just enough to show her face. Water streamed down her cheeks, her neck, her breasts. “Excited. And scared. Same as you.”

“I’m not scared.”

She laughed. “Liar.”

She turned off the water, stepped out, wrapped in a towel. Her skin pink, nipples hard.

“What are you going to wear?”

“Something easy to take off.”

She pulled out a black sundress—thin straps, low neckline, hem barely covering her ass. She stepped into it.

“Help me with the zipper?”

I walked up behind her, pulled the zipper up slowly, kissing her neck. “You’re beautiful.”

“I know.”

She turned, kissed me once, and then she was gone.

I was alone.

I sat on the couch, phone in hand. No messages.

I got up. Paced. Sat down again. Got up. Made a cup of coffee, stared at it, poured it down the sink. Checked my phone. No messages. Checked my email. Nothing. Checked the front door—locked. Checked it again.

The apartment felt smaller than usual. Every sound—the refrigerator humming, the neighbor’s dog barking, a car passing on the street—made me jump.

I thought about calling her. I typed out a text: “You okay?” Then deleted it. Typed “I love you.” Deleted that too.

I didn’t want to seem desperate. But I was desperate. I was drowning in it.

I imagined them at the coffee shop. David buying her a latte. Their fingers touching. Her laughing, tossing her hair, crossing and uncrossing her legs.

I got hard. Hated myself. Loved it.

An hour passed. Two.

No texts. No calls. I was alone with my imagination, and my imagination was cruel.

I thought about the last time I’d followed her—not to an apartment, but to a movie theater on the edge of town. A rundown place with a flickering sign. She’d met Jack there. I’d hidden in the back row.

The theater was nearly empty. Jack and Emma sat in the last row, in the corner. I was three rows behind, my hat pulled low.

I watched her lean over, her hand sliding into his lap. She unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and stroked it slowly. He groaned.

“Here?” he whispered.

“No one’s watching,” she said. And then she lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

I watched her bob up and down, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue working the underside. She was good at this—too good. Every few seconds, she’d pull off and lick the head, then take him deeper.

“Fuck,” he gasped. “You’re gonna make me come.”

She pulled off, wiped her mouth. “Not yet.”

Then a figure appeared in the aisle. A man in a janitor’s uniform, old, fat, with a scraggly beard. He stood there, watching.

Jack froze. But Emma didn’t. She looked up at the janitor, then back at Jack.

“What’s he doing here?” Jack whispered.

“I don’t know.”

The janitor walked closer. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock—thick, pale, veiny. He pointed it at Emma’s face.

“Don’t stop on my account,” he said.

Emma hesitated. She looked at Jack, then at the janitor, then—I could swear—she looked directly at me, hidden in the shadows.

“One condition,” she said. “You don’t touch me. Just watch.”

The janitor nodded. Emma turned back to Jack, took his cock back in her mouth, and continued. And while she sucked him, the janitor stroked himself, his eyes fixed on her face.

Jack came first—a strangled cry, his hips bucking. Emma swallowed, then pulled off. The janitor stepped closer, aiming his cock at her open mouth.

“Open,” he said.

She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. He came on her tongue, on her lips, on her chin. Hot and white. She swallowed what she could, let the rest drip down her neck.

The janitor zipped up and walked away without a word. Jack pulled up his pants, kissed Emma’s forehead, and left too.

Emma stayed in her seat for a long time, her face still wet, her mouth still open. Then she wiped herself with a napkin, stood up, and walked out.

I followed her home. She never knew I was there.

Until now.

I snapped back to the present. The apartment was still empty. My cock was still hard. I reached down and touched myself, but I couldn’t finish. The memory had drained me.

My phone buzzed.

“We’re at his place.”

I typed back: “What are you doing?”

“He’s kissing me. I’m letting him.”

“Where?”

“On the couch. His hand is under my dress. I told him to move it higher. He did.”

“Are you stopping him?”

“No.”

“Good girl.”

Another buzz: “His fingers are inside me. I’m so wet.”

“Do you want him?”

“Yes. I want him to fuck me. I want you to watch.”

I unzipped my jeans, pulled out my cock, started stroking.

“He’s on his knees. Pulling off my panties. Putting his mouth on me.”

“What else?”

“His tongue. Flicking my clit. Oh, God.”

“Are you close?”

“Yes. Yes. I’m—”

A long pause. Then: “I came. I came in his mouth.”

I came too, hot and thick, spilling over my hand.

I wiped myself off.

Another message: “He wants to fuck me now.”

“Do you want him to?”

“Yes.”

“Then do it.”

I waited.

“He’s inside me.”

“How does it feel?”

“Big. So big. Stretching me.”

“Does it hurt?”

“A little. In a good way.”

I was hard again.

“He’s fucking me now. Hard. Fast. His hands on my hips. Pulling me back onto him.”

“Are you on your hands and knees?”

“Yes.”

“Look at yourself in the mirror.”

“I am.”

“What do you see?”

“I see a slut. I see your wife getting fucked by another man. I see her loving it.”

“He’s close. He’s going to come.”

“Where?”

“Inside me. Going to come inside me.”

“Let him.”

A long pause. “He did. I felt it. Hot.”

“Are you okay?”

“I’m better than okay. I’m perfect.”

“Come home.”

“On my way.”



She walked in the door an hour later. Hair messy, lipstick gone, dress wrinkled. She looked at me and smiled—soft, secret.

“Hi.”

“Hi.”

She sat on my lap, kissed me. I tasted him on her lips. Bitter and sweet.

“I need to shower.”

“Not yet.”

I pushed her off my lap, bent her over the arm of the couch, pulled up her dress. No panties. Her pussy swollen, wet, smeared with his cum.

“He came inside you.”

“Yes.”

I knelt behind her, spread her cheeks, licked her. Tasted him—salty, musky, foreign. She moaned, pushed back against my face.

“Clean me up. Like you promised.”

I did. Licked every drop. Licked her clit, her lips, the inside of her thighs. Licked until she was shaking, until she came again, crying out my name.

Then I stood up, pushed my cock inside her—still wet, still loose from him—and fucked her until I came too.

We collapsed on the couch.

“Was it worth it?”

She looked at me, eyes shining. “Ask me again tomorrow.”

My phone buzzed on the floor.

“She’s amazing. I hope you enjoyed the show.”

I stared at the screen. Then I typed back: “I did.” And put the phone away. No saving. No waiting. Just acknowledgment.




Chapter 5

The Trap

She was still wet when she walked through the door. I could see it on her thighs—the glisten, the smear of him.

“You’re doing it again.”

“You’re worth looking at.”

She laughed, that low dirty laugh, kicked off her heels, walked toward me.

“Did you miss me?”

“Every second.”

She stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell him on her skin. His cologne. His sweat. His cum.

“He asked me to stay.”

“I know.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I would have asked the same thing.”

She tilted her head. “What did you do while I was gone?”

“I jerked off.”

“How many times?”

“Three.”

Her lips curved. “Only three?”

“I was saving myself for you.”

She reached down, palmed my cock through my jeans. Hard. “Liar. You were saving yourself for his cum.”

She pushed me onto the couch, straddled me. No panties. Her pussy swollen, red, still glistening. His cum drying on the insides of her thighs.

“Look at me.”

I did.

“Do I look different?”

“Yes.”

“How?”

I touched her thigh. My fingers came away slick. “You look like you’ve been fucked.”

“I have been fucked.” She grabbed my wrist, pressed my hand between her legs. “Feel it. Feel how loose I am.”

She was right. Stretched. Used. I could feel the gap where his cock had been.

“He was thick.”

“So thick.” She spread herself open with two fingers. “He filled me up. I thought I was going to tear.”

“Did you want him to?”

“Yes. I wanted him to ruin me.”

She pushed two of my fingers inside her. They slid in easily.

“He made me come four times. Four. I lost count after the second. He just kept going.”

“Did you ask him to stop?”

“No. I begged him to keep going.”

She pulled my fingers out, brought them to her mouth, sucked them clean.

“Take off your clothes.”

I did. She watched, hungry, hand between her legs. When I was naked, she stood, turned, bent over the arm of the couch. Her ass in the air, pussy wet and open, asshole tight and pink.

“Fuck me. Like he did.”

I got behind her, grabbed her hips, pushed inside her. So wet. So loose. I slid in to the hilt in one stroke.

“Is that all?”

I pulled out, slammed back in. “Is that enough?”

“More. Harder.”

I fucked her harder, hips slapping against her ass. The sound wet, obscene. She moaned, gasping, switching between my name and his.

“Whose cock is inside you?”

“Yours. But it feels like his.”

I reached around, found her clit, rubbed it hard and fast. Her legs shook. Her pussy clenched.

“I’m close.”

“Come for me.”

“Not yet. I want to come on his cock. Not yours.”

I stopped moving. She looked back, eyes wild.

“What did you say?”

“You heard me. I want to pretend you’re him. Close my eyes and imagine his cock filling me up. Is that okay?”

I should have said no. “Yes. Close your eyes.”

She did. Her body relaxed, and she started moving again—riding me like I was someone else.

“He’s inside me. Oh, fuck. Splitting me open.”

I fucked her harder.

“He’s going to come. Fill me up again.”

“Let him.”

“Yes. Yes. Oh, God, yes.”

She came screaming. I came a second later, buried deep.

We stayed like that for a long time. Bent over the couch, sweaty, tangled. When I finally pulled out, I saw the mess. His cum, mine, hers—dripping down her thighs, pooling on the fabric.

“We need to clean that up.”

“In a minute.”

She turned around, sat on the floor, leaned back against the couch. Legs still spread, cum leaking out of her.

“Come here.”

I sat next to her. She rested her head on my shoulder.

“Do you hate me?”

“No.”

“You should.”

“Probably.”

We were quiet. The only sound our breathing.

“He wants to see me again. Tomorrow.”

“That’s soon.”

“He says he can’t wait.”

I looked at her—the mess on her thighs, the hickeys on her neck, her lips swollen. Ruined. Beautiful. Mine.

“Go. But I’m coming with you.”

She looked up, surprised. “What?”

“I’m not going to watch from a distance this time. I’m going to be in the room.”

Her eyes widened. “Mark…”

“I want to see his face when he fucks you. I want to see your face when you come. I want to be close enough to touch.”

She was quiet. Then she smiled—slow, wicked.

“Okay. But you can’t interfere.”

“I won’t.”

“And you can’t touch yourself until I say.”

“I won’t.”

“And you have to watch the whole thing. Every second.”

I kissed her forehead. “I’ve been watching the whole time. Why would I stop now?”

My phone buzzed on the floor.

“Same time tomorrow. Don’t be late. And Mark? Wear something comfortable. You’re going to be sitting for a while.”

Emma picked it up, read it, handed it to me.

“He knows.”

“I know.”

“Does that scare you?”

I thought about the unknown number. The stranger who’d been watching us.

“Yes. But it excites me more.”

She kissed me. “Me too.”

Later, when Emma was asleep, I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at my phone. The screen glowed in the dark, the message still there, still unanswered.

I should have been afraid. Any sane man would have been.

But I wasn’t. I was hungry.

I thought about Shawn, the crack in the door, Emma’s smile when she saw me watching.

She knew. She’d always known.

And she stayed anyway.

I typed a reply to the unknown number: “We’ll be there.”

Then I put the phone down, lay back on the bed, and wrapped my arm around Emma’s waist. She murmured something in her sleep and pressed closer.

I closed my eyes.

This was who we were now.

And for the first time, I stopped pretending I wanted to change it.



The envelope was thick, cream-colored, the kind you usually see with wedding invitations. It sat on our kitchen table like a grenade missing its pin. Emma’s hands trembled as she slid the letter out.

I’d been at work all day, staring at spreadsheets, thinking about her. At three she’d texted: “Don’t forget milk. And maybe flowers? Rough day.”

I bought milk. Roses—a dozen red, her favorite. Even a bottle of that cheap merlot she pretended to like because she knew I couldn’t afford the good stuff.

When I walked in, the roses still in my hand, the milk in a bag, I set both on the counter and called her name.

No answer.

Then I saw her by the window. Late-afternoon light cut across her face, and I knew something was wrong. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the envelope. Her lips were pressed together so tight they’d lost color. When she finally turned to look at me, her eyes were dry—not because she wasn’t crying, but because she’d already cried herself empty.

“What is it?”

She didn’t answer. Just held out the letter.

I took it. My eyes snagged on the letterhead first: U.S. Department of Homeland Security. Then: Notice of Status Violation. Unlawful Employment. Deportation Proceedings. Fifteen days.

The roses dropped. Petals scattered on the floor.

“This can’t be right.”

“It’s right.” Her voice flat. “I worked during the break last summer. The internship. They said I didn’t have authorization. I thought I did. I filled out the forms. Maybe I missed something.” She pressed her palm against her forehead. “I don’t know.”

I read the letter again. Fifteen days. Then she’d be gone.

“We’ll fix this. There has to be a way.”

She shook her head. “I’ve been looking. All afternoon. There’s a lawyer—Chen. Immigration. His website says he works with students.” She pulled out her phone, showed me the screen. “I already called. He can see us tomorrow morning.”

I took her hand. Cold. Trembling. “Then we go tomorrow.”

“What if he can’t help?”

“Then we find someone who can.” I pulled her into my arms. She didn’t resist—just stood there, stiff and scared, her face buried in my chest.

“I can’t go back, Mark.” Her voice broke. “You know I can’t.”

I held her tighter. “I know.”

Her parents were in prison. Their enemies were still out there. If she went back, she wouldn’t just lose her visa. She might lose her life.

She looked up, and I saw it—the fear she’d been hiding. Not just fear. Desperation. “I’ll do whatever it takes.”

The weight of those words hit me somewhere between my ribs and my groin. Whatever it takes. I didn’t know what that meant yet. But I would.



Later that night, after dinner—a phone call

Emma’s voice shook. “Mark, did you see the email?”

“What email? I just got out of a meeting.”

“From Homeland Security. They’re starting deportation proceedings.”

I lowered my voice. “Where are you?”

“Home. I feel like I’m going to throw up.”

“I’ll be right there.”

“No. Don’t. Not yet. I haven’t finished crying. I don’t want you to see me like this.”

I gripped the phone. “Emma, breathe with me. One… two… three.”

She did.

“Good. Now tell me what you’ve found.”

“A lawyer. Chen. He says the only way to buy time is—” A long pause. “A green-card marriage. On paper. With someone else.”

Silence.

“Mark? Are you still there?”

“I’m here. Don’t decide anything tonight. I’ll come home. We’ll see him together.”

“Do you think it’s disgusting?”

“No.”

“You should.”

I closed my eyes. “What’s disgusting is that when you said ‘marriage to someone else,’ I got hard.”

A breath. Then: “…You’re impossible.”

I didn’t reply. Let the silence answer.



Later, Emma’s phone rang. She looked at the screen. “Chen’s office.”

She answered. I watched her face—pale, then paler, then something almost like relief.

“Okay. Thanks. We’ll be there.”

She hung up. “He says there’s a way. Complicated. Expensive.”

“How expensive?”

“Twenty thousand. Half up front.”

I heard myself say “okay” before I’d even done the math. Emma looked at me—surprised, grateful. Something else, too. Something I couldn’t name.

“You sure?” she asked.

“Yeah.” I took her hand. “You’re worth more than twenty thousand.”

She laughed—a small, broken sound. Then she was crying again, but smiling too.




Chapter 6

The Performance

We arrived early at the coffee shop near Chen’s office. Emma ordered a latte and sat by the window, leg bouncing under the table. She tore a napkin into tiny pieces, then smaller, then confetti.

“You’re gonna give yourself an ulcer.”

“I already have one. Stress. My doctor said so.”

I reached across the table and took her hand. “Hey. Look at me.”

She did. Red-rimmed eyes, chapped lips.

“Whatever happens in there, we figure it out together. Okay?”

“Okay.” She squeezed my hand. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She’d dressed carefully—black skirt, heels, a blouse buttoned just low enough to show the top of her cleavage. Professional, but with an edge. She knew what she was doing.

“You’re staring again,” she said without looking at me.

“You’re worth—” I stopped. Rewound. “I can’t help it.”

She turned, and for a second her face softened. Then the fear came back. “What if he can’t help?”

“Then we find someone who can.”

Chen’s office was in a strip mall between a Vietnamese grocery and a tax preparer. Cheap plastic sign, stained carpet. Smelled like old paper and coffee that had been sitting too long. A middle-aged woman with steel-gray hair sat behind a reception desk. She didn’t smile. Handed us clipboards, pointed to plastic chairs.

Fifteen minutes. Emma filled out forms. I stared at a crookedly hung law degree.

Then the inner door opened, and Attorney Chen stepped out.

Sharp eyes, calm voice. When he spread Emma’s paperwork across his desk, he didn’t blink.

“This is serious. Not hopeless.”

Emma leaned forward. “What are my options?”

Chen steepled his fingers. “Simplest: return to China and reapply. Cleanest legally.”

“I can’t go back.”

He nodded as if he’d expected that. “Then two paths. Political asylum—approval rate about forty percent. The other is—” He paused, looking at both of us. “Marriage.”

My heart kicked. “What?”

“A green-card marriage. On paper only. We file simultaneously for reinstatement of her student status. The marriage application buys time. Once her status is restored, we withdraw the filing. No fraud. Just a change of plans.”

Emma’s hand found mine under the desk. Squeezed. “How much?”

“Twenty thousand. Half up front.”

I said “okay” before I’d finished the math. Emma looked at me—surprised, grateful. Something else.

On the way home, she was quiet. But when we got inside, she pinned me against the door and kissed me like she was trying to crawl inside my skin.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my mouth.

Her hands were already on my belt.



We met him two days later at a coffee shop. Chen had arranged it: dress “casually, like a couple meeting a friend.”

Emma tried on three outfits—sundress, jeans and blouse, another sundress—before settling on pale wine-colored. She stood in front of the mirror, adjusting straps, tucking hair behind her ears.

“How do I look?”

“Beautiful.”

“That’s not helpful.”

“You always look beautiful.” I wrapped my arms around her waist. “But if you’re asking if you look like someone about to meet a stranger who’ll pretend to be your husband—yes.”

She laughed, nervous but real. “You’re impossible.”

I kissed her neck. “I know.”



Na’ga was already there. Booth near the back, a book open, coffee growing cold. He stood when he saw us. Tall—six feet easy—lean build, not obsessive. Handshake firm, dry, professional.

“Emma. Mark. Chen told me about your situation. That sucks. I’m sorry.”

Calm voice. No accent I could place. He looked at Emma the way a doctor might—assessing, not invasive.

We sat. Emma ordered a latte. I ordered black. Na’ga drank his cold brew, eyes moving between us.

“Chen explained the timeline. We’ll need to meet a few times before the interview. Get stories straight. Take photos. Make it look real.”

“How real?” Emma asked.

His gaze shifted to her. “Real enough to convince a government employee who’s seen a hundred fake marriages. They look for nervousness. Inconsistencies. Couples who don’t touch.”

He reached across the table and took Emma’s hand. His fingers wrapped around hers. She didn’t pull away.

“I have a question,” Emma said.

“Go ahead.”

“Why are you doing this?”

He shrugged. “Money. I need it. Nothing better to do.”

“That’s… honest.”

“I don’t see the point in lying.” He released her hand, leaned back. “Besides, it’s not a real marriage. Paperwork and awkward dinners.”

Emma smiled—tentative. “Awkward dinners?”

“You’ll see.” He pulled out a notebook. “We need to practice.”

“When we’re in public, you need to be comfortable with me touching you. Holding hands. Arm around your waist. Has to look natural.”

“Okay. What else?”

“Routines. Where you go. What you do on weekends. What you fight about.”

“Fight about?” I asked.

“Every couple fights. They’ll ask. Money. Time. The usual.” He looked at Emma. “What do you and Mark fight about?”

She hesitated. “He works too much.”

“Good. And you?”

“I spend too much on clothes.”

He nodded. “That works. We’ll say I want to save for a house. You want to travel. Boring. Believable.”

He started writing.

“One more thing.” Na’ga didn’t look up. “We’ll need photos. The kind that look like a relationship. Dinner. A walk in the park. Some at my apartment.”

Emma stiffened. “At your apartment?”

“Expected. They’ll want to see where we live. Decorated together.” He glanced at me, then back at her. “Just photos. You don’t have to sleep there.”

“Of course.” Her voice steady, but I saw her fingers curl into her palm.

I put my hand on her knee under the table. Her thigh was warm. “We’ll do whatever’s necessary.”

Na’ga looked at me for a long moment. Then he nodded. “Good. That’s the right attitude.”



Saturday afternoon. Warm, late-summer weather. Na’ga met us at a park near the university—the one with the lake, willow trees, families feeding ducks.

The night before, Emma couldn’t sleep. She lay in bed, hand on my chest.

“What if he tries something?”

“Then you say no. Walk out. We find someone else.”

“We don’t have time.”

I turned to face her. “You’re in control. Not him. Not Chen. If anything feels wrong, we leave. Promise me.”

A long silence. Then: “I promise.”



Emma wore a white sundress she’d bought the night before. In our bedroom, she’d tried it on, standing before the mirror.

“Too much?” she’d asked, skirt flaring.

“Perfect.”

“You just like seeing my legs.”

“That’s not the only thing.”

She’d laughed and pulled the dress over her head. Then crawled onto the bed and straddled me, bare skin hot against my jeans.

“One more time,” she whispered, “before I have to pretend.”

I rolled her onto her back, pushed her legs apart, buried my face between her thighs. She came with a gasp, fingers twisted in my hair.



Now, in the park, watching Na’ga position her against a willow trunk, my dick twitched at the memory. The dress was thin, almost translucent in the afternoon light. No panties. I’d told her not to.

Na’ga stood close, hand on her waist, thumb resting just above the curve of her ass. He told her to tilt her head, smile, look at him like she loved him.

“Like this,” he said, touching her chin, lifting her face to his.

Their eyes met. For a moment, neither moved. Then Emma smiled—not her polite stranger-smile, but something warmer. Almost real.

I took the photo. Then another. Another.

“Good. Now a few of you two together. Mark, come here.”

I handed him the camera and stood beside Emma. She leaned into me, body soft and warm. Her hand found mine, fingers interlacing.

“Closer. You look like you’re at a business meeting.”

I pulled Emma against me, arm around her waist. She tilted her face up, and I kissed her. Not a peck. Real—tongue sliding against hers, her breath hot on my cheek.

When we broke apart, Na’ga was still taking photos. His expression hadn’t changed. Patient. Professional. Unreadable.

“That’s the one. Now we need some at my apartment.”

Emma looked at me. I looked at Na’ga.

“It’s just a photo,” Na’ga said. “Doesn’t have to mean anything.”

Emma was quiet. Then, slowly, she reached behind her back and pulled down the zipper. The sundress slid off her shoulders, bunching at her waist. Her breasts bare. Nipples hard.

She didn’t look at Na’ga. She looked at me.

“I’m doing this for us. Remember that.”

I nodded.

Na’ga lifted the camera and took the photo. Still patient. Still unreadable.



On the drive home, Emma stared out the window. Golden afternoon light. Quiet streets.

“He didn’t try anything.”

“I know.”

“He was… professional.”

“That’s his job.”

She turned to me. “Are you jealous?”

“Yeah.”

“Good.” A real smile, tired but genuine. “I kind of wanted you to be.”



The camera was small, black, almost invisible in Chen’s hand. He set it on the coffee table between us, next to paperwork and a half-empty cup of tea.

“The government requires evidence. Photos are good. Videos are better. They want to see intimacy.”

Emma sat beside me on the couch. Legs crossed, bare from the knee down. Black skirt—the kind that made me think about her thighs. Her hand rested on my knee, fingers cool, steady.

“What kind of intimacy?” she asked.

Chen didn’t blink. “The kind that happens in a bedroom. They don’t need everything, but enough. Touching. Kissing. How two people in love behave when they’re alone.”

“You want us to film ourselves having sex.”

“I want you to film yourselves appearing to be a couple in love. What you do in private is your business. But the video needs to be convincing.” He pushed a USB drive across the table. “Na’ga knows what to do. He’s done this before.”

Emma picked up the drive, turned it over. Nails painted pale pink.

“When?”

“Tonight. At his apartment. He’ll set up the camera. You just need to show up and be… natural.”

I laughed—bitter, harsh. “Natural.”

Emma shot me a look. Calm. Steady. “We’ll be there.”



After Chen left, we sat in the car. Empty parking lot. Setting sun.

“I’m scared,” Emma said.

“Me too.”

“But I’m going to do it anyway. Because I’m not letting them deport me. Because I want a future with you. And because—” She hesitated.

“Because?”

“Because a part of me—the part I don’t talk about—wants to know what it feels like. To be watched. To perform.” She looked at me. “Is that terrible?”

“No. It’s honest.”



Na’ga’s apartment at night. Darker hallway, steeper stairs. Smell of curry. Emma walked ahead, heels clicking. She’d changed—black dress, short, tight, no bra. Outline of her nipples visible.

She knocked. The door opened.

Na’ga stood there in gray sweatpants, white t-shirt, bare feet. Damp hair. Younger than at the coffee shop. Softer. More like a man than a professional.

“Come in. Almost ready.”

The apartment was different—lights dim, a single lamp casting long shadows. Couch pushed against the wall. In the center of the room, facing the bed, a tripod with a camera.

“I’ll set it to record. Runs about an hour. You don’t have to use the whole time. Just… be yourselves.”

Emma walked to the camera, touched the lens. “You won’t be here?”

“Bathroom. Only room without windows. You lock the door, do what you need to do, then unlock it. I won’t come out until you call me.”

“And if someone asks?”

“Then we were in the bedroom together. Camera for our private collection. No one needs to know I wasn’t in the room.”

Emma nodded. Turned to me. “Ready?”

I wasn’t. Heart hammering, palms sweating, dick already half-hard. But I nodded.

Na’ga walked to the bathroom. Lock clicked. Silence.

Emma took my hand. “Come on.”



The bedroom was small. Gray sheets. One pillow. Blinds drawn. Na’ga had turned on the bedside lamp—soft, almost warm.

Emma stopped in front of the bed, back to me. Pulled her hair over one shoulder, exposing the nape of her neck.

“Unzip me.”

I did. Zipper down slowly, tooth by tooth, revealing the pale skin of her spine. She shrugged off the dress. It fell to the floor. Nothing underneath. Her body a curve of light—shoulders, waist, swell of her ass.

She turned. Full breasts, dark nipples, already hard. She looked at the camera, then at me.

“Take off your clothes.”

I did. Jeans, boxers. My dick stood up, thick and flushed, leaking.

Emma stepped closer, wrapped her hand around it. Stroked once, twice. Thumb rubbing the head, spreading wetness.

“You’re so hard.”

“You’re naked.”

She laughed. “You’ve seen me naked before.”

“Not like this.”

She looked at the camera again, then back at me. “This is for them. For the government. But it’s also for us.” She knelt, face level with my dick. “Watch.”

She opened her mouth and took me inside.

Her tongue flat against the underside, lips tight around my shaft. She moved slowly, savoring, eyes on mine. Then faster. Head bobbing, hand pumping what she couldn’t reach.

I grabbed her hair, held her in place, thrust into her mouth. She gagged, pulled off, coughed.

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be.” She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “I like it.”

She went back to work. Deeper. Taking me to the back of her throat. Muscles contracting. Swallowing around me. Her hand cupped my balls, squeezed gently.

“I’m close.”

She pulled off, stood up, pushed me onto the bed. “Not yet.”

She climbed on top, straddling my hips. Her cunt wet, slick against my shaft. She reached down, positioned me at her entrance, and sank down in one slow motion.

Her head fell back. Mouth opened. A long, low moan.

“Oh, fuck.”

I watched her. Breasts bouncing as she rode me, hips rolling, fingers digging into her own thighs. Beautiful. Obscene. Everything.

“Look at the camera.”

She turned her head, looked at the lens. Her expression hungry, almost feral.

“Tell them,” I said. “Tell them who you are.”

“I’m Emma. His wife. And I love him.”

She rode me faster, grinding down. Her clit rubbing against my pubic bone. Breath short, sharp gasps.

“I love watching you. Seeing you like this.”

“Like what?”

“Like a woman who knows what she wants.”

She moaned. “I want you. Only you.”

She came—body tightening, cunt clenching like a fist. I felt her pulse, heat flooding through her. She cried out, head thrown back, hair a dark wave.

“Don’t come yet. Not yet.”

She climbed off, turned around, got on hands and knees. Ass in the air, cunt wet and open. Looked back at me over her shoulder.

“Fuck me like this. From behind. Hard.”

I knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, pushed inside. No resistance—just heat, slick, the tight grip of her cunt.

“Harder.”

I slammed into her. Her body rocked forward, hands sliding on sheets. She caught herself, pushed back.

“Like that. Just like that.”

I watched my dick disappear into her, her pink flesh stretching, wetness dripping down her thighs.

“Tell me what you’re thinking.”

“I’m thinking about him. About Na’ga. What it would be like if he was here.”

“What would he do?”

“He’d watch. Stand in the corner and watch us.”

“And then?”

She pushed back harder. “Then he’d take off his clothes. Walk over to the bed. Touch me.”

“Where?”

“Everywhere. My tits. My ass. My pussy.”

“Would you let him?”

“Yes.” She moaned. “I’d let him do anything.”

I fucked her harder, faster. Hips slapping against her ass. Wet, obscene sound.

“He’d put his fingers inside you. Feel how wet you are.”

“He’d feel you. Feel your cum inside me.”

“And then?”

“And then he’d fuck me.”

“While I watch?”

“Yes.” She was shaking, legs trembling. “While you watch.”

She came again, screaming into the pillow. Her cunt clenched around me, milking. I held on, kept fucking her through it.

When she went limp, I pulled out. She collapsed onto the bed, ragged breath, sweat-covered body.

“Turn over.”

She did. Glassy eyes, parted lips, flushed cheeks. I knelt between her legs, pushed them apart, entered her again. Slower. Deeper.

“Look at me.”

She did. Dark, wet.

“When he fucks you, I want you to think about my face. Remember that I’m the one who let him.”

She reached up, touched my cheek. “I know.”

“Do you want him to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want him to come inside you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to feel his cum dripping out of you when you come home to me?”

She pulled me down, mouth at my ear. “Yes. I want to feel it. I want to taste it. I want you to see it.”

I came. Tore out of me, hot and violent, flooding her cunt. She came with me, body arching off the bed, nails digging into my back.

We lay there tangled, sweat cooling in the air. The camera’s red light still blinking.

“We should check the footage.”

“In a minute.”

She laughed, soft and tired. “You’re going to watch it later, aren’t you?”

“Every night.”

“Pervert.”

“Your pervert.”

She kissed me. Then climbed off the bed, walked to the camera, and turned it off.



When we were dressed, Emma unlocked the bathroom door. Na’ga came out, face carefully blank.

“Everything okay?”

“Yeah. Camera’s off.”

He nodded. “I’ll review the footage tonight. If I need to reshoot anything, I’ll let you know.”

“Reshoot?”

“Sometimes lighting is wrong. Angle isn’t right. Better to do it now than to have the government ask for more evidence later.”

Emma looked at me. Unreadable.

“Okay. Let us know.”



We drove home in silence. Empty streets, sleeping city. I kept my eyes on the road.

Emma reached over, put her hand on my thigh. Warm fingers, light touch.

“You’re quiet.”

“Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About whether I’m going to be able to watch that video without jerking off.”

She laughed. “You’re disgusting.”

“You knew that when you met me.”

“I knew it when I first saw you.”



Na’ga’s apartment. Same hallway. Same smell of curry. Emma walked ahead in that black dress—short, tight, no bra. Outline of her nipples.

She knocked.

Na’ga opened the door. Gray sweatpants, white t-shirt, bare feet. Damp hair. Younger. Softer.

“Come in. Almost ready.”

Same setup: dim lights, couch against the wall, tripod with camera facing the bed.

“I’ll set it to record. Runs an hour. Be yourselves.”

Emma touched the lens. “You won’t be here?”

“Bathroom. Lock the door. I won’t come out until you call me.”

“If someone asks?”

“We were in the bedroom together. Private collection.”

Emma turned to me. “Ready?”

I nodded.

Na’ga walked to the bathroom. Lock clicked. Silence.

Emma took my hand. “Come on.”



The bedroom. Gray sheets. One pillow. Blinds drawn. Bedside lamp soft.

Emma stopped, back to me. Pulled her hair aside.

“Unzip me.”

I did. Zipper down. Dress fell. Nothing underneath. Her body a curve of light.

She turned. Full breasts, dark nipples. Looked at the camera, then me.

“Take off your clothes.”

I did. Dick hard, leaking.

She stepped closer, wrapped her hand around it. Stroked slowly.

“You’re so hard.”

“You’re naked.”

She laughed. “You’ve seen me naked before.”

“Not like this.”

She looked at the camera. “This is for them. But also for us.” She knelt. “Watch.”

She took me in her mouth. Tongue flat, lips tight. Slow at first, then faster. I grabbed her hair, thrust into her mouth. She gagged, pulled off, coughed.

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be. I like it.”

She went back deeper, throat working. Hand cupped my balls.

“I’m close.”

She pulled off, stood up, pushed me onto the bed. “Not yet.”

She climbed on top, straddled me. Cunt wet, slick. Sank down in one motion.

Head fell back. Mouth opened. “Oh, fuck.”

I watched her ride me. Breasts bouncing, hips rolling.

“Look at the camera.”

She turned to the lens. Hungry. Feral.

“Tell them who you are.”

“I’m Emma. His wife. I love him.”

She rode me faster, grinding down. Clit rubbing against me.

“I love watching you like this.”

“Like what?”

“Like a slut.”

She moaned. “Your slut.”

She came—body tightening, cunt clenching. Cried out, head back.

“Don’t come yet.”

She climbed off, turned, got on hands and knees. Ass in the air, cunt wet and open.

“Fuck me from behind. Hard.”

I knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, pushed inside.

“Harder.”

I slammed into her. She rocked forward, caught herself, pushed back.

“Like that.”

I watched my dick disappear into her. Wetness dripping down her thighs.

“Tell me what you’re thinking.”

“I’m thinking about him. Na’ga. What if he was here?”

“What would he do?”

“He’d watch. Stand in the corner.”

“And then?”

“Then he’d take off his clothes. Touch me.”

“Where?”

“Everywhere. My tits. My ass. My pussy.”

“Would you let him?”

“Yes. I’d let him do anything.”

I fucked her harder. Hips slapping. Wet sound.

“He’d put his fingers inside you. Feel how wet you are.”

“He’d feel you. Feel your cum.”

“And then?”

“Then he’d fuck me.”

“While I watch?”

“Yes. While you watch.”

She came again, screaming into the pillow. Cunt clenching. I held on.

When she went limp, I pulled out. She collapsed.

“Turn over.”

She did. Glassy eyes, parted lips. I entered her again, slower, deeper.

“Look at me.”

She did. Dark, wet.

“When he fucks you, think about my face. Remember I’m the one who let him.”

“I know.”

“Do you want him to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want him to come inside you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to feel his cum dripping out of you when you come home to me?”

She pulled me down, mouth at my ear. “Yes. I want to feel it. I want to taste it. I want you to see it.”

I came. Hot, violent, flooding her. She came with me.

We lay tangled. The camera’s red light still blinking.

“We should check the footage.”

“In a minute.”

She laughed. “You’re going to watch it later.”

“Every night.”

“Pervert.”

“Your pervert.”

She kissed me, then turned off the camera.



I pulled out my phone. A text from an unknown number.

“The video is perfect. You two are very convincing. But I think you could be even more convincing in person.”

My heart pounded.

“Who is it?” Emma asked.

“I don’t know.”

She took the phone. Went pale. “Mark… this isn’t Na’ga’s number. I have his saved. This is someone else.”

“Someone who watched the video?”

“Someone with access to the camera.” She handed it back. “We need to tell Chen.”

“Tomorrow. Tonight I just want to hold you.”

She curled against me. The phone buzzed again. I didn’t look.

“I’ll be in touch.”

I stared at the screen, then showed Emma. She read it, put the phone on the nightstand without a word.

“Not tonight,” she said.

I didn’t argue. I just pulled her closer and listened to her breathe.




Bound by Betrayal Book 2

The Performance


Chapter 1

The leaves were turning, but I wasn’t. I was still stuck in that night with David, watching him touch her under the table. Three weeks later, and I hadn’t moved.

The message came at 9:47 PM. I remember because I’d been staring at my phone for the past hour, willing it to buzz, terrified of what it might say.

“Meeting a friend. Don’t wait up.”

That was it. No name. No location. No “I love you.” Just the soft click of the front door and the sound of her heels on the sidewalk, fading.

Earlier that evening, she’d made dinner—spaghetti with meatballs, the same recipe her mother used to make. She’d been in a good mood, humming under her breath, her bare feet padding across the kitchen tile. I’d watched her from the couch, pretending to read a book.

“You’re doing it again,” she’d said, not even looking up.

“Doing what?”

“Looking at me like I’m about to disappear.”

I’d set the book down. “Maybe I’m worried you will.”

She’d laughed, tossed a dish towel at my face. “Help me set the table, you big pervert.”

That was three hours ago. Now the dishes were still in the sink, and she was putting on her heels by the door. Black stilettos. The ones she wore when she wanted to feel powerful.

I stood at the window for a long time after her car pulled away. The street was dark. The streetlight at the corner flickered once, twice, then held. Somewhere down the block, a dog barked. A car passed. The world kept going, indifferent to the fact that my girlfriend had just walked out the door in a dress so short I could see the curve of her ass when she bent to tie her shoes.

Black lace. I’d never seen that thong before. She must have bought it that afternoon, while I was at work. While I was sitting in my cubicle, staring at spreadsheets, thinking about her. She’d been out shopping. For him. For whoever was waiting for her.

I was already half-hard. My body knew what was happening before my brain could catch up.

But I couldn’t stop imagining her in that red dress—the one that clung to her hips like water, the one she’d worn to the company Christmas party, the one that made every man in the room forget his wife’s name.

She’d worn that dress tonight. For him.



I found her car in the parking lot behind the old brick building on Elm Street. The one with the broken sign that said “Lofts” but hadn’t been converted into anything but a place for college kids to smoke weed and fuck on the roof. I knew because I’d been there once. A lifetime ago. Before Emma.

The building was dark except for a single window on the third floor. Yellow light, the kind that came from a bare bulb. I sat in my car for a minute, my hands on the steering wheel, my palms slick with sweat.

I should leave. I thought it, but my body was already opening the door. I should drive home, pretend I never saw anything, pretend I didn’t know. Ignorance is bliss.

But I didn’t leave. I got out. I walked across the cracked asphalt, past a dumpster overflowing with black bags, past a fire escape that groaned under my weight when I climbed it. The metal bit into my palms. The rain started again, just a drizzle, just enough to wet my face and make the ladder slick.

The window was open a crack. I could hear voices. His voice, low and rough. And hers. Emma’s. That soft, breathy laugh she used when she was nervous. Or excited. I couldn’t tell anymore.

I pressed my eye to the gap.

The rain had stopped, but the air was still thick with moisture. I could smell her perfume—jasmine, the one she wore on special occasions. And underneath, something muskier. Sweat. Sex. Anticipation.

The room was bare. A mattress on the floor, a wooden chair, a lamp with no shade. The light was harsh, unforgiving, casting long shadows. Emma stood with her back to me. The red dress was already on the floor. Only the black lace thong and heels.

My mouth went dry.

The man—Shawn, I’d learn his name later—stood behind her. His fingers traced the line of her spine. From the base of her neck to the small of her back. He took his time. He knew I was there. I don’t know how I knew that, but I did. The way he angled his body, the way he looked at the window—not at me, but at the crack, the gap, the place where light bled out into the dark.

He was performing. For me.

I should have been angry. I was angry. But my hand was already on my cock, squeezing through the denim, desperate for friction.

Emma reached up and unhooked her bra. It fell to the floor. Her breasts—those perfect, heavy, milk-white breasts—swung free. The lamp caught the curve of them, the way they hung, her nipples tightening in the cool air. Shawn’s hands came around her, cupping them, lifting them. His fingers were thick, calloused, dark against her pale skin.

“You like that?” he murmured.

Emma didn’t answer. She just leaned her head back against his shoulder, closed her eyes, and let him touch her.

I was leaking. I could feel it, a hot spot spreading across the front of my boxers. I didn’t care. I pulled my cock out, wrapped my hand around it, and started to stroke. Slow. Matching the rhythm of his fingers on her breasts.

Shawn turned her around. He pushed her down onto the mattress. Emma went willingly, her legs parting, her heels digging into the thin blanket.

“You know he’s out there, don’t you?” he asked.

“I know.”

“Does that scare you?”

“No.”

“What does it do?”

She looked toward the window. Toward me. “It makes me wet.”

“Good girl. Then let’s give him a show.”

He knelt between her thighs, hooked his fingers into her thong and pulled. She lifted her hips. The thong slid down, over her ankles, and he tossed it aside.

Bare. Smooth. Shaved clean.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

She hesitated. Her thighs pressed together, then relaxed. “Shawn… I told you, this is the last time.”

“You said that last week.” He ran a finger along her slit. She was already wet. “Your body doesn’t lie, Emma.”

She closed her eyes. A single tear slid down her cheek. But she didn’t close her legs. Instead, she reached down and parted herself with her fingers. “Just… be gentle. And don’t tell Mark.”

“He’s not here.”

“He’s always here.” She looked toward the window. Toward me. “But I need this. I need to forget, just for tonight.”

Shawn lowered his head and put his mouth on her.

Emma cried out—soft, raw, real. Her hands flew to his hair, not pushing, but holding. “Oh, fuck. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I watched her hips buck off the mattress, her thighs tremble. She grabbed her own breasts, squeezing, pinching her nipples, rolling them between her thumb and forefinger. Her back arched. Her head thrashed.

And then she came. Her whole body seized. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. A gush of wetness soaked the blanket. Shawn didn’t stop. He kept his mouth on her, drinking her, working her through it.

I came too. Hot and thick, landing on my hand, dripping onto the fire escape, mixing with the rain. I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

When I looked again, Shawn was on top of her. He’d pushed her legs up, hooked her knees over his elbows, and was pressing into her. I could see it—the head of his dick, thick and dark, pushing past her slick lips. She was so wet that he slid in all the way on the first thrust. Emma moaned. A deep, guttural sound that vibrated through the glass.

“You see that?” Shawn said. He was looking at the window. At me. “You see how she takes it?”

Emma didn’t seem to hear him. She was lost. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open. Her hands were on his ass, pulling him deeper, her heels digging into his lower back.

“Tell me,” he said. He pulled out until only the tip was inside her, then shoved back in. Hard. The sound was wet, obscene. “Tell me you love it.”

“I love it,” Emma whimpered. “I love it. I love it. I love it.”

He fucked her faster. His hips slammed against hers, the wet smack of skin on skin filling the room. Her breasts bounced. Her heels kicked. The mattress slid across the floor.

“Look at him,” Shawn said. “Look at your boyfriend.”

Emma turned her head, eyes finding mine through the gap. “He’s watching.”

“He’s always watching, isn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“And you like that.”

“I love it.”

“Say it to him.”

Louder, toward the crack: “I love that you’re watching, Mark. I want you to see everything.”

He pulled out, flipped her over, dragged her up onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind. I could see everything: her ass rippled with each thrust, her cunt stretched around him, her wetness dripped down her inner thighs.

She smiled. A small, knowing smile. A smile that said: I know you’re here. I know you’re watching. I’ve always known.

And then she came again.

I didn’t even have to touch myself this time. I just watched her—her face contort, her mouth fall open, her eyes roll back—and I came in my pants like a fucking teenager.



I don’t know how long I stood there. Long enough for the rain to soak through my shirt. Long enough for my legs to go numb. Long enough for Shawn to finish, pull out, and collapse beside her on the mattress.

Emma got up. She walked to the window. Naked. Still glistening. She reached out and pushed the glass open wider.

“You should come inside,” she said. “You’ll catch cold.”

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I just stood there, staring at her—at the drying sweat on her chest, at the fresh bruises blooming on her hips, at the wetness still trickling down her thighs.

She leaned forward and kissed me. Her lips were warm. Her tongue tasted like salt and something else. Something darker.

“Go home,” she whispered. “I’ll be there soon.”

I went. I drove home with my hands shaking, my pants sticky, my mind a hurricane. I sat on the couch in the dark and waited.

She came home an hour later. She was wearing her coat, buttoned to the neck. She didn’t say anything. She just walked past me, into the bathroom, and turned on the shower.

I listened to the water run. I listened to her cry.

And in the morning, we ate breakfast like nothing had happened. She kissed me on the cheek. She said she loved me. She went to work.

I sat at the kitchen table, alone, and wondered if I’d ever stop wanting this.

I knew I wouldn’t.



The apartment was dark when Emma finally came home. I’d been sitting on the couch for two hours, the TV on mute, my phone in my hand, watching the minutes tick by. I’d made tea—chamomile, her favorite—but it sat cold on the coffee table. I’d lit a candle, the one that smelled like vanilla and sandalwood. I’d even put on her favorite playlist, some soft indie band she’d discovered last year.

I wanted to pretend. Just for one night. Just until she walked through the door.

But the candle burned down. The tea went cold. And when I heard her keys in the lock, I knew I couldn’t pretend anymore.

Then she was there, standing in the doorway, her dress still on—the tight one, the one that showed every curve. Her makeup was smudged around her eyes. Her hair was a mess.

She looked beautiful. She looked guilty.

“Hey,” she said, her voice too casual.

“Hey.”

She kicked off her heels and walked past me toward the kitchen. I watched her go. The dress rode up as she moved, showing the backs of her thighs. She wasn’t wearing panties. I could tell by the way the fabric clung.

“How was your night?” I asked.

She paused at the refrigerator, pulling out a bottle of water. “Fine. Just dinner with friends.”

A lie. A beautiful, flimsy lie.

I didn’t call her out. I just nodded. “Glad you had fun.”

She came back to the couch and sat down beside me. Her thigh pressed against mine, warm through the thin fabric of her dress. She smelled different. Not like her perfume. Like sex. Like him.

“You okay?” she asked, tilting her head.

“Yeah.” I turned to face her. “I’ve just been thinking.”

“About what?”

I reached out and touched her face. She leaned into my palm, her eyes closing for a second. “About us,” I said. “About what we want.”

Her eyes opened. She searched my face, looking for the trap. “What do you mean?”

I kissed her. Not gentle. Not soft. I pushed my tongue into her mouth and tasted him—whiskey and something else, something deeper. She moaned against my lips, and I felt her body relax into me.

“I know where you were tonight,” I said, pulling back just far enough to see her face.

Her eyes went wide. “Mark—”

“I’m not angry.” I kissed her neck, her collarbone, the hollow of her throat. “I want you to tell me.”

“Tell you what?”

“Everything.”

She stiffened. “You’re serious?”

“Never been more serious in my life.”

She looked down. “He picked me up after the restaurant. We went to his apartment.”

I slid my hand up her thigh. “Keep going.”

“He poured me a drink. Whiskey. I didn’t want it, but he said I looked tense. Like I needed to relax.”

My fingers found her bare pussy. “No panties. That’s new.”

“He told me not to wear any.”

I pressed my thumb against her clit. “Good girl. What happened next?”

“He kissed me. His hands were on my waist. He pushed me against the wall.”

“Like this?”

“Yes. Like that.”

I pulled my fingers out and brought them to my mouth. Sucked her juice off them, tasting him through her. Salty. Musky. Wrong. Perfect.

“Tell me about his cock. Was it bigger than mine?”

She hesitated. “Yes.”

“How much bigger?”

“I don’t know. Maybe two inches? Thicker, too.”

I stood and pulled her to her feet, yanked her dress over her head. She stood naked, dark hair spilling over her shoulders.

“Get on the bed.”

“Mark—”

“Get on the fucking bed.”

She went. I watched her climb onto the mattress, her round ass shifting. I unbuckled my belt, pulled down my pants, and followed.

I pushed her onto her stomach and lifted her hips. She spread her legs without being asked. Her cunt was still wet, still open. I could see how stretched she was—wider than usual, pink and swollen.

“He fucked you raw, didn’t he?” I said, pressing the head of my cock against her entrance.

“Yes.”

“Did he use a condom?”

A pause. Then: “No.”

I pushed inside her. She cried out—a sharp, broken sound. She was looser than usual, looser than she’d ever been. I could feel the difference. His dick had stretched her open, and now I was just sliding in without resistance.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “You feel so different.”

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered.

“Don’t be sorry.” I started to move, slow at first, watching my cock disappear into her wet cunt. “Tell me how he did it.”

“He had me on my hands and knees. Like this.”

I thrust deeper. “What else?”

“He pulled my hair. He called me a slut.”

“Are you a slut?”

She moaned, pushing back against me. “Yes.”

“Louder.”

“Yes! I’m a slut. I’m your slut.”

“Not my slut. His slut. You were his slut tonight.”

She came. I felt her cunt clench around my cock, her whole body shudder. She screamed into the pillow, and I kept fucking her through it, not slowing down, not stopping.

“When he was inside you,” I said, my voice ragged, “when he was filling you up—who were you thinking about?”

She didn’t answer.

“Who, Emma?”

“You.” She turned her head to look at me, her eyes wet with tears. “I was thinking about you watching.”

I came. Hard. I buried my cock as deep as it would go and emptied myself inside her, my cum mixing with his, filling her up all over again.

We collapsed onto the bed, our bodies tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air.

“You’re not disgusted?” she asked.

“No.”

“You should be.”

“Probably.”

She laughed, a small broken sound. “What kind of people are we?”

“I don’t know. But I don’t want to be anyone else.”

“He wants to see me again.”

My heart stopped. “And?”

“I told him I’d think about it.”

I looked at the ceiling. “Do you want to see him again?”

She lifted her head. “I want whatever you want.”

I thought about the crack in the door, the way she’d looked at me while he fucked her. “Then yes. See him again.”

She kissed my chest. “Thank you.”

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Her eyes were dark, wet, full of need.

“When he was inside you—when he was filling you up—who were you thinking about?”

“You.” She reached up and touched my face. “I was thinking about you watching. I was thinking about how angry you’d be. How jealous. And how much that turned me on.”

“So you did it for me?”

“I did it for us.”



The next morning, I woke up alone. The sheets beside me were cold. I heard the shower running, heard her humming through the door.

I sat up and looked at my phone.

A message from an unknown number.

“She tastes even better than she looks. When can I see her again?”

I stared at the screen. My thumb hovered over the keyboard.

Then I typed: “Friday. 8pm. Same place.”

Hit send.

Then I went to the bathroom, opened the door, and watched my wife through the fogged glass of the shower. She was touching herself. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open.

She didn’t know I was watching.

Or maybe she did.

Either way, I didn’t leave.



The leaves had started to turn, but inside my chest it was still summer—hot, suffocating, stuck.

The restaurant was the kind of place where the waiters wore ties and the menus didn’t have prices. David had chosen it, which meant he had money or wanted us to think he did. Either way, I didn’t care. I was watching Emma get dressed.

She stood in front of the mirror in nothing but a black thong, her hair still wet from the shower. Her skin was pale, almost glowing in the soft light of the bedroom. She was studying herself—turning left, then right, then left again—her hand on her hip, her lips pursed.

“That one,” I said, pointing to the dress on the bed.

Black, short, tight. The kind of dress that said fuck me without saying a word.

“No bra,” I said.

She glanced at me, a small smile playing on her lips. “I wasn’t planning on one.”

“And no panties.”

She laughed. “You’re obsessed.”

“I’m practical.”

She stepped into the dress, pulled it up over her hips. The fabric clung like water, outlining every curve. Her nipples pressed against the thin material, dark and hard. She turned to face me.

“How do I look?”

“Like you’re about to do something you’ll regret.”

“I don’t regret anything.”

She walked over to me, stood between my legs, and leaned down to kiss me. Her lips were soft, warm, tasted like cherry lip balm. I reached up and cupped her breast through the dress, felt her nipple stiffen against my palm.

“Later,” she whispered, pulling back. “We have a reservation.”



The restaurant was in the basement of an old hotel, all dark wood and low ceilings and candles flickering in red glass. David was already there, sitting in a corner booth with a view of the whole room. He stood when he saw us, his hand extended.

“Emma. Mark. So glad you could make it.”

His grip was firm, dry, professional. He was wearing a gray suit, no tie, the top button of his shirt undone.

We sat. Emma slid into the booth first, then me. David sat across from us, his back to the wall. A waiter appeared, poured water, took drink orders. Emma ordered wine. I ordered whiskey. David ordered the same.

“You look beautiful,” David said to Emma, his eyes moving slowly down her body.

“Thank you.”

“That dress is new?”

“No. Just… rarely worn.”

He smiled. “A shame. It should be worn more often.”

I watched his hand slide under the table. Emma’s breath caught, just slightly. Her cheeks flushed. She reached for her water glass, took a sip.

“How was your week?” she asked, her voice steady, almost casual.

“Busy. Work. Travel. The usual.” David’s hand disappeared. I couldn’t see what he was doing, but I could see Emma’s face. Her lips parted. Her eyes fluttered.

“And you?” he asked. “How’s the job search?”

“Ongoing,” she said. “I have an interview next week.”

“You’ll get it. You’re too smart not to.”

David asked Emma about her thesis. She talked for five minutes about data models and regression analysis, her hands moving as she explained. He nodded, asked intelligent questions. For a moment, they looked like any two graduate students discussing work.

“You’re really smart,” David said. “Not just beautiful. Smart.”

Emma blushed. “Thanks. Mark says that too.”

“Mark is a lucky guy.”

“I’m the lucky one,” she said quietly. And then, under the table, her hand found mine.



David: “Tell me about the first time you watched, Mark.”

Mark (setting down his glass): “What do you mean?”

David: “The first time you saw Emma with someone else. Were you angry? Hard? Both?”

Emma (reaching under the table, touching Mark’s thigh): “He doesn’t like to talk about it.”

David: “That’s why I’m asking. People only avoid talking about things that still burn.”

Mark (looking at David): “I was hard. I hated it. I wanted more.”

David: “And now?”

Mark: “Now I know what I am.”

David: “What’s that?”

Mark: “The man who watches.”

David (smiling, raising his glass): “To the man who watches.”

His hand moved. Emma’s thigh pressed against mine under the table. She shifted in her seat, crossing her legs, then uncrossing them.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Fine,” she said. “Just warm.”

The waiter brought the wine. David raised his glass. “To new friends.”

We drank.



The appetizers came. Oysters on a bed of ice, each one glistening, briny, obscene. David picked one up, tilted his head back, and swallowed it whole. Then he picked up another and held it out to Emma.

“Open,” he said.

She did. Her lips parted, pink and wet. He slid the oyster into her mouth. She closed her eyes, swallowed, and licked her lips.

“Good?” he asked.

“Very.”

Under the table, David’s hand had found Emma’s thigh. I could see the shape of it through the thin fabric of her dress—his fingers splayed wide, his thumb pressing into the soft skin just above her knee. She wasn’t pulling away. She was leaning into him, her body tilted slightly in his direction.

“Tell me about your first time,” David said.

Emma laughed. “With you?”

“No. With anyone.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “I was seventeen. He was older. It wasn’t good.”

“What was bad about it?”

“Everything. He didn’t know what he was doing. Neither did I.”

“And now?”

She looked at me. “Now I know.”

David’s hand moved higher. I saw Emma’s thighs part, just slightly. Her breath came faster.

“Mark,” she said, her voice low. “Tell him about the first time you saw me.”

I cleared my throat. “She was dancing. In the studio. I was watching.”

“Were you hard?” David asked.

“Yes.”

“Did she know?”

“Not then.”

Emma laughed. “I knew. I always knew.”

Under the table, David’s fingers had reached the hem of her dress. He pushed it up, just an inch, just enough to expose the pale skin of her upper thigh. I could see his hand now—dark against her white flesh, his thumb tracing the line of her hip.

“Excuse me,” Emma said suddenly. “I need to use the restroom.”

She stood up, smoothed her dress, and walked away. I watched her go. David watched her go. Then he looked at me.

“You’re very lucky,” he said.

“I know.”



David (leaning against the counter while Mark gets another drink): “You like this, don’t you?”

Mark: “Like what?”

David: “Watching. I can see it in your eyes. You’re not here because you’re scared. You’re here because you’re hungry.”

Mark: “Is that supposed to be an insult?”

David: “No. It’s a compliment.” He smiled. “You’re not a victim, Mark. You’re a connoisseur.”

Mark: “And what are you?”

David: “I’m the performer. You’re the audience. Without you, I’m just another guy fucking a pretty girl. With you watching, it’s art.”

Mark: “You’re full of shit.”

David: “Probably. But you’re still hard.”



Emma came back a few minutes later. Her face was flushed, her lipstick slightly smeared. She slid back into the booth, closer to me this time, her body pressed against mine.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Perfect,” she said.

Under the table, her hand found my cock. It was already hard. She squeezed it once, then let go.

David was watching us. He knew. He always knew.

The main course came. Steak for me, fish for Emma, pasta for David. We ate. We talked. The conversation was light, meaningless—movies, music, the weather. But under the table, the real conversation was happening.

David’s hand was on Emma’s thigh again. Higher this time. I could see her dress bunched up around her hips, her legs spread just enough to give him access. Her breathing was shallow, her chest rising and falling with each quiet gasp.

“You’re very quiet, Mark,” he said. “Something wrong?”

“No.”

“You’re not eating.”

“Not hungry.”

Emma’s hand found my thigh. She squeezed. I looked down. Her fingers were trembling.

David put down his fork. He wiped his mouth with his napkin. Then he leaned back in the booth and smiled.

“Emma,” he said. “Would you like to come over here?”

She hesitated. Just for a second. Then she slid out of the booth and walked around the table. She sat down next to David, her body close to his. His arm went around her waist, his hand resting on her hip.

I watched. My whiskey was empty again. I didn’t order another.

David whispered something in Emma’s ear. She nodded. Then she reached down and unzipped his pants.

I couldn’t see what she was doing—the tablecloth was too long, the lights too low. But I could imagine. Her hand sliding inside his boxers. Her fingers wrapping around his dick. The slow, steady stroke of her palm.

Emma’s face was flushed. Her lips were parted. Her eyes were on me.

“You’re doing it again,” she said.

“Doing what?”

“Looking at me like I’m the only thing in the room.”

David laughed. He put his hand on the back of her head, gently, almost tenderly. Then he pushed.

Emma’s head disappeared under the table.

My cock throbbed. I could hear the sounds—wet, soft, rhythmic—her mouth on him. Her swallowing, gagging, taking him deeper.

A waiter walked past. He didn’t look under the table. He didn’t notice. No one did.

David’s eyes were closed. His hand was still on Emma’s head, guiding her, controlling her. His breathing was heavy, uneven.

“Look at me,” I said.

He opened his eyes. They were dark, unfocused.

“She’s good at this,” he said. “Did you teach her?”

“No.”

“Then she’s a natural.”

Under the table, Emma gagged. I heard her cough, heard her pull off, heard her say something I couldn’t understand. David laughed.

“She wants to know if she can come up,” he said. “What do you think?”

“I think she should stay down there a little longer.”

David’s smile widened. He pushed Emma’s head back down.

The sounds continued. Wet. Relentless. I watched David’s face—his jaw tightened, his nostrils flared. He was close. I could see it.

“Mark,” he said, his voice strained. “Do you want to watch her swallow?”

“Yes.”

He pulled Emma up by her hair. Her face was wet, her lipstick smeared, her chin glistening. David’s dick was still in her hand, thick and hard, the head purple and shiny.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

She did. He stroked himself once, twice, three times. His cum hit her tongue, her lips, her cheek. She swallowed what she could. The rest dripped down her chin.

David tucked himself back into his pants. He stood up, dropped a stack of bills on the table, and walked away without another word.

Emma sat there, her face a mess, her dress bunched around her hips. She looked at me.

“Take me home,” she said.



In the car, before driving, she unzipped my pants, pulled my cock out. But then she stopped.

“Mark… I’m not sure I can do this. Not here. Not with people outside.”

“Then don’t.” I touched her face. “We can go home. We can forget tonight.”

She bit her lip. Then she leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock. “No. I want to. I want to be bad. Just for tonight.”

She took me into her mouth. The car windows were fogged. The parking lot was dark. She sucked me slowly, her tongue flat against the underside, her hand pumping what she couldn’t reach. I watched her head bob, her hair spill over my thighs.

I came in her mouth. She swallowed and wiped her lips.

“You didn’t touch yourself,” she said.

“You told me not to.”

“Good boy. But you wanted to.”

“Yes.”

“What were you thinking about?”

I started the car. “About how his hand looked on your hair. About how your throat moved when you swallowed.”

“And did you like it?”

“I loved it.”

“Then drive faster.”



We didn’t talk on the drive home. Emma stared out the window, her hand on my thigh. The city was dark, the streets empty. I kept my eyes on the road, my hands steady on the wheel.

When we got home, she didn’t go to the bathroom. She went straight to the bedroom and stood at the foot of the bed, her back to me.

“Take off my dress,” she said.

I did. The zipper went down slowly, tooth by tooth. The dress fell to the floor. She was wearing nothing underneath. Her body was pale, perfect, still wet with sweat and spit and cum.

“Turn around,” I said.

She did. Her breasts were full, her nipples hard. Between her legs, her cunt was slick, swollen, ready.

“I kissed him,” she said.

“How was it?”

“Different.” She walked toward me, her hand already on my belt. “His lips were softer. His tongue… eager. But I closed my eyes and pretended it was you.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like him watching?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like me watching?”

She stepped closer, her hand on my chest. “I loved it.”

I pushed her onto the bed. She fell back, her legs spreading, her arms reaching for me. I didn’t take off my clothes. I just knelt between her legs and buried my face in her cunt.

She tasted like him. Salty, bitter, wrong. I licked her anyway. I licked her clit, her lips, the inside of her thighs. She moaned, her hands in my hair, her hips bucking against my face.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. I pushed two fingers inside her, curled them, stroked her G-spot. She screamed, her body arching off the bed, her cunt clenching around my fingers.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

I pulled away. She whimpered, reached for me, but I stood up and took off my clothes. My cock was hard, leaking, aching.

“On your hands and knees,” I said.

She turned over, her ass in the air, her cunt wet and open. I knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, and pushed inside her in one smooth stroke.

“Yes,” she hissed.

I fucked her hard, fast, my hips slapping against her ass. The bed creaked. The headboard banged against the wall. She was making sounds now—little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“Whose are you?” I asked.

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours.”

“Then why do you taste like him?”

She didn’t answer. She just pushed back against me, harder, deeper. I reached around, grabbed her breast, squeezed it. Her nipple was hard between my fingers.

“Because I wanted to,” she said. “Because you wanted me to.”

I came. It tore out of me, hot and violent, flooding her cunt. She came with me, her body convulsing, her mouth open in a silent scream.

We collapsed onto the bed, tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know you do.”

She smiled against my chest.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I didn’t need to look to know who it was.

Emma reached for it, read the screen. “He says he had a good time.”

“I’m sure he did.”

“He wants to see us again.”

I took the phone from her, put it back on the nightstand. “Tomorrow,” I said. “Tonight, I just want to hold you.”

She curled against me, her head on my chest. Her body was warm, soft, still slick with sweat. I stroked her hair, felt her breathing slow.

“Mark,” she whispered.

“What?”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For letting me be who I am.”

I didn’t answer. I just held her tighter.

The phone buzzed again. I didn’t look.

But I didn’t turn it off, either.



Three weeks after the dinner with David. Late October. The leaves were gone now, and the rain had turned to something colder—not yet snow, but close.

The hotel was called The Morrison, which meant nothing to me. It was on the outskirts of the city, near the airport, the kind of place where people went to sleep or fuck or hide. The parking lot was half empty. The lobby was dark. A bored-looking man at the front desk handed me a key card without asking my name.

“Room 412,” he said. “Your wife already checked in.”

I took the elevator to the fourth floor. The hallway was quiet, the carpet worn, the lights dim. I found room 412 and stood outside the door for a long moment, my hand on the knob, my heart pounding.

I didn’t go in.

Emma had told me to wait. To listen. Not to watch. Not yet.

Room 414 was next door. I slid the key card into the lock, pushed the door open, and stepped inside. It was small—a bed, a nightstand, a window with the blinds drawn. A chair in the corner. A bathroom with a flickering light.

I sat in the chair. My hands were shaking. I was already hard.

The hotel room was cheap—faded floral wallpaper, a humming mini-fridge, a bed with a mattress so thin I could feel the springs through the sheets. A Gideon’s Bible in the nightstand drawer. A dead fly on the windowsill.

I thought about the first time Emma and I had stayed in a hotel. It was our six-month anniversary. She’d worn a red lace teddy and we’d made love until three in the morning. Afterward, we’d ordered room service and eaten pancakes in bed, laughing about nothing.

Now she was next door with another man.

I glanced around the room. On the nightstand was a dog-eared magazine—something cheap, the kind sold at gas stations. I flipped it open. Photos of women, legs spread, faces blurred. They could have been anyone. They could have been Emma.

I thought about her next door. Naked. Spread. Real.

I closed the magazine and tossed it aside.

“This is what they sell,” I muttered. “But she’s giving it away for free.”

My cock ached. I pressed my palm against it through my jeans.

“For you,” I corrected myself. “She’s giving it to you.”

I looked at the wall between the rooms. It was thin. I could hear everything.

I waited.



Phone call from Emma, before she enters Liam’s room

Emma (voice low, barely a whisper): “Are you in 414?”

Mark: “Yes.”

Emma: “Can you hear me?”

Mark: “Not yet. The walls are thick.”

Emma: “They won’t be thick enough.”

Mark: “You don’t have to do this.”

Emma: “I want to. I want to show him what I am. And I want you to hear it.”

Mark: “Then go. I’ll be here.”

Emma: “Don’t hang up.”

Mark: “I won’t.”

(A pause. He hears her knock on a door, a man’s voice—Liam’s—welcoming her in.)

Emma (whispering into the phone before slipping it into her purse): “I love you.”

Mark: “I know you do.”

The line goes dead.



I heard her first. Emma’s voice, low and soft, coming through the wall. She was laughing at something Liam said. Then the sound of a cork popping. Wine. Two glasses being filled.

“To new friends,” Liam said.

“To new friends,” Emma repeated.

I heard the clink of glasses. A pause. Then the sound of a kiss.

Not a peck. Not a quick kiss. A long, slow, wet kiss. I could hear their mouths opening, their tongues sliding. I could hear Emma’s soft moan.

My hand moved to my belt. I unbuckled it. I didn’t take off my pants. I just unzipped and pulled my cock out. It was already leaking, a bead of pre-cum glistening on the tip.

“You’re nervous,” Liam said.

“A little,” Emma said.

“Don’t be.”

Another kiss. Longer this time. I heard the rustle of clothes—fabric sliding against skin, a zipper going down.

“Stand up,” Liam said. “Let me look at you.”

I heard Emma’s heels on the floor. Then silence.

“You’re beautiful,” Liam said.

“Thank you.”

“Turn around.”

She did. I could imagine it—her body rotating slowly, her arms at her sides, her breasts bare, her pussy shaved smooth.

“On the bed,” Liam said. “On your back.”

The mattress creaked. Emma sighed.

“Spread your legs.”

She did. I heard the sheets rustle. I heard her breath catch.

“You’re so wet,” Liam said.

“For you.”

“For me? Or for him?”

A pause. Then Emma’s voice, low and steady: “For both of you.”



“Yes,” Emma said. “I’m always thinking about him.”

“Does that bother you?”

“No. It makes it easier.” She paused. “I told Mark I was going to a work conference. He thinks I’m in another city.”

“And what would he think if he knew you were here?”

“He’d be angry. And then he’d be hard.” She laughed—a soft, bitter sound. “He’s complicated.”

“So are you.”

“I know.”

I heard Liam’s clothes hit the floor. His belt buckle clinked. His zipper opened. Then I heard the bed shift under his weight.

“Look at me,” he said.

Emma didn’t answer. I heard her breathing change—faster, shallower.

“You’re thinking about him,” Liam said. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” His voice was close now, right next to her ear. “I want you to think about him. I want you to think about him listening.”

I pressed my ear to the wall. My dick was leaking onto my hand. I stroked it slowly, matching the rhythm of their breathing.

Liam kissed her again. I could hear it—wet, hungry, desperate. Emma moaned into his mouth.

“Touch yourself,” Liam said.

I heard her hand move between her legs. The sound was soft, slick, obscene.

“Are you wet?”

“Yes.”

“How wet?”

“Soaking.”

Liam laughed. It was a low, rough sound. “Good girl.”

He moved down her body. I could hear his lips on her skin—her neck, her collarbone, her breast. She gasped when he took her nipple into his mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered.

He sucked harder. She moaned, her back arching off the bed.

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You like my mouth on your tits?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I like your mouth on my tits. I like the way you suck them. I like the way you bite.”

He bit her. She cried out—a sharp, breathless sound.

“Did he ever do that?” Liam asked.

“No.”

“Good. I want to be the first.”

He moved lower. I heard his lips on her stomach, her hips, the inside of her thighs. She was spreading her legs wider—I could hear the sheets stretching.

“Please,” she said.

“Please what?”

“Please eat my pussy.”

She reached down and parted herself with her fingers. “Like this?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Because I want you to see everything. I want Mark to hear everything.”

The sound of his mouth on her was like nothing I’d ever heard. Wet. Loud. Relentless. He was licking her in long, slow strokes from her opening to her clit and back down. She was moaning, gasping, saying my name.

“Mark,” she said. “Oh, fuck, Mark.”

Liam didn’t stop. He didn’t tell her to be quiet. He just kept eating her, sucking her, fucking her with his tongue.

I stroked my dick faster. My hand was wet, my pants were wet, the chair was wet.

“I’m close,” Emma said.

“Not yet.”

“I can’t help it.”

“Yes, you can.”

He slowed down. He licked her clit in lazy circles, just barely touching it, teasing it. She whimpered.

“Please,” she said.

“Please what?”

“Please let me come.”

“Not until I say.”

He pushed two fingers inside her. I heard her gasp, heard her pussy squelch around his hand. He curled his fingers, stroked her G-spot, and she screamed.

“Right there,” she begged. “Right there, don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He fucked her with his fingers and licked her clit and she came with a scream—loud, raw, animal. I came with her, hot and thick, spilling over my hand.

I sat there in the dark, my chest heaving, my cock softening. Through the wall, I heard Emma breathing, heard Liam whispering something I couldn’t understand.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“For what?”

“For you to fuck me.”

The bed creaked again. Liam moved between her legs. I heard him position himself, heard Emma’s sharp intake of breath.

“Look at me,” he said.

“I’m looking.”

“Whose cock is this?”

“Yours.”

“Say it.”

“It’s yours. It’s your cock.”

He pushed inside her. She cried out—a long, low moan that vibrated through the wall. He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in. The sound was wet, obscene.

“Oh, fuck,” Emma gasped.

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You like my cock?”

“Yes.”

“You like knowing your husband can hear?”

She moaned. “Yes.”

He fucked her harder, faster. The headboard banged against the wall. I could hear every thrust—the slap of his hips against her thighs, the wet squelch of her pussy, her ragged breathing.

“Tell me,” he said. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“I am fucking you.”

“Harder.”

He fucked her harder. She screamed.

“Like that?”

“Yes. Yes. Don’t stop.”

I was hard again. My hand was back on my cock. I listened to them—to the sounds of him taking her, of her taking him, of the bed shaking, of the walls vibrating.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

“I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.”

He pulled out. She whimpered. He told her to turn over, to get on her hands and knees. I heard her move, heard him position himself behind her.

“Look at the wall,” he said. “Look at where he is.”

She didn’t answer. He pushed inside her from behind. She cried out.

“Now,” he said. “Now you can come.”

She came with a scream. I came with her, my cum hitting my chest, my stomach, the floor.

I sat there in the dark, my chest heaving, my cock softening. Through the wall, I heard Emma breathing, heard Liam whispering.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“For what?”

“For me to fuck you again.”

She laughed. “You’re insatiable.”

“You make me that way.”

I heard the bed creak again, felt the wall vibrate. I was hard again before I even touched myself.

Then my phone buzzed. Emma.

“He’s inside me,” the message read.

I typed back with shaking fingers: “How does it feel?”

A long pause. Then: “Big. Full. Different.”

“Different how?”

“Not you.”

I read those two words again and again. My cock throbbed. I wanted to be angry. Instead, I typed: “Then think of me.”

She didn’t reply. But through the wall, I heard her moan my name.

I sat there in the dark, my body shaking, my mind spinning.

Through the wall, I heard Emma crying.

Not from pain. Not from sadness. From something else—something I couldn’t name.

Liam whispered to her. I couldn’t hear the words. But I heard her stop crying. I heard her laugh.

Then I heard her say my name.

“Mark. He’s still there.”

“I know,” Liam said.

“He’s always there.”

“That’s why you love him.”

She didn’t answer. But I heard her kiss him. And I heard him kiss her back.

I sat in the dark and listened to them fuck again. And again. And again.

I didn’t sleep.

I didn’t leave.

I just listened.

And when the sun came up, I was still there, my hand on my cock, my ear to the wall, waiting for her to come home.




Chapter 2

The door opened at 6:47 AM. I know because I’d been watching the clock since 3, when the bed beside me went cold and I realized she wasn’t coming home until dawn.

I’d made coffee—strong, black, the way she liked it. I’d set out a clean towel and a glass of water with two aspirin. I’d even folded her favorite blanket over the back of the couch.

I didn’t know why I was being so thoughtful. Maybe because I felt guilty for enjoying it. Maybe because I was trying to pretend that everything was normal.

When the key turned in the lock, I held my breath.

Emma stepped inside, closed the door behind her, and leaned against it. Her hair was a mess—tangled, knotted, still damp from a shower she’d probably taken to wash him off. Her dress was the same one she’d left in, but it was wrinkled, twisted, the zipper only half up. She wasn’t wearing shoes. Her feet were bare, pale, the nails still painted the same pink as yesterday.

She looked at me. I was sitting on the couch, still in my clothes from last night. I hadn’t slept. Couldn’t.

“You’re up,” she said.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Me neither.”

She walked toward me, slow, her hips swaying. The dress rode up with each step, showing the backs of her thighs. I could see marks there—finger-shaped bruises, purple against her white skin. His fingers. I felt my stomach turn and my cock twitch at the same time.

She stopped in front of me. I didn’t stand. I just looked up at her.

“How was it?” I asked.

“Good.”

“Just good?”

She bit her lip. “Better than good.”

My hand moved on its own, reaching up to touch her thigh. The skin was warm, soft. I traced the bruises with my thumb. She flinched, then relaxed.

“He was rough,” I said.

“I asked him to be.”

“Why?”

She knelt down in front of me, her face level with mine. “Because I wanted to feel it tomorrow. I wanted to feel him when I came home to you.”

I kissed her. Hard. My tongue pushed into her mouth, and I tasted him there—bitter, salty, wrong. I didn’t pull away. I kissed her deeper, my hand moving up her thigh, under her dress, finding her bare pussy. She was wet. Slick. Not from me.

“He didn’t use a condom,” I said.

“No.”

“Did he come inside you?”

“Yes.”

I pushed two fingers inside her. She gasped. Her pussy was loose, open, still wet with his cum. I could feel it—slippery, warm, leaking out of her.

“I want you to clean me up,” she whispered. “Like you promised.”

I pulled my fingers out, brought them to my mouth, and sucked them clean. I tasted him. Salty. Musky. Disgusting. Perfect.

“Not like that,” she said. “With your mouth. Down there.”

She stood up, pulled her dress over her head, and let it fall. She was naked underneath. Her body was covered in marks—hickeys on her neck, bite marks on her shoulders, finger-shaped bruises on her hips. Between her legs, her cunt was red, swollen, glistening with his cum.

I knelt on the floor. She spread her legs, wide, and I buried my face between them.

I licked her. I licked his cum off her lips, off her clit, off the inside of her thighs. She tasted like him—sweat and sex and something else, something that was just her. Her hands were in my hair, pulling, guiding. She moaned, her hips grinding against my face.

“That’s it,” she said. “Clean me up. Make me yours again.”

I licked deeper, pushing my tongue inside her. She cried out, her legs shaking. I felt her pussy clench around my tongue, felt her cum—not his, hers—flood my mouth.

“I’m close,” she gasped.

“Not yet.”

I pulled away, stood up, and pushed her onto the couch. She fell back, her legs still spread, her cunt wet and open.

“On your hands and knees,” I said.

She turned over, her ass in the air. Her pussy was still dripping, a thick white string of his cum hanging from her lips. I knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, and pushed inside her in one hard stroke.

She screamed. Not a word—just a sound. Raw. Animal.

I fucked her hard. Each thrust slammed her into the couch, made her breasts bounce, made her claw at the cushions. The sound was wet, obscene, his cum mixing with mine, leaking out of her and down her thighs.

“Whose are you?” I asked.

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours.”

“Then why do you taste like him?”

She didn’t answer. She just pushed back against me, harder, deeper. I reached around, grabbed her breast, squeezed it. Her nipple was hard between my fingers.

“Because you wanted me to,” she said. “Because you told me to go.”

“I didn’t tell you to let him come inside you.”

“No.” She moaned. “That was my choice.”

I pulled out. She whimpered at the loss, but I flipped her over before she could protest. On her back now, her legs spread, her cunt red and raw. I positioned myself between her legs and entered her again.

This angle was different. Slower. Deeper. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer. Her nails dug into my back.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Her eyes were wet, her lips swollen, her cheeks flushed.

“Did you think about me?” I asked.

“When?”

“When he was inside you. When he came. Did you think about me?”

“Yes.” She reached up, touched my face. “I always think about you.”

I fucked her harder, faster. The couch creaked. Her breasts bounced with each thrust.

“He asked me who I was thinking about,” she said, her voice ragged. “Right before he came. I told him your name.”

“What did he say?”

“He said, ‘Good. That’s how it should be.’”

I came. It tore out of me, hot and violent, flooding her cunt. She came with me, her body convulsing, her mouth open in a silent scream.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air. The room was light now, the sun up, the street outside waking up.

“I need to tell you something,” she said.

“What?”

“I liked it. Not just the sex. The danger. The feeling that someone might catch us. That you might hear.” She traced a circle on my chest. “Does that make me a bad person?”

“No.”

“You’re just saying that.”

“I’m saying it because it’s true.” I kissed her forehead. “We’re both complicated. That’s why we work.”

I lay there, holding her, and for the first time I didn’t pretend I was a victim. I had told her to go. I had watched. I had come, twice. If there was a crime here, I was an accessory.

I thought about the bruises on her hips—Liam’s fingerprints. I thought about the cum still leaking out of her, mixing with mine on the couch cushion. I thought about how my cock had been hard the whole time she told me about him.

“You’re a pervert,” I whispered to myself.

Emma didn’t hear. Or if she did, she didn’t argue.



Before she went to the bathroom, I grabbed her wrist. “Wait.”

I looked at her body. The bruises on her hips. The red marks on her lower back—four fingertip impressions.

“He held you hard,” I said.

“I asked him to.”

I touched each mark with my thumb. “He was bigger than me.”

She didn’t deny it. “Yes.”

“How much?”

“An inch. Maybe more. Thicker, too.”

“Did it hurt?”

“A little. In a good way.” She pulled away and walked to the bathroom. “Now clean me up. All of me.”

She disappeared into the shower. I waited until the water was running, then opened the bathroom door. Steam fogged the glass. Her silhouette moved behind it—her hands in her hair, her head tilted back.

I knelt and picked up the clothes she’d left on the floor. Her dress. Her thong—soaked, the fabric dark. I pressed it to my face and inhaled.

Liam’s cologne. Her sweat. The faint, musky scent of sex.

I shoved the thong in my pocket and stood up.

The shower stopped. She pulled back the curtain.

“Find what you were looking for?” she asked.

“Not yet.” I stepped closer and turned her around. “Tell me about him.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Everything.”



Later, after the shower, we lay in bed. She curled against me, her head on my chest.

Emma: “I need to tell you something.”

Mark: “What?”

Emma: “I have feelings for him.”

My heart stopped. Then it started again, faster, harder.

Mark: “What kind of feelings?”

She was quiet for a moment. Emma: “I don’t know. Not love. Not yet. But something.”

I looked at her. She was crying—silent tears, running down her cheeks, into her hair.

Mark: “Are you going to leave me?”

Emma: “No.” She shook her head. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Mark: “Then what are you saying?”

Emma: “I’m saying I don’t want to stop.” She sat up, took my hands. “I don’t want to stop seeing him. And I’m scared that makes me a bad person.”

I pulled her to me, held her tight. Her body was shaking.

Mark: “You’re not a bad person.”

Emma: “Then what am I?”

Mark: “You’re my wife. And I love you.”

She cried harder, her face buried in my chest. I held her until she stopped.

When she pulled back, her eyes were red, her cheeks wet.

Emma: “What do we do?”

I thought about it. About Liam. About his hands on her. About the way she’d said his name.

Mark: “We keep going. We figure it out.”

Emma: “Together?”

Mark: “Together.”

She kissed me. Soft this time, not hungry. Almost sweet.

Emma: “I love you.”

Mark: “I love you too.”



One week later. November. The first frost of the season had turned the grass white, and the mornings were too dark to wake up to.

The sun was low in the sky, casting long shadows across our bedroom floor. Emma sat on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed, her hands folded in her lap. She was wearing one of my old t-shirts, white, thin, the fabric worn soft from a hundred washes. Her hair was still damp from the shower. She smelled like soap and something else—something clean, something her.

I sat across from her in the wooden chair by the window. The one I’d sat in a hundred times, watching her sleep, watching her dress, watching her leave. Now it was my turn to be watched.

“You made coffee?” she asked, nodding at the cup on the nightstand.

“Yeah. With cream and sugar. The way you like it.”

She smiled—a small, tired smile. “Thanks.”

She took a sip. I watched her throat move. For a moment, we were just a normal couple, having a normal morning.

“We need to talk,” she said.

“I know.”

“Not about him. About us.”

I nodded. She was quiet for a moment, her eyes on the floor. Then she looked up at me.

“I’m not going to stop,” she said. “I don’t want to stop.”

“I know.”

“Does that scare you?”

“Yes.”

“But you don’t want me to stop either.”

I shook my head. “No.”

She uncrossed her legs, stood up, and walked to the window. Her back was to me, the t-shirt riding up just enough to show the curve of her ass. I watched her, my hands on my knees, my heart pounding.

“Then we need rules,” she said.

“What kind of rules?”

She turned. “No more strangers. Only people we know. People we trust.”

“That’s a short list.”

“Then we’ll make it longer.” She walked back to the bed, sat down again. “And I get to choose. Not you. Not him. Me.”

“Okay.”

“And you don’t watch alone. You watch with me. Or not at all.”

“Okay.”

She was quiet again, her eyes searching mine. “Do you agree?”

“Yes.”

She smiled—a small, tentative smile. “Good.”



Mark: “What about when I’m not there?”

Emma: “Then I don’t do it. No more secrets.”

Mark: “And if I want to watch but you don’t want me to?”

Emma: “Then I don’t do it. That’s the deal. You’re not a spectator in my life. You’re the reason.”

Mark: “What if one day you don’t want to come home?”

Emma (coming closer, kneeling in front of him): “That won’t happen. Because home isn’t an apartment. Home is you watching.”

Mark: “That’s twisted.”

Emma: “I know. That’s why it works.”



“What kind of rules?” I asked again, though I’d heard her.

“No more strangers. Only people we know. People we trust.”

“That’s a short list.”

“Then we’ll make it longer.” She uncrossed her legs, stood up, walked to the window. Her back was to me. “And I get to choose. Not you. Not him. Me.”

“Okay.”

“And you don’t watch alone. You watch with me. Or not at all.”

“Okay.”

She turned. Her eyes were red. “And if I ever feel like I’m losing myself—if I ever feel like this is ruining us—you have to promise to stop me.”

“I promise.”

“Even if you’re hard. Even if you want to watch.”

“Even then.”

“Come here,” she said.

I stood up, walked to the bed, and sat down beside her. She reached out, took my hand, and placed it on her thigh. Her skin was warm, soft, smooth.

“I need to feel you,” she said.

“I’m right here.”

“No.” She pulled my hand higher, under the hem of the t-shirt. “I need to feel you.”

I slid my hand up her thigh, over her hip, to the waistband of her panties. She wasn’t wearing any. Her skin was bare, smooth, waxed clean. I could feel the heat of her, the wetness already starting.

“You’re wet,” I said.

“I’ve been wet all day.”

“Since the restaurant?”

“Since before the restaurant. Since the first time.” She leaned into me, her mouth at my ear. “Since you.”

I kissed her. Soft at first, then harder, my tongue sliding against hers. She tasted like mint and coffee and something else—something that was just her. My hand moved between her legs, my fingers finding her clit. She gasped, her hips bucking against my hand.

“Not yet,” she said. “Slow.”

I slowed down. I circled her clit with my thumb, gently, lazily, watching her face. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, her breathing shallow.

“Tell me what you want,” I said.

“I want you to fuck me.” She opened her eyes. “But not hard. Not fast. I want to feel every inch of you.”

I pushed her back onto the bed, laid her down, and knelt between her legs. The t-shirt had ridden up, exposing her breasts. Her nipples were hard, dark, waiting. I lowered my head and took one in my mouth.

She moaned, her hands in my hair. I sucked gently, flicking my tongue across the tip, then harder, drawing it out. Her back arched, her hips pressing against mine.

“Please,” she whispered.

I moved down her body, kissing her stomach, her hips, the inside of her thighs. She spread her legs wider, her cunt open and wet and pink. I buried my face between her legs and licked her.

She tasted like honey and salt. I licked her clit, her lips, her opening. I pushed my tongue inside her, felt her clench around me. Her hands twisted in the sheets, her moans growing louder.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Please don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. I licked her faster, harder, sucking her clit into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue. She came with a cry, her body arching, her thighs clamping around my head. I kept licking her through it, not letting up, until she pushed me away.

“Too much,” she gasped. “Too much.”

I climbed up her body, positioned myself between her legs, and pressed my cock against her entrance. She was so wet that I slid inside her with one slow thrust.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

I held still for a moment, letting her feel me. Her inner walls clenched around my cock, hot and tight. I watched her face—her brow furrowed, her mouth fell open, her eyes fluttered closed.

“Look at me,” I said.

She opened her eyes. They were dark, wet, full of need.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too.”

I began to move. Slow at first, deep strokes that made her breath catch. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer. Her nails dug into my back.

“Harder,” she said.

“Not yet.”

I kept the same pace, slow and deliberate, watching my cock disappear into her, watching her pink flesh stretch around me. She was making sounds now—little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“Please,” she said. “Please, Mark.”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me harder.”

I sped up, thrusting deeper, faster. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced with each stroke. Her head thrashed from side to side.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

I reached down, found her clit, and rubbed it in circles. She came with a scream, her body convulsing around mine. I came with her, my cock pulsing inside her, filling her with my cum.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air. The room was dark, the only light coming from the street outside. I could hear her breathing, slow and steady, her heart beating against my chest.

“That was different,” she said.

“Different how?”

“Different good.” She lifted her head, looked at me. “We’ve never done that before. Slow. Gentle. Like we were making love.”

“We were making love.”

“I know.” She kissed my chest. “I liked it.”

“Me too.”



She was quiet for a moment. Then: “Mark.”

“What?”

“Thank you. For not running away. For staying.”

I held her tighter. “I’m not going anywhere.”

We didn’t sleep. We lay there, holding each other, talking about nothing. The future. The dog we might get someday. The trip to Italy we still hadn’t taken.

Emma: “Mark.”

Mark: “What?”

Emma: “Thank you.”

Mark: “For what?”

Emma: “For staying.”

I kissed her forehead. Mark: “I’m not going anywhere.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it.

“I’m not giving up. But I’ll wait. For as long as it takes.”

Emma looked at the screen. Emma: “Liam?”

Mark: “Yeah.”

Emma: “What are you going to say?”

I thought about it. About his hands on her. About the way she’d said his name in the quiet. About the fear in his eyes when she chose me.

“I know.”

I hit send.

Emma took the phone from me, put it back on the nightstand. Then she climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. Her cunt was wet again, sliding against my cock.

Emma: “One more time. Before we sleep.”

Mark: “Okay.”

She reached down, guided me inside her, and sank down slowly. Her head fell back. Her mouth opened. A long, low moan escaped her.

She rode me slowly, her hands on my chest, her hips grinding in circles. I watched her breasts bounce, her face—her eyes closed, her lips parted, her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

Emma: “I love you.”

Mark: “I love you too.”

Emma: “No.” She leaned forward, her mouth at my ear. “I mean it. I really, really love you.”

I grabbed her hips, thrust up into her. She cried out.

Mark: “I know.”

She rode me faster, harder. Her nails dug into my shoulders. Her moans grew louder.

Emma: “I’m close.”

Mark: “Me too.”

Emma: “Together.”

We came together, her body shuddering, her cunt clenching around me. I held her tight, my face buried in her neck, my breath ragged.

She collapsed on top of me, her weight warm and soft.

Emma: “That’s enough. Now we sleep.”

We did. For a few hours, at least. When I woke up, the sun was up and Emma was already in the shower. I lay in bed, listening to the water run, thinking about Liam. About David. About all of them.

My phone buzzed again.

“I heard you’re looking for a new friend. I’d like to apply.”

I stared at the screen. A new number. A new name.

“Who is this?”

“Someone who’s been watching. Someone who knows what your wife looks like when she’s happy.”

“What do you want?”

“To meet. That’s all. Just to meet.”

I didn’t delete the message.

I saved it. But this time, I didn’t add “and I waited.” I just put the phone down and pulled my pillow over my head.

Emma came out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, her hair wet, her skin pink.

“What’s that?” she asked, nodding at my phone.

“Nothing.”

She didn’t believe me. I could see it in her eyes. But she didn’t push.

“Breakfast?” she asked.

“Okay.”

She walked to the kitchen. I watched her go—the curve of her ass under the towel, the damp strands of hair clinging to her neck, the small bruise on her shoulder that was fading to yellow.

My phone buzzed again.

“I’ll be in touch.”

I didn’t delete it.

I saved it.

And I followed my wife into the kitchen.




Chapter 3

The leaves were turning, but I wasn’t. Three days after Emma’s date with Liam, the first real chill of winter had settled over V City. David’s apartment was warm—too warm, like he’d turned the heat up deliberately.

David’s place looked different at night. Same gray walls, same sparse furniture, but the light was softer, amber from lamps instead of overhead fixtures. Candles on the coffee table, three of them, unlit. Maybe he was waiting for something. Maybe he was waiting for us.

Emma spent an hour getting ready. I sat on the edge of the bed, watching her try on dress after dress. She held up a navy blue sheath. “This one?”

“Too serious.”

A floral sundress. “This?”

“Too casual.”

She sighed, threw it on the chair, stood in front of the mirror in nothing but her bra and panties. “You’re not helping.”

“I’m helping by being honest.” I walked up behind her, wrapped my arms around her waist. “You look beautiful in everything. That’s the problem.”

She laughed, leaned back against me. “Sweet talker.”

“Just telling the truth.” I kissed her neck. “Now put on the red one. The one that makes me forget my own name.”

She settled on the red dress—short, tight, the one that made her legs look endless. No bra. No panties. I’d checked before we left. She laughed and pushed my hand away.

“Later,” she said.

Now, watching her walk across David’s living room, I wondered if later had already started.

David stood by the window, a glass of wine in his hand. He’d changed since the restaurant—dark jeans, a white button-down, sleeves rolled to his elbows. He looked like he belonged in a magazine.

“You look beautiful,” he said.

Emma smiled. “Thank you.”

“I have someone I want you to meet.”

He gestured to the couch. A man sat there, half-hidden in shadows. He stood as we approached. Mid-thirties, dark hair with a few streaks of gray at the temples. His face was long, narrow, high cheekbones, a jaw that looked carved. Not handsome like David—sharp, polished, dangerous. Handsome in a tired way, like he’d been up all night reading and forgot to shave.

“This is Liam,” David said. “Liam, Emma and Mark.”

Liam extended his hand. First to Emma, then to me. His grip was warm, dry, firm. His eyes the color of whiskey.

“Nice to meet you,” he said. Low voice, quiet. Like he didn’t need to speak loudly to be heard.

Emma sat on the couch. I sat next to her. David took the armchair. Liam stayed on the couch, close to Emma, close enough that their knees almost touched. I noticed his thumb resting on his own knee—tapping, tapping, a small betrayal of nerves.

“David tells me you’re a dancer,” Liam said.

Emma nodded. “Ballet. And some other things.”

“I saw a performance once. Swan Lake. Didn’t understand it.”

“What didn’t you understand?”

“Why she killed herself at the end.”

Emma laughed. “It’s a metaphor.”

“I know.” Liam smiled. A small smile, barely there, but it changed his whole face. “Still don’t get it.”

He leaned in slightly. “What do you dance when no one’s watching?”

“No one’s ever watching.”

“You know what I mean.”

Emma looked down at her hands. “Then I don’t dance. I just move. There’s a difference.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Dancing is for an audience. Moving is for yourself.”

Liam’s voice dropped. “And right now, which one are you doing?”

Emma met his eyes. The air between them thickened.

“Haven’t decided yet.”

They talked for an hour. Books, music, a trip Liam had taken to Italy last summer. Emma listened with her whole body—leaning forward, hand on her knee, eyes fixed on his face. She laughed at his jokes. Asked questions that showed she was paying attention. Touched his arm once, twice, three times, each touch lasting a second longer than necessary. I watched her index finger trace the seam of his shirt sleeve. Watched him not move away.

I watched. David watched. The candles stayed unlit.

At some point, David stood and walked to the kitchen. “More wine?”

“Please,” Emma said.

I followed him. The kitchen was small, galley-style, a window looking out onto the alley. David opened the fridge, pulled out a bottle, started pouring.

“You’re quiet,” he said.

“Just watching.”

“She likes him.”

“I know.”

He handed me a glass. “Does that bother you?”

I thought about it. The way Emma touched Liam’s arm. The way she laughed at his jokes. The way she was still laughing now, her voice drifting in from the living room.

“No,” I said. “It excites me.”

David smiled. “Good.”

He leaned against the counter. “Liam doesn’t know the game yet. He thinks he’s here for a drink. Doesn’t know what you two are.”

“What are we?”

“You’re the ones who watch. I’m the one who performs. He’s the one who thinks he’s falling in love.”

“You’re warning me.”

“I’m reminding you. This is a game. Don’t forget that.”

“And if she forgets?”

David looked toward the living room. “Then it stops being fun. For any of us.”

“I love it,” Emma said, her eyes bright. “But I hate the business part.”

“The business part?” Liam asked.

“Clients. Budgets. Deadlines. Things that have nothing to do with making something beautiful.”

Liam smiled—a tired smile, the kind that said he understood. “That’s how I feel about architecture. Got into it because I wanted to create spaces that made people feel something. Now I spend most of my time arguing with contractors.”

Emma leaned forward, chin in her hand. “What’s the most beautiful thing you’ve ever designed?”

He thought for a moment. “A chapel. Small town in Oregon. Not flashy—just wood and glass and light. But when you’re inside, you forget about the outside world.”

“That’s what I want,” Emma said softly. “A place where I can forget.”

Emma’s heels clicked down the hallway toward the bathroom. Liam watched her go, then turned to me.

“You don’t seem like the jealous type.”

“I’m not.”

“No?” He took a sip of wine. “Then you won’t mind if I ask her to dance.”

“She’ll say yes.”

“And if I put my hand on her ass?”

I held his gaze. “She’ll tell me.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

I leaned closer. “If you want to fuck my wife, Liam, at least have the balls to say it to my face.”

He blinked. Then laughed. “You’re interesting, Mark.”

“No. Just honest.”

We ate dinner at the dining table—a small round thing that barely fit four plates. David had ordered food from somewhere expensive; the containers were white cardboard with foil lids. He’d transferred everything to real plates, which seemed like a lot of effort for a man who lived alone.

“Liam’s an architect,” David said, forking salmon. “Designs buildings you’ve probably walked past.”

“Which ones?” Emma asked.

Liam named a few. The new library downtown. The art museum addition. A condo building on the river that I’d always admired. Emma nodded like she knew them.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“Love it. Hate the business part.”

“The business part?”

“Clients. Budgets. Deadlines. Things that have nothing to do with making something beautiful.”

Emma looked at him. Her eyes soft, almost tender. “That’s how I feel about dancing. Sometimes. When I have to perform for people who don’t understand it.”

Liam held her gaze. “But you still do it.”

“I still do it.”

“Why?”

“Because when it’s good—when I’m in the right place, with the right people—there’s nothing better.”

Liam nodded. He looked at me for the first time all evening. “You’re a lucky man, Mark.”

“I know.”

“Do you? Really?”

The question hung in the air. Emma’s hand found mine under the table. She squeezed.

“Yes,” I said. “I really do.”

After dinner, we moved back to the living room. More wine. David put on music—quiet, instrumental, piano and strings. Emma curled up on the couch, legs tucked under her. Liam sat beside her, close enough that their shoulders touched.

“Tell me about your first dance,” Liam said.

Emma was quiet for a moment. “I was four. My mother took me to a recital. Saw a girl in a pink tutu and decided that was what I wanted to do with my life.”

“And your mother?”

“She was Russian. Believed in art the way some people believe in God.”

“What about your father?”

Emma’s face flickered. “He’s not in the picture.”

Liam didn’t push. Just nodded.

I watched them. David watched me.

“Mark,” David said. “Can I talk to you for a minute?”

I stood. Emma glanced at me, a question in her eyes. I squeezed her shoulder and followed David to the kitchen.

“He’s not like us,” David said, leaning against the counter.

“What do you mean?”

“Liam. He’s not in this for the game. He’s in it for her.”

My stomach turned. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying be careful.” David drained his glass. “He’s a good man. Good men fall in love. When they fall, they fall hard.”

We left at midnight. Emma was quiet in the car, her hand on my thigh, her thumb tracing circles on my jeans.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“About Liam?”

“About Liam.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then: “I like him.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s not it.” She turned to look at me. “I like him the way I liked you. Before. When I didn’t know what was going to happen.”

My heart pounded. “Do you want to see him again?”

“Yes.”

“Alone?”

She bit her lip. “Yes.”

I kept my eyes on the road. Streetlights flickered, casting long shadows across the dashboard. My hands steady on the wheel. My cock hard in my jeans.

“Then do it.”

She smiled—slow, wicked, the same one she’d given me in the dance studio, the one that had made me forget my own name.

“Thank you.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek. Her hand moved from my thigh to my crotch. Squeezed.

“Not here.”

“Then drive faster.”

“When he looked at me,” Emma said, “it wasn’t like David. David looks like he’s undressing you with his eyes. Liam looks like he’s already seen you naked and is deciding where to touch first.”

My grip on the wheel tightened. “Where did he look?”

“My neck. Then my lips. Then—when he thought I wasn’t watching—between my legs.”

“Did you spread them?”

She turned to me, smiling. “Just a little.”

“You’re playing with fire.”

“I know.” She squeezed my thigh. “That’s why I’m wet.”

After a few blocks, she spoke again.

“I’m scared.”

“Of what?”

“Of wanting him. Of not knowing where to draw the line.”

I reached over and took her hand. “You’ll know. You always know.”

She was quiet. “What if I don’t?”

“Then I’ll remind you.”

We didn’t make it to the bedroom. The door was barely closed before she was on me, her hands in my hair, her tongue in my mouth, her body pressed against mine. I pushed her against the wall, pulled up her dress, pushed inside her. So wet. So ready.

“He wanted to kiss me,” she gasped, legs wrapped around my waist. “At dinner. When you went to the kitchen.”

“Did you let him?”

“No.” She bit my ear. “But I wanted to.”

I fucked her harder, hips slamming against the wall. Plaster groaned. She cried out, nails digging into my back.

“What else did he want?”

“He wanted to touch me. Here.” She took my hand and placed it on her breast. “And here.” She moved it down, between her legs, where we were already joined.

I felt myself getting close. She felt it too.

“Not yet,” she said. “Not until I say.”

She pushed me off, turned around, bent over the arm of the couch. Her ass in the air, cunt wet and open. I knelt behind her and entered her again.

“He asked if he could see me,” she said, pushing back. “Tomorrow. For coffee.”

“What did you say?”

“I said maybe.”

“You should say yes.”

She moaned. “You want me to?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to watch you come home.”

I fucked her harder, faster. Her moans turned to screams. She came with a cry, body convulsing around mine. I came a moment later, buried deep.

We collapsed onto the couch, tangled together, sweat cooling in the air.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know you do.”

“Do you still want me to go?”

I thought about Liam. His whiskey-colored eyes. The way he’d looked at her, like she was the only person in the room.

“Yes,” I said. “I still want you to go.”

She kissed my chest. “Then I’ll go.”

In the morning, I watched her dress. She stood in front of the mirror, naked, her body pale in the pale light. She chose a skirt—short, gray, the kind that showed her legs. A white blouse, sheer enough to see the shadow of her nipples. No bra. No panties. I’d told her not to wear any.

She turned to face me. “How do I look?”

“Like you’re about to do something you’ll regret.”

“I don’t regret anything.”

She walked over, kissed me once on the lips, picked up her purse.

“I’ll be home by five.”

“Take your time.”

She smiled. Then she was gone.

I sat on the couch, staring at the door, hands shaking.

My phone buzzed. David: “He’s picking her up now. You should see his face. Looks like a teenager.”

I didn’t respond.

Another buzz. “You’re really okay with this?”

I thought about her smile. Her legs. The way she’d said I don’t regret anything.

“Yes,” I typed. “Really okay with this.”

“Good. Because I think he’s going to fuck her.”

My cock twitched. Stomach turned.

“I know.”

I put the phone down and waited. 

The café sat on a corner in a neighborhood I didn’t know. I’d followed Emma here, keeping my distance, my car parked two blocks away behind a delivery truck. Afternoon sun was hot, air thick with exhaust and baking bread. I sat in the driver’s seat, engine off, windows down.

She was at a table outside, back to me. Liam across from her, facing my direction. White linen shirt, sleeves rolled up, forearms tan and dusted with dark hair. He leaned forward, elbows on the table, eyes on her face. She laughed at something he said. Her hand on his arm.

I couldn’t hear what they talked about. Didn’t need to. Saw it in the way she tilted her head, touched her hair, bit her lip when she smiled. She was flirting. Enjoying it.

My cock half-hard in my jeans. I hated that. Loved it.

She’d dressed carefully before she left—a sundress the color of pale lavender, thin straps, a neckline that showed just enough cleavage. No bra. No panties. I’d checked. Made her stand in front of me in the bedroom, hands at her sides, while I circled her like a jeweler inspecting a stone.

“Turn around.” She did. Her ass round, pale, perfect. “Bend over.” She did. Her pussy bare, smooth, already glistening.

“You’re wet,” I said.

“I’m nervous.”

“No, you’re not.”

She smiled. “No. I’m not.”

I kissed her then, hard, my tongue in her mouth, my hand between her legs. She moaned, pushed against me. I pulled away.

“Go,” I said. “Before I change my mind.”

Now, watching her from across the street, I wished I had changed my mind. Wished I’d locked the door and taken her back to bed and kept her there forever. But I hadn’t. Now she was here, with him, and I was here, alone, my hand resting on my cock through my jeans.

Liam stood. Walked around the table and helped Emma to her feet. His hand lingered on her waist. She didn’t pull away. They started walking, down the street, toward the park. I started the car and followed.

The park was crowded with families, dog walkers, teenagers on skateboards. Emma and Liam walked along the path by the lake, shoulders brushing, hands occasionally touching. I stayed fifty yards behind, pretending to look at my phone.

They stopped at a bench under a willow tree. Liam sat. Emma sat beside him, close enough that their thighs touched. He put his arm around her. She leaned into him.

I parked at the edge of the lot and watched through the windshield.

He kissed her.

Not a peck. Not a quick brush. A real kiss—slow, deep, his hand on the back of her neck, her fingers curled into his shirt. I watched her mouth open for him. His tongue slide into hers. Her body relax against his.

The afternoon sun was hot. I could see them through the café window—her head tilted, her hand on his arm. That laugh—the one she used when she was nervous. Or excited. Couldn’t tell which.

I watched them. Didn’t need a phone. My eyes were enough.

They pulled apart. Liam whispered something. Emma nodded. She looked around—casually, like checking for someone. Then she reached down and put her hand on his crotch.

He was hard. I could see the bulge in his pants, the shape under the linen. She stroked him through the fabric, her eyes on his face. Smiling. Not nervous. Hungry.

She looked around again. Then she reached down and put her hand on his crotch. He was hard.

“Here?” she asked, voice low.

“Here,” he said.

She unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Thick, longer than mine, head flushed and shiny. She looked at it for a moment, hand wrapped around the base. Then she looked directly at my car—directly at me—and smiled.

“For you,” she mouthed.

Then she lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

I couldn’t believe it. Couldn’t stop watching.

She bobbed up and down, cheeks hollowing, tongue working the underside. He put his hand on the back of her head, guiding, not forcing. Her dress bunched around her hips. I could see her bare ass, pale and round, her pussy wet and exposed to the afternoon air.

A family walked past on the path. Mother, father, two kids, a dog on a leash. They didn’t look. Didn’t see. Emma didn’t stop. Kept sucking him, deeper, faster, saliva dripping down his shaft.

I came. Shot out of me, hot and thick, splashing across my hand and the steering wheel. I bit my lip to keep from groaning.

I slumped in my seat, breathing hard. Hand sticky. Steering wheel wet. I looked up. On the bench, Liam’s body tensed. He pulled Emma’s head back, his cock slipping out of her mouth. He stroked himself once, twice, and came on her face. First shot hit her cheek, second her lips, third her closed eyes. She didn’t flinch. Just knelt there, covered in his cum, smiling.

He helped her to her feet. She wiped her face with the back of her hand, licked her lips, laughed. They walked back toward the street, hand in hand.

I zipped up, started the car, drove home to wait.

She walked in an hour later. Sundress still on, but hair messy, lipstick gone, cheeks flushed. She kicked off her heels and walked to the couch, where I was sitting, pretending to read a book.

“You’re staring,” she said.

I looked up. “Can you blame me?”

She sat on my lap, legs straddling mine. Dress rode up. Bare thighs pressed against my jeans.

“Did you watch?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Did you come?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She kissed me, tongue sliding into my mouth. I tasted him on her lips—salty, bitter, wrong. I kissed her harder.

“Tell me,” I said.

“Tell you what?”

“Everything.”

She leaned back, hands on my shoulders, eyes on mine. “He kissed me first. In the park. Under the tree.”

“I know. I saw.”

“Then you saw him put his hand on my leg.” She took my hand and placed it on her thigh. “Here. He touched me here.”

I slid my hand higher, under her dress. She was wet. Soaked.

“He asked if he could touch me,” she continued. “I said yes.”

“Where?”

“Here.” She guided my fingers between her legs. “He touched me here.”

I pushed two fingers inside her. She gasped, hips bucking.

“Then what?”

“Then he put his mouth on me.” She bit her lip. “So good. Made me come in under a minute.”

“Did anyone see?”

“I don’t care.”

She unzipped my pants, pulled out my dick. Already hard, leaking, desperate.

“Then I went down on him,” she said, stroking me slowly. “Right there. On the grass. In the middle of the park.”

“I saw.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like watching me suck his cock?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like watching him come on my face?”

I grabbed her hips, pulled her down onto me. She was so wet I slid inside her with one thrust. She cried out, head falling back.

“Tell me,” I said, fucking her slowly. “Everything.”

She rode me, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. “His cock is bigger than yours. Thicker. Longer.”

“I know.”

“Felt so good in my mouth. Could barely fit it.”

“Did you swallow?”

“No. He came on my face. Like you saw.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.” She moaned, pussy clenching around me. “Loved it.”

I flipped her onto her back, pinned her to the couch, fucked her harder. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass.

“What else?” I demanded. “What else did you do?”

“Nothing,” she gasped. “That’s it.”

“You’re lying.”

She smiled. “Maybe.”

I pulled out, flipped her over, pushed her face into the cushions. Ass in the air, cunt wet and open. Grabbed her hips and slammed back inside her.

“Tell me.”

“He asked me to come home with him,” she said, voice muffled by the pillow. “I said not today. Maybe tomorrow.”

“Maybe?”

“I wanted to. Almost did.”

“Why didn’t you?”

She looked back at me, eyes wild. “Because I wanted you to fuck me first.”

I fucked her harder, faster, hips slapping against her ass. Couch creaked. Cushions slid. She moaned, screamed, said my name over and over.

“I’m going to come,” she said.

“Not yet.”

“Can’t help it.”

“Yes, you can.”

I slowed down, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. She whimpered, hips twitching, desperate for more.

“Please,” she said. “Please, Mark.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me come.”

“Not until you tell me the truth.”

“That is the truth.”

“What did he say? When you were on your knees. What did he say?”

She was quiet. Then: “He said he wished you were watching.”

My dick throbbed inside her. “What else?”

“He said he wanted to fuck me while you watched. Wanted to look at you while he was inside me.”

I came. Tore out of me, hot and violent, flooding her cunt. She came with me, body convulsing, mouth open in a silent scream.

We collapsed onto the couch, tangled together, sweat cooling.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“For what?”

“For wanting him.”

“Don’t be.” I kissed her forehead. “I wanted you to.”

She looked up, eyes wet. “You’re not angry?”

“No.”

“You should be.”

“Probably.”

She laughed, a small, broken sound. Curled against me, head on my chest, fingers tracing circles on my stomach.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

“Thinking about tomorrow.”

“What about tomorrow?”

“I’m going to see him again.”

My heart stopped. Then started again, faster, harder. “I know.”

“Are you going to watch?”

“Yes.”

“From where?”

“Wherever you want me to be.”

She was quiet for a long time. Then: “I want you in the room.”

My cock twitched. “What?”

“I want you there. In the room. Watching.”

“You want me to watch him fuck you?”

“Yes.” She lifted her head, looked at me. “I want you to see everything.”

I thought about it. Him inside her. Her face. The sounds she’d make. The way she’d look at me while he fucked her.

“Okay,” I said. “Tomorrow.”

She kissed me. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.”

We showered together, washing each other in silence. Water hot, steam thick. Emma leaned against me, head on my chest, arms around my waist.

“What if I fall in love with him?” she asked.

“Do you think you will?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then we’ll deal with it.”

“How?”

“Together.”

She looked up, eyes red. “Promise?”

I kissed her forehead. “Promise.”

After the shower, we went to bed. Not for sex—just to sleep. Emma curled against me, body warm, breathing slow.

I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, mind spinning.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. Liam: “She’s amazing. Tomorrow at 8. I’ll send the address.”

I didn’t delete it. Saved it. Then turned off the screen and held her tighter.

The hotel was called The Morrison, which meant nothing. On the outskirts of the city, near the airport—the kind of place where people went to sleep or fuck or hide. Parking lot half empty. Lobby dark. A bored-looking man at the front desk handed me a key card without asking my name.

“Room 412,” he said. “Your wife already checked in.”

I took the elevator to the fourth floor. Hallway quiet, carpet worn, lights dim. I found room 412 and stood outside the door for a long moment, hand on the knob, heart pounding.

I didn’t go in.

Emma had told me to wait. To listen. Not to watch. Not yet.

Room 414 was next door. I slid the key card into the lock, pushed the door open, stepped inside. Small—a bed, a nightstand, a window with blinds drawn. A chair in the corner. A bathroom with a flickering light.

I sat in the chair. Hands shaking. Cock already hard.

The room was cheap—faded floral wallpaper, humming mini-fridge, mattress so thin I could feel the springs through the sheets. A Gideon’s Bible in the nightstand drawer. A dead fly on the windowsill.

I thought about the first time Emma and I had stayed in a hotel. Our six-month anniversary. She’d worn a red lace teddy, and we’d made love until three in the morning. Afterward, we ordered room service and ate pancakes in bed, laughing about nothing.

Now she was next door with another man.

I glanced around. On the nightstand, a dog-eared magazine—something cheap, the kind sold at gas stations. I flipped it open. Photos of women, legs spread, faces blurred. Could have been anyone. Could have been Emma.

I thought about her next door. Naked. Spread. Real.

I closed the magazine and tossed it aside.

My cock ached. I pressed my palm against it through my jeans.

I looked at the wall between the rooms. Thin. I could hear everything.

I waited.

A phone call from Emma, before she entered Liam’s room.

Emma (voice low, barely a whisper): “Are you in 414?”

Mark: “Yes.”

Emma: “Can you hear me?”

Mark: “Not yet. Walls are thick.”

Emma: “They won’t be thick enough.”

Mark: “You don’t have to do this.”

Emma: “I want to. Want to show him what I am. And I want you to hear it.”

Mark: “Then go. I’ll be here.”

Emma: “Don’t hang up.”

Mark: “I won’t.”

(A pause. I heard her knock on a door, a man’s voice—Liam’s—welcoming her in.)

Emma (whispering into the phone before slipping it into her purse): “I love you.”

Mark: “I know you do.”

The line went dead.

I heard her first. Emma’s voice, low and soft, coming through the wall. She laughed at something Liam said. Then the sound of a cork popping. Wine. Two glasses being filled.

“To new friends,” Liam said.

“To new friends,” Emma repeated.

Glasses clinked. A pause. Then the sound of a kiss.

Not a peck. A long, slow, wet kiss. I could hear their mouths opening, tongues sliding. Emma’s soft moan.

My hand moved to my belt. Unbuckled. Didn’t take off my pants. Just unzipped and pulled my cock out. Already leaking, a bead of pre-cum glistening on the tip.

“You’re nervous,” Liam said.

“A little,” Emma said.

“Don’t be.”

Another kiss. Longer. Rustle of clothes—fabric sliding against skin, a zipper going down.

“Stand up,” Liam said. “Let me look at you.”

Emma’s heels on the floor. Then silence.

“You’re beautiful,” Liam said.

“Thank you.”

“Turn around.”

She did. I could imagine it—her body rotating slowly, arms at her sides, breasts bare, pussy shaved smooth.

“On the bed,” Liam said. “On your back.”

Mattress creaked. Emma sighed.

“Spread your legs.”

She did. Sheets rustled. Her breath caught.

“You’re so wet,” Liam said.

“For you.”

“For me? Or for him?”

A pause. Emma’s voice, low and steady: “For both of you.”

“Yes,” Emma said. “I’m always thinking about him.”

“Does that bother you?”

“No. Makes it easier.” She paused. “I told Mark I was going to a work conference. He thinks I’m in another city.”

“What would he think if he knew you were here?”

“He’d be angry. Then he’d be hard.” She laughed—soft, bitter. “He’s complicated.”

“So are you.”

“I know.”

I heard Liam’s clothes hit the floor. Belt buckle clinked. Zipper opened. Bed shifted under his weight.

“Look at me,” he said.

Emma didn’t answer. Her breathing changed—faster, shallower.

“You’re thinking about him,” Liam said. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” His voice close, right next to her ear. “I want you to think about him. I want you to think about him listening.”

I pressed my ear to the wall. My dick leaking onto my hand. Stroked slowly, matching their breathing.

Liam kissed her again. Wet, hungry, desperate. Emma moaned into his mouth.

“Touch yourself,” Liam said.

I heard her hand move between her legs. Soft, slick, obscene.

“Are you wet?”

“Yes.”

“How wet?”

“Soaking.”

Liam laughed. Low, rough. “Good girl.”

He moved down her body. I heard his lips on her skin—her neck, collarbone, breast. She gasped when he took her nipple into his mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered.

He sucked harder. She moaned, back arching.

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You like my mouth on your tits?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I like your mouth on my tits. I like the way you suck them. I like the way you bite.”

He bit her. She cried out—sharp, breathless.

“Did he ever do that?” Liam asked.

“No.”

“Good. I want to be the first.”

He moved lower. Lips on her stomach, hips, inside of her thighs. She spread her legs wider—I heard the sheets stretching.

“Please,” she said.

“Please what?”

“Please eat my pussy.”

She reached down and parted herself with her fingers. “Like this?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Because I want you to see everything. I want Mark to hear everything.”

The sound of his mouth on her was like nothing I’d ever heard. Wet. Loud. Relentless. He licked her in long, slow strokes from her opening to her clit and back down. She moaned, gasped, said my name.

“Mark,” she said. “Oh, fuck, Mark.”

Liam didn’t stop. Didn’t tell her to be quiet. Just kept eating her, sucking her, fucking her with his tongue.

I stroked faster. Hand wet, pants wet, chair wet.

“I’m close,” Emma said.

“Not yet.”

“Can’t help it.”

“Yes, you can.”

He slowed down. Licked her clit in lazy circles, barely touching it, teasing. She whimpered.

“Please,” she said.

“Please what?”

“Please let me come.”

“Not until I say.”

He pushed two fingers inside her. I heard her gasp, her pussy squelch around his hand. He curled his fingers, stroked her G-spot, and she screamed.

“Right there,” she begged. “Right there, don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. Fucked her with his fingers and licked her clit, and she came with a scream—loud, raw, animal. I came with her, hot and thick, spilling over my hand.

I sat there in the dark, chest heaving, cock softening. Through the wall, I heard Emma breathing, heard Liam whispering something I couldn’t understand.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“For what?”

“For you to fuck me.”

The bed creaked again. Liam moved between her legs. I heard him position himself, heard Emma’s sharp intake of breath.

“Look at me,” he said.

“I’m looking.”

“Whose cock is this?”

“Yours.”

“Say it.”

“It’s yours. It’s your cock.”

He pushed inside her. She cried out—a long, low moan that vibrated through the wall. He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in. The sound wet, obscene.

“Oh, fuck,” Emma gasped.

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You like my cock?”

“Yes.”

“You like knowing your husband can hear?”

She moaned. “Yes.”

He fucked her harder, faster. Headboard banged against the wall. I could hear every thrust—the slap of his hips against her thighs, the wet squelch of her pussy, her ragged breathing.

“Tell me,” he said. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“I am fucking you.”

“Harder.”

He fucked her harder. She screamed.

“Like that?”

“Yes. Yes. Don’t stop.”

I was hard again. Hand back on my cock. Listened to them—to the sounds of him taking her, of her taking him, of the bed shaking, walls vibrating.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

“I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.”

He pulled out. She whimpered. He told her to turn over, to get on her hands and knees. I heard her move, heard him position himself behind her.

“Look at the wall,” he said. “Look at where he is.”

She didn’t answer. He pushed inside her from behind. She cried out.

“Now,” he said. “Now you can come.”

She came with a scream. I came with her, my cum hitting my chest, my stomach, the floor.

I sat there in the dark, chest heaving, cock softening. Through the wall, I heard Emma breathing, heard Liam whispering.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“For what?”

“For me to fuck you again.”

She laughed. “You’re insatiable.”

“You make me that way.”

I heard the bed creak again, felt the wall vibrate. Hard again before I even touched myself.

Then my phone buzzed. Emma: “He’s inside me.”

I typed back with shaking fingers: “How does it feel?”

A long pause. Then: “Big. Full. Different.”

“Different how?”

“Not you.”

I read those two words again and again. My cock throbbed. I wanted to be angry. Instead, I typed: “Then think of me.”

She didn’t reply. But through the wall, I heard her moan my name.

I sat there in the dark, body shaking, mind spinning.

Through the wall, I heard Emma crying.

Not from pain. Not from sadness. From something else—something I couldn’t name.

Liam whispered to her. I couldn’t hear the words. But I heard her stop crying. I heard her laugh.

Then I heard her say my name.

“Mark. He’s still there.”

“I know,” Liam said.

“He’s always there.”

“That’s why you love him.”

She didn’t answer. But I heard her kiss him. And I heard him kiss her back.

I sat in the dark and listened to them fuck again. And again. And again.

I didn’t sleep.

I didn’t leave.

I just listened.

And when the sun came up, I was still there, my hand on my cock, my ear to the wall, waiting for her to come home. 

The door opened at 6:47 AM. I know because I’d been watching the clock since three, when the bed beside me went cold and I realized she wasn’t coming home until dawn.

I’d made coffee—strong, black, the way she liked it. Set out a clean towel and a glass of water with two aspirin. Folded her favorite blanket over the back of the couch.

Didn’t know why I was being so thoughtful. Maybe because I felt guilty for enjoying it. Maybe because I was trying to pretend everything was normal.

When the key turned in the lock, I held my breath.

Emma stepped inside, closed the door behind her, leaned against it. Hair a mess—tangled, knotted, still damp from a shower she’d probably taken to wash him off. Her dress was the same one she’d left in, but wrinkled, twisted, zipper only half up. No shoes. Feet bare, pale, nails still painted the same pink as yesterday.

She looked at me. I was sitting on the couch, still in my clothes from last night. Hadn’t slept. Couldn’t.

“You’re up,” she said.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Me neither.”

She walked toward me, slow, hips swaying. The dress rode up with each step, showing the backs of her thighs. Marks there—finger-shaped bruises, purple against her white skin. His fingers. Stomach turned and cock twitched at the same time.

She stopped in front of me. I didn’t stand. Just looked up.

“How was it?” I asked.

“Good.”

“Just good?”

She bit her lip. “Better than good.”

My hand moved on its own, reaching up to touch her thigh. Skin warm, soft. I traced the bruises with my thumb. She flinched, then relaxed.

“He was rough,” I said.

“I asked him to be.”

“Why?”

She knelt in front of me, face level with mine. “Because I wanted to feel it tomorrow. Wanted to feel him when I came home to you.”

I kissed her. Hard. Tongue pushed into her mouth, and I tasted him there—bitter, salty, wrong. Didn’t pull away. Kissed her deeper, hand moving up her thigh, under her dress, finding her bare pussy. She was wet. Slick. Not from me.

“He didn’t use a condom,” I said.

“No.”

“Did he come inside you?”

“Yes.”

I pushed two fingers inside her. She gasped. Her pussy loose, open, still wet with his cum. I could feel it—slippery, warm, leaking out.

“I want you to clean me up,” she whispered. “Like you promised.”

I pulled my fingers out, brought them to my mouth, sucked them clean. Tasted him. Salty. Musky. Disgusting. Perfect.

“Not like that,” she said. “With your mouth. Down there.”

She stood, pulled her dress over her head, let it fall. Naked underneath. Body covered in marks—hickeys on her neck, bite marks on her shoulders, finger-shaped bruises on her hips. Between her legs, her cunt red, swollen, glistening with his cum.

I knelt on the floor. She spread her legs wide, and I buried my face between them.

I licked her. Licked his cum off her lips, off her clit, off the inside of her thighs. She tasted like him—sweat and salt and something else, something that was just her. Her hands in my hair, pulling, guiding. She moaned, hips grinding against my face.

“That’s it,” she said. “Clean me up. Make me yours again.”

I licked deeper, pushing my tongue inside her. She cried out, legs shaking. I felt her pussy clench around my tongue, felt her cum—not his, hers—flood my mouth.

“I’m close,” she gasped.

“Not yet.”

I pulled away, stood, pushed her onto the couch. She fell back, legs still spread, cunt wet and open.

“On your hands and knees,” I said.

She turned over, ass in the air. Her pussy still dripping, a thick white string of his cum hanging from her lips. I knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, and pushed inside her in one hard stroke.

She screamed. Not a word—just a sound. Raw. Animal.

I fucked her hard. Each thrust slammed her into the couch, made her breasts bounce, made her claw at the cushions. The sound wet, obscene, his cum mixing with mine, leaking out and down her thighs.

“Whose are you?” I asked.

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours.”

“Then why do you taste like him?”

She didn’t answer. Just pushed back, harder, deeper. I reached around, grabbed her breast, squeezed. Her nipple hard between my fingers.

“Because you wanted me to,” she said. “Because you told me to go.”

“I didn’t tell you to let him come inside you.”

“No.” She moaned. “That was my choice.”

I pulled out. She whimpered at the loss, but I flipped her over before she could protest. On her back now, legs spread, cunt red and raw. I positioned myself between her legs and entered her again.

This angle different. Slower. Deeper. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer. Nails dug into my back.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Eyes wet, lips swollen, cheeks flushed.

“Did you think about me?” I asked.

“When?”

“When he was inside you. When he came. Did you think about me?”

“Yes.” She reached up, touched my face. “I always think about you.”

I fucked her harder, faster. Couch creaked. Breasts bounced with each thrust.

“He asked me who I was thinking about,” she said, voice ragged. “Right before he came. I told him your name.”

“What did he say?”

“He said, ‘Good. That’s how it should be.’”

I came. Tore out of me, hot and violent, flooding her cunt. She came with me, body convulsing, mouth open in a silent scream.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, sweat cooling in the air. Room light now, sun up, street outside waking up.

“I need to tell you something,” she said.

“What?”

“I liked it. Not just the sex. The danger. The feeling that someone might catch us. That you might hear.” She traced a circle on my chest. “Does that make me a bad person?”

“No.”

“You’re just saying that.”

“I’m saying it because it’s true.” I kissed her forehead. “We’re both complicated. That’s why we work.”

I lay there, holding her, and for the first time I didn’t pretend I was a victim. I had told her to go. I had watched. I had come, twice. If there was a crime here, I was an accessory.

I thought about the bruises on her hips—Liam’s fingerprints. The cum still leaking out, mixing with mine on the couch cushion. How my cock had been hard the whole time she told me about him.

“You’re a pervert,” I whispered to myself.

Emma didn’t hear. Or if she did, she didn’t argue.

Before she went to the bathroom, I grabbed her wrist. “Wait.”

I looked at her body. Bruises on her hips. Red marks on her lower back—four fingertip impressions.

“He held you hard,” I said.

“I asked him to.”

I touched each mark with my thumb. “He was bigger than me.”

She didn’t deny it. “Yes.”

“How much?”

“An inch. Maybe more. Thicker, too.”

“Did it hurt?”

“A little. In a good way.” She pulled away and walked to the bathroom. “Now clean me up. All of me.”

She disappeared into the shower. I waited until the water was running, then opened the bathroom door. Steam fogged the glass. Her silhouette moved behind it—hands in her hair, head tilted back.

I knelt and picked up the clothes she’d left on the floor. Her dress. Her thong—soaked, the fabric dark. I pressed it to my face and inhaled.

Liam’s cologne. Her sweat. The faint, musky scent of sex.

I shoved the thong in my pocket and stood up.

The shower stopped. She pulled back the curtain.

“Find what you were looking for?” she asked.

“Not yet.” I stepped closer and turned her around. “Tell me about him.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Everything.”

Later, after the shower, we lay in bed. She curled against me, head on my chest.

Emma: “I need to tell you something.”

Mark: “What?”

Emma: “I have feelings for him.”

My heart stopped. Then started again, faster, harder.

Mark: “What kind of feelings?”

She was quiet. Emma: “I don’t know. Not love. Not yet. But something.”

I looked at her. She was crying—silent tears, running down her cheeks, into her hair.

Mark: “Are you going to leave me?”

Emma: “No.” She shook her head. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Mark: “Then what are you saying?”

Emma: “I’m saying I don’t want to stop.” She sat up, took my hands. “I don’t want to stop seeing him. And I’m scared that makes me a bad person.”

I pulled her to me, held her tight. Her body shaking.

Mark: “You’re not a bad person.”

Emma: “Then what am I?”

Mark: “You’re my wife. And I love you.”

She cried harder, face buried in my chest. I held her until she stopped.

When she pulled back, her eyes red, cheeks wet.

Emma: “What do we do?”

I thought about Liam. His hands on her. The way she’d said his name—not in bed, but in the quiet, when she thought I wasn’t listening.

Mark: “We keep going. Figure it out.”

Emma: “Together?”

Mark: “Together.”

She kissed me. Soft this time, not hungry. Almost sweet.

Emma: “I love you.”

Mark: “I love you too.” 

The coffee shop was the same one where I’d first met Na’ga, which felt like a lifetime ago. Same burnt espresso smell. Same cracked vinyl booths. Same nervous knot in my stomach. But this time, I was alone.

Morning overcast, sky the color of old pewter. Rain spotted the windows. I arrived early, ordered a black coffee I didn’t drink, and watched the door.

I’d rehearsed what I was going to say. “Stay away from her.” “She’s mine.” “I’ll kill you if you hurt her.” None of it felt right. Because she wasn’t mine. Not completely. And he hadn’t hurt her. He’d given her something I couldn’t—the feeling of being wanted without judgment.

When Liam walked in, he looked tired. Hair messy, shirt wrinkled. He ordered tea and sat down across from me.

“Thanks for coming,” I said.

“You said it was important.”

Mark: “I’m not going to threaten you.”

Liam: “I didn’t think you would.”

Mark: “I’m not going to ask you to stop seeing her.”

Liam (raising an eyebrow): “Then why are we here?”

Mark (leaning back): “I want to know what you actually want. Not what you say you want.”

Liam stirred his tea, watched the steam rise, then looked at me.

Liam: “I want her. Not just her body. Her. The way she laughs. The way she talks about books. The way she looks at me when she thinks I’m not watching.”

My stomach turned. “She looks at you?”

Liam: “Yes. But she looks at you differently. When you’re in the room, she forgets I exist.”

Mark: “Then why do you keep coming back?”

Liam (smiling sadly): “Because when you’re not in the room, she remembers.”

Mark: “She told me she has feelings for you.”

Liam (quietly): “She told me too.”

Mark: “What did you say?”

Liam: “I said I’d wait.”

Mark: “For what?”

Liam: “For her to decide what she wants.”

Mark: “What if she wants both?”

Liam (meeting his eyes): “Then I’d have to learn to share.”

Mark (bitter laugh): “You don’t know what that means.”

Liam: “I’m learning.”

I didn’t know what to say. I’d come here expecting a predator. Instead, I found someone who looked at her the way I did.

Liam: “I didn’t plan this. I didn’t want to feel this way. But I do.”

Mark: “So what now?”

Liam: “That’s up to her. And you.”

Mark: “What if I told you to stop seeing her?”

Liam (without flinching): “Then I’d stop. I’d hate it. But I’d stop.”

Mark: “Why?”

Liam: “Because I’m not a monster. You’re her husband. You come first. I’m just…” He trailed off.

Mark: “Just what?”

Liam (laughing bitterly): “Just a guest. A very lucky guest.”

Liam: “Can I ask you something personal?”

Mark: “You can ask.”

Liam: “The first time you saw Emma with someone else—what did you feel?”

I stared at the window. Mark: “Angry. Hard. Ashamed. In that order.”

Liam: “Did you stop it?”

Mark: “No.”

Liam: “Why not?”

I met his eyes. Mark: “Because she smiled at me. Through the window. While he was inside her.”

Liam (setting down his spoon): “That’s not love.”

Mark: “No. It’s something else.”

Liam: “Something else what?”

Mark: “Something I didn’t know I needed until I had it.”

I picked up my coffee, took a sip. Cold.

Mark: “She has feelings for you.”

Liam: “I know.”

Mark: “She told me this morning.”

Liam looked surprised. “What did she say?”

Mark: “She said it’s not love. Not yet. But something.”

He nodded slowly. “That’s more than I hoped for.”

Mark: “What did you hope for?”

Liam (looking at me): “I hoped she’d remember my name.”

We sat in silence. The coffee shop filled up—people in suits, students with laptops, an old woman feeding sugar to her tea. None of them knew what we were talking about.

Mark: “I’m not going to ask you to stop.”

Liam: “Then what are you going to do?”

Mark: “I’m going to trust her.” I stood up. “And I’m going to trust you.”

Liam stood too. “That’s a mistake.”

Mark: “Maybe.” I put cash on the table—enough for both drinks. “But it’s my mistake to make.”

I turned to leave. He called my name.

Liam: “Mark.”

I looked back.

Liam: “I’m not trying to take her from you. I just want to be part of her life. However small.”

I didn’t answer. I walked out into the street. The sun was bright, too bright. I squinted, pulled out my phone, and called Emma.

Mark: “It’s done. He’s not going anywhere.”

She was quiet. Emma: “Are you okay?”

Mark: “No.”

Emma: “Do you want me to come home?”

Mark: “Yes.”

She was waiting for me in the living room when I got back. She wore my shirt—the white one, the one that barely covered her ass. Legs bare, feet tucked under her. Small. Scared.

I sat down next to her. She took my hand.

Emma: “What did he say?”

Mark: “He has feelings for you.”

She didn’t look surprised. “I know.”

Mark: “He said he’s not trying to take you from me.”

Emma: “He’s not.”

Mark: “Then what is he trying to do?”

She was quiet for a long time. Then: Emma: “He’s trying to love me. The only way he can.”

I pulled my hand away. She didn’t reach for it.

Mark: “That’s not what we agreed.”

Emma: “I know.”

Mark: “We said no feelings.”

Emma: “I know.” Her voice cracked. “I didn’t mean for this to happen.”

Mark: “But it did.”

Emma: “Yes.”

I stood up, walked to the window. The street empty.

Mark: “What do you want?”

Emma: “I want you.”

Mark: “That’s not what I asked.”

She was quiet. I turned to look at her. She was crying—silent tears, running down her cheeks.

Emma: “I want you. And I want him. And I don’t know how to want both.”

I walked back to her, knelt in front of her, took her hands.

Mark: “Then we figure it out. Together.”

Emma: “How?”

Mark: “I don’t know yet. But we will.”

She pulled me to her, held me tight.

Emma: “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

Mark: “Don’t be.”

Emma: “I should be.”

Mark: “Probably.” I kissed her forehead. “But I’m not going anywhere.”

We stayed like that for a long time, holding each other, not talking. Sun moved across the floor. At some point, she stopped crying.

Emma: “Mark.”

Mark: “What?”

Emma: “I want you to fuck me.”

Mark: “Now?”

Emma: “Yes. I need to feel you. I need to remember what it’s like when it’s just us.”

I stood up, took her hand, led her to the bedroom.

She lay on the bed, body pale against dark sheets. I stood at the foot, watching. She reached up, touched herself—fingers tracing her collarbone, her breasts, her stomach.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

I did. Shirt hit the floor, then jeans, then boxers. Cock already hard, thick, leaking.

“Come here,” she said.

I climbed onto the bed, knelt between her legs. She spread them wide, cunt wet and pink.

“Fuck me,” she said. “But slow. I want to feel every inch.”

I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed inside her. She gasped, back arching. I held still, letting her feel me.

“Look at me,” she said.

I did. Her eyes dark, wet, full of need.

“This is real,” she said. “This is us. Not him. Not anyone. Just us.”

I began to move. Slow. Deep. Each stroke deliberate, controlled. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer.

“Harder,” she said.

“Not yet.”

I kept the same pace, watching my cock disappear into her, watching her pink flesh stretch around me. Little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“Please,” she said. “Please, Mark.”

“Please what?”

“Please don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. Slow, deep, steady. Her hands gripped the sheets. Eyes closed.

“Open your eyes,” I said.

She did. Glassy, unfocused.

“Who are you thinking about?” I asked.

“You.”

“Who else?”

She hesitated. “Him.”

I thrust deeper. “Does he make you feel like this?”

“No.”

“Then why do you want him?”

“Because he makes me feel something else.” She reached up, touched my face. “And I want to feel everything.”

I sped up, thrusting harder, faster. Bed creaked. Breasts bounced with each stroke.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

She came with a cry, body convulsing around mine. I came with her, cock pulsing inside her.

We lay there afterward, tangled together.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know you do.”

She smiled. “Do you?”

I kissed her forehead. “Yes.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I didn’t need to look at it.

Emma picked it up, read the screen. Emma: “He said thank you. For meeting with him.”

Mark: “Anything else?”

Emma: “He said he’ll wait. For as long as it takes.”

I took the phone from her, put it back.

Mark: “What are you going to tell him?”

She was quiet. Then: Emma: “The truth. That I love you. That I’m not leaving. But that I want to see him again.”

Mark: “Do you?”

Emma: “Yes.”

I looked at her. Dark eyes, soft lips, pale skin.

Mark: “Then see him. But come home to me.”

She kissed me. “Always.”

We didn’t get up. We just lay there, holding each other, sun moving across the floor.

Emma: “Mark.”

Mark: “What?”

Emma: “Thank you.”

Mark: “For what?”

Emma: “For being brave.”

I laughed. “I’m not brave.”

Emma: “Yes, you are.” She lifted her head. “You’re the bravest person I know.”

I didn’t know what to say. So I just held her tighter.

The phones buzzed again. Neither of us moved. 

The apartment was small, neutral ground. Liam’s place, not ours. Emma had insisted. “If we’re going to talk,” she said, “it should be somewhere that doesn’t belong to any of us.”

Emma took an hour to get ready. Tried on three different outfits—jeans and a sweater, a sundress, finally a simple black skirt and white blouse. “What do you think?” she asked, turning in front of the mirror.

“You look beautiful.”

“I’m not trying to look beautiful. I’m trying to look serious.”

“You look serious and beautiful.”

She sighed, sat on the edge of the bed, took my hand. “I’m scared.”

“Me too.”

“What if this ruins everything?”

“Then we rebuild.”

I sat on the couch, hands on my knees. Liam sat across from me in a wooden chair, elbows on his thighs, head down. Emma stood between us, back to the window, afternoon light cutting across her face.

She wore jeans and a sweater, hair pulled back. No makeup. Looked younger than she had in months, or maybe just more tired.

Emma: “I asked you both here because I need to say something.”

Neither of us spoke.

She looked at Liam first. Emma: “I care about you. More than I should. More than I planned to.”

Liam looked up. Face pale, eyes red-rimmed. He hadn’t slept either.

Emma: “But I’m not in love with you. And I can’t pretend that I am.”

Liam nodded slowly. Liam: “I know.”

Mark: “Then why are we here?”

Emma turned to me. Emma: “Because I need you to understand something.” She walked over, knelt in front of me, took my hands. “I chose you. I will always choose you. But I don’t want to lose him.”

Mark: “What does that mean?”

Emma: “It means I want to keep seeing him. With your permission. With your knowledge. No secrets.”

Mark: “And if I say no?”

She was quiet. Emma: “Then I won’t see him again. I’ll be sad. I’ll miss him. But I won’t go behind your back.”

Liam stood up. Liam: “I should go.”

Emma: “No.” Emma held up her hand. “Stay. You’re part of this.”

He sat back down.

I looked at her. Dark eyes, bitten lips, small tremble in her hands. Scared. So was I.

Mark: “What are the rules?”

She smiled—small, relieved. Emma: “No secrets. No lies. You know when I’m with him. You know where. And you can say stop at any time.”

Mark: “Anything else?”

Emma: “You watch if you want. Or you don’t. Your choice.”

Mark: “And if I want to be there?”

She glanced at Liam. He nodded.

Emma: “Then you’re there.”

I thought about the videos. The hotel room. The sound of her voice through the wall, saying my name while he was inside her.

Mark: “Okay. But one more rule.”

Emma: “What?”

Mark: “You come home to me. Every time. Even if it’s late. Even if you’re tired. Even if you’d rather stay.”

She leaned forward and kissed me. Soft. Sweet. Emma: “Always.”

Liam stood up again. This time, Emma didn’t stop him.

Liam: “I should give you two some time.” He walked to the door, paused, hand on the knob. “Emma.”

Emma: “Yeah?”

Liam: “I meant what I said. I’m not going to try to take you from him.”

Emma: “I know.”

He looked back at me, voice low. Liam: “One more thing. I’m not trying to take her from you.”

Mark: “Then what are you trying to do?”

Liam: “Make sure you deserve her.” He opened the door. “If you hurt her—if you ever make her feel like she’s not enough—I’ll be back. And I won’t ask permission.”

He left before I could answer. The door clicked shut.

We were alone.

Emma turned to me, back against the door, hands behind her. Emma: “What do you want to do now?”

Mark: “I want to fuck you. Slow. In our bed. Where I can take my time.”

She smiled. Emma: “Then take me home.”

We didn’t talk in the car. Emma stared out the window, hand on my thigh. City dark, streets empty. I kept my eyes on the road, hands steady on the wheel.

Emma: “One more rule.”

Mark: “What?”

Emma: “If you’re in the room, you don’t touch yourself until I say.”

Mark: “That’s not new.”

Emma: “It is.” She turned to face me. “Because I’m not going to say it. You’re going to have to beg.”

My cock stirred. Mark: “Beg?”

Emma: “On your knees. After he leaves. When I’m still full of his cum.”

I swallowed. Mark: “What if I don’t?”

She smiled, slow and wicked. Emma: “Then you don’t get to fuck me. You just watch.”

Mark: “That’s torture.”

Emma: “That’s the point.”

When we got home, she didn’t go to the bathroom. Went straight to the bedroom and stood at the foot of the bed, back to me.

“Take off my clothes,” she said.

I did. Unbuttoned her jeans, pulled them down her hips. She stepped out. Sweater followed, then bra. She stood there in nothing but her panties—black lace, the ones I’d bought her for our anniversary.

“Turn around,” I said.

She did. Body pale, perfect, the bruises from Liam’s hands already fading to yellow. I traced them with my finger.

“Does it hurt?” I asked.

“Not anymore.”

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. She stepped out, and then she was naked, skin glowing in the dim light.

“On the bed,” I said. “On your back.”

She lay down, hair spread across the pillow. Legs parted, cunt wet and pink. I stood at the foot of the bed, watching.

“You’re staring,” she said.

“Can you blame me?”

I took off my clothes. Cock hard, thick, leaking. I climbed onto the bed, knelt between her legs, leaned down to kiss her.

Her lips soft, warm. She tasted like mint and something else—something that was just her. I kissed her neck, collarbone, the swell of her breast.

“Slow,” she whispered. “Please. Slow.”

I took my time. Kissed her stomach, hips, inside of her thighs. She spread her legs wider, cunt open and wet. I buried my face between her legs and licked her.

Honey and salt. I licked her clit, her lips, her opening. Pushed my tongue inside her, felt her clench around me. Her hands twisted in the sheets, moans growing louder.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Please don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. Licked her faster, harder, sucking her clit into my mouth, flicking with my tongue. She came with a cry, body arching, thighs clamping around my head. I kept licking through it until she pushed me away.

“Too much,” she gasped. “Too much.”

I climbed up her body, positioned myself between her legs, pressed my cock against her entrance. So wet I slid inside her with one slow thrust.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

I held still, letting her feel me. Her inner walls clenched around my cock, hot and tight. I watched her face—brow furrowed, mouth fell open, eyes fluttered closed.

“Look at me,” I said.

She opened her eyes. Dark, wet, full of need.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too.”

I began to move. Slow at first, deep strokes that made her breath catch. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer. Nails dug into my back.

“Harder,” she said.

“Not yet.”

I kept the same pace, slow and deliberate, watching my cock disappear into her, watching her pink flesh stretch around me. Little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“Please,” she said. “Please, Mark.”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me harder.”

I sped up, thrusting deeper, faster. Bed creaked. Her breasts bounced with each stroke. Head thrashed.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

I reached down, found her clit, rubbed it in circles. She came with a scream, body convulsing around mine. I came with her, cock pulsing inside her.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, sweat cooling. Room dark, only light from the street outside. I could hear her breathing, slow and steady, heart beating against my chest.

“That was different,” she said.

“Different how?”

“Different good.” She lifted her head, looked at me. “We’ve never done that before. Slow. Gentle. Like we were making love.”

“We were making love.”

“I know.” She smiled, kissed my chest. “I liked it.”

“Me too.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “Mark.”

“What?”

“Thank you. For not running away. For staying.”

I held her tighter. “I’m not going anywhere.”

We didn’t sleep. Lay there holding each other, talking about nothing. The future. The dog we might get someday. The trip to Italy we still hadn’t taken.

Emma: “Mark.”

Mark: “What?”

Emma: “Thank you.”

Mark: “For what?”

Emma: “For staying.”

I kissed her forehead. Mark: “I’m not going anywhere.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it.

“I’m not giving up. But I’ll wait. For as long as it takes.”

Emma looked at the screen. Emma: “Liam?”

Mark: “Yeah.”

Emma: “What are you going to say?”

I thought about it. His hands on her. The way she’d said his name in the quiet. The fear in his eyes when she chose me.

“I know.”

I hit send.

Emma took the phone from me, put it back on the nightstand. Then she climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. Her cunt wet again, sliding against my cock.

Emma: “One more time. Before we sleep.”

Mark: “Okay.”

She reached down, guided me inside her, sank down slowly. Head fell back. Mouth opened. A long, low moan.

She rode me slowly, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. I watched her breasts bounce, her face—eyes closed, lips parted, breath short, sharp gasps.

Emma: “I love you.”

Mark: “I love you too.”

Emma: “No.” She leaned forward, mouth at my ear. “I mean it. I really, really love you.”

I grabbed her hips, thrust up into her. She cried out.

Mark: “I know.”

She rode me faster, harder. Nails dug into my shoulders. Moans grew louder.

Emma: “I’m close.”

Mark: “Me too.”

Emma: “Together.”

We came together, her body shuddering, cunt clenching around me. I held her tight, face buried in her neck, breath ragged.

She collapsed on top of me, weight warm and soft.

Emma: “That’s enough. Now we sleep.”

We did. For a few hours, at least. When I woke up, sun was up and Emma was already in the shower. I lay in bed, listening to the water run, thinking about Liam. About David. About all of them.

My phone buzzed again.

“I heard you’re looking for a new friend. I’d like to apply.”

I stared at the screen. A new number. A new name.

“Who is this?”

“Someone who’s been watching. Someone who knows what your wife looks like when she’s happy.”

“What do you want?”

“To meet. That’s all. Just to meet.”

I stared at the screen for a long time. Then I put the phone down on the nightstand, screen facing down.

Emma came out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, hair wet, skin pink.

Emma: “What’s that?” she asked, nodding at my phone.

Mark: “Nothing. Wrong number.”

She didn’t believe me. I could see it in her eyes. But she didn’t push.

Emma: “Breakfast?”

Mark: “Okay.”

She walked to the kitchen. I watched her go—the curve of her ass under the towel, the damp strands of hair clinging to her neck, the small bruise on her shoulder fading to yellow.

I didn’t delete the message. Didn’t save it. Just left it there, unanswered.

Then I got up and followed my wife into the kitchen.


Chapter 4

Three weeks after the night with Nick. Mid-November. The rain hadn’t stopped for days, but that wasn’t what kept me awake. It was the memory of Nick’s hand on my wife’s back. The way his thumb had pressed into the muscle just above her hip, the way she’d leaned into him like she’d forgotten I was in the room.

The text from the unknown number sat in my phone, unread. I never got the chance to respond. The next morning, everything changed.



Earlier that morning, we’d been arguing about something stupid—organic strawberries, three dollars more, the principle of the thing. Emma had her feet on the dashboard, her toenails painted a pale pink. “You’re so cheap,” she teased.

“It’s the principle.”

“The principle of being cheap?”

I laughed. She laughed. The sun was bright, the sky clear. We had no idea what was coming.



In the car, before the crash

Emma watched the rain, nervous. “You’re driving too fast.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’ve been staring at your phone all morning. Who was it?”

“No one.”

“You always say that when it’s not no one.”

She put her hand on my thigh. “Mark. I know the signs. You’re scared of something.”

“I’m scared of losing you.”

“You won’t.”

“You don’t know that.”

I glanced in the rearview mirror. Headlights. Too close. Too fast.

“Buckle up.”

“What? Why?”

“Just do it.”



The rain was coming down in sheets, the kind of storm that made the windshield wipers useless and the road ahead a blur of red and white light. Emma gripped the armrest, knuckles white. She wasn’t screaming. That was worse.

“Mark,” she said, her voice too calm. “Slow down.”

I didn’t slow down. I couldn’t. The car behind us—Alex’s car, I realized now—was still there, still closing, still hunting.

“He’s not going to stop,” I said.

“Then pull over. Let him pass.”

“He won’t pass.”

I saw the headlights first. Then the curve. Then the guardrail that wasn’t going to hold. The rain on the asphalt looked like oil, black and slick, and the tires of the car behind us screamed once before the world tilted.

I could have swerved. I could have turned the wheel toward the shoulder, let him fly past, taken my chances with the ditch. Instead, I turned the wheel toward the skid. Toward the rail. Toward the drop.

I wasn’t trying to die. I was trying to protect her.

The last thing I remember was her scream. Then the glass breaking—first like a gunshot, then like a thousand tiny bells. Then nothing. A darkness that felt like falling through the floor of the world.



The hospital room was white. Too white. The kind of white that hurt your eyes even when they were closed. I opened them anyway, and the first thing I saw was her.

Emma sat in a chair beside the bed, her legs tucked under her. She wore the same clothes from the night before—jeans, a sweater, no shoes. Dark half-moons hung under her eyes. Her bottom lip was split—she’d been biting it.

A cup of cold coffee sat on the table, untouched. A stack of magazines she hadn’t read. Her phone on the floor, dead. She’d been here the whole time.

“Hey,” I said. My voice came out wrong—scratchy, weak.

She jerked awake. “Mark. Oh my God, Mark.” She leaned forward, her hands on my face, her lips on my forehead. “You’re awake.”

“How long?”

“Two days.” She was crying. “I thought you were going to die.”

“What happened?”

“You don’t remember?”

I tried to think. Rain. A car. Her scream. Burning rubber. Then nothing.

“Not really.”

She sat back, still holding my hand. “You crashed. They had to cut you out. You’ve been out for two days.”

Two days. I looked down at my body. My legs were under the blanket. I could feel them—numb, but there. My arms were bruised, bandaged, but functional. My head hurt. Not a headache. Something deeper. A hollow place where memories should have been.

“How bad?” I asked.

“Bad enough. But you’re going to be okay.”



In the hallway, after the doctor left

Emma pulled the doctor aside. “Will his memory come back?”

“It’s impossible to say. Retrograde amnesia after trauma—some patients recover fully, others only fragments. The best thing you can do is not force it. Don’t show him photos. Don’t take him to familiar places. Let his brain heal at its own pace.”

“What if he never remembers me?”

The doctor smiled kindly. “He knows your name. He knows he loves you. That’s not nothing.”

Her voice broke. “But the rest…”

“The rest is just details. Love isn’t stored in memory. It’s stored in the body.”



The door opened. A doctor walked in—middle-aged, bald, with kind eyes and a clipboard. He asked me questions. My name. Her name. The year. The president.

“Do you know where you are?”

“Hospital.”

“Do you know why?”

“Car accident.”

He nodded, made a note. “Do you remember anything from the past few months?”

I thought about it. Emma. The apartment. Work. The dance studio where I first saw her. But there was a gap—a hole where something should have been. A face. A name. A hotel room. A camera. All of it just out of reach.

“Some things. Not everything.”

The doctor glanced at Emma, then back at me. “You have retrograde amnesia. It’s common after a head injury. Most of your memories will come back. Some may not.”

“Which ones?”

“That’s impossible to predict.” He smiled, patted my shoulder. “Give it time.”

After the doctor left, Emma sat on the edge of the bed. Her hand rested on my chest, fingers tracing circles through the thin hospital gown.

“Do you remember us?”

“Yes.”

“The first time we met?”

“The dance studio. You wore a black leotard. Your hair was in a ponytail. I couldn’t stop staring at you.”

She smiled—small, fragile, but real. “What else?”

“The first time I kissed you. It was raining. We were under the awning. Your lips tasted like cherry lip balm.”

“Do you remember the first time we—”

“Made love?” I reached up, touched her face. “Yes. Our apartment. The couch. You wore my t-shirt. I’d never been so scared in my life.”

“Scared?”

“Of messing it up. Of losing you.”

Her eyes were wet. She leaned down and kissed me. Soft. Sweet. Her lips tasted like tears.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”



The days blurred together. Tests. Physical therapy. Visitors I didn’t remember—friends from work, Emma’s colleagues, people who smiled and said “glad you’re okay” and then left. Emma stayed. She never left.

At night, she slept in the chair beside my bed. I watched her sleep—her chest rose and fell, her hand stayed on mine even in sleep. I tried to remember the gap. The hole where something should have been.

A face. A name. A hotel room. A camera.

Nothing.

The doctor said not to force it. He said memories came back on their own. He said I was lucky—no permanent damage, no paralysis, just time.

But at night, when the lights were off and Emma was breathing slow and even beside me, I felt something crawling at the edges of my mind. Something I’d forgotten on purpose.

I didn’t want to remember. I didn’t want to know what I’d lost.

But I knew it was there.



One night, I woke up to a sound. Soft. Rhythmic. Wet.

Emma was in the chair. Her hand was between her legs. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted. She touched herself—slow at first, then faster. Her breathing quickened.

She didn’t know I was watching.

I lay still, my eyes half-closed. I watched her face—her brow furrowed, her mouth fell open. She was close.

“Mark,” she whispered. Not his name. Mine.

She came with a soft cry, her body shuddering. Then she went still.

I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. But my body had stopped asking my permission. And somewhere in the dark hollow of my skull, a door creaked open.



The next morning, she was gone when I woke up. The chair was empty. A note on the table: “Went home to shower. Be back soon. Love you.”

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, thinking about last night. Her hand between her legs. The way she’d said my name.

My cock was hard. It had been hard for days, but I hadn’t said anything. The doctor said it would take time. The nerves, the muscles, the healing. But I knew—it wasn’t my body that was broken.

It was my mind.

Emma came back an hour later. Fresh clothes, damp hair, glowing skin. She looked like she’d slept. I hadn’t.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Better.”

“Liar.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, her hand on my thigh. “The doctor says you can come home tomorrow.”

“Good.”

“He says you’ll need to take it easy. No driving. No heavy lifting.”

“And?”

She smiled. “And no strenuous activity.”

“How long?”

“A few weeks.”

I looked at her. Dark eyes, soft lips, a small bruise on her neck that I didn’t remember giving her. It was shaped like a thumbprint, yellowing at the edges.

“What about you?” I asked.

“What about me?”

“How are you holding up?”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “I missed you. Even when you were right there, I missed you.”

I reached up, touched her face. “I’m here now.”

“I know.”

She leaned down and kissed me. Soft at first, then harder, her tongue sliding against mine. I tasted coffee and mint and something else—something that was just her.

“Not yet,” I said, pulling back. “The doctor said—”

“I know what the doctor said.” She kissed my neck, my collarbone, the hollow of my throat. “I just want to feel you.”

She unbuttoned my hospital gown, slid her hand down my chest, over my stomach, to my dick. It was hard. It had been hard since last night.

“See?” she whispered. “You’re getting better.”

She stroked me slowly, her thumb rubbing the head. I groaned, my hips bucking against her hand.

“Emma—”

“Shh.” She kissed me again, deeper. “Just relax.”

She climbed onto the bed, straddling my hips. Her jeans were tight, her pussy pressed against my dick through the denim. She ground against me, slow and steady. The fabric was rough, but beneath it I could feel the heat of her.

“I need you inside me,” she said.

“We can’t.”

“We can try.”

She unzipped her jeans, pushed them down her hips. No panties. Her pussy was wet, pink, glistening. She reached down, wrapped her hand around my dick, and guided me to her entrance.

“Slow,” I said. “Please. Slow.”

She lowered herself onto me—an inch, two inches. I slid inside her easily—she was so wet—and she gasped, her head falling back. The tendons in her neck stood out.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

I held still, letting her adjust. Her inner walls clenched around my dick, hot and tight. I watched her face—her brow furrowed, her mouth fell open, her eyes fluttered closed.

“Look at me,” I said.

She opened her eyes. Dark, wet, full of need.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too.”

She began to move. Slow at first, grinding her hips in circles. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

“Harder,” I said.

“I thought you wanted slow.”

“I changed my mind.”

She smiled—slow, wicked—and rode me faster. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced. Her nails dug into my shoulders.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

I reached down, found her clit, and rubbed it in circles. She came with a cry, her body convulsing around mine. I came with her, pulsing inside her, filling her.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air. The room was quiet. I could hear her breathing, slow and steady.

“I’ve missed you,” she said.

“I’ve been right here.”

“I know.” She kissed my chest. “But you weren’t here.”

I didn’t know what she meant. Not then.

But I would.



The next morning, they discharged me. Emma drove me home—slow, careful, her hand on my thigh. The city looked the same. The apartment looked the same. But everything felt different.

I walked through the rooms, touching things. The couch where we’d made love the first time. The kitchen table where we’d eaten breakfast a thousand mornings. The bedroom where she slept beside me every night.

Everything was familiar. Nothing was right.

“You okay?” Emma asked.

“Just tired.”

She helped me into bed, pulled the blankets up to my chin. “Sleep. I’ll make dinner.”

I closed my eyes. I heard her in the kitchen—pots clanging, water running, the soft hum of the refrigerator. I tried to remember the gap.

A face. A name. A hotel room.

Nothing.

I slept.

I woke up to the sound of her voice. Not talking to me. Talking on the phone. Her words were low, muffled, but I could hear them through the wall.

“He doesn’t remember. No. Nothing. The doctor says it might come back. It might not.”

A pause.

“I know. I know. But I can’t—I can’t just pretend it didn’t happen.”

Another pause.

“I love him. Of course I love him. But I need… I don’t know what I need.”

She hung up. I heard her crying—soft, stifled, the sound she made when she didn’t want anyone to hear.

I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep.

When she came back to the bedroom, her face was dry, her eyes clear. She smiled at me.

“How did you sleep?”

“Fine.”

“Dinner’s almost ready.”

“What were you making?”

“Pasta. Your favorite.”

She kissed my forehead and went back to the kitchen. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, thinking about the phone call. The way she’d said “I need.”

She needed something I couldn’t give her.

Not yet.

Maybe not ever.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. A text from an unknown number.

“I heard you’re back on your feet. Glad you’re okay. We should talk when you’re ready.”

I stared at the screen. I didn’t know who sent it. I didn’t know what they wanted.

But I didn’t delete it. I saved it. This time, I didn’t add “and I waited.” I just put the phone down and closed my eyes.



The bar was called The Hideaway, and it lived up to its name—tucked between a laundromat and a pawn shop, no sign out front, just a black door and a red light above it. I’d driven past it twice before I found it. Emma sat beside me in the car, her hand on my thigh, her thumb tracing circles through the denim.

“You don’t have to do this,” I said.

“I know.”

“We can turn around. Go home. Pretend we never got that message.”

She looked at me. Dark, calm eyes. “Do you want to turn around?”

I thought about the message. The unknown number. The words: “I know what your wife looks like when she’s happy.”

“No,” I said.

She smiled. “Then let’s go.”



Emma spent an hour getting ready. She tried on three dresses—a black one, a red one, finally a navy blue one that clung to her hips. She turned in front of the mirror. “What do you think?”

“You look beautiful.”

“I’m not trying to look beautiful. I’m trying to look… approachable.”

“You look approachable and beautiful.”

She laughed. “You’re useless.” She settled on the black dress—short, tight, the kind that made her legs look endless. She didn’t wear a bra. I could see the outline of her nipples through the thin fabric.

“No panties,” I said.

She glanced at me, a small smile on her lips. “I wasn’t planning on any.”



He was already there, sitting in a corner booth, a glass of whiskey in front of him. He stood when he saw us—tall, broad-shouldered, handsome in a way that didn’t try too hard. Dark hair, dark eyes, a scar on his chin that looked like it had a story. He wore a gray sweater, sleeves pushed up, and his hands were big—the kind that looked like they’d worked for a living.

“You must be Emma,” he said, extending his hand. “I’m Jake.”

She shook it. Her hand looked small in his. “This is my husband, Mark.”

He shook my hand too—firm, not too hard. “Thanks for coming. I know this is… unusual.”

“That’s one word for it,” I said.

He laughed. Warm, easy. “Sit, please. Can I get you a drink?”

Emma ordered wine. I ordered whiskey. Jake signaled the bartender, then leaned back, his eyes on Emma.

“I saw you at the restaurant a few weeks ago. You were with another man—not your husband. You were sitting at a table by the window, laughing. You looked…” He paused. “Alive.”

Emma’s cheeks flushed. “You’ve been watching me?”

“Not following. Just noticing.” He took a sip of his whiskey. “I own the building across the street. My office faces the restaurant. I saw you there a few times. Always with different men. Always laughing. Always beautiful.”

“And you decided to reach out?”

“I decided to take a chance.” He looked at me. “I’m not a creep. I’m not a predator. I’m just a guy who saw something he wanted and asked for it.”

“That’s very honest,” Emma said.

“I don’t see the point in lying.”

The drinks came. Emma took a long sip of her wine. I watched her throat move.

“So what now?” I asked.

Jake shrugged. “Now we talk. Get to know each other. See if there’s a connection.” He looked at Emma. “And if there is, we see where it goes.”



The bar was dim, lit by candles on each table. A jazz trio played in the corner. The air smelled like whiskey and leather. Jake stood when he saw us—tall, broad-shouldered, handsome.

“You must be Emma,” he said, extending his hand. “I’m Jake.”

She shook it. “This is my husband, Mark.”

He shook my hand too. “Thanks for coming. I know this is… unusual.”

“That’s one word for it,” I said.

He laughed. “Sit, please. Can I get you a drink?”



At the bar, after the first drink

Jake leaned toward Emma. “Can I ask you something personal?”

“You can ask.”

“Why do you do it? Meet strangers, I mean.”

“Because I like it.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one I have.” She glanced at me. “Ask him. He’s the one who watches.”

Jake turned to me. “And why do you watch?”

“Because when I watch, I know she’s coming home.”

“That’s the answer.”

Emma smiled softly. “See? He’s better with words than I am.”

Jake raised his glass. “To the ones who wait.”



We talked for two hours. Work, travel, books, movies. Jake was easy to talk to—curious, funny, self-deprecating. He told us about his ex-wife, the divorce, the years he’d spent alone. He didn’t complain. He just stated the facts, like they were part of a story he’d already finished reading.

Emma laughed at his jokes. She touched his arm when he made her laugh. She leaned in when he talked, her body angled toward his.

I watched. My whiskey was empty. I ordered another.

“You’re quiet, Mark,” Jake said.

“I’m listening.”

“To what?”

“To her laugh. She doesn’t laugh like that with everyone.”

Emma glanced at me, cheeks pink. “Mark.”

“It’s true.”

Jake smiled. “He loves you.”

“I know,” she said.

“Does he watch?”

The question hung in the air. Emma looked at me. I nodded.

“Yes,” she said. “He watches.”

Jake leaned back, eyes moving between us. “And you like that?”

“Yes.”

“Both of you?”

“Yes,” I said.

He was quiet for a long moment. Then he stood up. “I have a room upstairs. Nothing fancy. Just a bed and a lock on the door.” He looked at Emma. “If you want to see where this goes, we can go up. If not, we say goodnight and I never contact you again.”

Emma looked at me. “What do you think?”

I thought about the message. The weeks of waiting. The sound of her voice through the wall, saying my name.

“I think you should go,” I said.

She kissed me. Soft, quick. Then she stood up and took Jake’s hand.

I followed them upstairs.



“Last chance,” Jake said. “You can still leave.”

Emma shook her head. “I don’t want to leave.”

“Why?”

She glanced at me. “Because he’s watching. And because I want him to see.”

Jake looked at me, then back at her. “You’re something else.”

“I know.” She reached up and unzipped her dress herself. It fell to the floor. She wore nothing underneath.



The room was small—a bed, a nightstand, a lamp with a low-watt bulb. The sheets were white, fresh, the kind you’d find in a hotel. Jake locked the door behind us and turned to Emma.

“Last chance,” he said. “You can still leave.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want to leave.”

He kissed her. Not soft. Not tentative. His hand went to the back of her neck, pulling her close. She moaned—a small, surprised sound—and her hands went to his chest.

I sat in the chair by the window. The same chair I’d sat in a hundred times. Watching.

Jake pulled back, his forehead resting against hers. “You’re beautiful.”

“You already said that.”

“It bears repeating.”

He unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor, pooling around her feet. She wore a black bra and matching thong, her skin pale against the dark fabric. The hollow of her collarbone caught the light. Jake’s hands moved to her hips, thumbs hooking into the waistband.

“Can I?” he asked.

She nodded.

He pulled the thong down, slow, savoring it. The fabric slid over her hips, down her thighs, and she stepped out of it. He knelt in front of her, his face level with her cunt. The muscles in his back shifted under his shirt.

“You’re already wet,” he said.

“I’ve been wet since you texted.”

He smiled and buried his face between her legs.

I watched. My cock was hard, pressing against my jeans. I didn’t touch it. Not yet.

Jake’s tongue moved in long, slow strokes from her opening to her clit. He licked her like he was tasting something precious. Emma’s hands went to his head, fingers tangling in his dark hair.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped.

He pushed two fingers inside her, curled them, stroked her G-spot. She cried out, hips bucking against his face.

“Right there. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He licked her faster, harder, fingers pumping in and out. I could see her wetness on his chin, glistening in the dim light. The smell of her—musky, sweet—filled the small room.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

He pulled away, stood up, and pushed her onto the bed. She fell back, legs spread, pussy wet and open. He took off his shirt. His chest was broad, muscled, covered in a light dusting of dark hair. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and pushed them down.

His cock sprang free—thick, longer than mine, the head purple and shiny. He stroked it once, twice, then climbed onto the bed.

“On your hands and knees,” he said.

She turned over, ass in the air. He knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, and pressed the head of his cock against her entrance.

“Look at him,” he said, nodding toward me.

Emma turned her head. Her eyes found mine.

“Watch,” Jake said. “Watch your wife take my cock.”

He pushed inside her. One slow, deep stroke. Emma cried out, hands clenching the sheets. Her back arched. Her mouth fell open.

“Oh, my God,” she breathed.

He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in. The sound was wet, obscene. Her breasts bounced. Her hair swung.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I like it. I like your cock.”

“Whose is it?”

“Yours. It’s yours.”

He fucked her harder, faster, his hips slapping against her ass. I watched my wife get fucked by a stranger. Watched her face—the pleasure, the pain, the hunger. My hand was on my cock now, stroking through my jeans.

“Touch yourself,” Jake said. “Let him see.”

Emma reached between her legs, fingers finding her clit. She rubbed in circles, her hips moving in time with his thrusts.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

He pulled out, flipped her onto her back, and pushed her legs up toward her chest. He entered her again, deeper. Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth opened in a silent scream.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did. Glassy, unfocused.

“Who’s fucking you?”

“You are.”

“Say my name.”

“Jake.”

“Say it again.”

“Jake. Jake. Jake.”

She came, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around his dick. He kept fucking her through it, not slowing down. Her orgasm was like a wave breaking over a seawall—inevitable, violent, beautiful.

“Now you,” she said. “Come inside me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

He thrust one last time, buried deep, and came. I saw his dick pulse inside her, her cunt grip him, milking every drop. She came again, body shuddering, nails digging into his back.

They lay there for a moment, breathing hard. Then Jake pulled out and rolled onto his back.

Emma looked at me. “Your turn.”

I stood up, walked to the bed, and took off my clothes. My cock was hard, aching, leaking. I climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs. Her cunt was wet, open, still filled with his cum. A thin white thread had dripped onto the sheets.

“Clean me up,” she said. “Like you promised.”

I lowered my head and licked her. I tasted him—salty, bitter, wrong. I licked her clit, her lips, the inside of her thighs. She moaned, hands in my hair.

“That’s it,” she said. “Make me yours again.”

I pushed my tongue inside her, felt her pussy clench around me. She came again, a small, shuddering orgasm, and I pulled away.

I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed inside her. She was so wet, so loose, so fucking perfect. I fucked her slow, savoring it, watching her face.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Eyes wet, lips swollen.

“Whose are you?”

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours.”

I fucked her harder, faster. The bed creaked. The headboard banged against the wall.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

I came inside her, filling her, claiming her. She came with me, her body clenching around mine.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together. Jake was still beside us, watching. He didn’t say anything.

We showered together, the three of us, water hot and steaming. Jake scrubbed Emma’s back. I scrubbed her front. She stood between us, eyes closed, body relaxed. Water ran down the ridges of her spine, pooling in the small of her back before cascading over the curve of her ass.

Jake looked at me over her shoulder.

“You’re not jealous,” he said.

“No.”

“You’re hard.”

I glanced down. He was right.

“That’s not jealousy,” I said. “That’s anticipation.”

He laughed. “Anticipation of what?”

“Cleaning her up.”

His smile faded. He understood.

“That was…” she started, then stopped.

“Intense?” Jake offered.

“Yes. Intense.”

“Good intense?”

She opened her eyes. “The best.”

We dressed in silence. Jake walked us to the door, his hand on the small of Emma’s back.

“Same time next week?” he asked.

Emma looked at me. I nodded.

“Same time,” she said.

He kissed her cheek, shook my hand, and closed the door.



We didn’t talk on the drive home. Emma stared out the window, her hand on my thigh. The city was dark, the streets empty.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“You’re quiet.”

“Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About how much I love watching you.”

She smiled. “Good.”

When we got home, she didn’t go to the bathroom. She went straight to the bedroom and stood at the foot of the bed, her back to me.

“Take off my clothes,” she said.

I did. I unzipped her dress, let it fall. She stepped out of it, turned to face me. Her body was pale, perfect, still wet from the shower. A small red mark—Jake’s thumbprint—was fading on her hip.

“One more time,” she said. “Before we sleep.”

“Okay.”

She pushed me onto the bed, climbed on top of me, and sank down onto my cock. Still wet, still loose, still warm from him.

She rode me slowly, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. I watched her breasts bounce, her face—eyes closed, lips parted.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

“No.” She leaned forward, mouth at my ear. “I mean it. I really, really love you.”

I grabbed her hips, thrust up into her. She cried out.

“I know,” I said.

She rode me faster, harder. Her nails dug into my shoulders.

“I’m close.”

“Me too.”

“Together.”

We came together, her body shuddering, her pussy clenching around me. I held her tight, face buried in her neck.

She collapsed on top of me, warm and soft.

“That’s enough. Now we sleep.”

We did. For a few hours, at least. When I woke up, the sun was up and Emma was already in the shower. I lay in bed, listening to the water run, thinking about Jake. His hands. His cock. The way she’d said his name.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

“Same time next week. Same place. Don’t be late.”

I stared at the screen. Then I typed back: “We’ll be there.” and hit send.

Emma came out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, hair wet, skin pink.

“Who was that?”

“Jake.”

“What did he say?”

“Same time next week.”

She smiled. “Are we going?”

“Yes,” I said. “We’re going.”

She kissed me. Soft. Sweet.

“Good.”




Chapter 5

Three days after Jake. Late November. The rehab center smelled like antiseptic and old sweat. Every morning the fog was so thick I couldn’t see the parking lot from my window.

The rehab center had a small gym on the second floor. Not much—a few machines, some weights, a mat that smelled like rubber and sweat. Emma drove me there twice a week, sat in the plastic chair by the window, and watched me struggle through exercises that should have been easy.

Today, my leg was sore. The therapist—an old man named George, bald and patient and utterly forgettable—had me on my back, stretching my hamstring. Emma sat in the corner, legs crossed, a magazine open in her lap. She wasn’t reading it. She was watching me.

George left to get a resistance band. The room was quiet.

“You’re staring,” I said.

“You’re worth staring at.”

She said it the way she used to. The words hit me somewhere in my chest, a place that didn’t hurt but ached. I didn’t remember why. I just knew she’d said it before.

“Did we used to say that?” I asked.

She smiled—small, sad. “All the time.”

I tried to remember. Nothing came. Just the echo of her voice, the shape of her lips. The gap in my head was still there, dark and empty.

George came back. We finished the session. Emma drove me home.



A young nurse came in to check the machines. Pretty, dark hair, soft hands.

“Sorry,” she said, reaching across me to adjust a pedal. Her forearm pressed against my groin.

I flinched.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry,” she said, pulling back.

“It’s fine,” I said, but my face was hot.

She glanced down at the tent in my sweatpants and looked away quickly.

“I’ll… come back later.”

She left. Emma was watching from her chair, a knowing smile on her lips.

“You’re impossible,” she said.



That night, I woke up to a sound.

Soft. Rhythmic. Wet.

I lay still, eyes half-closed. Emma was beside me, her back to me. The sheet had slipped down to her waist. I could see the curve of her spine, the swell of her hip. Her hand was between her legs.

She was touching herself.

I didn’t move. I didn’t speak. I just watched.

Her fingers moved slowly at first, circling her clit, dipping inside her. She was wet—I could hear it, the slick sound, the soft gasp when she pushed deeper. Her hips bucked against her hand. Her back arched.

“Mark,” she whispered.

Not his name. Mine.

She came with a soft cry, body shuddering, hand still between her legs. Then she went still.

I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. But my cock was hard, and my mind was a locked room with something scratching at the door.



In the morning, she was already dressed. She kissed my forehead and said she was going to the store. I watched her from the window—her silhouette moving down the street, the slight limp in her left leg from an old dance injury, the way she pulled her jacket tighter against the cold—and I tried to remember the sound of her voice saying my name in the dark.

I couldn’t. But my body had stopped asking my permission.

I reached down and touched myself. Slow at first, then faster. I closed my eyes and saw her—the way her body had arched, the way her fingers had moved, the way she’d said my name.

I came in my hand and lay there, staring at the ceiling.

Something was missing. Something was wrong.

I just didn’t know what yet.



The next day, George was out sick. A substitute therapist filled in—a woman in her fifties, efficient and bored. Emma sat in her usual chair, but today she was different. Restless. Her leg bounced. She kept looking at her phone.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Fine.”

“You’re lying.”

She looked at me, surprised. Then she laughed. “You used to say that too.”

“Did I?”

“You always knew when I was lying.”

I wanted to ask more. I wanted to know what else I used to know. But the words were stuck. The gap was still there.

She reached out and took my hand. Her fingers were warm. “You’re going to be okay.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I won’t let you not be.”

That sounded familiar. I held her hand and tried to remember where I’d heard it before.

I couldn’t.

But I didn’t let go.



We went home. Emma made dinner. I sat on the couch, the TV on but not watching. She brought me a plate, set it on the coffee table, and sat down beside me. Her thigh pressed against mine. I could feel the heat of her through my sweatpants.

“You’re quiet,” she said.

“Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About you. About us. About all the things I don’t remember.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then she put her hand on my thigh. “Do you want to remember?”

“Yes.”

“Even if it hurts?”

I looked at her. Her eyes were wet. “I don’t know.”

She kissed me. Soft at first, then harder, her tongue sliding against mine. I tasted tears. Not mine. Hers.

She pulled back, looked at me. “Then let’s make new memories.”

She unbuttoned my pants, reached inside, and wrapped her hand around my dick. Already hard. She stroked me slowly, thumb rubbing the head.

“Not yet,” she said. “First, I want you to watch.”

She stood up, pulled off her sweater. No bra. Her breasts were full, pale, nipples already hard. She unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down. No panties. Her cunt was bare, already wet.

She sat on the edge of the couch, spread her legs, and touched herself.

“Watch me,” she said.

I did.

Her fingers circled her clit, slow then fast. She pushed two fingers inside herself, curled them, and moaned. Her head fell back. Her hips bucked.

“I’m thinking about you,” she said. “I’m always thinking about you.”

She came with a cry, body convulsing, juice soaking her fingers.

Then she climbed onto my lap, straddled me, and sank down onto my dick.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

She rode me slow, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. I watched her breasts bounce, her face—eyes closed, lips parted.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Dark, wet, full of need.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too.”

I didn’t know if I meant it. I didn’t know if I remembered what love felt like. But in that moment, with her body wrapped around mine, I believed it.

She came again, her pussy clenching around me. I came with her, pulsing inside her, filling her.

We lay there afterward, tangled together on the couch.

“You’re still in there,” she said. “I know you are.”

I held her and didn’t answer.

Something was coming back. Not memories—not yet. Just feelings. Shadows. The shape of something I’d lost.

I didn’t know if I wanted to find it.

But I knew I wouldn’t stop looking.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table. I reached for it.

A text from an unknown number.

“I heard you’re back on your feet. Glad you’re okay. We should talk when you’re ready.”

I stared at the screen. I didn’t know who sent it. I didn’t know what they wanted.

I saved it, then put the phone aside and held my wife until she fell asleep.



One week later. Early December. The rehab center’s fluorescent lights hummed overhead like angry insects.

The rehab center was on the third floor of a building that smelled like antiseptic and old sweat. I hated it. I hated the lights and the beeping machines and the way everyone looked at me like I was breakable. But I went. Twice a week. Because Emma made me.

Nick was my physical therapist. Twenty-eight, maybe thirty, with a shaved head and a jaw that looked like it had been carved out of granite. He wore scrubs that stretched tight across his chest. When he lifted my leg to stretch my hamstring, I could see the veins in his forearms—thick, ropy.

Emma came with me today. She sat in the plastic chair by the window, legs crossed, hands in her lap. She wore jeans and a thin white t-shirt, no bra. I could see the outline of her nipples through the fabric. So could Nick.

“How’s the range of motion?” he asked, pressing on my knee.

“Better.”

“Good. Let’s try some weight-bearing.”

He helped me stand. My leg shook, but I stayed up. Emma smiled at me from across the room. I tried to smile back.

“You’re doing great,” Nick said. His hand was on my hip, steadying me. His thumb pressed into the muscle just above my waistband. “Your wife is a good motivator.”

I looked at him. He was looking at her.

“She is,” I said.

Emma uncrossed her legs, then crossed them again. Her cheeks were pink.

Nick helped me back into the chair. “That’s enough for today. Come back Thursday.”

He wrote something in my chart, then looked at Emma. “You should come with him more often. Patients do better when their partners are involved.”

“I’ll try,” she said.

He smiled. Warm. Easy. The kind that made you want to trust him.

I didn’t trust him. But I didn’t want him to stop looking at her.



Thursday came faster than I expected. Emma drove me to the center, hand on my thigh, eyes on the road. She wore a dress this time—short, white, the kind that showed her legs. No bra again. I could see the shadow of her nipples.

“You dressed up,” I said.

“It’s hot out.”

“It’s seventy degrees.”

She glanced at me, a small smile. “Maybe I wanted to look nice.”

“For who?”

She didn’t answer.

Nick was waiting for us. He wore shorts today—new. His legs were thick, muscular, covered in dark hair.

“Let’s start with some massage,” he said. “Loosen up the muscles before we work on strength.”

He pulled up a stool and sat beside me. His hands were warm, strong. He kneaded my calf, my hamstring, my lower back. Emma watched.

“You’re tight here,” he said, pressing into my hip. “Your wife should massage this at home. It’ll help with the recovery.”

“I can do that,” Emma said.

Nick looked at her. “I’ll show you how.”

He stood up, walked over to her, and placed his hands on her shoulders. “Feel the muscle here,” he said, pressing his thumbs into her trapezius. “This is where tension collects. You want firm pressure, but not too firm.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered closed. Her lips parted. Nick’s hands moved down her back, over her shoulder blades, to the curve of her waist.

“Like this,” he said.

His thumbs pressed into the muscle on either side of her spine. She moaned—soft, almost inaudible.

Then she leaned forward to stretch, and her thin white t-shirt gaped open. I saw the curve of her breast, the dark shadow of her nipple.

Nick saw it too. His hands paused for half a second, then continued.

“You should wear a sports bra next time,” he said.

Emma straightened up, cheeks flushed. “I will.”

But she didn’t pull her shirt closed. She just looked at me, then at Nick.

“Did you see what you wanted to see?” she asked.

Nick met her eyes. “Not yet.”

The air in the room changed.

I watched. My cock was hard in my sweatpants.

“You’re very good at this,” Emma said.

“I’ve had practice.”

His hands moved lower, to the small of her back. His fingers traced the waistband of her dress. Emma opened her eyes and looked at me.

I didn’t say anything. I just watched.

Nick stepped back. “That should help,” he said. “Let’s get back to work.”



The room smelled like antiseptic and old sweat. I hated it. I hated the lights and the beeping machines. But I went. Twice a week. Because Emma made me.

Nick was my physical therapist. “How’s the range of motion?” he asked, pressing on my knee.

“Better.”

“Good. Let’s try some weight-bearing.”

He helped me stand. My leg shook, but I stayed up. Emma smiled at me from across the room.



Emma drove me to the center, hand on my thigh, eyes on the road. She wore a dress this time—short, white. No bra. “You dressed up,” I said.

“It’s hot out.”

“It’s seventy degrees.”

She glanced at me, smiling. “Maybe I wanted to look nice.”

“For who?”

She didn’t answer.

Nick was waiting. He wore shorts today. His legs were thick, muscular, covered in dark hair.

“Let’s start with some massage,” he said. “Loosen up the muscles before we work on strength.”

His hands were warm, strong. He kneaded my calf, my hamstring, my lower back. Emma watched.

“You’re tight here,” he said, pressing into my hip. “Your wife should massage this at home.”

“I can do that,” Emma said.

Nick looked at her. “I’ll show you how.”

He stood up, walked over to her, and placed his hands on her shoulders. “Feel the muscle here. This is where tension collects. You want firm pressure, but not too firm.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered closed. Her lips parted. Nick’s hands moved down her back, over her shoulder blades, to the curve of her waist.



After the session, in the parking lot

Nick walked us to the car. “She’s beautiful.”

“I know.”

“Does she know how lucky she is?”

“I think so.”

“See you Monday.”

In the car, Emma’s hand on my thigh, higher than before.

“He was flirting with me,” she said.

“I know.”

“Did you mind?”

“No.”

She squeezed my thigh. “Good.”



Monday came. This time, I asked Emma to wait in the car while I went in alone. She looked surprised, but she didn’t argue.

Nick was in the treatment room, stretching. Shorts and a tank top, arms bare. I sat in the chair and watched him.

“Where’s your wife?” he asked.

“In the car. I wanted to talk to you alone.”

He raised an eyebrow. “About what?”

“About her.”

He set down his weights and sat across from me. “Okay.”

“You’re attracted to her.”

It wasn’t a question. He didn’t deny it. “She’s beautiful. Any man would be.”

“I’m not any man.”

He looked at me for a long moment. Then he nodded. “No. I don’t suppose you are.”

“I want you to touch her,” I said. “Not for therapy. For real.”

He was quiet. His face gave nothing away.

“Why?” he asked.

“Because she wants you to. And because I want to watch.”

He leaned back, arms crossed. “You’re serious.”

“Yes.”

He was quiet for a long time. Then he stood up. “Not here. Too many cameras. Too many people.”

“Where, then?”

“Your place. Tonight. If she agrees.”

“She’ll agree.”

He smiled. “Then I’ll see you tonight.”



Emma didn’t ask questions when I told her to wear the black dress—the short one, the one that made her look like sin. She just put it on, stepped into her heels, and looked at me in the mirror.

“What’s tonight?” she asked.

“You’ll see.”

Nick came at eight. Jeans and a button-down shirt, hair still wet from the shower. He looked different in civilian clothes—softer, maybe, but also more dangerous.

Emma opened the door. Her eyes went wide.

“Nick,” she said. “What are you doing here?”

“Mark invited me.”

She looked back at me. I was sitting on the couch, my leg propped up.

“Come in,” I said.

Nick stepped inside. He handed Emma a bottle of wine. “I didn’t know what you liked.”

“Red,” she said. “I like red.”

He smiled. “Good. That’s what I brought.”

We sat in the living room. Emma on one end of the couch, Nick on the other, me in the middle. The wine was good—deep, red, expensive. Emma drank two glasses quickly, her cheeks flushing.

“Mark told me about your arrangement,” Nick said.

Emma looked at me. “Did he?”

“He did.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “And?”

“And I’m interested.”

Emma set down her glass. She turned to me. “You want this?”

“I want whatever you want.”

She looked at Nick. Her hand was on my thigh, squeezing.

“Okay,” she said.

Nick stood up. He walked over to Emma, took her hand, and pulled her to her feet. Taller than her by half a head. He looked down at her, hand on her waist.

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

“Thank you.”

He kissed her. Soft at first, then harder, tongue sliding against hers. I watched her hand move to his chest, fingers curling into his shirt.

“Not here,” I said. “The bedroom.”

They walked to the bedroom, hand in hand. I followed, leg aching, cock hard.

Emma sat on the edge of the bed. Nick stood in front of her.

“Take off your dress,” he said.

She did. She pulled it over her head and let it fall. Nothing underneath. Her breasts full, nipples hard. Her pussy bare, waxed smooth, already wet.

“Beautiful,” Nick said.

He knelt in front of her, spread her legs, and buried his face between her thighs.

Emma gasped. Her hands went to his head, fingers tangling in his short hair. He licked her slowly, deliberately, tongue circling her clit.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned.

I sat in the chair by the window, watching. My hand was on my cock, stroking through my sweatpants.

Nick licked her faster, harder. His fingers pushed inside her, curling, stroking. She came with a cry, body arching, thighs clamping around his head.

He didn’t stop. He kept licking her through it, until she pushed him away.

“Too much,” she gasped.

He stood up, unbuttoned his shirt, let it fall. His chest was broad, muscular, covered in a light dusting of dark hair. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, pushed them down.

His cock sprang free—thick, long, uncut. The head purple, shiny with pre-cum.

Emma stared. Her lips parted.

“Suck it,” Nick said.

She knelt on the floor in front of him. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

I watched her lips stretch around him, her tongue work the underside. She moved slowly at first, savoring it, then faster, head bobbing, hand pumping what she couldn’t reach.

Nick groaned. His hand was on the back of her head, guiding her.

“Deeper,” he said.

She took him deeper, until the head hit the back of her throat. She gagged, pulled off, coughed. A string of saliva connected her lips to his cock.

“Sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be.” He stroked her cheek. “You’re doing good.”

She went back to work. Her mouth wet, hot, hungry. She sucked him hard, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling around the head. He was close—I could see it in the way his thighs tensed, his breathing changed.

“I’m going to come,” he said.

“Do it,” she said. “In my mouth.”

He came with a grunt, hand tightening in her hair. She didn’t pull away. She took it—every pulse, every spurt. His cum filled her mouth, dripped down her chin. She swallowed what she could, then wiped the rest with the back of her hand.

She looked at me. Eyes wet, lips swollen, chin glistening.

“Your turn,” she said.

She crawled onto the bed, lay on her back, spread her legs. Her cunt red, swollen, wet.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Please. I need you.”

I stood up, hobbled to the bed, and knelt between her legs. My cock hard, aching. I pushed inside her in one stroke.

She cried out. Her nails dug into my back.

“Hard. Hard and fast.”

I fucked her. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced. She moaned, screamed, said my name over and over.

Nick stood by the window, watching. His dick was already getting hard again.

I came inside her, buried deep, my cum mixing with his. She came with me, body convulsing, mouth open in a silent scream.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together. Nick pulled on his clothes, walked to the door.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

Emma looked at me. I nodded.

“Same time,” she said.

He left. The door clicked shut.

We didn’t move. Just lay there, holding each other, sweat cooling in the air.

“I liked it,” she said.

“Me too.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I didn’t need to look. I already knew who it was.

“She’s incredible. You’re a lucky man.”

I didn’t delete it. I saved it. Then I put the phone down and held my wife until she fell asleep.




Chapter 6

It happened on a Tuesday. I was home alone, my leg propped up on the couch, the TV murmuring something I wasn’t watching. Emma was at the grocery store. Nick was at the gym, probably. The apartment was quiet, the afternoon light slanting through the blinds.

Emma was at the grocery store. She’d made a list—milk, eggs, bread, the usual. She’d kissed me goodbye and said, “Don’t burn the house down.”

I’d made coffee, sat on the couch, and scrolled through my phone. Emails. News. Nothing interesting. Then I saw the folder.

It was buried deep in my photo library, hidden behind a dozen other folders, labeled with a date I didn’t recognize. I opened it.

Videos. Dozens of them. Thumbnails of Emma—naked, spread, mouth open, eyes half-closed. Thumbnails of rooms I didn’t remember. Thumbnails of men whose faces I couldn’t place.

I clicked the first one.

The video loaded slowly. David’s apartment. The camera set up in the corner. Emma on the bed, on her hands and knees. A man stood behind her—dark skin, shaved head, thick arms. Not David. Not Liam. Someone else. Someone I’d forgotten.

He was fucking her. Hard. Her tits swung with each thrust. Her moans filled the room.

I watched. My cock was hard. My hands were shaking. My hand was already on my dick, stroking slowly, matching the rhythm on the screen.

She looked at the camera. At me. Even then, before we’d met, she was looking at me.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

The video ended. I clicked another.

A hotel room. Emma on her back, legs spread, pussy wet and open. A man knelt between her legs—Liam, I recognized him now—his cock buried inside her. She was looking at the camera. At me.

“I love you,” she said. “I love you, Mark.”

Liam came. She came with him. I watched her face—eyes squeezed shut, mouth fell open, body arched off the bed.

I came before the video finished, hot and thick, spilling over my hand.

The memory hit me like a wave. Cold. Violent. Inescapable.

I remembered everything.

The first time. Shawn. The crack in the door. The way she’d looked at me while he fucked her.

Na’ga. The photos. The video. The apartment that smelled like curry and cheap soap.

David. The restaurant. The tablecloth. Her head in his lap, her mouth on his cock.

Liam. The hotel. The wall I’d pressed my ear against, listening to her scream my name while he filled her.

All of it. Every touch. Every moan. Every betrayal and every gift.

I sat there, the phone cold in my hand, my mind a hurricane.

My cock was still hard. Shame and wanting arrived together. My body had stopped asking my permission.



New interior monologue — the moment of reckoning

I stood up. My leg didn’t hurt. Nothing hurt. I was numb from the inside out.

I walked to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. The man staring back had dark circles under his eyes, a week’s worth of stubble, and a hard-on that wouldn’t quit.

“You did this,” I said to my reflection. “You said yes. You kept saying yes. You’re not the victim. You’re the one who turned the key.”

The reflection didn’t argue.

I thought about all the times I could have stopped. The first text. The first “I don’t mind.” The first time I saved an unknown number instead of deleting it.

I didn’t stop because I didn’t want to stop.

The truth was simple and horrible: I needed this. I needed to watch. I needed to feel her come home to me after someone else had used her. It was the only time I felt anything at all.

I leaned my forehead against the cool glass of the mirror.

“You’re sick,” I whispered.

And then: “But so is she. And maybe that’s why we work.”



Emma came home an hour later. I heard her keys in the lock, her footsteps in the hallway. She was humming—something soft, something happy.

She stopped when she saw me sitting in the dark.

“Mark? What’s wrong?”

“I remember,” I said.

Her face went pale. “Remember what?”

“Everything.”

She set down the grocery bags. She walked over to me, slow, hands at her sides.

“How much?” she asked.

“All of it. Shawn. Na’ga. David. Liam. All of it.”

She knelt in front of me, hands on my knees. Eyes wet.

“Are you angry?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you disgusted?”

“No.”

“Then what are you?”

I reached out, touched her face. Warm, soft, familiar.

“I’m hard,” I said.

She looked down at my lap. I was. Obscenely.

She laughed—a small, broken sound. “You’re impossible.”

“I know.”

She stood up, took my hand, and pulled me to my feet. My leg ached, but I didn’t care. She led me to the bedroom, pushed me onto the bed.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

I did. She stood at the foot of the bed, watching, arms crossed.

“You remember everything,” she said. “So you remember what I am.”

“I remember what you did.”

“And you still want me?”

“I never stopped.”

She unbuttoned her jeans, pulled them down. Black lace panties, wet in the center. She stepped out of them, then pulled her sweater over her head. No bra. Her breasts full, nipples hard.

She climbed onto the bed, straddled my hips, and leaned down to kiss me.

“I love you,” she said. “I love you so much.”

“I know.”

She reached down, wrapped her hand around my dick, and guided me inside her. She was so wet that I slid in with no resistance.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

She rode me slowly, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. I watched her breasts bounce, her face—eyes closed, lips parted, breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Tell me,” I said. “Tell me what you remember.”

“I remember Shawn,” she said. “His dick was so big. It hurt at first. But then it felt good. So good.”

“Did you think about me?”

“Yes. I thought about you watching.”

She rode me faster. Nails dug into my shoulders.

“I remember Na’ga,” she said. “The camera. The way he looked at me. I was so wet. I couldn’t help it.”

“You wanted him to fuck you.”

“Yes.”

“You wanted me to watch.”

“Yes.”

She came with a cry, body convulsing around mine. I held on, kept fucking her through it.

“I remember David,” she said. “The restaurant. His hand on my thigh. Your eyes on me.”

“I watched you suck his cock.”

“I know.” She moaned. “I loved it. I loved that you were watching.”

She leaned forward, mouth at my ear. “I remember Liam. The hotel. You were in the next room. I could hear you breathing through the wall.”

“What did you think about?”

“You. Always you.”

I flipped her onto her back, spread her legs, and pushed inside her again. This angle deeper. She gasped, hands gripping the sheets.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Dark, wet, full of need.

“I remember everything,” I said. “And I want more.”

“So do I.”

I fucked her hard. The bed creaked. The headboard banged against the wall. She was making sounds now—little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

I reached down, found her clit, and rubbed it in circles. She came with a scream, body convulsing around mine. I came with her, pulsing inside her, filling her.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, sweat cooling in the air.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we keep going.”

“No more secrets?”

“No more secrets.”

She kissed my chest. “Good.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it.

“Same time tomorrow?”

Nick.

I showed Emma the screen. She read it, then looked at me.

“What do you want to do?” she asked.

“I want you to fuck him again.”

“And what will you do?”

“Watch.”

She smiled. Slow, wicked.

“Okay,” she said. “Tomorrow.”

I didn’t delete the message. I saved it. Then I put the phone down and held my wife until she fell asleep.



The dreams started three weeks after the accident. Not the soft, fuzzy kind—the kind that left me gasping, sweating, heart pounding against my ribs. In the dreams, I was always watching. Emma on her knees. Emma on her back. Emma with her legs spread, mouth open, eyes on me while someone else moved inside her.

I woke up hard every time. Harder than I’d been since before the crash. My leg still ached. My head still throbbed. But my cock didn’t care about any of that.

Emma was beside me, still asleep. The sheet had slipped down to her waist, and I could see the curve of her breast, the dark circle of her nipple. I reached out and touched her. She stirred, rolled toward me, eyes still closed.

“You’re up early,” she mumbled.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

She opened her eyes. Dark, still hazy. “The dreams again?”

“Yeah.”

“What did you see?”

I hesitated. “You. Him. Nick.”

She sat up, the sheet falling away. Her breasts full, pale, nipples soft. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“No.” I pulled her to me, kissed her. “I want to fuck you.”

She smiled against my mouth. “That’s the best thing you’ve said all week.”

She pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. My cock was already hard, leaking. She reached down, wrapped her hand around it, and guided me inside her. She was so wet—slick, hot, her pussy clenching around me like a fist.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned.

She rode me slowly, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. Her head fell back. Her mouth opened. A long, low moan escaped her.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Dark, full of need.

“I remember,” I said.

Her hips stopped. “What?”

“Everything. The first time. David. Liam. Nick. I remember all of it.”

She stared at me, face frozen. Then her eyes filled with tears.

“Are you angry?” she asked.

“No.”

“You should be.”

“Probably.” I grabbed her hips, pulled her down harder onto my cock. “But I’m not.”

She started moving again, faster. Her hands on my shoulders, nails digging in. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

“I thought I’d lost you,” she said. “When you woke up and didn’t know who I was. I thought I’d lost you forever.”

“You didn’t.”

“I know.” She leaned forward, mouth at my ear. “Now fuck me like you mean it.”

I flipped her onto her back, spread her legs, and drove into her. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced. She screamed—not a word, just a sound.

I came inside her, buried deep. She came with me, body convulsing, nails raking my back.

We lay there afterward, tangled together.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we figure out what we want.”

“I know what I want.”

“What’s that?”

She looked at me. “You. Nick. Both. Is that greedy?”

“Yes.”

“Do you care?”

I kissed her forehead. “No.”



Nick came over that evening. Emma had texted him while I was in the shower: “Mark remembers everything. Come over.”

He knocked at seven. Emma opened the door, wearing the black dress—the short one, the one that showed her legs. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I could see the outline of her nipples through the thin fabric.

“Hey,” Nick said.

“Hey,” she replied.

She stepped aside and let him in. He wore jeans and a gray t-shirt, arms bare. He looked at me, sitting on the couch, leg propped up.

“You remember,” he said.

“I remember.”

“And you’re okay with me being here?”

I looked at Emma. She was watching me, hand on Nick’s arm.

“Yes,” I said.

Nick nodded. He walked over to me, extended his hand. I shook it. Firm, warm.

“I’m not going to hurt her,” he said.

“I know.”

“And I’m not going to try to take her from you.”

“I know that too.”

He smiled. “Then we’re good.”

We sat in the living room. Emma between us, legs crossed, hand on my thigh. Nick poured whiskey. I drank mine fast.

“I want to watch,” I said.

Nick looked at Emma. She nodded.

“Where?” he asked.

“The bedroom. I’ll sit in the chair.”

We walked to the bedroom. I sat in the wooden chair by the window. Nick stood in the center of the room, back to me. Emma stood in front of him, hands on his chest.

“Take off my dress,” she said.

He did. The zipper went down slowly, tooth by tooth. The dress fell to the floor. She was naked underneath, body pale and perfect in the dim light.

“Beautiful,” Nick said.

He kissed her. Soft at first, then harder. His hands moved down her back, over her ass, between her legs. She moaned against his mouth.

I watched. My hand was on my cock, stroking through my sweatpants.

Nick pulled back, looked at me. “You want to see her suck me?”

“Yes.”

Emma dropped to her knees. She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and pushed them down. His cock sprang free—thick, long, head already wet.

She wrapped her hand around it, stroked it once, twice. Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

I watched her lips stretch around him. Her tongue worked the underside, flat and wide. She moved slowly at first, then faster, head bobbing, hand pumping what she couldn’t reach.

Nick groaned. His hand was on the back of her head.

“Deeper,” he said.

She took him deeper, until the head hit the back of her throat. She gagged, pulled off, coughed. A string of saliva connected her lips to his cock. She wiped her mouth and went back in.

“That’s it,” Nick said. “Suck it like you mean it.”

She did. Cheeks hollowed, tongue swirling. She was making sounds now—wet, slurping, obscene. I could see her spit dripping down his shaft.

“I’m close,” Nick said.

Emma pulled off, looked up at him. “Not yet.”

She stood up, turned around, and bent over the bed. Her ass in the air, cunt wet and open. She looked back at me.

“You watch,” she said. “You watch him fuck me.”

Nick knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, and pushed inside her in one hard stroke.

She cried out. Hands clenched the sheets.

He fucked her hard. Each thrust slammed her into the mattress, made her breasts bounce, made her moan. The sound was wet, obscene.

“Harder,” she said. “Harder.”

He grabbed her hair, pulled her head back. “You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You like being fucked while your husband watches?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I like it. I love it. Please don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He fucked her faster, hips slapping against her ass. I could see her pussy stretching around him. She was close—legs trembling, moans turning to screams.

“I’m going to come,” she said.

“Do it.”

She came with a cry, body convulsing, pussy clenching around his dick. He kept fucking her through it.

When she went limp, he pulled out. He turned her over, laid her on her back, pushed her legs apart. He entered her again, slow, deep.

“Look at him,” Nick said. “Look at your husband.”

Emma turned her head. Her eyes found mine. Wet, glassy, full of need.

“He’s watching you get fucked,” Nick said. “He’s jerking off while I fuck his wife.”

“I know,” she said.

“Does that make you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“It makes me wet. It makes me so wet.”

Nick fucked her harder, faster. Her nails dug into his back. She was making sounds now—little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

They came together, her body arching, his dick pulsing inside her. I came too, hot and thick, soaking through my sweatpants.

Nick pulled out, stepped back. His cock wet, glistening, still hard. Emma lay on the bed, legs spread, his cum dripping out of her.

“Your turn,” Nick said to me.

I stood up, hobbled to the bed, and knelt between her legs. My dick was still hard, aching. I pushed inside her. She was loose, wet, still open from him. I slid in without resistance.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

I fucked her slow, watching my cock disappear into her, watching his cum leak out around me. She was so wet, so hot, so fucking tight.

“Whose are you?” I asked.

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours.”

I came inside her, filling her, claiming her. She came with me, body clenching around mine, mouth pressed to my shoulder.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together. Nick sat in the chair, watching us.

“That was hot,” he said.

Emma laughed. “You’re still here.”

“I didn’t want to miss the show.”

She smiled. “Good.”

We ordered pizza. Ate it in bed, naked, sheets tangled around our legs. Nick told us about his ex-wife. Emma told him about her parents. I told them about the dreams.

Nick looked at Emma, wiping his mouth. “Be honest. Out of all the men you’ve been with—including Mark—who was the best?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Mark.”

“Why?”

“Because he’s the only one who stays after.”

Nick looked at me. “That’s not what I asked.”

Emma reached over and squeezed my thigh. “The best in bed? Liam.”

My stomach turned. But I didn’t say anything.

“Why?” Nick pressed.

“Because he was the first one who made me come without touching myself.”

Nick nodded slowly. “Good to know.”

I finished my beer and said nothing.

“What happens now?” Nick asked.

Emma looked at me. I looked at her.

“Now we figure it out,” she said. “Together.”

“All three of us?”

She nodded. “All three of us.”

Nick was quiet for a moment. Then he smiled. “Okay.”



We slept late the next morning. When I woke up, Emma was already in the shower. Nick was gone. His side of the bed was cold.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind spinning.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

“Same time tomorrow?”

I didn’t recognize the number. I didn’t need to.

“Same time.”

I put the phone down. Emma came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, hair wet, skin pink.

“Who was that?” she asked.

“No one.”

She didn’t believe me. I could see it in her eyes. But she didn’t push.

“Breakfast?” she asked.

“Okay.”

She walked to the kitchen. I watched her go—the curve of her ass under the towel, the damp strands of hair clinging to her neck, the small bruise on her shoulder fading to yellow.

My phone buzzed again.

The name on the screen made my blood run cold. Dick. The fat fuck from the New Year’s party. I thought we’d left him behind. I was wrong.

“I heard you’re looking for a new friend. I’d like to apply.”

I didn’t delete it. I saved it. Then I put the phone in my pocket and followed my wife into the kitchen.




Bound by Betrayal Book 3

The Reckoning


Chapter 1

The Crash

The apartment still smelled of him three days after Nick left. Cedarwood soap and something darker—something that made my cock twitch every time I walked past the chair where he’d sat. Late November. The rain hadn’t stopped, but that wasn’t what kept me awake.

The video loaded slowly, pixel by pixel, like a photograph developing in reverse. I watched the progress bar crawl across the screen, my thumb hovering over the play button, my heart already pounding in my throat.

Emma was in the shower. Water ran through the thin walls. She hummed something I didn’t recognize. She didn’t know about the message.

“Remember this? I have more. Much more. Want to see your wife become a star?”

The name on the screen made my blood run cold. Dick. The fat fuck from the New Year’s party three years ago. The one who’d been blackmailing Emma before we even met. I thought we’d left him behind when we moved to L City. I was wrong.

The video finished loading. I pressed play.

Emma was younger in the footage—twenty, maybe, her hair shorter, her face softer. She was on her knees in a room I didn’t recognize. A bare mattress on the floor. Gray sheets. Shawn stood in front of her, his dick already hard, already leaking. She looked up at him with an expression I knew too well: hunger, fear, need.

She opened her mouth. He pushed inside her.

I watched my wife suck another man’s dick on a grainy video sent by a man who wanted to destroy her. Her lips stretched around his shaft, her cheeks hollowed with each stroke. Her hand pumped what she couldn’t reach, fingers slick with saliva.

My body had stopped asking my permission. I was hard before I even pressed play.

Alongside the ugly memories came the beautiful ones. The first time she’d made me dinner—spaghetti with too much garlic, but she’d been so proud. The morning she’d woken me up by tickling my nose with her hair. The way she’d said “I love you” for the first time, her voice barely a whisper, her eyes wide and scared.

I sat there, the phone cold in my hand, and for a moment I didn’t know which memories were real and which were nightmares.

The shower stopped. Emma came out wrapped in a towel, her hair wet, her skin pink. She saw me sitting on the edge of the bed, my phone in my hand, my face pale.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

I handed her the phone. She watched the video without speaking. When it ended, she looked at me.

“That was before us,” she said. “Before you.”

“I know.”

“He sent this to you?”

“Yeah.”

She sat down beside me, the towel falling open, exposing her thigh. She didn’t bother to cover it. “There’s more. He has more.”

“I figured.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “I should have told you. When it happened. When he first contacted me.”

“When was that?”

“A year ago. He said he’d leave me alone if I… if I did what he wanted.”

“What did he want?”

She bit her lip. “Me. On my knees. The same as always.”

I looked at her. Dark eyes, wet hair, the small bruise on her shoulder from where Nick had bitten her last week. She was beautiful. She was terrified. She was mine.

“What did you tell him?” I asked.

“I told him I’d ask you.”

I reached out and touched her face. Her skin was warm from the shower. “Good girl.”

We sat in silence. The sun was setting outside the window, the room growing dark. Traffic murmured somewhere, distant and muffled. I could hear our breathing.

“What do you want to do?” she asked.

“I want to see him.”

“Here?”

“Here. Tonight.”

She didn’t look surprised. “And what will you do while he’s here?”

“Watch.”

She smiled—slow, sad. “You’re sick.”

“I know.”

“So am I.”

She leaned in and kissed me. Soft at first, then harder, her tongue sliding against mine. I tasted mint and something else—something darker.

“Then invite him,” she said. “I’ll be ready.”

“Emma. If this goes wrong—if he tries to hurt you—I’m not going to just watch.”

“I know.”

“I mean it. I’ll beat his fat face until my hands break.”

She touched my cheek. “That’s why I love you. Not because you watch. Because you stay. And because when it matters, you fight.”

“Then promise me you’ll tell me if it’s too much.”

“I promise.”

“And if you don’t?”

“Then you’ll know anyway. You always do.”

“One rule.”

“What?”

“You don’t touch him. No matter what.”

She nodded. “I wasn’t planning to.”

Dick showed up at eight. I opened the door and there he was—the same fat fuck from the party, older now, heavier, his face red and sweaty. He wore a cheap suit that didn’t fit, his tie loose around his neck. He smelled like whiskey and cigarettes.

“Mark,” he said, extending his hand. “Good to see you again.”

I didn’t shake it. “Come in.”

He stepped inside, his eyes scanning the apartment. The couch. The kitchen. The bedroom door, half open, the light off. Emma was in there. Waiting.

“Nice place,” he said. “Cozy.”

“Where are the videos?”

He laughed. “Straight to business. I like that.” He walked to the couch and sat down, his weight making the cushions groan. “The videos are safe. On a hard drive. In a location only I know.”

“What do you want?”

“Same thing I wanted before.” He leaned back, his hands on his belly. “Her.”

“She’s not a thing.”

“No. She’s not.” He looked at me, his small eyes glinting. “She’s a fucking work of art. And I want to see it in person.”

I walked to the bedroom door and pushed it open. “Emma.”

She stepped out. She wore the black dress—the short one, the one that barely covered her ass. No bra. No panties. I’d checked before he arrived.

Dick’s mouth fell open. His eyes moved down her body, slow and greedy.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

Emma walked past me, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. She stopped in front of Dick and looked down at him.

“You wanted to see me,” she said. “Here I am.”

He reached for her, but she stepped back.

“Not yet,” she said. “First, I want to see the videos.”

He pulled out his phone, tapped the screen, and held it up. A new clip. Emma on her back, Shawn between her legs, his dick buried inside her. Her face was flushed, her mouth open, her eyes half closed.

“This is the only copy I brought,” Dick said. “The rest are safe. You want them all? You earn them.”

Emma looked at me. I nodded.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked.

Dick unzipped his pants. His dick was already hard—thick, veiny, the head purple and shiny. He stroked it once, twice.

“You know what I want.”

Emma knelt on the floor in front of him. The carpet was rough against her knees. She looked up at him, then at me. I stood by the bedroom door, watching.

“Take off your dress,” Dick said.

She reached behind her back and pulled down the zipper. The dress fell to the floor, pooling around her knees. Naked underneath. Her body pale and perfect in the dim light.

“Fuck,” Dick said again.

She crawled toward him, her breasts swaying, her ass in the air. She stopped between his legs and wrapped her hand around his dick. Too thick for her fingers to close around. She stroked it slowly, her thumb rubbing the head, spreading the wetness.

“You’re so hard,” she said.

“For you.”

She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Her lips stretched around him. Her tongue worked the underside, flat and wide. She moved slowly at first, her eyes on his face. He groaned, his hand on the back of her head.

“Deeper,” he said.

She took him deeper. The head hit the back of her throat. She gagged, pulled off, coughed. Saliva connected her lips to his dick.

“Sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be.” He stroked her cheek. “You’re doing good.”

She went back to work. Wet, hot, hungry. She sucked him hard, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue swirling around the head. Her hand pumped what she couldn’t reach, fingers slick with spit.

I watched. My dick was hard, pressing against my jeans. I didn’t touch it. Not yet.

Dick’s breathing changed. His thighs tensed. He was close.

“Not yet,” Emma said, pulling off.

She stood up, turned around, and bent over the arm of the couch. Her ass in the air, her cunt wet and open. She looked back at me.

“You watch,” she said. “You watch him fuck me.”

Dick got behind her, his belly pressing against her ass. He grabbed her hips and pressed the head of his dick against her entrance. She was so wet that he slid inside her with one hard thrust.

She cried out. Her hands clenched the couch cushions.

He fucked her hard. Each thrust slammed her into the couch, made her breasts bounce, made her moan. The sound was wet, obscene—his dick sliding in and out of her, her juice dripping down her thighs.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“You like my dick?”

“Yes.”

“You like knowing your husband is watching?”

She looked at me. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused. “Yes.”

He fucked her harder, faster. His hips slapped against her ass. The couch creaked. She made little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“Harder,” she said.

“Harder?”

“Yes. Harder.”

He grabbed her hair, pulled her head back. “You like being fucked by a fat man?”

“I like being fucked. I don’t care who by.”

He laughed and spanked her. Hard. The sound echoed through the room. She yelped, then moaned.

“Again,” she said.

He spanked her again. Her ass turned red. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

He pulled out, turned her around, and pushed her onto her back. He climbed on top of her, his weight pressing her into the cushions. He entered her again, slower this time, deeper. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into his fat ass.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

She reached down, her fingers finding her clit. She rubbed it in circles, her hips moving in time with his thrusts.

“Faster,” he said.

She rubbed faster. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Do it.”

She came with a cry, her body convulsing, her cunt clenching around his dick. He kept fucking her through it, not slowing down.

When she went limp, he pulled out. He stood at the edge of the couch, stroking his dick, his eyes on her face.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

She did. He came on her tongue, on her lips, on her chin. Hot spurts, thick and white. She swallowed what she could, let the rest drip down her neck.

He tucked himself back into his pants, zipped up, and walked to the door.

“Same time tomorrow,” he said. “Don’t be late.”

He left. The door clicked shut.

Emma lay on the couch, her body trembling, her face wet with his cum. I walked to her, knelt beside her, and wiped her cheek with my thumb.

“You okay?” I asked.

She looked at me, her eyes red. “I’m better than okay.”

“You’re crying.”

“I know.” She reached up, touched my face. “Fuck me. Please. I need to feel you.”

I took off my clothes, climbed onto the couch, and entered her. She was loose, wet, still open from him. I slid inside her without resistance, and she moaned.

“Hard,” she said. “Hard and fast.”

I fucked her like she asked. The couch creaked, cushions sliding on the floor. Her nails dug into my back, her legs wrapped around my waist.

“Whose are you?” I asked.

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours. Always.”

I came inside her, filling her. She came with me, her body clenching around mine, her mouth pressed to my shoulder.

We lay there tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air.

“What now?” she asked.

“We wait.”

“For what?”

“For him to come back.”

He came back the next night. And the night after. And the night after that.

Each time, the ritual was the same. Emma would undress, kneel, suck him, let him fuck her. I would watch. And when he left, I would clean her up, reclaim her, hold her until she fell asleep.

On the fourth night, she asked me to do something different.

“I want you to touch yourself,” she said. “While he fucks me.”

“In front of him?”

“In front of him.”

I thought about it. His eyes on me. Her eyes on me. The way my dick had ached every night, untouched, desperate.

“Okay,” I said.

Dick arrived at eight. The same cheap suit. The same smell of whiskey. He looked at Emma, then at me.

“New rules?” he asked.

“New rules,” she said.

She knelt in front of him, took his dick out, and started sucking. I sat in the chair by the window, my hand on my belt.

“Watch him,” Emma said, pulling off. “Watch him touch himself.”

I unbuckled my belt, unzipped my pants, and pulled out my dick. Hard, leaking, aching. I stroked it slowly, my eyes on her.

Dick groaned. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

Emma went back to sucking him. I watched her lips stretch around his shaft, her tongue work the underside. I stroked faster.

“On the couch,” Dick said. “On your hands and knees.”

Emma moved to the couch, her ass in the air. Dick knelt behind her and pushed inside her. She cried out.

“Harder,” she said.

He fucked her harder. I stroked faster.

“Look at him,” Dick said. “Look at your husband jerking off while I fuck you.”

Emma turned her head. Her eyes found mine. Dark, wet, full of need.

“I love you,” she said.

I didn’t say it back. I just kept stroking.

She came with a scream. Dick came a moment later, pulling out and shooting his cum on her ass. I came too, hot and thick, spilling over my hand.

Dick left. Emma crawled over to me and licked my fingers clean.

“That was different,” she said.

I didn’t answer. I pulled her onto the bed and fucked her again, slower this time, until we both forgot his name. 

The first week of December. Dick had been coming for seven nights. Emma had stopped flinching when he touched her. She’d started asking for what she wanted. I didn’t know if that was progress or surrender.

The text came at 7 AM. I was still in bed, Emma curled against my chest, her hair spread across my shoulder like spilled ink. Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Then mine. Then hers again.

I reached for it.

“Day one. My place. 8 PM. Come alone. He can watch from the chair.”

I stared at the screen. Beside me, Emma stirred.

“What time is it?” she mumbled.

“Seven.”

“Too early.”

She rolled over, her bare back to me, the sheet falling to her waist. I traced the line of her spine with my finger. She shivered.

“He texted,” I said.

She turned her head, her eyes still half closed. “What did he say?”

“Tonight. His place. I can watch from the chair.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then she sat up, the sheet falling away. Her breasts full, pale, her nipples soft from sleep. She looked at me.

“You okay with this?”

“Are you?”

She didn’t answer. She just leaned over and kissed me. Soft at first, then harder, her tongue sliding against mine. I tasted coffee and sleep and something else—something that was just her.

“I’ll go,” she said. “But you’re coming with me.”

“I know.”

“And when it’s over, you’re going to fuck me.”

“That’s the plan.”

She smiled. A small smile, tired, but real. Then she climbed out of bed and walked to the bathroom. I watched her go—the curve of her ass, the sway of her hips, the small bruise on her thigh from last night.

My phone buzzed again.

“Don’t be late.”

I put it down.

In the car, before driving to Dick’s apartment, Emma stared out the window.

“Do you remember the first time we did this? With a stranger?”

“Shawn. You mean Shawn.”

“No. I mean the first time we chose it. Together. Not Shawn—that was before you. The first time we decided to let someone else in.”

“Na’ga. The video.”

“Yes. You sat in that chair. I lay on that bed. And we both pretended it was just for the camera.”

“It wasn’t.”

“No. It was for us.” She turned to look at me. “I’ve been thinking about that. How scared I was. And how hard I came after, when you cleaned me up.”

“Emma…”

“I’m not saying it to make you hard. I’m saying it because I need you to know—this isn’t punishment. This isn’t me punishing you for staying. This is me choosing to be seen. By you. Only you.”

“Even when Dick’s inside you?”

“Especially then. Because when he’s inside me, all I can think about is how you’re watching. And how, when he leaves, you’ll still be there.”

She dressed carefully. Black dress—the same one from the restaurant, the one that showed her legs. No bra. No panties. I’d checked. She’d laughed and pushed my hand away.

“You’re obsessed,” she said.

“I’m practical.”

She stood in front of the mirror, turning left, then right, then left again. Her hair down, dark waves spilling over her shoulders. Her lips red, painted carefully.

“How do I look?” she asked.

“Like you’re about to do something you’ll regret.”

“I don’t regret anything.”

She walked over to me, stood between my legs, and kissed me. Her lips soft, warm, tasted like cherry lip balm. I reached up and cupped her breast through the dress, felt her nipple stiffen against my palm.

“Later,” she whispered, pulling back. “We have somewhere to be.”

Dick’s apartment was on the other side of the city, in a building that had been nice once. The hallway smelled like cigarette smoke and old carpet. The elevator didn’t work. We climbed three flights of stairs, Emma’s heels clicking on the concrete.

She knocked. The door opened.

Dick stood there in gray sweatpants and a stained white t-shirt. His feet bare. His belly hung over the waistband. He looked at Emma first, then at me.

“You brought the husband,” he said.

“He stays,” Emma said.

Dick shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

He stepped aside. We walked in.

The apartment was a mess—dirty dishes in the sink, clothes on the floor, the smell of stale beer. A chair sat in the corner, facing the bed.

“Sit,” Dick said, pointing to the chair.

I sat. The wood was hard against my back. My hands on my knees. My heart pounding.

Emma stood in the center of the room, her back to me. Dick walked around her, slow, his eyes on her body.

“Take off your dress,” he said.

She reached behind her back and pulled down the zipper. The dress fell to the floor. Naked underneath. Her body pale, perfect, glowing in the dim light.

“Turn around,” Dick said.

She did. Her breasts full, her nipples already hard. Her cunt bare, waxed smooth, glistening.

“On the bed,” he said. “On your hands and knees.”

She climbed onto the bed, positioned herself in the center. Her ass in the air, her cunt visible between her thighs. I could see how wet she was—her lips parted, her juice dripping down her thighs.

Dick walked to the bed, his footsteps heavy. He unzipped his sweatpants, pulled them down. His dick sprang free—thick, long, the head already purple and shiny. He stroked it once, twice, then climbed onto the bed behind her.

“Look at him,” he said.

Emma turned her head. Her eyes found mine. Dark, wet, full of need.

“Watch,” Dick said. “Watch your wife take my dick.”

He pushed inside her.

She cried out—a sharp, broken sound—and her hands clenched the sheets. He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in. The sound was wet, obscene.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped.

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I like it. I like your dick.”

“Whose is it?”

“Yours. It’s yours.”

He fucked her harder, faster, his hips slapping against her ass. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her hair swinging. I watched. My dick hard, pressing against my jeans. I didn’t touch it.

“Look at him,” Dick said again. “Look at his face.”

Emma looked at me. Her eyes glassy, unfocused.

“He’s hard,” Dick said. “He’s watching his wife get fucked, and he’s hard.”

“I know,” she said.

“Does that make you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“It makes me wet. It makes me so wet.”

Dick pulled out, turned her around, and pushed her onto her back. He climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her legs, and entered her again. Slower this time. Deeper. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into his ass.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

She reached down, her fingers finding her clit. She rubbed it in circles, her hips moving in time with his thrusts.

“Faster,” he said.

She rubbed faster. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

Dick pulled out, climbed off the bed, and stood in front of her. His dick wet, slick with her juice.

“Suck it,” he said.

Emma sat up, took him in her mouth. Her lips stretched around him, her tongue working the underside. He grabbed her hair, held her head in place, and thrust into her mouth.

She gagged, pulled off, coughed. Saliva connected her lips to his dick.

“Sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be.” He stroked her cheek. “You’re doing good.”

He pushed her back onto the bed, turned her onto her side, and lifted her top leg. He entered her from behind, his dick sliding into her wet cunt. She gasped, her hand reaching back to grip his thigh.

“You like this?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“You like being fucked by a stranger?”

“Yes.”

“You like knowing your husband is watching?”

She looked at me, her eyes wild. “Yes.”

Dick sped up, thrusting harder, deeper. Her hand slid down between her legs, her fingers working her clit.

“I’m going to come,” she said.

“Do it.”

She did, her body arching, her mouth open in a silent scream. Dick kept fucking her through it, not slowing down.

When she went limp, he pulled out. He stood at the edge of the bed, stroking his dick, his eyes on her face.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

She did. He came on her tongue, her lips, her chin. Thick spurts, hot and white. She swallowed what she could, let the rest drip down her neck.

Dick stepped back, tucked himself into his pants, and walked to the door.

“Same time tomorrow,” he said. “Don’t be late.”

He left. The door clicked shut.

Emma lay on the bed, her body trembling, her face wet with his cum. I walked to her, knelt beside her, and wiped her cheek with my thumb.

“You okay?” I asked.

She looked at me, her eyes red. “I’m better than okay.”

“You’re crying.”

“I know.” She reached up, touched my face. “Fuck me. Please. I need to feel you.”

I took off my clothes, climbed onto the bed, and entered her. She was loose, wet, still open from him. I slid inside her without resistance, and she moaned.

“Hard,” she said. “Hard and fast.”

I fucked her like she asked. The bed creaked, the headboard banged against the wall. Her nails dug into my back, her legs wrapped around my waist.

“Whose are you?” I asked.

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours. Always.”

I came inside her, filling her. She came with me, her body clenching around mine.

We lay there tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air.

“That was different,” she said.

I didn’t answer. I just held her.

The next night, we did it again. Same apartment. Same chair. Same Dick. But this time, Emma was different. More confident. More in control. She told him what she wanted. Where to touch her. When to stop.

I watched from the chair. My hand on my dick, stroking through my jeans. Dick was on his knees, his face between her legs. She moaned, her hands in his hair, her hips grinding against his mouth.

“Right there,” she said. “Right there, don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He licked her faster, harder, his tongue swirling around her clit. She came with a cry, her body convulsing, her thighs clamping around his head.

He stood up, pushed her onto the bed, and entered her from behind. She cried out, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Harder,” she said.

He fucked her harder. His hips slapped against her ass. Her breasts bounced. Her moans turned into screams.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

He pulled out, turned her over, and pushed her legs up toward her chest. He entered her again, deeper, more intense. Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth fell open.

“Look at him,” Dick said. “Look at your husband.”

Emma turned her head. Her eyes found mine. Wet, glassy, full of need.

“He’s watching,” she said. “He’s always watching.”

“Does that make you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“It makes me wet. It makes me so wet.”

Dick fucked her harder, faster. She came with a scream, her body convulsing. He kept fucking her through it, not slowing down.

When she went limp, he pulled out. He stood at the edge of the bed, stroking his dick, his eyes on her face.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

She did. He came on her tongue, her lips, her chin. She swallowed what she could.

I walked to the bed, knelt beside her, and licked her clean. I tasted him—salty, bitter, wrong. I licked until she came again, screaming my name.

Then I fucked her. Slow. Deep. Harder than him. She came with me, her body clenching around mine.

“I love you,” she said.

I kissed her shoulder instead of answering.


Chapter 2

The Memory

Mid‑December. Dick had been coming for two weeks. Emma’s body had adapted—she was looser now, more receptive, her hips marked with his fingerprints. I traced them in the dark after he left, and she shivered.

The text came on a Thursday afternoon. I was at work, staring at a spreadsheet, my mind elsewhere.

“Tonight. My place. Bring Emma. I have something for you.”

I didn’t ask what. I already knew.

We arrived at eight. The building smelled the same—cigarette smoke and old carpet. The stairs creaked under our feet. Emma wore the black dress, the one that had become her uniform for these visits. No bra. No panties. Her hair down, her lips red.

Dick opened the door before we knocked. He was nervous—his hands shaking, his eyes darting.

“Come in,” he said. “Quick.”

We stepped inside. The apartment looked different. Cleaner. The dishes were done, the floor swept. A bottle of whiskey sat on the coffee table, three glasses beside it.

“Sit,” he said.

We sat on the couch. Dick sat across from us in the armchair, his hands on his knees.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said. “About the videos. About all of it.”

“What about them?” Emma asked.

“I want out.” He looked at her, then at me. “I’m tired. Tired of hiding. Tired of being scared. Tired of knowing that any day, someone could come to my door and put a bullet in my head.”

“Who’s coming to your door?” I asked.

He laughed—bitter, broken. “You don’t want to know. Trust me.”

“Then why are we here?”

He stood up, walked to the kitchen, and came back with a hard drive. Black, small, the kind you could fit in your pocket. He set it on the coffee table.

“Everything I have,” he said. “Every video. Every photo. Every recording. It’s all on here. I want you to take it. Do whatever you want with it. Delete it. Burn it. Give it to the police. I don’t care.”

Emma stared at the hard drive. “Why?”

“Because I’m done.” He sat back down, his head in his hands. “I’ve been doing this for ten years. Ten years of blackmail and threats and watching people’s lives fall apart. And for what? Money? A hard‑on? It’s not worth it anymore.”

I picked up the hard drive. It was warm from his pocket.

“How do we know it’s everything?” I asked.

“You don’t. But I’m giving you my word. And I know that doesn’t mean much coming from me. But it’s all I have.”

Emma reached out and took my hand. Her fingers were cold.

“What about the other men?” she asked. “The ones in the videos? They have copies too.”

Dick shook his head. “I was the only one with access. I deleted everything from their drives months ago. Told them I was upgrading the storage. They don’t know anything.”

“Why should we believe you?”

He looked at Emma. His eyes were wet. “Because I’m telling you the truth. For the first time in ten years, I’m telling the truth.”

We sat in silence. The refrigerator hummed. A car passed on the street below.

“One condition,” I said.

“What?”

“You delete everything from your personal devices. Right now. In front of us.”

He nodded. He pulled out his phone, opened the photo gallery, and handed it to me. “Go ahead.”

I scrolled through. Videos, dozens of them. Emma on her knees, Emma on her back, Emma with her legs spread. I deleted each one, my thumb pressing the trash icon over and over.

When I was done, I handed the phone back. He opened the recently deleted folder and emptied it.

“Now the laptop,” I said.

He walked to the bedroom and came back with an old Dell. He opened it, typed a password, and turned the screen toward us. A folder labeled “archives.” Inside, subfolders with names—Emma, Shawn, David, Liam, Nick, Mike. Dozens of women I didn’t recognize.

He highlighted everything. Right‑clicked. Delete.

The progress bar crawled across the screen. When it finished, he emptied the recycling bin.

“That’s it,” he said. “All of it.”

“The backups?”

“There are no backups.” He closed the laptop. “I’m not stupid enough to keep copies of something that could put me in prison for the rest of my life.”

Emma stood up. She walked to Dick, looked down at him. He flinched.

“If I ever see your face again,” she said, “I’ll kill you myself.”

He nodded. “You won’t.”

We left. The drive home was silent. Emma stared out the window, her hand on my thigh. The city was dark, the streets empty.

When we got home, she didn’t go to the bathroom. She went straight to the bedroom and stood at the foot of the bed, her back to me.

“Take off my clothes,” she said.

I did. I unzipped her dress, let it fall. She stepped out of it, turned to face me. Her body was pale, perfect, the bruises from Dick’s fingers fading to yellow.

“One more time,” she said. “Before we sleep.”

“Okay.”

She pushed me onto the bed, climbed on top of me, and sank down onto my cock. Still wet, still loose, still warm. She rode me slowly, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles.

I watched her breasts bounce, her face—eyes closed, lips parted.

“I love you,” she said.

I pulled her down and kissed her instead of answering.

She came with a cry, her body shuddering. I came with her, pulsing inside her.

We lay there afterward, tangled together.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we live our lives.”

“No more secrets?”

I thought about the hard drive in my jacket pocket. The videos I’d watched. The ones I hadn’t shown her.

“No more secrets,” I said.

She kissed my chest. “Promise?”

I didn’t answer. I just held her tighter. 

I didn’t sleep that night. After Emma drifted off, her hand still resting on my chest, I slid out of bed and carried the hard drive to the living room. I plugged it into my laptop and started going through the files.

Not to watch—not at first. Just to see what was there. To confirm that Dick had told the truth.

He hadn’t.

There were backups. Dozens of them. Hidden folders within folders, buried under names like “system32” and “temp.” I found videos from years ago—Emma with men I didn’t recognize, women I didn’t recognize, scenes I couldn’t process.

I also found a folder labeled “Mark.”

My hand froze over the trackpad. I clicked it open.

Inside were photos and videos from the past year. Me, in Dick’s apartment, watching Emma. Me, in the chair, my hand on my dick. Me, on the couch, my face twisted in pleasure while his fat body covered hers.

He’d been filming us the whole time. The camera in the corner of the bedroom wasn’t just for the government. It was for him.

I felt sick. My stomach turned. And my dick got hard.

I hated myself for both.

I closed the laptop, pulled the hard drive out, and put it in my jacket pocket. I didn’t delete anything. Not yet. I needed to think.

Emma was still asleep when I came back to bed. I lay down beside her and stared at the ceiling until the sun came up.

In the morning, she made coffee. I sat at the kitchen table, the hard drive hidden in my jacket, which hung on the back of my chair.

“You’re quiet,” she said.

“Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About last night. About Dick. About whether he really deleted everything.”

She set a mug in front of me. “Do you think he did?”

“No.”

She sat down across from me, her hands wrapped around her own mug. “Then what are we going to do?”

I told her about the folder. About the videos of me. About the camera in the corner.

Her face went pale. “He was filming us?”

“The whole time.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then she stood up, walked to the counter, and poured her coffee down the sink.

“What do you want to do?” she asked.

“I want to confront him.”

“And then?”

“And then I want to make sure he never does this to anyone again.”

She turned to face me. Her eyes were dry, her jaw set. “I’m coming with you.”

“No.”

“Mark—”

“No.” I stood up, walked to her, and took her hands. “This is between me and him. You’ve been through enough.”

“That’s not your decision to make.”

“I’m not asking.”

She stared at me for a long time. Then she nodded. “Okay. But if you’re not back by noon, I’m calling the police.”

I kissed her forehead. “I’ll be back.”

Dick’s apartment looked different in the morning light. The hallway was brighter, the carpet stains more visible. I climbed the stairs, my heart pounding, the hard drive in my pocket.

He opened the door before I knocked. He was still in his sweatpants, his hair mussed, his eyes red.

“I figured you’d come,” he said.

“You knew I’d find them.”

“I hoped you would.” He stepped aside. “Come in.”

I walked in. The apartment was the same mess as before—dirty dishes, clothes on the floor, the smell of stale beer. The chair in the corner still faced the bed.

“Why?” I asked.

He sat down on the couch, his hands on his knees. “Because I’m not a good person. I know that. You know that. Everyone knows that.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one I have.” He looked up at me. “I’ve been doing this for ten years. Filming people. Using the footage to control them. I told myself it was just business. That they deserved it for being stupid enough to let me in.”

“And now?”

“And now I’m tired.” He rubbed his face with his hands. “I’m tired of being afraid. Tired of looking over my shoulder. Tired of knowing that one day, someone like you is going to walk through that door and do what you should have done a long time ago.”

“What’s that?”

“Kill me.”

I stared at him. My hands were shaking. My heart was pounding. But I wasn’t angry. I was something else—something I couldn’t name.

“I’m not going to kill you,” I said.

“Then what are you going to do?”

I pulled the hard drive out of my pocket and set it on the coffee table. “I’m going to give this back to you. And you’re going to delete everything. Every backup. Every hidden folder. Every video of every woman you’ve ever hurt.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Then I’m going to take this to the police. And I’m going to tell them everything. Every name. Every date. Every video.”

He was quiet for a long time. Then he picked up the hard drive, walked to his laptop, and plugged it in.

“Watch,” he said.

He opened the folders, one by one. Highlighted. Deleted. Emptied the trash.

When he was done, he handed me the laptop. “Check.”

I did. I searched for hidden files, for backups, for anything that looked suspicious. I found nothing.

“The camera?” I asked.

He walked to the corner of the bedroom and pulled the small black device off the wall. It fit in the palm of his hand. He handed it to me.

“It’s yours,” he said. “Do whatever you want with it.”

I took it. The plastic was warm from the wall.

“If I ever see you again,” I said, “I won’t come alone.”

He nodded. “You won’t see me.”

I left. I didn’t look back.

The drive home was a blur. I kept my hands on the wheel, my eyes on the road. When I pulled into the driveway, Emma was standing at the window, watching.

She opened the door before I reached it.

“Is it done?” she asked.

“It’s done.”

She pulled me inside and held me. Her body was warm, her arms tight around my waist.

“I was so scared,” she whispered.

“Me too.”

“Don’t ever do that again.”

“I won’t.”

We stood there for a long time, holding each other. The sun was high in the sky, the room bright. I could hear the refrigerator humming, a car passing on the street, her heartbeat against my chest.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we live our lives.”

“No more secrets?”

I thought about the camera in my pocket. The videos I’d deleted. The ones I hadn’t.

“No more secrets,” I said.

She kissed me. Soft. Sweet. “I love you.”

I didn’t say it back. I just held her tighter. 

The sun was bright when I woke up. Too bright. I squinted, turned my head, and saw Emma standing by the window, a cup of coffee in her hand, her hair still wet from the shower.

“You’re up,” she said.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Me neither.”

She walked over to the bed and sat on the edge. The mattress dipped under her weight. She handed me the coffee. I took it. The mug was warm, the liquid dark.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked.

“About him. About whether he meant it.”

“Does it matter?”

I thought about it. “No. I guess not.”

She reached out and touched my face. Her fingers were cool, soft. “You did the right thing.”

“Did I?”

“Yes.” She leaned in and kissed me. “You gave him a chance. That’s more than he deserved.”

I set the coffee on the nightstand and pulled her down onto the bed. She came willingly, her body pressed against mine, her lips finding my neck.

“Not now,” she said. “I have to get to work.”

“Work can wait.”

“Mark…”

I kissed her. She kissed me back. Her tongue slid against mine, and I tasted coffee and mint and something else—something that was just her.

“Fifteen minutes,” she said.

“That’s all I need.”

She laughed and pushed me onto my back. She climbed on top of me, her legs straddling my hips. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, no bra. I could see the outline of her nipples through the thin fabric.

“Take off your clothes,” I said.

She pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it aside. Her breasts full, pale, her nipples already hard. She unhooked her bra and let it fall.

“Your turn,” she said.

I unbuttoned my jeans, pushed them down. My dick was already hard, leaking.

She reached down and wrapped her hand around it. Her fingers were warm, her grip firm.

“You’re so hard,” she said.

“You’re naked.”

She laughed. “You’ve seen me naked before.”

“Not like this.”

She leaned forward and kissed me. Her breasts pressed against my chest, her hair falling around my face.

“I love you,” she said.

I didn’t answer. I just pulled her down and entered her in one slow stroke.

She gasped, her head falling back, her mouth open.

“Oh, fuck.”

I held still, letting her feel me. Her inner walls clenched around my dick, hot and tight.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Her eyes dark, wet, full of need.

“I’m not going anywhere,” I said.

“I know.”

I began to move. Slow at first, deep strokes that made her breath catch. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer.

“Harder,” she said.

“Not yet.”

I kept the same pace, watching her face—her brow furrowed, her mouth fell open, her eyes fluttered closed.

“Please,” she said. “Please, Mark.”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me harder.”

I sped up, thrusting deeper, faster. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced with each stroke. Her head thrashed from side to side.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

I reached down, found her clit, and rubbed it in circles. She came with a cry, her body convulsing around mine. I came with her, my dick pulsing inside her.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air.

“That was different,” she said.

“Different how?”

“Different good.” She kissed my chest. “I liked it.”

“Me too.”

She climbed off me and walked to the bathroom. I watched her go—the curve of her ass, the sway of her hips, the small bruise on her thigh fading to yellow.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it.

A text from an unknown number.

“I heard you’re free now. I’d like to meet.”

I stared at the screen. My thumb hovered over the keyboard.

Emma came back, wrapped in a towel. “Who is it?”

“No one.”

“Liar.”

I showed her. She read it, then put the phone down on the nightstand.

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

“Nothing. Not today.”

She smiled. “Good.”

She kissed me, then walked to the closet to get dressed. I watched her pull on jeans, a sweater, her feet bare on the carpet.

“Mark,” she said.

“What?”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For staying.”

I didn’t answer. I just watched her leave for work, and then I lay back down and stared at the ceiling until I fell asleep. 

Three weeks later. January. The rain had finally stopped, and the sky was clear for the first time in months. Emma had been different since that night with Dick—quieter, more thoughtful. She spent hours staring out the window, her hand on her stomach, her lips moving silently.

I didn’t ask what she was thinking. I was afraid of the answer.

The text came on a Saturday morning. Emma was still asleep, her hair spread across the pillow, her hand resting on my chest.

“Meet me at the beach. Noon. Come alone.”

Unknown number. I didn’t recognize it.

I typed back: “Who is this?”

“Someone who wants to help.”

I didn’t respond. I put the phone down and tried to go back to sleep. But I couldn’t.

At eleven, I got up. Emma stirred.

“Where are you going?” she mumbled.

“For a walk. I’ll be back.”

She nodded and rolled over. I dressed quietly and left.

The beach was empty when I got there. The tide was low, the sand wet. Seagulls circled overhead. I walked to the water’s edge and stared out at the gray ocean.

A woman approached from the parking lot. She was young—mid‑twenties, maybe—with dark hair and a face that looked familiar. She wore jeans and a windbreaker, her hands in her pockets.

“Mark?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“I’m Sarah. I used to work with Dick.”

My blood went cold. “What do you want?”

“I want to help you.” She stopped a few feet away, her eyes on my face. “He’s not done. He’ll never be done. Not unless someone stops him.”

“He deleted everything.”

“He lied.” She pulled out her phone and showed me the screen. A video. Emma on her knees, her mouth open, a man I didn’t recognize standing in front of her.

“Where did you get this?”

“I made it. I was there.” She put the phone away. “Dick has been blackmailing me for three years. I have copies of everything. Everything.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because I want out. And you’re the only person who’s ever made him scared.”

I stared at her. The wind blew her hair across her face. She didn’t brush it away.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

“I want you to help me destroy him. For good.”

I thought about Emma. About the videos. About the nights we’d spent in Dick’s apartment, pretending it was the only way.

“Okay,” I said. “What’s the plan?”

She smiled. It wasn’t a happy smile.

“Meet me tomorrow. Same time. Same place. I’ll bring everything I have.”

She turned and walked back to the parking lot. I watched her go, my hands shaking, my mind spinning.

When I got home, Emma was in the kitchen, making lunch. She looked up when I walked in.

“How was your walk?”

“Good,” I said. “The beach was nice.”

She smiled. “Maybe we should go together sometime.”

“Maybe.”

I walked to the bedroom, closed the door, and sat on the edge of the bed. My phone buzzed.

“Tomorrow. Don’t be late.”

I didn’t delete it. I saved it. Then I put the phone down and went back to the kitchen to help Emma with lunch.

Tomorrow, there would be new challenges. New temptations. New tests.

But today, we were together.

End of Book Six – Fully Revised Edition


Chapter 3

The Therapist

Three weeks after the night with Nick. Mid‑November. The rain hadn’t stopped for days, but that wasn’t what kept me awake. It was the memory of Nick’s hand on my wife’s back, the way she’d arched into him, the sounds she’d made when she thought I couldn’t hear.

The text from the unknown number sat in my phone, unread. I never got the chance to respond. The next morning, everything changed.

Earlier that morning, we’d been arguing about something stupid—whether to buy organic strawberries or not. Emma had her feet on the dashboard, her toenails painted a pale pink. “You’re so cheap,” she teased. “It’s three dollars more.”

“It’s the principle,” I said.

“The principle of being cheap?”

I laughed. She laughed. The sun was bright, the sky clear. We had no idea what was coming.

In the car, Emma watched the rain, nervous. “You’re driving too fast.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’ve been staring at your phone all morning. Who was it?”

“No one.”

“You always say that when it’s not no one.”

I glanced at her. “Just a wrong number. Can we drop it?”

She put her hand on my thigh. “Mark. I know the signs. You’re scared of something.”

“I’m scared of losing you.”

“You won’t.”

“You don’t know that.”

I looked in the rearview mirror. Headlights. Too close. Too fast.

“Buckle up.”

“What? Why?”

“Just do it.”

The rain was coming down in sheets, the kind of storm that made the windshield wipers useless and the road ahead a blur of red and white light. Emma was in the passenger seat, her hands gripping the armrest, her knuckles white. She wasn’t screaming. That was worse.

“Mark,” she said, her voice too calm. “Slow down.”

I didn’t slow down. I couldn’t. The car behind us was still there, still closing.

“He’s not going to stop,” I said.

“Then pull over. Let him pass.”

“He won’t pass.”

I saw the headlights first. Then the curve. Then the guardrail that wasn’t going to hold. The rain on the asphalt looked like oil, black and slick, and the tires of the car behind us screamed once before the world tilted.

I could have swerved. I could have turned the wheel toward the shoulder, let him fly past, taken my chances with the ditch. Instead, I turned the wheel toward the skid. Toward the rail. Toward the drop.

I wasn’t trying to die. I was trying to protect her.

The last thing I remember was her scream. Then the glass breaking—first like a gunshot, then like a thousand tiny bells. Then nothing. Just a darkness that felt like falling through the floor of the world.



The hospital room was white. Too white. The kind of white that hurt your eyes even when they were closed. I opened them anyway, and the first thing I saw was her.

Emma sat in a chair beside the bed, her legs tucked under her. She wore the same clothes from the night before—jeans, a sweater, no shoes. Dark half‑moons hung under her eyes. Her bottom lip was split—she’d been biting it.

There was a cup of cold coffee on the table, untouched. A stack of magazines she hadn’t read. Her phone on the floor, dead. She’d been here the whole time.

“Hey,” I said. My voice came out wrong—scratchy, weak.

She jerked awake. “Mark. Oh my God, Mark.” She leaned forward, her hands on my face, her lips on my forehead. “You’re awake.”

“How long?”

“Two days.” She was crying. “I thought you were going to die.”

“What happened?”

“You don’t remember?”

I tried to think. Rain. A car. Her scream. Burning rubber. Then nothing.

“Not really.”

She sat back, still holding my hand. “You crashed. They had to cut you out. You’ve been out for two days.”

Two days. I looked down at my body. My legs were under the blanket. I could feel them—numb, but there. My arms were bruised, bandaged, but functional. My head hurt. Not a headache. Something deeper. A hollow place where memories should have been.

“How bad?” I asked.

“Bad enough. But you’re going to be okay.”



In the hallway, after the doctor left, Emma pulled me aside—no, she pulled the doctor aside. I watched through the glass.

“Will his memory come back?” she asked.

“It’s impossible to say. Retrograde amnesia after trauma—some patients recover fully, others only fragments. The best thing you can do is not force it. Don’t show him photos. Don’t take him to familiar places. Let his brain heal at its own pace.”

“What if he never remembers me?”

The doctor smiled kindly. “He knows your name. He knows he loves you. That’s not nothing.”

Her voice broke. “But the rest…”

“The rest is just details. Love isn’t stored in memory. It’s stored in the body.”



The door opened. A doctor walked in—middle‑aged, bald, with kind eyes and a clipboard. He asked me questions. My name. Her name. The year. The president.

“Do you know where you are?”

“Hospital.”

“Do you know why?”

“Car accident.”

He nodded, made a note. “Do you remember anything from the past few months?”

I thought about it. Emma. The apartment. Work. The dance studio where I first saw her. But there was a gap—a hole where something should have been. A face. A name. A hotel room. A camera. All of it just out of reach.

“Some things. Not everything.”

The doctor glanced at Emma, then back at me. “You have retrograde amnesia. It’s common after a head injury. Most of your memories will come back. Some may not.”

“Which ones?”

“That’s impossible to predict.” He smiled, patted my shoulder. “Give it time.”

After the doctor left, Emma sat on the edge of the bed. Her hand was on my chest, her fingers tracing circles through the thin hospital gown.

“Do you remember us?”

“Yes.”

“The first time we met?”

“The dance studio. You wore a black leotard. Your hair was in a ponytail. I couldn’t stop staring at you.”

She smiled—small, fragile, but real. “What else?”

“The first time I kissed you. It was raining. We were under the awning. Your lips tasted like cherry lip balm.”

“Do you remember the first time we—”

“Made love?” I reached up, touched her face. “Yes. Our apartment. The couch. You wore my t‑shirt. I’d never been so scared in my life.”

“Scared?”

“Of messing it up. Of losing you.”

Her eyes were wet. She leaned down and kissed me. Soft. Sweet. Her lips tasted like tears.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”



The days blurred together. Tests. Physical therapy. Visitors I didn’t remember—friends from work, Emma’s colleagues, people who smiled and said “glad you’re okay” and then left. Emma stayed. She never left.

At night, she slept in the chair beside my bed. I watched her sleep—her chest rose and fell, her hand stayed on mine even in sleep. I tried to remember the gap. The hole where something should have been.

A face. A name. A hotel room. A camera.

Nothing.

The doctor said not to force it. He said memories came back on their own. He said I was lucky—no permanent damage, no paralysis, just time.

But at night, when the lights were off and Emma was breathing slow and even beside me, I felt something crawling at the edges of my mind. Something I’d forgotten on purpose.

I didn’t want to remember. I didn’t want to know what I’d lost.

But I knew it was there.



One night, I woke up to a sound. Soft. Rhythmic. Wet.

Emma was in the chair. Her hand was between her legs. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted. She touched herself—slow at first, then faster. Her breathing quickened.

She didn’t know I was watching.

I lay still, my eyes half‑closed. I watched her face—her brow furrowed, her mouth fell open. She was close.

“Mark,” she whispered. Not his name. Mine.

She came with a soft cry, her body shuddering. Then she went still.

I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. But my body had stopped asking my permission. And somewhere in the dark hollow of my skull, a door creaked open.



The next morning, she was gone when I woke up. The chair was empty. A note on the table: “Went home to shower. Be back soon. Love you.”

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, thinking about last night. Her hand between her legs. The way she’d said my name.

My body responded. It had been responding for days, but I hadn’t said anything. The doctor said it would take time. The nerves, the muscles, the healing. But I knew—it wasn’t my body that was broken.

It was my mind.

Emma came back an hour later. Fresh clothes, damp hair, glowing skin. She looked like she’d slept. I hadn’t.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Better.”

“Liar.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, her hand on my thigh. “The doctor says you can come home tomorrow.”

“Good.”

“He says you’ll need to take it easy. No driving. No heavy lifting.”

“And?”

She smiled. “And no strenuous activity.”

“How long?”

“A few weeks.”

I looked at her. Dark eyes, soft lips, a small bruise on her neck that I didn’t remember giving her. It was shaped like a thumbprint, yellowing at the edges.

“What about you?” I asked.

“What about me?”

“How are you holding up?”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “I missed you. Even when you were right there, I missed you.”

I reached up, touched her face. “I’m here now.”

“I know.”

She leaned down and kissed me. Soft at first, then harder, her tongue sliding against mine. I tasted coffee and mint and something else—something that was just her.

“Not yet,” I said, pulling back. “The doctor said—”

“I know what the doctor said.” She kissed my neck, my collarbone, the hollow of my throat. “I just want to feel you.”

She unbuttoned my hospital gown, slid her hand down my chest, over my stomach. My body responded immediately.

“See?” she whispered. “You’re getting better.”

She stroked me slowly, her thumb rubbing the head. I groaned, my hips bucking against her hand.

“Emma—”

“Shh.” She kissed me again, deeper. “Just relax.”

She climbed onto the bed, straddling my hips. Her jeans were tight, her body pressed against mine through the denim. She ground against me, slow and steady.

“I need you inside me,” she said.

“We can’t.”

“We can try.”

She unzipped her jeans, pushed them down her hips. No panties. Her body was wet, ready. She reached down, wrapped her hand around me, and guided.

“Slow,” I said. “Please. Slow.”

She lowered herself—an inch, two inches. I slid inside her easily, and she gasped, her head falling back. The tendons in her neck stood out.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

I held still, letting her adjust. Her inner walls clenched around me, hot and tight. I watched her face—her brow furrowed, her mouth fell open, her eyes fluttered closed.

“Look at me,” I said.

She opened her eyes. Dark, wet, full of need.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too.”

She began to move. Slow at first, grinding her hips in circles. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

“Harder,” I said.

“I thought you wanted slow.”

“I changed my mind.”

She smiled—slow, wicked—and rode me faster. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced. Her nails dug into my shoulders.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

I reached down, found her clit, and rubbed it in circles. She came with a cry, her body convulsing around mine. I came with her, pulsing inside her, filling her.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, our sweat cooling in the air. The room was quiet. I could hear her breathing, slow and steady.

“I’ve missed you,” she said.

“I’ve been right here.”

“I know.” She kissed my chest. “But you weren’t here.”

I didn’t know what she meant. Not then.

But I would.



The next morning, they discharged me. Emma drove me home—slow, careful, her hand on my thigh. The city looked the same. The apartment looked the same. But everything felt different.

I walked through the rooms, touching things. The couch where we’d made love the first time. The kitchen table where we’d eaten breakfast a thousand mornings. The bedroom where she slept beside me every night.

Everything was familiar. Nothing was right.

“You okay?” Emma asked.

“Just tired.”

She helped me into bed, pulled the blankets up to my chin. “Sleep. I’ll make dinner.”

I closed my eyes. I heard her in the kitchen—pots clanging, water running, the soft hum of the refrigerator. I tried to remember the gap.

A face. A name. A hotel room.

Nothing.

I slept.

I woke up to the sound of her voice. Not talking to me. Talking on the phone. Her words were low, muffled, but I could hear them through the wall.

“He doesn’t remember. No. Nothing. The doctor says it might come back. It might not.”

A pause.

“I know. I know. But I can’t—I can’t just pretend it didn’t happen.”

Another pause.

“I love him. Of course I love him. But I need… I don’t know what I need.”

She hung up. I heard her crying—soft, stifled, the sound she made when she didn’t want anyone to hear.

I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep.

When she came back to the bedroom, her face was dry, her eyes clear. She smiled at me.

“How did you sleep?”

“Fine.”

“Dinner’s almost ready.”

“What were you making?”

“Pasta. Your favorite.”

She kissed my forehead and went back to the kitchen. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, thinking about the phone call. The way she’d said “I need.”

She needed something I couldn’t give her.

Not yet.

Maybe not ever.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. A text from an unknown number.

“I heard you’re back on your feet. Glad you’re okay. We should talk when you’re ready.”

I stared at the screen. I didn’t know who sent it. I didn’t know what they wanted.

But I didn’t delete it. I saved it. I put the phone down and closed my eyes.



The bar was called The Hideaway, and it lived up to its name—tucked between a laundromat and a pawn shop, no sign out front, just a black door and a red light above it. I’d driven past it twice before I found it. Emma sat beside me in the car, her hand on my thigh, her thumb tracing circles through the denim.

“You don’t have to do this,” I said.

“I know.”

“We can turn around. Go home. Pretend we never got that message.”

She looked at me. Dark, calm eyes. “Do you want to turn around?”

I thought about the message. The unknown number. The words: “I know what your wife looks like when she’s happy.”

“No,” I said.

She smiled. “Then let’s go.”



Emma spent an hour getting ready. She tried on three dresses—a black one, a red one, finally a navy blue one that clung to her hips. “What do you think?” she asked, turning in front of the mirror.

“You look beautiful.”

“I’m not trying to look beautiful. I’m trying to look… approachable.”

“You look approachable and beautiful.”

She laughed. “You’re useless.” She settled on the black dress—short, tight, the one that made her legs look endless. She didn’t wear a bra. I could see the outline of her nipples through the thin fabric.

“No panties,” I said.

She glanced at me, a small smile on her lips. “I wasn’t planning on any.”



He was already there, sitting in a corner booth, a glass of whiskey in front of him. He stood when he saw us—tall, broad‑shouldered, handsome in a way that didn’t try too hard. Dark hair, dark eyes, a scar on his chin that looked like it had a story. He wore a gray sweater, sleeves pushed up, and his hands were big—the kind that looked like they’d worked for a living.

“You must be Emma,” he said, extending his hand. “I’m Jake.”

She shook it. Her hand looked small in his. “This is my husband, Mark.”

He shook my hand too—firm, not too hard. “Thanks for coming. I know this is… unusual.”

“That’s one word for it,” I said.

He laughed. Warm, easy. “Sit, please. Can I get you a drink?”

Emma ordered wine. I ordered whiskey. Jake signaled the bartender, then leaned back, his eyes on Emma.

“I saw you at the restaurant a few weeks ago. You were with another man—not your husband. You were sitting at a table by the window, laughing. You looked…” He paused. “Alive.”

Emma’s cheeks flushed. “You’ve been watching me?”

“Not following. Just noticing.” He took a sip of his whiskey. “I own the building across the street. My office faces the restaurant. I saw you there a few times. Always with different men. Always laughing. Always beautiful.”

“And you decided to reach out?”

“I decided to take a chance.” He looked at me. “I’m not a creep. I’m not a predator. I’m just a guy who saw something he wanted and asked for it.”

“That’s very honest,” Emma said.

“I don’t see the point in lying.”

The drinks came. Emma took a long sip of her wine. I watched her throat move.

“So what now?” I asked.

Jake shrugged. “Now we talk. Get to know each other. See if there’s a connection.” He looked at Emma. “And if there is, we see where it goes.”



The bar was dim, lit by candles on each table. A jazz trio played in the corner. The air smelled like whiskey and leather. Jake stood when he saw us—tall, broad‑shouldered, handsome.

“You must be Emma,” he said, extending his hand. “I’m Jake.”

She shook it. “This is my husband, Mark.”

He shook my hand too. “Thanks for coming. I know this is… unusual.”

“That’s one word for it,” I said.

He laughed. “Sit, please. Can I get you a drink?”



At the bar, after the first drink, Jake leaned toward Emma. “Can I ask you something personal?”

“You can ask.”

“Why do you do it? Meet strangers, I mean.”

“Because I like it.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one I have.” She glanced at me. “Ask him. He’s the one who watches.”

Jake turned to me. “And why do you watch?”

“Because when I watch, I know she’s coming home.”

“That’s the answer.”

Emma smiled softly. “See? He’s better with words than I am.”

Jake raised his glass. “To the ones who wait.”



We talked for two hours. Work, travel, books, movies. Jake was easy to talk to—curious, funny, self‑deprecating. He told us about his ex‑wife, the divorce, the years he’d spent alone. He didn’t complain. He just stated the facts, like they were part of a story he’d already finished reading.

Emma laughed at his jokes. She touched his arm when he made her laugh. She leaned in when he talked, her body angled toward his.

I watched. My whiskey was empty. I ordered another.

“You’re quiet, Mark,” Jake said.

“I’m listening.”

“To what?”

“To her laugh. She doesn’t laugh like that with everyone.”

Emma glanced at me, cheeks pink. “Mark.”

“It’s true.”

Jake smiled. “He loves you.”

“I know,” she said.

“Does he watch?”

The question hung in the air. Emma looked at me. I nodded.

“Yes,” she said. “He watches.”

Jake leaned back, eyes moving between us. “And you like that?”

“Yes.”

“Both of you?”

“Yes,” I said.

He was quiet for a long moment. Then he stood up. “I have a room upstairs. Nothing fancy. Just a bed and a lock on the door.” He looked at Emma. “If you want to see where this goes, we can go up. If not, we say goodnight and I never contact you again.”

Emma looked at me. “What do you think?”

I thought about the message. The weeks of waiting. The sound of her voice through the wall, saying my name.

“I think you should go,” I said.

She kissed me. Soft, quick. Then she stood up and took Jake’s hand.

I followed them upstairs.



“Last chance,” Jake said. “You can still leave.”

Emma shook her head. “I don’t want to leave.”

“Why?”

She glanced at me. “Because he’s watching. And because I want him to see.”

Jake looked at me, then back at her. “You’re something else.”

“I know.” She reached up and unzipped her dress herself. It fell to the floor. She wore nothing underneath.



The room was small—a bed, a nightstand, a lamp with a low‑watt bulb. The sheets were white, fresh, the kind you’d find in a hotel. Jake locked the door behind us and turned to Emma.

“Last chance,” he said. “You can still leave.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want to leave.”

He kissed her. Not soft. Not tentative. His hand went to the back of her neck, pulling her close. She moaned—a small, surprised sound—and her hands went to his chest.

I sat in the chair by the window. The same chair I’d sat in a hundred times. Watching.

Jake pulled back, his forehead resting against hers. “You’re beautiful.”

“You already said that.”

“It bears repeating.”

He unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor, pooling around her feet. She wore a black bra and matching thong, her skin pale against the dark fabric. The hollow of her collarbone caught the light. Jake’s hands moved to her hips, thumbs hooking into the waistband.

“Can I?” he asked.

She nodded.

He pulled the thong down, slow, savoring it. The fabric slid over her hips, down her thighs, and she stepped out of it. He knelt in front of her, his face level with her body. The muscles in his back shifted under his shirt.

“You’re already wet,” he said.

“I’ve been wet since you texted.”

He smiled and buried his face between her legs.

I watched. My body responded, pressing against my jeans. I didn’t touch it. Not yet.

Jake’s tongue moved in long, slow strokes. He licked her like he was tasting something precious. Emma’s hands went to his head, fingers tangling in his dark hair.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped.

He pushed two fingers inside her, curled them, stroked her. She cried out, hips bucking against his face.

“Right there. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He licked her faster, harder, fingers pumping in and out. I could see her wetness on his chin, glistening in the dim light. The smell of her—musky, sweet—filled the small room.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

He pulled away, stood up, and pushed her onto the bed. She fell back, legs spread, her body wet and open. He took off his shirt. His chest was broad, muscled, covered in a light dusting of dark hair. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and pushed them down.

His body responded—thick, longer than mine, the head flushed. He stroked himself once, twice, then climbed onto the bed.

“On your hands and knees,” he said.

She turned over, ass in the air. He knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, and pressed the head of his cock against her entrance.

“Look at him,” he said, nodding toward me.

Emma turned her head. Her eyes found mine.

“Watch,” Jake said. “Watch your wife take my cock.”

He pushed inside her. One slow, deep stroke. Emma cried out, hands clenching the sheets. Her back arched. Her mouth fell open.

“Oh, my God,” she breathed.

He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in. The sound was wet, obscene. Her breasts bounced. Her hair swung.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I like it. I like your cock.”

“Whose is it?”

“Yours. It’s yours.”

He fucked her harder, faster, his hips slapping against her ass. I watched my wife get fucked by a stranger. Watched her face—the pleasure, the pain, the hunger. My hand was on my cock now, stroking through my jeans.

“Touch yourself,” Jake said. “Let him see.”

Emma reached between her legs, fingers finding her clit. She rubbed in circles, her hips moving in time with his thrusts.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet.”

He pulled out, flipped her onto her back, and pushed her legs up toward her chest. He entered her again, deeper. Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth opened in a silent scream.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did. Glassy, unfocused.

“Who’s fucking you?”

“You are.”

“Say my name.”

“Jake.”

“Say it again.”

“Jake. Jake. Jake.”

She came, her body convulsing, her cunt clenching around his dick. He kept fucking her through it, not slowing down. Her orgasm was like a wave breaking over a seawall—inevitable, violent, beautiful.

“Now you,” she said. “Come inside me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

He thrust one last time, buried deep, and came. I saw his dick pulse inside her, her body grip him, milking every drop. She came again, body shuddering, nails digging into his back.

They lay there for a moment, breathing hard. Then Jake pulled out and rolled onto his back.

Emma looked at me. “Your turn.”

I stood up, walked to the bed, and took off my clothes. My body was hard, aching, leaking. I climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs. Her cunt was wet, open, still filled with his cum. A thin white thread had dripped onto the sheets.

“Clean me up,” she said. “Like you promised.”

I lowered my head and licked her. I tasted him—salty, bitter, wrong. I licked her clit, her lips, the inside of her thighs. She moaned, hands in my hair.

“That’s it,” she said. “Make me yours again.”

I pushed my tongue inside her, felt her body clench around me. She came again, a small, shuddering orgasm, and I pulled away.

I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed inside her. She was so wet, so loose, so fucking perfect. I fucked her slow, savoring it, watching her face.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Eyes wet, lips swollen.

“Whose are you?”

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours.”

I fucked her harder, faster. The bed creaked. The headboard banged against the wall.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

I came inside her, filling her, claiming her. She came with me, her body clenching around mine.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together. Jake was still beside us, watching. He didn’t say anything.

We showered together, the three of us, water hot and steaming. Jake scrubbed Emma’s back. I scrubbed her front. She stood between us, eyes closed, body relaxed. Water ran down the ridges of her spine, pooling in the small of her back before cascading over the curve of her ass.

Jake looked at me over her shoulder.

“You’re not jealous,” he said.

“No.”

“You’re hard.”

I glanced down. He was right.

“That’s not jealousy,” I said. “That’s anticipation.”

He laughed. “Anticipation of what?”

“Cleaning her up.”

His smile faded. He understood.

“That was…” she started, then stopped.

“Intense?” Jake offered.

“Yes. Intense.”

“Good intense?”

She opened her eyes. “The best.”

We dressed in silence. Jake walked us to the door, his hand on the small of Emma’s back.

“Same time next week?” he asked.

Emma looked at me. I nodded.

“Same time,” she said.

He kissed her cheek, shook my hand, and closed the door.



We didn’t talk on the drive home. Emma stared out the window, her hand on my thigh. The city was dark, the streets empty.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“You’re quiet.”

“Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About how much I love watching you.”

She smiled. “Good.”

When we got home, she didn’t go to the bathroom. She went straight to the bedroom and stood at the foot of the bed, her back to me.

“Take off my clothes,” she said.

I did. I unzipped her dress, let it fall. She stepped out of it, turned to face me. Her body was pale, perfect, still wet from the shower. A small red mark—Jake’s thumbprint—was fading on her hip.

“One more time,” she said. “Before we sleep.”

“Okay.”

She pushed me onto the bed, climbed on top of me, and sank down onto my cock. Still wet, still loose, still warm from him.

She rode me slowly, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. I watched her breasts bounce, her face—eyes closed, lips parted.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

“No.” She leaned forward, mouth at my ear. “I mean it. I really, really love you.”

I grabbed her hips, thrust up into her. She cried out.

“I know,” I said.

She rode me faster, harder. Her nails dug into my shoulders.

“I’m close.”

“Me too.”

“Together.”

We came together, her body shuddering, her cunt clenching around me. I held her tight, face buried in her neck.

She collapsed on top of me, warm and soft.

“That’s enough. Now we sleep.”

We did. For a few hours, at least. When I woke up, the sun was up and Emma was already in the shower. I lay in bed, listening to the water run, thinking about Jake. His hands. His cock. The way she’d said his name.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

“Same time next week. Same place. Don’t be late.”

I stared at the screen. Then I typed back: “We’ll be there.” and hit send.

Emma came out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, hair wet, skin pink.

“Who was that?”

“Jake.”

“What did he say?”

“Same time next week.”

She smiled. “Are we going?”

“Yes,” I said. “We’re going.”

She kissed me. Soft. Sweet.

“Good.”



Three days after Jake. Late November. The rehab center smelled like antiseptic and old sweat. Every morning the fog was so thick I couldn’t see the parking lot from my window.

The rehab center had a small gym on the second floor. Not much—a few machines, some weights, a mat that smelled like rubber and sweat. Emma drove me there twice a week, sat in the plastic chair by the window, and watched me struggle through exercises that should have been easy.

Today, my leg was sore. The therapist—an old man named George, bald and patient and utterly forgettable—had me on my back, stretching my hamstring. Emma sat in the corner, legs crossed, a magazine open in her lap. She wasn’t reading it. She was watching me.

George left to get a resistance band. The room was quiet.

“You’re staring,” I said.

She said nothing. Just raised an eyebrow.

It wasn’t the old line. It was just her. Watching.

“Did we used to say something?” I asked.

She smiled—small, sad. “All the time.”

I tried to remember. Nothing came. Just the echo of her voice, the shape of her lips. The gap in my head was still there, dark and empty.

George came back. We finished the session. Emma drove me home.



A young nurse came in to check the machines. Pretty, dark hair, soft hands.

“Sorry,” she said, reaching across me to adjust a pedal. Her forearm pressed against my groin.

I flinched.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry,” she said, pulling back.

“It’s fine,” I said, but my face was hot.

She glanced down and looked away quickly.

“I’ll… come back later.”

She left. Emma was watching from her chair, a knowing smile on her lips.

“You’re impossible,” she said.

Then she caught herself. Her smile flickered. She hadn’t meant to say that. The words hung in the air, unwanted.

I didn’t ask what she meant. I didn’t want to know.



That night, I woke up to a sound.

Soft. Rhythmic. Wet.

I lay still, eyes half‑closed. Emma was beside me, her back to me. The sheet had slipped down to her waist. I could see the curve of her spine, the swell of her hip. Her hand was between her legs.

She was touching herself.

I didn’t move. I didn’t speak. I just watched.

Her fingers moved slowly at first, circling her clit, dipping inside her. She was wet—I could hear it, the slick sound, the soft gasp when she pushed deeper. Her hips bucked against her hand. Her back arched.

“Mark,” she whispered.

Not his name. Mine.

She came with a soft cry, body shuddering, hand still between her legs. Then she went still.

I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. But my body had other ideas, and my mind was a locked room with something scratching at the door.



In the morning, she was already dressed. She kissed my forehead and said she was going to the store. I watched her from the window—her silhouette moving down the street, the slight limp in her left leg from an old dance injury, the way she pulled her jacket tighter against the cold—and I tried to remember the sound of her voice saying my name in the dark.

I couldn’t. But my body had stopped asking my permission.

I reached down and touched myself. Slow at first, then faster. I closed my eyes and saw her—the way her body had arched, the way her fingers had moved, the way she’d said my name.

I came in my hand and lay there, staring at the ceiling.

Something was missing. Something was wrong.

I just didn’t know what yet.



The next day, George was out sick. A substitute therapist filled in—a woman in her fifties, efficient and bored. Emma sat in her usual chair, but today she was different. Restless. Her leg bounced. She kept looking at her phone.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Fine.”

“You’re lying.”

She looked at me, surprised. Then she laughed. “You used to say that too.”

“Did I?”

“You always knew when I was lying.”

I wanted to ask more. I wanted to know what else I used to know. But the words were stuck. The gap was still there.

She reached out and took my hand. Her fingers were warm. “You’re going to be okay.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I won’t let you not be.”

That sounded familiar. I held her hand and tried to remember where I’d heard it before.

I couldn’t.

But I didn’t let go.



We went home. Emma made dinner. I sat on the couch, the TV on but not watching. She brought me a plate, set it on the coffee table, and sat down beside me. Her thigh pressed against mine. I could feel the heat of her through my sweatpants.

“You’re quiet,” she said.

“Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About you. About us. About all the things I don’t remember.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then she put her hand on my thigh. “Do you want to remember?”

“Yes.”

“Even if it hurts?”

I looked at her. Her eyes were wet. “I don’t know.”

She kissed me. Soft at first, then harder, her tongue sliding against mine. I tasted tears. Not mine. Hers.

She pulled back, looked at me. “Then let’s make new memories.”

She unbuttoned my pants, reached inside. Already hard. She stroked me slowly, thumb rubbing the head.

“Not yet,” she said. “First, I want you to watch.”

She stood up, pulled off her sweater. No bra. Her breasts were full, pale, nipples already hard. She unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down. No panties. Her body was bare, already wet.

She sat on the edge of the couch, spread her legs, and touched herself.

“Watch me,” she said.

I did.

Her fingers circled her clit, slow then fast. She pushed two fingers inside herself, curled them, and moaned. Her head fell back. Her hips bucked.

“I’m thinking about you,” she said. “I’m always thinking about you.”

She came with a cry, body convulsing, juice soaking her fingers.

Then she climbed onto my lap, straddled me, and sank down.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

She rode me slow, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. I watched her breasts bounce, her face—eyes closed, lips parted.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Dark, wet, full of need.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too.”

I didn’t know if I meant it. I didn’t know if I remembered what love felt like. But in that moment, with her body wrapped around mine, I believed it.

She came again, her body clenching around me. I came with her, pulsing inside her, filling her.

We lay there afterward, tangled together on the couch.

“You’re still in there,” she said. “I know you are.”

I held her and didn’t answer.

Something was coming back. Not memories—not yet. Just feelings. Shadows. The shape of something I’d lost.

I didn’t know if I wanted to find it.

But I knew I wouldn’t stop looking.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table. I reached for it.

A text from an unknown number.

“I heard you’re back on your feet. Glad you’re okay. We should talk when you’re ready.”

I stared at the screen. I didn’t know who sent it. I didn’t know what they wanted.

I saved it, then put the phone aside and held my wife until she fell asleep.



One week later. Early December. The rehab center’s fluorescent lights hummed overhead like angry insects.

The rehab center was on the third floor of a building that smelled like antiseptic and old sweat. I hated it. I hated the lights and the beeping machines and the way everyone looked at me like I was breakable. But I went. Twice a week. Because Emma made me.

Nick was my physical therapist. Twenty‑eight, maybe thirty, with a shaved head and a jaw that looked like it had been carved out of granite. He wore scrubs that stretched tight across his chest. When he lifted my leg to stretch my hamstring, I could see the veins in his forearms—thick, ropy.

Emma came with me today. She sat in the plastic chair by the window, legs crossed, hands in her lap. She wore jeans and a thin white t‑shirt, no bra. I could see the outline of her nipples through the fabric. So could Nick.

“How’s the range of motion?” he asked, pressing on my knee.

“Better.”

“Good. Let’s try some weight‑bearing.”

He helped me stand. My leg shook, but I stayed up. Emma smiled at me from across the room. I tried to smile back.

“You’re doing great,” Nick said. His hand was on my hip, steadying me. His thumb pressed into the muscle just above my waistband. “Your wife is a good motivator.”

I looked at him. He was looking at her.

“She is,” I said.

Emma uncrossed her legs, then crossed them again. Her cheeks were pink.

Nick helped me back into the chair. “That’s enough for today. Come back Thursday.”

He wrote something in my chart, then looked at Emma. “You should come with him more often. Patients do better when their partners are involved.”

“I’ll try,” she said.

He smiled. Warm. Easy. The kind that made you want to trust him.

I didn’t trust him. But I didn’t want him to stop looking at her.



Thursday came faster than I expected. Emma drove me to the center, hand on my thigh, eyes on the road. She wore a dress this time—short, white, the kind that showed her legs. No bra again. I could see the shadow of her nipples.

“You dressed up,” I said.

“It’s hot out.”

“It’s seventy degrees.”

She glanced at me, a small smile. “Maybe I wanted to look nice.”

“For who?”

She didn’t answer.

Nick was waiting for us. He wore shorts today—new. His legs were thick, muscular, covered in dark hair.

“Let’s start with some massage,” he said. “Loosen up the muscles before we work on strength.”

He pulled up a stool and sat beside me. His hands were warm, strong. He kneaded my calf, my hamstring, my lower back. Emma watched.

“You’re tight here,” he said, pressing into my hip. “Your wife should massage this at home. It’ll help with the recovery.”

“I can do that,” Emma said.

Nick looked at her. “I’ll show you how.”

He stood up, walked over to her, and placed his hands on her shoulders. “Feel the muscle here,” he said, pressing his thumbs into her trapezius. “This is where tension collects. You want firm pressure, but not too firm.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered closed. Her lips parted. Nick’s hands moved down her back, over her shoulder blades, to the curve of her waist.

“Like this,” he said.

His thumbs pressed into the muscle on either side of her spine. She moaned—soft, almost inaudible.

Then she leaned forward to stretch, and her thin white t‑shirt gaped open. I saw the curve of her breast, the dark shadow of her nipple.

Nick saw it too. His hands paused for half a second, then continued.

“You should wear a sports bra next time,” he said.

Emma straightened up, cheeks flushed. “I will.”

But she didn’t pull her shirt closed. She just looked at me, then at Nick.

“Did you see what you wanted to see?” she asked.

Nick met her eyes. “Not yet.”

The air in the room changed.

I watched. My body responded in my sweatpants.

“You’re very good at this,” Emma said.

“I’ve had practice.”

His hands moved lower, to the small of her back. His fingers traced the waistband of her dress. Emma opened her eyes and looked at me.

I didn’t say anything. I just watched.

Nick stepped back. “That should help,” he said. “Let’s get back to work.”



The room smelled like antiseptic and old sweat. I hated it. I hated the lights and the beeping machines. But I went. Twice a week. Because Emma made me.

Nick was my physical therapist. “How’s the range of motion?” he asked, pressing on my knee.

“Better.”

“Good. Let’s try some weight‑bearing.”

He helped me stand. My leg shook, but I stayed up. Emma smiled at me from across the room.



Emma drove me to the center, hand on my thigh, eyes on the road. She wore a dress this time—short, white. No bra. “You dressed up,” I said.

“It’s hot out.”

“It’s seventy degrees.”

She glanced at me, smiling. “Maybe I wanted to look nice.”

“For who?”

She didn’t answer.

Nick was waiting. He wore shorts today. His legs were thick, muscular, covered in dark hair.

“Let’s start with some massage,” he said. “Loosen up the muscles before we work on strength.”

His hands were warm, strong. He kneaded my calf, my hamstring, my lower back. Emma watched.

“You’re tight here,” he said, pressing into my hip. “Your wife should massage this at home.”

“I can do that,” Emma said.

Nick looked at her. “I’ll show you how.”

He stood up, walked over to her, and placed his hands on her shoulders. “Feel the muscle here. This is where tension collects. You want firm pressure, but not too firm.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered closed. Her lips parted. Nick’s hands moved down her back, over her shoulder blades, to the curve of her waist.



After the session, in the parking lot, Nick walked us to the car. “She’s beautiful.”

“I know.”

“Does she know how lucky she is?”

“I think so.”

“See you Monday.”

In the car, Emma’s hand on my thigh, higher than before.

“He was flirting with me,” she said.

“I know.”

“Did you mind?”

“No.”

She squeezed my thigh. “Good.”



Monday came. This time, I asked Emma to wait in the car while I went in alone. She looked surprised, but she didn’t argue.

Nick was in the treatment room, stretching. Shorts and a tank top, arms bare. I sat in the chair and watched him.

“Where’s your wife?” he asked.

“In the car. I wanted to talk to you alone.”

He raised an eyebrow. “About what?”

“About her.”

He set down his weights and sat across from me. “Okay.”

“You’re attracted to her.”

It wasn’t a question. He didn’t deny it. “She’s beautiful. Any man would be.”

“I’m not any man.”

He looked at me for a long moment. Then he nodded. “No. I don’t suppose you are.”

“I want you to touch her,” I said. “Not for therapy. For real.”

He was quiet. His face gave nothing away.

“Why?” he asked.

“Because she wants you to. And because I want to watch.”

He leaned back, arms crossed. “You’re serious.”

“Yes.”

He was quiet for a long time. Then he stood up. “Not here. Too many cameras. Too many people.”

“Where, then?”

“Your place. Tonight. If she agrees.”

“She’ll agree.”

He smiled. “Then I’ll see you tonight.”



Emma didn’t ask questions when I told her to wear the black dress—the short one, the one that made her look like sin. She just put it on, stepped into her heels, and looked at me in the mirror.

“What’s tonight?” she asked.

“You’ll see.”

Nick came at eight. Jeans and a button‑down shirt, hair still wet from the shower. He looked different in civilian clothes—softer, maybe, but also more dangerous.

Emma opened the door. Her eyes went wide.

“Nick,” she said. “What are you doing here?”

“Mark invited me.”

She looked back at me. I was sitting on the couch, my leg propped up.

“Come in,” I said.

Nick stepped inside. He handed Emma a bottle of wine. “I didn’t know what you liked.”

“Red,” she said. “I like red.”

He smiled. “Good. That’s what I brought.”

We sat in the living room. Emma on one end of the couch, Nick on the other, me in the middle. The wine was good—deep, red, expensive. Emma drank two glasses quickly, her cheeks flushing.

“Mark told me about your arrangement,” Nick said.

Emma looked at me. “Did he?”

“He did.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “And?”

“And I’m interested.”

Emma set down her glass. She turned to me. “You want this?”

“I want whatever you want.”

She looked at Nick. Her hand was on my thigh, squeezing.

“Okay,” she said.

Nick stood up. He walked over to Emma, took her hand, and pulled her to her feet. Taller than her by half a head. He looked down at her, hand on her waist.

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

“Thank you.”

He kissed her. Soft at first, then harder, tongue sliding against hers. I watched her hand move to his chest, fingers curling into his shirt.

“Not here,” I said. “The bedroom.”

They walked to the bedroom, hand in hand. I followed, leg aching.

Emma sat on the edge of the bed. Nick stood in front of her.

“Take off your dress,” he said.

She did. She pulled it over her head and let it fall. Nothing underneath. Her breasts full, nipples hard. Her body bare, waxed smooth, already wet.

“Beautiful,” Nick said.

He knelt in front of her, spread her legs, and buried his face between her thighs.

Emma gasped. Her hands went to his head, fingers tangling in his short hair. He licked her slowly, deliberately, tongue circling her clit.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned.

I sat in the chair by the window, watching. My hand was on my cock, stroking through my sweatpants.

Nick licked her faster, harder. His fingers pushed inside her, curling, stroking. She came with a cry, body arching, thighs clamping around his head.

He didn’t stop. He kept licking her through it, until she pushed him away.

“Too much,” she gasped.

He stood up, unbuttoned his shirt, let it fall. His chest was broad, muscular, covered in a light dusting of dark hair. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, pushed them down.

His body responded—thick, long, the head flushed.

Emma stared. Her lips parted.

“Suck it,” Nick said.

She knelt on the floor in front of him. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

I watched her lips stretch around him, her tongue work the underside. She moved slowly at first, savoring it, then faster, head bobbing, hand pumping what she couldn’t reach.

Nick groaned. His hand was on the back of her head, guiding her.

“Deeper,” he said.

She took him deeper, until the head hit the back of her throat. She gagged, pulled off, coughed. A string of saliva connected her lips to his cock.

“Sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be.” He stroked her cheek. “You’re doing good.”

She went back to work. Her mouth wet, hot, hungry. She sucked him hard, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling around the head. He was close—I could see it in the way his thighs tensed, his breathing changed.

“I’m going to come,” he said.

“Do it,” she said. “In my mouth.”

He came with a grunt, hand tightening in her hair. She didn’t pull away. She took it—every pulse, every spurt. His cum filled her mouth, dripped down her chin. She swallowed what she could, then wiped the rest with the back of her hand.

She looked at me. Eyes wet, lips swollen, chin glistening.

“Your turn,” she said.

She crawled onto the bed, lay on her back, spread her legs. Her body red, swollen, wet.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Please. I need you.”

I stood up, hobbled to the bed, and knelt between her legs. Hard, aching. I pushed inside her in one stroke.

She cried out. Her nails dug into my back.

“Hard. Hard and fast.”

I fucked her. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced. She moaned, screamed, said my name over and over.

Nick stood by the window, watching. His body was already getting hard again.

I came inside her, buried deep, my cum mixing with his. She came with me, body convulsing, mouth open in a silent scream.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together. Nick pulled on his clothes, walked to the door.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

Emma looked at me. I nodded.

“Same time,” she said.

He left. The door clicked shut.

We didn’t move. Just lay there, holding each other, sweat cooling in the air.

“I liked it,” she said.

“Me too.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I didn’t need to look. I already knew who it was.

“She’s incredible. You’re a lucky man.”

I didn’t delete it. I saved it. Then I put the phone down and held my wife until she fell asleep.




Chapter 4

The New Normal

It happened on a Tuesday. I was home alone, my leg propped up on the couch, the TV murmuring something I wasn’t watching. Emma was at the grocery store. Nick was at the gym, probably. The apartment was quiet, the afternoon light slanting through the blinds.

Emma was at the grocery store. She’d made a list—milk, eggs, bread, the usual. She’d kissed me goodbye and said, “Don’t burn the house down.”

I’d made coffee, sat on the couch, and scrolled through my phone. Emails. News. Nothing interesting. Then I saw the folder.

It was buried deep in my photo library, hidden behind a dozen other folders, labeled with a date I didn’t recognize. I opened it.

Videos. Dozens of them. Thumbnails of Emma—naked, spread, mouth open, eyes half‑closed. Thumbnails of rooms I didn’t remember. Thumbnails of men whose faces I couldn’t place.

I clicked the first one.

The video loaded slowly. David’s apartment. The camera set up in the corner. Emma on the bed, on her hands and knees. A man stood behind her—dark skin, shaved head, thick arms. Not David. Not Liam. Someone else. Someone I’d forgotten.

He was fucking her. Hard. Her tits swung with each thrust. Her moans filled the room.

I watched. My body responded. My hands were shaking. My hand was already on my dick, stroking slowly, matching the rhythm on the screen.

She looked at the camera. At me. Even then, before we’d met, she was looking at me.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

The video ended. I clicked another.

A hotel room. Emma on her back, legs spread, body wet and open. A man knelt between her legs—Liam, I recognized him now—his cock buried inside her. She was looking at the camera. At me.

“I love you,” she said. “I love you, Mark.”

Liam came. She came with him. I watched her face—eyes squeezed shut, mouth fell open, body arched off the bed.

I came before the video finished, hot and thick, spilling over my hand.

The memory hit me like a wave. Cold. Violent. Inescapable.

I remembered everything.

The first time. Shawn. The crack in the door. The way she’d looked at me while he fucked her.

Na’ga. The photos. The video. The apartment that smelled like curry and cheap soap.

David. The restaurant. The tablecloth. Her head in his lap, her mouth on his cock.

Liam. The hotel. The wall I’d pressed my ear against, listening to her scream my name while he filled her.

All of it. Every touch. Every moan. Every betrayal and every gift.

I sat there, the phone cold in my hand, my mind a hurricane.

My body was still hard. Shame and wanting arrived together. I didn’t know the difference anymore.



I stood up. My leg didn’t hurt. Nothing hurt. I was numb from the inside out.

I walked to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. The man staring back had dark circles under his eyes, a week’s worth of stubble.

“You did this,” I said to my reflection. “You said yes. You kept saying yes. You’re not the victim. You’re the one who turned the key.”

The reflection didn’t argue.

I thought about all the times I could have stopped. The first text. The first “I don’t mind.” The first time I saved an unknown number instead of deleting it.

I didn’t stop because I didn’t want to stop.

The truth was simple and horrible: I needed this. I needed to watch. I needed to feel her come home to me after someone else had used her. It was the only time I felt anything at all.

I leaned my forehead against the cool glass of the mirror.

“You’re sick,” I whispered.

And then: “But so is she. And maybe that’s why we work.”



Emma came home an hour later. I heard her keys in the lock, her footsteps in the hallway. She was humming—something soft, something happy.

She stopped when she saw me sitting in the dark.

“Mark? What’s wrong?”

“I remember,” I said.

Her face went pale. “Remember what?”

“Everything.”

She set down the grocery bags. She walked over to me, slow, hands at her sides.

“How much?” she asked.

“All of it. Shawn. Na’ga. David. Liam. All of it.”

She knelt in front of me, hands on my knees. Eyes wet.

“Are you angry?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you disgusted?”

“No.”

“Then what are you?”

I reached out, touched her face. Warm, soft, familiar.

“I’m hard,” I said.

She looked down. I was. Obscenely.

She laughed—a small, broken sound. “You’re impossible.”

She caught herself. The word hung there. She looked away.

I didn’t correct her. I didn’t need to.

She stood up, took my hand, and pulled me to my feet. My leg ached, but I didn’t care. She led me to the bedroom, pushed me onto the bed.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

I did. She stood at the foot of the bed, watching, arms crossed.

“You remember everything,” she said. “So you remember what I am.”

“I remember what you did.”

“And you still want me?”

“I never stopped.”

She unbuttoned her jeans, pulled them down. Black lace panties, wet in the center. She stepped out of them, then pulled her sweater over her head. No bra. Her breasts full, nipples hard.

She climbed onto the bed, straddled my hips, and leaned down to kiss me.

“I love you,” she said. “I love you so much.”

“I know.”

She reached down, wrapped her hand around me, and guided me inside her. She was so wet that I slid in with no resistance.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

She rode me slowly, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. I watched her breasts bounce, her face—eyes closed, lips parted, breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Tell me,” I said. “Tell me what you remember.”

“I remember Shawn,” she said. “His dick was so big. It hurt at first. But then it felt good. So good.”

“Did you think about me?”

“Yes. I thought about you watching.”

She rode me faster. Nails dug into my shoulders.

“I remember Na’ga,” she said. “The camera. The way he looked at me. I was so wet. I couldn’t help it.”

“You wanted him to fuck you.”

“Yes.”

“You wanted me to watch.”

“Yes.”

She came with a cry, body convulsing around mine. I held on, kept fucking her through it.

“I remember David,” she said. “The restaurant. His hand on my thigh. Your eyes on me.”

“I watched you suck his cock.”

“I know.” She moaned. “I loved it. I loved that you were watching.”

She leaned forward, mouth at my ear. “I remember Liam. The hotel. You were in the next room. I could hear you breathing through the wall.”

“What did you think about?”

“You. Always you.”

I flipped her onto her back, spread her legs, and pushed inside her again. This angle deeper. She gasped, hands gripping the sheets.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Dark, wet, full of need.

“I remember everything,” I said. “And I want more.”

“So do I.”

I fucked her hard. The bed creaked. The headboard banged against the wall. She was making sounds now—little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

I reached down, found her clit, rubbed it in circles. She came with a scream, body convulsing around mine. I came with her, pulsing inside her, filling her.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together, sweat cooling in the air.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we keep going.”

“No more secrets?”

“No more secrets.”

She kissed my chest. “Good.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it.

“Same time tomorrow?”

Nick.

I showed Emma the screen. She read it, then looked at me.

“What do you want to do?” she asked.

“I want you to fuck him again.”

“And what will you do?”

“Watch.”

She smiled. Slow, wicked.

“Okay,” she said. “Tomorrow.”

I didn’t delete the message. I saved it. Then I put the phone down and held my wife until she fell asleep.



The dreams started three weeks after the accident. Not the soft, fuzzy kind—the kind that left me gasping, sweating, heart pounding against my ribs. In the dreams, I was always watching. Emma on her knees. Emma on her back. Emma with her legs spread, mouth open, eyes on me while someone else moved inside her.

I woke up hard every time. Harder than I’d been since before the crash. My leg still ached. My head still throbbed. But my body didn’t care about any of that.

Emma was beside me, still asleep. The sheet had slipped down to her waist, and I could see the curve of her breast, the dark circle of her nipple. I reached out and touched her. She stirred, rolled toward me, eyes still closed.

“You’re up early,” she mumbled.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

She opened her eyes. Dark, still hazy. “The dreams again?”

“Yeah.”

“What did you see?”

I hesitated. “You. Him. Nick.”

She sat up, the sheet falling away. Her breasts full, pale, nipples soft. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“No.” I pulled her to me, kissed her. “I want to fuck you.”

She smiled against my mouth. “That’s the best thing you’ve said all week.”

She pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. Already hard, leaking. She reached down, wrapped her hand around me, and guided me inside her. She was so wet—slick, hot, her body clenching around me like a fist.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned.

She rode me slowly, hands on my chest, hips grinding in circles. Her head fell back. Her mouth opened. A long, low moan escaped her.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Dark, full of need.

“I remember,” I said.

Her hips stopped. “What?”

“Everything. The first time. David. Liam. Nick. I remember all of it.”

She stared at me, face frozen. Then her eyes filled with tears.

“Are you angry?” she asked.

“No.”

“You should be.”

“Probably.” I grabbed her hips, pulled her down harder. “But I’m not.”

She started moving again, faster. Her hands on my shoulders, nails digging in. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

“I thought I’d lost you,” she said. “When you woke up and didn’t know who I was. I thought I’d lost you forever.”

“You didn’t.”

“I know.” She leaned forward, mouth at my ear. “Now fuck me like you mean it.”

I flipped her onto her back, spread her legs, and drove into her. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced. She screamed—not a word, just a sound.

I came inside her, buried deep. She came with me, body convulsing, nails raking my back.

We lay there afterward, tangled together.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we figure out what we want.”

“I know what I want.”

“What’s that?”

She looked at me. “You. Nick. Both. Is that greedy?”

“Yes.”

“Do you care?”

I kissed her forehead. “No.”



Nick came over that evening. Emma had texted him while I was in the shower: “Mark remembers everything. Come over.”

He knocked at seven. Emma opened the door, wearing the black dress—the short one, the one that showed her legs. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I could see the outline of her nipples through the thin fabric.

“Hey,” Nick said.

“Hey,” she replied.

She stepped aside and let him in. He wore jeans and a gray t‑shirt, arms bare. He looked at me, sitting on the couch, leg propped up.

“You remember,” he said.

“I remember.”

“And you’re okay with me being here?”

I looked at Emma. She was watching me, hand on Nick’s arm.

“Yes,” I said.

Nick nodded. He walked over to me, extended his hand. I shook it. Firm, warm.

“I’m not going to hurt her,” he said.

“I know.”

“And I’m not going to try to take her from you.”

“I know that too.”

He smiled. “Then we’re good.”

We sat in the living room. Emma between us, legs crossed, hand on my thigh. Nick poured whiskey. I drank mine fast.

“I want to watch,” I said.

Nick looked at Emma. She nodded.

“Where?” he asked.

“The bedroom. I’ll sit in the chair.”

We walked to the bedroom. I sat in the wooden chair by the window. Nick stood in the center of the room, back to me. Emma stood in front of him, hands on his chest.

“Take off my dress,” she said.

He did. The zipper went down slowly, tooth by tooth. The dress fell to the floor. She was naked underneath, body pale and perfect in the dim light.

“Beautiful,” Nick said.

He kissed her. Soft at first, then harder. His hands moved down her back, over her ass, between her legs. She moaned against his mouth.

I watched. My hand was on my cock, stroking through my sweatpants.

Nick pulled back, looked at me. “You want to see her suck me?”

“Yes.”

Emma dropped to her knees. She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and pushed them down. His cock sprang free—thick, long, head already wet.

She wrapped her hand around it, stroked it once, twice. Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

I watched her lips stretch around him. Her tongue worked the underside, flat and wide. She moved slowly at first, then faster, head bobbing, hand pumping what she couldn’t reach.

Nick groaned. His hand was on the back of her head.

“Deeper,” he said.

She took him deeper, until the head hit the back of her throat. She gagged, pulled off, coughed. A string of saliva connected her lips to his cock. She wiped her mouth and went back in.

“That’s it,” Nick said. “Suck it like you mean it.”

She did. Cheeks hollowed, tongue swirling. She was making sounds now—wet, slurping, obscene. I could see her spit dripping down his shaft.

“I’m close,” Nick said.

Emma pulled off, looked up at him. “Not yet.”

She stood up, turned around, and bent over the bed. Her ass in the air, body wet and open. She looked back at me.

“You watch,” she said. “You watch him fuck me.”

Nick knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, and pushed inside her in one hard stroke.

She cried out. Hands clenched the sheets.

He fucked her hard. Each thrust slammed her into the mattress, made her breasts bounce, made her moan. The sound was wet, obscene.

“Harder,” she said. “Harder.”

He grabbed her hair, pulled her head back. “You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You like being fucked while your husband watches?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I like it. I love it. Please don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He fucked her faster, hips slapping against her ass. I could see her body stretching around him. She was close—legs trembling, moans turning to screams.

“I’m going to come,” she said.

“Do it.”

She came with a cry, body convulsing, her cunt clenching around his dick. He kept fucking her through it.

When she went limp, he pulled out. He turned her over, laid her on her back, pushed her legs apart. He entered her again, slow, deep.

“Look at him,” Nick said. “Look at your husband.”

Emma turned her head. Her eyes found mine. Wet, glassy, full of need.

“He’s watching you get fucked,” Nick said. “He’s jerking off while I fuck his wife.”

“I know,” she said.

“Does that make you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“It makes me wet. It makes me so wet.”

Nick fucked her harder, faster. Her nails dug into his back. She was making sounds now—little whimpers, moans, words I couldn’t understand.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Together.”

They came together, her body arching, his dick pulsing inside her. I came too, hot and thick, soaking through my sweatpants.

Nick pulled out, stepped back. His cock wet, glistening, still hard. Emma lay on the bed, legs spread, his cum dripping out of her.

“Your turn,” Nick said to me.

I stood up, hobbled to the bed, and knelt between her legs. Still hard, aching. I pushed inside her. She was loose, wet, still open from him. I slid in without resistance.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

I fucked her slow, watching my cock disappear into her, watching his cum leak out around me. She was so wet, so hot, so fucking tight.

“Whose are you?” I asked.

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“Yours. I’m yours.”

I came inside her, filling her, claiming her. She came with me, body clenching around mine, mouth pressed to my shoulder.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together. Nick sat in the chair, watching us.

“That was hot,” he said.

Emma laughed. “You’re still here.”

“I didn’t want to miss the show.”

She smiled. “Good.”

We ordered pizza. Ate it in bed, naked, sheets tangled around our legs. Nick told us about his ex‑wife. Emma told him about her parents. I told them about the dreams.

Nick looked at Emma, wiping his mouth. “Be honest. Out of all the men you’ve been with—including Mark—who was the best?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Mark.”

“Why?”

“Because he’s the only one who stays after.”

Nick looked at me. “That’s not what I asked.”

Emma reached over and squeezed my thigh. “The best in bed? Liam.”

My stomach turned. But I didn’t say anything.

“Why?” Nick pressed.

“Because he was the first one who made me come without touching myself.”

Nick nodded slowly. “Good to know.”

I finished my beer and said nothing.

“What happens now?” Nick asked.

Emma looked at me. I looked at her.

“Now we figure it out,” she said. “Together.”

“All three of us?”

She nodded. “All three of us.”

Nick was quiet for a moment. Then he smiled. “Okay.”



We slept late the next morning. When I woke up, Emma was already in the shower. Nick was gone. His side of the bed was cold.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind spinning.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

“Same time tomorrow?”

I didn’t recognize the number. I didn’t need to.

“Same time.”

I put the phone down. Emma came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, hair wet, skin pink.

“Who was that?” she asked.

“No one.”

She didn’t believe me. I could see it in her eyes. But she didn’t push.

“Breakfast?” she asked.

“Okay.”

She walked to the kitchen. I watched her go—the curve of her ass under the towel, the damp strands of hair clinging to her neck, the small bruise on her shoulder fading to yellow.

My phone buzzed again.

The name on the screen made my blood run cold. Dick. The fat fuck from the New Year’s party. I thought we’d left him behind. I was wrong.

“I heard you’re looking for a new friend. I’d like to apply.”

I didn’t delete it. I saved it. Then I put the phone in my pocket and followed my wife into the kitchen.




Chapter 5

The Safe

The rain came down in sheets, turning the streets into rivers of black glass. I stood in the shadow of a hundred-year-old elm across from Dick’s house, my collar turned up, my heart slamming against my ribs like a prisoner trying to break out. February in V City—cold, wet, the kind of dark that made you forget the sun had ever existed.

My phone buzzed. Dick’s text from three hours ago still glowed on the screen: “MOSON.R. That’s the code. Don’t tell anyone I gave it to you.”

I’d paid for that code. Paid in sweat and fear and the kind of humiliation that makes you want to crawl out of your own skin. But I had it now. The key to the lockbox.

The house loomed at the end of a long gravel driveway, three stories of gray stone that looked black in the rain. Tudor style, fake half-timbered walls, leaded glass windows that probably cost more than I’d make in five years. Every light was off except for a single lamp on the second floor—the master bedroom, where Dick’s wife lay sedated. The sleeping pill Emma had slipped into her tea at the department dinner would keep her under for another four hours.

Emma. The thought of her name sent a spike of heat through my chest. She didn’t know I was here. Couldn’t know. If this went wrong, I’d be the one taking the fall. That was the deal I’d made with myself when I’d started down this road.

I checked my watch: 11:47 PM. Perfect cover. No one was stupid enough to be out in this weather except drunks, cops, and idiots like me.

I crossed the street, keeping to the shadows, my sneakers squelching in the wet grass. The iron gate at the end of the driveway was old, the lock rusted—probably hadn’t been used in years. I slipped through the gap and made my way toward the side of the house.

The ground floor was dark. I pressed myself against the cold stone wall and worked my fingers under the sash of the kitchen window. Stuck. I pulled harder, my palms slick with rain and sweat, and finally felt it give with a groan that sounded like a gunshot in the quiet night.

I froze. Listened. Nothing but the rain and my own ragged breathing.

I pulled the window up another six inches, swung my leg over the sill, and dropped inside.

The kitchen was huge—professional grade appliances, marble countertops, a center island big enough to park a car on. Everything was clean, orderly, sterile. It smelled of lemon polish and something faintly medicinal. Dick’s wife’s pills, probably.

I pulled out my phone, cupped my hand around the screen to block the light, and made my way toward the study.

The house was a maze. Hallways that led nowhere, rooms that looked like they hadn’t been touched in years. I passed a library with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a formal dining room with a table that could seat twenty, a parlor filled with antique furniture draped in white sheets like ghosts.

The study was at the end of the east wing, behind a heavy oak door that was locked. Of course. I pulled out my lockpick set—a Christmas gift from Jack, of all people—and went to work.

My hands were shaking. The rain pounded against the windows, a constant roar that masked any noise I might be making, but I could still hear my own heartbeat, loud as a drum. The lock was old, a basic pin and tumbler, and after ninety seconds that felt like ninety years, I heard the satisfying click of the bolt sliding back.

I pushed the door open and slipped inside.

The study was dark, the air thick with the smell of old paper and leather. I closed the door behind me and stood there for a moment, letting my eyes adjust. Moonlight filtered through the blinds, casting long shadows across the floor. I could make out the shape of a massive mahogany desk, a leather chair, floor-to-ceiling bookcases crammed with volumes that looked like they’d never been opened.

And there, in the corner, half-hidden behind a Chinese screen painted with cranes and cherry blossoms—the safe.

My heart was in my throat. I crossed the room, my footsteps muffled by the oriental rug, and knelt in front of the metal box. It was old, maybe from the seventies, with a digital keypad. The numbers were worn—I could see the ghost of fingers on the six, the seven, the one.

MOSON.R.

I typed the numbers: 6-6-7-6-6-1-7.

The keypad beeped. A green light flashed.

The safe door swung open with a soft hiss.

Inside was a stack of manila envelopes, each one labeled with a date in neat handwriting. I pulled out the first one and opened it, my fingers trembling.

Photographs. Dozens of them. Polaroids, mostly, the kind that came out of a camera that hadn’t been made since the eighties. I held one up to the moonlight and felt my stomach drop.

It was Emma. Naked, on her knees, her mouth open, her eyes wide. An older man stood in front of her—not Dick, someone else, someone with silver hair and a face like carved granite. His dick was in her mouth, his hand tangled in her hair, and he was looking down at her with cold, clinical satisfaction.

Mr. K.

I shuffled through the photos. Emma with her legs spread. Emma bent over a desk. Emma on her back, her tits pressed together, her lips parted in a moan. In every shot, Mr. K was there, his face emotionless, his body dominating hers. The tendons in his neck stood out like cables under tension.

There were other women, too. Asian girls, mostly, some young enough to be in high school. In some of the photos, Dick was there, watching, his hand on his dick. In others, he was the one doing the fucking, his pale, wrinkled body pressed against smooth brown skin.

I felt sick. My body responded anyway—a familiar, hateful pulse. I’d learned to live with the combination.

I put the photos back and reached for the next envelope.

Documents. Legal papers, printed on heavy bond paper with watermarks and embossed seals. I scanned them quickly, my eyes catching on key phrases: “DNA test results,” “paternity,” “guardianship,” “trust fund.”

Emma’s name jumped out at me. Ni Huizhen. Date of birth. Place of birth. And then a name I didn’t recognize: Eli K. Ashs.

Mr. K.

The documents spelled it out in cold language. Mr. K was Emma’s grandfather. Her mother was his daughter, born from an affair he’d had with a Chinese woman forty years ago. The woman had married someone else, raised the child as her husband’s, but Mr. K had always known. He’d been watching from a distance, pulling strings, making sure his granddaughter had everything she needed.

Including, apparently, access to Dick’s “special help” with her visa.

I thought about the way Mr. K had looked at Emma at the Spring Festival Gala. The way he’d touched her arm, her shoulder, her waist. Not like a grandfather. Like a man who owned something and wanted to make sure everyone knew it.

Fuck.

I took out my phone and photographed every page, every photo, every document. My hands were steady now. The adrenaline had burned through the fear. I had what I came for. I could leave.

But before I closed the safe, I pulled out a single photo—the one that had burned into my brain: Emma on her hands and knees, looking back over her shoulder, her ass in the air, Mr. K’s dick pressed against her wet slit. She was smiling. Not a fake smile, not a pained grimace. A real, genuine smile.

That was the one that broke me.

Click.

The front door.

I froze. My blood turned to ice.

Footsteps in the hall. Voices. Low, murmuring, getting closer.

I shoved the envelopes back in the safe, pulled the door closed, and looked around for somewhere to hide. The desk was too far. The bookcases were too shallow. The only cover was the Chinese screen, pressed against the wall, too thin to hide behind.

The door to the study started to open.

I dove behind the leather chair in the corner, pressing myself into the shadow between its bulk and the wall. Tight—my knees jammed against my chest, my back against the cold plaster—but it was dark.

The lights flicked on.

I held my breath.

“…and I’m telling you, the audit is just a formality.” Dick’s voice, calm and measured. “The university has no idea about the side accounts. And even if they did, they wouldn’t find anything.”

The second voice was younger, sharper. Leen. “You keep saying that. But Father, you’re retiring soon. I’m the one who’ll have to clean up any mess you leave behind.”

“You worry too much.” Dick’s shadow fell across the floor as he walked to his desk and sat down. “Sit. Have a drink.”

I heard the clink of glass, the glug of liquid being poured.

“I’m not here to drink.” Leen’s voice was tight, angry. “I’m here because the old man—K—is back in town. And he’s asking questions.”

“Let him ask. He won’t find anything.”

“He already found Emma.”

My heart stopped.

“She’s been meeting with him. At his house. The one on Oak Street.” Leen’s voice was cold. “She’s been meeting with him, and she didn’t tell you.”

Dick was silent for a long moment. When he spoke again, his voice had lost its calm. “How do you know this?”

“I have eyes everywhere, Father. You taught me that.”

“She’s just a girl. A pretty girl. K can’t do anything with her that he couldn’t do with anyone else.”

“Can’t he?” Leen’s shadow moved as he stood up and walked to the window. “She’s his granddaughter, Father. His only granddaughter. He’s been looking for her for years.”

The room was spinning. I pressed my forehead against the wall.

Emma was Mr. K’s granddaughter. That meant… what? Protection? Exploitation? Both?

“She doesn’t know,” Dick said. “She thinks he’s just an old family friend.”

“For now. But what happens when he tells her the truth?”

“She’ll always need me.” Dick’s voice turned hard. “I have the photos. The documents. If she tries to cut me out, I’ll destroy her.”

The photos. If those got out, her life would be over.

“You’re a bastard, Father.”

“I’m a realist. There’s a difference.”

They talked for a while longer—about money, about the university, about some deal Dick was trying to broker with a company in China. I stopped listening. My mind was racing.

I pulled out my phone, opened the voice recorder, and pressed record. Then I typed a quick text to Emma: “Dick and Leen. In the study. They’re talking about your grandfather.”

Her reply came fast: “Are you safe?”

“Yes. Stay quiet. I’ll send more.”

I slipped the phone back in my pocket and listened.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Leen and Dick stood up.

“I’ll handle K,” Leen said. “You focus on the audit. And Father—” He paused at the door. “Be careful with the girl. She’s more dangerous than you think.”

“She’s a child. A beautiful, stupid child who’s in over her head.”

“Maybe. But children can still burn down houses.”

The door closed. The lights went out. I was alone in the dark.

I stayed where I was for a long time, my body trembling, my mind a storm of fear and rage.

Then I crawled out from behind the chair, opened the safe again, and took the envelope of photos.

Not all of them. Just the ones of Emma. I couldn’t leave them here.

I stuffed them in my jacket, closed the safe, and made my way back to the kitchen. The window was still open. I climbed out into the rain and didn’t look back.

The drive home was a blur. Rain, empty streets, the narrow tunnel of my headlights and the steady thump-thump-thump of my wipers. I didn’t know what I was going to do with the photos. Didn’t know how I was going to tell Emma what I’d found.

But I knew one thing: the game had changed. And this time, I wasn’t going to be a spectator.

I parked in my driveway, killed the engine, and sat in the dark for a long moment. The envelope was heavy in my jacket pocket.

My phone buzzed.

A text from Emma: “Hey. You awake?”

I stared at the screen. Her picture—that photo of her at the beach, laughing, her hair blowing in the wind.

I typed back: “Yeah. Can’t sleep.”

“Me neither. Can I come over?”

My heart pounded. “Sure. I’ll leave the door unlocked.”

“Okay. See you soon.”

I unlocked the door, stepped inside, and waited.

She arrived twenty minutes later, her hair damp, her cheeks flushed from the cold. She was wearing a hoodie and jeans, no makeup, her face bare and beautiful.

“Hey. You look like shit.”

“Thanks.” I closed the door behind her. “You look beautiful.”

“Liar.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “I look like I haven’t slept in three days.”

“Same difference.”

She walked past me into the living room and sat down on the couch, pulling her knees up to her chest. I sat down next to her.

The rain tapped against the window. The refrigerator hummed.

“Mark. There’s something I need to tell you.”

My stomach clenched. “Yeah?”

“I’ve been… meeting with someone. An older man. He’s been helping me with my visa.”

I knew. Of course I knew. But I let her talk.

“His name is Eli. He’s… been friends with my family for a long time. He says he wants to help me.”

“Help you how?”

“With money. Connections. A job after graduation.” She wouldn’t look at me. “He says he can make everything easier.”

“And what does he want in return?”

She was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke again, her voice was barely a whisper. “He wants me to spend time with him. Dinner, sometimes. Drinks. He says he’s lonely.”

Lonely. I almost laughed.

“Emma…” I reached out and took her hand. Cold, trembling. “You don’t have to do this. We can figure something out.”

“There’s nothing to figure out.” She pulled her hand away and stood up, walking to the window. “I’m not going to sleep with him, if that’s what you’re worried about. He’s just… helping me.”

“Does he know about us?”

“Yes. He knows.”

“And?”

She turned to face me, her eyes bright with tears. “He says I can do better.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. “Better than me.”

“Better than… this.” She gestured at the room, at the apartment. “He says I’m wasting my potential. That I should be with someone who can give me the things I deserve.”

“And what do you think?”

She didn’t answer. Just stood there, crying silently.

I got up and walked over to her. Put my hands on her shoulders. Felt her tremble.

“I love you, Emma. I know things are hard. I know I’m not perfect. But I love you, and I’m not going to let anyone take you away from me.”

She looked up at me, her eyes wet, her lips parted. For a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me.

Instead, she whispered, “I’m sorry, Mark. I’m so sorry.”

And then she walked out the door.

I stood there for a long time, listening to her footsteps fade down the stairs. Listening to her car start, pull out of the driveway, disappear into the night.

Then I went to the bathroom, stripped off my wet clothes, and stood under the shower until the water ran cold.

The photos were still in my jacket pocket. I’d hidden them in the back of my closet. I didn’t know what I was going to do with them.

But I knew I wasn’t going to let Dick win. Wasn’t going to let Mr. K take her away. Wasn’t going to let any of the other bastards who wanted a piece of her have what was mine.

She was mine. And I was going to fight for her.

Even if it destroyed us both.



Three days after I broke into Dick’s study, I went back. Stupid. I know that now. Should’ve taken what I had and run. Should’ve shown Emma the photos, told her everything, and let the chips fall where they may.

But I didn’t have enough. The DNA tests proved Mr. K was her grandfather. The drug records showed Dick was a hypocritical junkie. But the photos—the ones of Emma—were just evidence of something I already knew. They didn’t give me leverage. Didn’t give me a way to make the old bastard back off.

I needed more. Something I could use to cut Emma loose from his grip once and for all.

So when Dick texted me that he’d called an emergency meeting with Emma for that night, I didn’t hesitate.

“She’s coming to my place at nine. I said something about ‘finalizing her recommendation letter.’”

I knew what that meant. The old man was going to use her. One last time before he fucked off to Europe.

I should’ve stopped her. Should’ve told her not to go. But the dark part of me—the part I was starting to hate—needed to see it. Needed to know exactly what he did to her. Needed the proof. And yeah. Needed the rush.

I parked down the street at eight-thirty, same spot as before. The rain had stopped, but the clouds were still thick, the air heavy and wet. The house was dark except for the study light and a single lamp in the upstairs bedroom where Dick’s wife lay sedated.

At nine-oh-five, Emma’s red Audi pulled into the driveway.

I watched her get out. She was wearing a black pencil skirt that hugged her hips and a white blouse with the top two buttons undone. Professional. Innocent. Fucking edible.

She walked to the front door, knocked once, and was let in by Dick himself. I saw his hand on her lower back as she crossed the threshold. Saw her flinch, just slightly, before letting him guide her inside.

The door closed. The study light got brighter.

I waited ten minutes. Then I crossed the street, slipped through the same window, and made my way down the dark hallway to the study.

The door was cracked open.

I pressed myself against the wall and peered inside.

Dick was behind his desk, his back to me. Emma was in the chair across from him, her legs crossed, her hands folded in her lap. She looked nervous—her eyes kept darting to the window, to the door, to the photograph of his wife on the corner of the desk.

“…and I’ve already spoken to the committee. Your recommendation letter will be… exceptional. But I need to know that you’re serious about your future here. Serious about the opportunities I’ve arranged for you.”

“I am, Dick. I’m very grateful for everything you’ve done.”

“Gratitude is cheap.” He leaned back and turned slightly, giving me a clear view of his face. His eyes were fixed on her chest, on the pale curve of her breasts visible above her blouse. “I need more than words, Emma. I need… assurances.”

My blood went cold.

“What kind of assurances?”

He smiled. That fake, benevolent smile that made me want to punch his teeth in.

“You know what I want. You’ve always known.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then she uncrossed her legs, leaned forward, and placed her hands on his desk.

“Dick… I’ve done everything you’ve asked. Everything. But I can’t—”

“You can.” He cut her off, his voice hardening. “You will. Or that letter—and your future at this university—will disappear faster than you can blink.”

I watched her face. Fear. Anger. Resignation.

And then—something else.

She lifted her chin and met his gaze.

“Fine. But I want something in return.”

Dick raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“The original copies of the photos. All of them. And your word that you’ll never contact me again after tonight.”

He laughed. A dry, rattling sound. “You’re in no position to negotiate, my dear.”

“Then I’m in no position to cooperate.” She stood up, smoothing her skirt. “Goodbye, Dick.”

She turned toward the door.

I pressed myself flat against the wall.

“Wait.”

She stopped. Didn’t turn around.

He was quiet for a long moment. Then: “Fine. You’ll have the photos. And my word. Now come here.”

She turned. Walked back to his desk. Stopped in front of him.

He reached out and took her hand. His thumb traced circles on her palm.

“You know, Emma, you remind me of someone I knew a long time ago. A woman who could have been great, if she’d just made the right choices.”

“My mother,” she said flatly.

His eyes flickered. “Yes. Your mother. She was beautiful, too. But stubborn.” He pulled her closer, until her thighs pressed against the edge of his desk. “Don’t make her mistakes.”

“I won’t.”

He let go of her hand and leaned back. “Take off your shoes.”

She hesitated. Then she bent down, slipped off her black pumps, and stood barefoot on the carpet. Her toes were painted a pale pink, the color of cherry blossoms.

“Good girl.” He spread his legs and gestured to the floor between them. “Kneel.”

She didn’t move.

“Kneel, Emma. Or the deal’s off.”

Slowly, she lowered herself to her knees. Her skirt rode up her thighs, exposing the pale skin above her stockings. She was wearing a garter belt—I could see the straps through the sheer fabric.

Dick reached down and took her foot in his hand. His fingers wrapped around her ankle, his thumb pressing into the soft arch.

“These old feet must be tired,” he murmured. “Let me.”

He lifted her foot and pressed it against his crotch. I could see the bulge in his trousers, the outline of his dick, hard and ready.

Emma’s breath caught. But she didn’t pull away.

“You see what you do to me?” His voice was thick, almost reverent. “This old man’s heart still beats for you, Emma. And other parts, too.”

He unzipped his trousers and pulled out his dick. Pale, wrinkled, the skin loose and mottled with age. But hard—thick at the base, tapering to a flushed, purplish head that glistened with a bead of clear fluid.

He pressed her foot against the shaft, holding it there with both hands. Her toes curled, her sole soft and pink against his flesh.

“You’re going to help an old man feel young again. Just for a few minutes. Then you can have your photos and go.”

Emma nodded. Her eyes fixed on his dick, on the way her foot looked wrapped around it.

He started to move her foot up and down. Slow strokes, his hips rocking forward to meet each push. The sound was soft, wet—the whisper of skin on skin, amplified by the silence.

“That’s it. That’s it, Emma. You’re so soft. So warm.”

She didn’t say anything. Just watched. Her face was blank, but her cheeks were flushed, and I could see the pulse beating in her throat.

I pulled out my phone and started recording. My hands were shaking, but I kept the camera steady, zooming in on the space where her foot met his dick.

He was breathing harder now, his strokes faster. Her toes pressed against the base of his shaft, her heel rubbing against the head. A strand of pre-cum stretched between his slit and her skin, breaking and reforming.

“Your feet. I’ve dreamed about your feet for months. The way they look in those little sandals. The way they move when you dance.”

He grabbed her ankle and pulled her foot higher, pressing it against his face. He inhaled deeply, his eyes closed, his lips brushing against her toes.

“Please,” Emma said. “Please don’t—”

He opened his mouth and took her big toe between his lips, sucking it. His tongue swirled around the nail, tracing the curve of the joint.

Emma made a small sound. Not a moan—a whimper.

My phone buzzed. Emma: “His tongue is wet. I want to vomit.”

I looked at her. Her face was blank, but her hand was behind her back.

I typed: “Then why aren’t you stopping?”

A pause. Then: “Because you’re watching.”

Another pause. “And because it’s almost over.”

I shoved the phone back in my pocket. Dick pulled her foot out of his mouth with a wet pop and pressed it back against his dick.

“Stroke me. Use your foot. Make me come.”

Emma hesitated. Then she flexed her toes, curling them around his shaft, and started to move.

She was awkward at first—her strokes too fast, too light. But he guided her, his hands wrapped around her ankle, showing her the rhythm he wanted.

“Slower. Yes… like that… fuck…”

Her foot slid up and down his dick, the sole glistening with spit and pre-cum. The head disappeared between her toes with each downstroke, reappearing flushed and slick.

I could feel my own dick straining against my zipper. I didn’t touch it. Didn’t dare. But the pressure was almost painful, a dull ache that throbbed.

“That’s it, Emma. You’re so good at this.”

He leaned back, his hips bucking up to meet her strokes. His hands dropped to his sides, fisting the arms of the chair, his knuckles white.

She kept moving. Her eyes fixed on his dick, on the way her foot looked wrapped around it. Her expression hadn’t changed—still blank, still distant—but her breathing was faster now, her cheeks a deeper pink.

“Close. I’m close. Don’t stop.”

She didn’t. She pressed her foot harder against his shaft, her toes gripping the head, her heel rubbing against the base. The sound was obscene—a wet, rhythmic squelch.

He came with a strangled cry, his body convulsing, his dick jerking in her grip. Cum shot out—not thick ropes, but a messy, desperate spurt—splashing across her foot, her ankle, the carpet.

She kept stroking until he went limp, then pulled her foot away and set it on the floor.

He sat there for a moment, panting, his softening dick still exposed. Then he reached into his drawer, pulled out a box of tissues, and handed it to her.

“Clean yourself up. The photos are in the safe. Help yourself.”

She took the tissues and wiped her foot, her movements mechanical, emotionless. Then she stood up, walked to the safe, and punched in the code.

I watched her pull out the envelope of photos. She stuffed it in her purse, turned to Dick, and said, “We’re done.”

“We’re done. But Emma—”

She didn’t wait. She walked out of the study, down the hall, and out the front door.

I heard her car start and drive away.

Dick sat there for a moment, then tucked his dick back in his pants, stood up, and left the room.

I waited until I heard his footsteps on the stairs, then slipped out of my hiding spot and followed the same path Emma had taken.

The rain had started again, a light drizzle that felt like forgiveness on my hot skin.

I got in my car and drove home.

She was waiting for me in my apartment. The lights were off, but I could see her silhouette on the couch, her long legs pulled up to her chest, her arms wrapped around her knees.

“You followed me.” Her voice was flat. Accusing.

“I followed you.” I closed the door and walked to the couch. “I saw everything.”

She didn’t look at me. “And?”

“And I want to know why. Why you let him do that. Why you—”

“Because I had to.” She finally looked up, her eyes wet, her face flushed. “Because he had photos of me. Photos that could ruin my life. And because you—” She stopped, biting her lip.

“Because I what?”

“Because you weren’t there. You’re never there when I need you.”

The words hit like a slap. I wanted to argue. Wanted to tell her about all the times I’d watched her, protected her, cleaned up her messes. But the truth was, she was right. I’d been hiding in the shadows, watching, jerking off to her humiliation, while she faced these monsters alone.

“I’m here now. I’m here, Emma.”

She laughed. A bitter, broken sound. “What good does that do me?”

I knelt in front of her, took her hands in mine. They were cold, trembling.

“Let me show you.”

She stared at me. “Show me what?”

“Show you that you’re mine. That no matter what they do to you, no matter what you do to survive—you’re mine. And I’m not going anywhere.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then she leaned forward and kissed me.

Her lips were soft, warm, tasting of salt and something bitter that might have been Dick’s skin. I didn’t care. I pulled her against me, my hands sliding up her back, her thighs, her ass.

She moaned into my mouth, her fingers tangling in my hair. Her skirt had ridden up, and I could feel the heat of her cunt through her panties, wet and ready.

“Bedroom. Take me to the bedroom.”

I stood up, lifted her in my arms, and carried her down the hall. She was light, weightless, her body molded against mine.

I laid her on the bed and stood over her.

Her blouse was half-unbuttoned, her breasts spilling out of her bra. Her skirt bunched around her waist, her thighs pale and smooth. Her feet—those fucking feet—were still bare, the toes still stained pink.

“Take off your clothes. I want to see you.”

I stripped. Shirt, jeans, boxers. My dick was already hard, leaking.

She reached out and wrapped her hand around it. Her fingers didn’t close all the way. She stroked me slowly, her thumb rubbing circles around the head.

“You’re so big. I forgot how big you are.”

“Emma…”

“Shh.” She sat up and pushed me back onto the bed. “My turn to show you.”

She knelt between my legs, her hair falling around her face. She leaned down and took me in her mouth.

The heat was instant. Her tongue swirled around the head, tracing the ridge, lapping at the slit. She sucked gently, her cheeks hollowing, her lips stretched tight around my shaft.

“Fuck. Emma—”

She pulled off with a wet pop and looked up at me.

“You watched him use my foot. Now watch me use my mouth.”

She swallowed me again, deeper this time, taking me to the back of her throat. Her nose pressed against my pubic bone, her throat muscles working around my dick.

I’d never seen her do this before. Never felt her take me so deep, so eagerly. She was different tonight—hungrier, more desperate. Like she needed to prove something.

She pulled off, gasping, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my dick.

“You like that?”

“Fuck yes.”

“Good.” She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and climbed onto the bed. “Now I want you inside me. And I want you to fuck me like you mean it.”

She lay back on the pillows, spread her legs, and pulled her skirt up to her waist. Her panties were soaked. She hooked her fingers in the waistband and pulled them down, tossing them on the floor.

Her cunt was beautiful. Plump lips, parted slightly, slick and glistening. Her clit swollen, peeking out.

I knelt between her legs, positioned my dick at her entrance, and pushed.

She was tight—tighter than I remembered, her walls gripping me. I pushed deeper, slow, savoring the feel of her opening up.

“Oh, God. Mark… you’re so deep…”

I pulled back almost all the way, then thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt. She cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Harder. Fuck me harder.”

I gave her what she wanted. I slammed into her, over and over, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the room. Her tits bounced with each thrust, her nipples hard, her mouth open.

“You’re mine. Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, Mark. Only you.”

I fucked her faster, harder. Her cunt was soaked, dripping down my shaft.

“I’m close. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I reached down and rubbed her clit with my thumb. She came instantly, her body convulsing, her cunt clamping down on my dick.

The feeling pushed me over the edge. I buried myself as deep as I could and came, pumping hot cum into her.

We lay there for a moment, panting, our bodies slick with sweat. She pulled me down on top of her and kissed me, soft and slow.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She smiled. A real smile. “That was different.”

“Different how?”

“Different good.” She kissed me again. “Now roll over. It’s my turn.”

She lay on top of me, her breath warm against my chest. “I’m sorry you had to see that.”

“I’m not.”

She lifted her head. “You’re not?”

“I’m not sorry I saw it. I’m sorry you had to do it.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “He wasn’t always like this. When I first met him, he was kind. Helpful. He gave me books, introduced me to people. I thought he was just a nice old man.”

“When did it change?”

“When he found out about my grandfather. He said he could protect me. But protection has a price.” She traced a circle on my chest. “Everything has a price.”

She pushed me onto my back and straddled my hips. Her cunt was still wet, still loose from my dick, and she sank onto me easily, taking me all the way.

“Oh, fuck. You feel so good inside me.”

She started to move. Slow at first, her hips rolling in circles. Then faster, bouncing up and down, her tits swaying.

I grabbed her hips, helping her ride me, my thumbs pressing into her waist.

“Tell me what you were thinking. While he used your foot. Tell me.”

She hesitated. Then: “I was thinking about you.”

“Me?”

“I was thinking about how angry you’d be. How jealous.” She bounced harder, her breath coming in gasps. “And I was thinking about how much you’d like it.”

“Emma—”

“Don’t pretend.” She leaned forward, her hands on my chest, her face inches from mine. “I know what you are. I know what turns you on. You like watching me with other men. You like knowing that they want me, that they use me.”

I didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. My dick was harder than ever inside her.

“You’re a pervert. And so am I.”

She kissed me, hard, her tongue pushing into my mouth. I tasted myself on her lips.

“Fuck me. Fuck me like you mean it.”

I flipped her onto her back, pulled her legs over my shoulders, and drove into her. This angle was deeper, my dick hitting her cervix.

“Yes. Yes, yes, yes—”

She came again, her cunt spasming around my shaft. I followed a moment later, emptying the last of my cum inside her.

We collapsed onto the bed, exhausted, satisfied.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we sleep. Tomorrow, we figure out what to do about Dick.”

She nodded, curling against my chest. “Okay.”

Within minutes, she was asleep.

I lay there in the dark, holding her, listening to the rain.

The envelope of photos was on the dresser, where I’d left it. I’d look at them tomorrow. Figure out what to do next.

Tonight, I just wanted to hold her. To pretend, for a few hours, that we were normal. That the world wasn’t burning down around us. That I wasn’t already planning my next move.



The morning sun cut through the blinds like a knife, slicing the bedroom into strips of gold and shadow. I’d been sitting at my desk for three hours, staring at the same pictures, and my eyes felt like they’d been scoured with sand.

Spread out in front of me were the photos from Dick’s safe. Emma, naked, vulnerable, her body arranged like an offering. Mr. K’s hands on her hips. His dick disappearing between her legs. Her face turned toward the camera, eyes half-closed, lips parted—not in pain, not exactly. Something that looked almost like surrender.

I’d looked at each image a dozen times. The first time, I’d felt sick. The second time, angry. By the fifth, my dick was hard, and I hated myself for it.

There were other photos too. Other girls. Other men. Dick with his pants around his ankles, his pale dick shoved into some poor girl’s mouth. The dates on the backs went back thirty years. A whole fucking archive of exploitation.

I’d been up all night, sorting through the evidence. The smart play was to take it to a lawyer. Or the police. Or the newspaper. But every option came with risks—to Emma, to me, to the other women who’d probably moved on with their lives.

I had the photos spread across the desk. Emma, naked, on her knees. Mr. K’s hand in her hair. Her face turned toward the camera.

My hand drifted down to my jeans. I unzipped, pulled out my dick. Already hard, leaking. I stroked slowly, watching the image of her—her lips parted, her tongue touching the head of his dick.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

I felt the pressure building. I stopped. Squeezed the base.

“Not yet,” I told myself. “Not until she comes over.”

I tucked myself back in, zipped up, and poured a glass of water. My hands were shaking.

My phone buzzed. Emma: “Hey. You awake?”

I stared at the screen. She’d left my place at two in the morning, after that weird, stilted conversation about Mr. K. She hadn’t kissed me goodbye.

“Yeah,” I typed back. “You?”

“Can’t sleep. Too much on my mind.”

“Join the club.”

A long pause. Then: “Can I come over later? We need to talk.”

“Sure. I’ll be here.”

“Okay. See you around noon.”

I put the phone down and went back to the photos.

One photo in particular kept pulling my eyes back. Emma on her hands and knees, looking back over her shoulder, her ass in the air. Mr. K stood behind her, his dick pressed against her wet slit, his hand in her hair. She was smiling. Not a fake smile. A real one.

That was the one that broke me.

Because she wasn’t a victim there. She was a participant. And I didn’t know which was worse—that he had used her, or that she had let him.

Around nine, I heard a knock at the door. Not Emma—she wouldn’t be here for hours. I shoved the photos into a drawer, pulled on a shirt, and went to answer it.

Yingying stood in the hallway, wearing a pale pink tank top and tiny denim shorts. Her round face was flushed from the morning heat, her dark hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. She was holding a cardboard box full of cleaning supplies.

“Hey, Mark. You busy?”

“Uh, not really.” I stepped aside. “What’s up?”

“My blinds broke again.” She rolled her eyes. “I bought new ones, but I can’t figure out how to install them. You’re the only person I know who’s good with tools.”

I laughed. It felt strange. “Yeah, sure. Give me a minute.”

She set the box down on the kitchen counter and started pulling out the blinds—white plastic, the cheap kind. I watched her for a second, noticing the way her tank top pulled tight across her chest when she reached up. She was smaller than Emma, more compact, with the kind of body that looked soft and strong at the same time.

Stop it. I shook my head and went to get my tool bag.

Yingying’s apartment was the mirror image of Emma’s, same layout, same cheap furniture. The difference was the mess. Her place was cluttered, lived-in, with clothes draped over chairs and books stacked on every surface.

“Sorry about the chaos. I’ve been meaning to clean, but…”

“Don’t worry about it.” I walked to the window and looked up at the broken blinds. The cord was tangled, the slats bent. “Yeah, these are shot. You got the new ones?”

“Right here.” She handed me the box.

I opened it, pulled out the instructions, and got to work. Installing blinds wasn’t hard. Ten minutes later, the old ones were down and the new brackets were up.

“You’re a lifesaver,” she said, handing me a bottle of water. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“Probably hire a handyman.” I took a long drink. The water was cold.

“Nah. I’d rather have you.” She smiled, and there was something in her eyes—something warm, something that made me uncomfortable.

I looked away. “You got a screwdriver? I need to tighten these brackets.”

She rummaged through a drawer and handed me a Phillips head. I went back to work.

When the blinds were up and the cords were trimmed, I stepped back. Yingying stood next to me, close enough that I could smell her shampoo—something floral, like jasmine.

“Thanks, Mark. Really.” She put her hand on my arm. “You’re always so helpful.”

“No problem.” I pulled away. “Anything else need fixing?”

She hesitated. Then: “Actually… there is one more thing. The curtain rod in my bedroom is loose. It keeps falling down.”

“Okay. Lead the way.”

Her bedroom was smaller than the living room, with a queen-sized bed covered in a rumpled comforter and a pile of pillows. The curtains were closed. The air was thick, warm, smelling of sleep and something else—something that made my pulse quicken.

“The rod’s right there.” She pointed to the window.

I walked over and examined it. The bracket had come loose from the wall, the screw hole stripped. “I’ll need a bigger anchor. You got one?”

“Uh… I don’t know.” She opened her closet and started digging through a box on the floor.

She was bent over, her shorts riding up, the curve of her ass on display. I looked away, but my eyes kept drifting back. She had a nice body—not as tall as Emma, not as curvy, but firm and fit.

“Found something.” She straightened up and turned around, holding a small plastic bag. “Will these work?”

I took the bag and looked inside. Drywall anchors. “Yeah, these are perfect.”

It took another ten minutes to fix the rod. I had to stand on a chair to reach, and Yingying held it steady. Her hand brushed against my leg, lingered for a second longer than necessary.

“Almost done,” I said, my voice tighter than I wanted.

“Take your time.”

I screwed in the last anchor, hung the rod back in place, and stepped down. Yingying was standing close, closer than before, her face tilted up toward mine.

“Thanks, Mark.” Her voice was soft, almost a whisper.

“No problem.”

She didn’t move. Didn’t step back. Her eyes were dark, her lips parted. I could feel the heat of her body, see the pulse beating in her throat.

“Yingying…”

“I know.” She reached up and touched my face, her fingers cool against my stubble. “I know about you and Emma. I know things aren’t… easy right now.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean…” She stepped closer, pressing her body against mine. I could feel her breasts through her tank top, soft and warm. “I’ve seen the way she looks at Alex. And I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

“That’s not—”

“Don’t lie.” Her hand slid down to my chest, then lower, to my stomach. “I’m not stupid. I know what you want.”

My dick was hard. I couldn’t help it. Her touch, her smell, the way she was looking at me—it was too much. I wanted to push her away. I wanted to pull her closer.

“Yingying, we can’t.”

“Can’t or won’t?” She pressed her palm against the bulge in my pants. “Feels like you can.”

I grabbed her wrist, held it still. “This isn’t right. You’re Emma’s friend.”

“Emma’s not here.” She pulled her hand free and reached for the hem of my shirt. “And she’s not exactly being faithful, is she?”

The words hit me like a slap. I thought about the emails, the texts, the way Emma had looked at Alex on the roof. Yingying was right. Emma wasn’t being faithful.

And here I was, standing in her friend’s bedroom, my dick straining against my zipper, trying to be the good guy.

“Just let me do something for you. Let me make you feel good.”

She dropped to her knees.

My brain was screaming at me to stop her. But my body—my fucking traitor body—was already leaning into it.

Yingying looked up at me, her round face soft, her dark eyes wide. She had a sweet mouth, full lips. And right now, she was reaching for my belt.

“Just relax.”

She unbuckled the belt, pulled down my zipper. My jeans dropped to my thighs, then my boxers. My dick sprang out, hard and leaking. She stared at it for a second, her lips parting.

“Wow. You’re… big.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. All the blood in my body had rushed south.

She wrapped her hand around my shaft, her fingers not quite meeting. Her grip was warm, soft. She gave me a few slow strokes, then leaned in and pressed her lips against the head.

“Oh, fuck.”

Her tongue darted out, tracing the ridge, collecting the bead of pre-cum. She made a soft sound, like she was tasting something sweet, and then she took me into her mouth.

It was different from Emma. Emma knew what she was doing—she’d had practice. Yingying was more tentative, more experimental. She sucked gently, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue swirling.

But there was something about her inexperience that made it hotter. She wanted to please me. She was trying, really trying.

She pulled off and looked up at me, her lips wet. “Is this okay?”

“Yeah. Yeah, it’s good.”

She smiled and went back to work.

I leaned against the wall, my legs trembling. Yingying knelt between my feet, her head bobbing, her ponytail swaying. She’d gotten bolder, taking me deeper.

The sounds were obscene—wet, slurping. Every time she came up for air, a string of spit connected her lips to my dick.

I thought about Emma. About what she was doing right now. Probably the same thing, except with Alex. That little shit. The thought should have made me angry. It did. But it also made me harder, made me want to grab Yingying’s head and fuck her face.

I didn’t, though. I let her set the pace.

She pulled off again, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “You’re not going to come?”

“Not yet.” I reached down and helped her to her feet. “Stand up.”

She stood, her chest heaving, her nipples visible through her tank top. I put my hands on her hips and turned her around, pressing her against the wall.

“What are you—”

“Shh.” I reached around and pulled her shorts down. They were tight, denim, and it took a second to work them over her ass. Underneath, she was wearing a tiny pair of pink panties.

I hooked my fingers in the waistband and pulled those down too.

“Mark…” Her voice was nervous, excited.

“I won’t fuck you.” I pressed my dick against the crack of her ass, the shaft sliding between her cheeks. “I just want to feel you.”

She moaned and leaned her forehead against the wall. I held her hips, my dick trapped between her thighs, and started to move.

It wasn’t fucking. It wasn’t even really sex. But it felt good—her soft skin, her warmth, the way she pressed back against me.

I could feel her wetness through her panties, could smell her arousal. My dick slid against her slit, the head catching on the edge of her opening, making her gasp.

“Please. Please, Mark.”

“Not today.” I kissed the back of her neck. “Another time.”

I kept moving, my rhythm steady. Yingying’s hands were flat against the wall. Every few seconds, she’d push back, trying to take me inside her, but I held her hips and kept my dick where it was.

It was torture. For both of us.

But I wasn’t going to fuck her. Not like this. Not when I was angry and confused and still in love with Emma.

After a few minutes, I felt my orgasm building.

“I’m gonna come.”

Yingying reached between her legs and grabbed my dick, stroking it fast. “Do it. Come on me.”

I pulled back, aimed at the small of her back, and exploded.

The first shot hit her skin, hot and thick, splashing across her pale flesh. The second followed, then a third, coating her lower back and the top of her ass. She kept stroking me, milking every drop, until I was spent.

I leaned against her, breathing hard.

“Fuck.”

“Yeah. Fuck.”

I cleaned up in her bathroom, using a damp towel to wipe the cum off her back. She stood there, silent, her shorts still around her ankles.

When I was done, she pulled her clothes up and turned to face me.

“Thanks,” she said, her voice quiet.

“For what? I didn’t even—”

“For not taking advantage.” She smiled, but it was sad. “You’re a good guy, Mark. Emma’s lucky.”

I didn’t know what to say. I just nodded, grabbed my tool bag, and walked out.

Before I started the car, I pulled out my phone and typed a text to Emma.

“I almost did something stupid. With Yingying.”

Three dots appeared immediately. “What kind of stupid?”

“She kissed me. I didn’t stop her fast enough.”

A long pause. Then: “Did you fuck her?”

“No.”

“Did you want to?”

“Yes.”

Another pause. Then: “We’ll talk when you get home. Drive safe.”




Chapter 6

The Reckoning

The next evening. The library elevator smelled like old paper and floor wax.

I’d been standing in the stacks for twenty minutes, pretending to read a journal article, when I saw her get on the elevator. Emma. Wearing that almond-colored Burberry dress that hugged her tits just right and showed off her long legs. Silver heels. Hair up in that bun that made me want to pull it down.

She wasn’t alone.

Alex was right behind her, carrying his laptop bag, whispering something in her ear. She laughed—that light, musical laugh—and hit the button for the top floor.

The doors closed. I stood there, heart hammering.

The roof.

I took the stairs two at a time, my sneakers squeaking, my lungs burning. The door to the roof was propped open with a rolled-up yoga mat—Emma’s, the purple one.

She planned this.

I stepped through the door and into the night.

The roof was flat and gravelly, surrounded by a waist-high parapet. The city spread out below, a carpet of lights. The sky was clear, the stars bright, the moon a thin crescent.

And there, in the shadow of a ventilation unit, was Emma.

She’d spread the yoga mat on the gravel and was sitting on it, her legs folded. Alex was next to her, his arm around her shoulders, his face turned toward hers.

I couldn’t hear what they were saying. The wind was too loud. But I could see her face. The way she was looking at him. Soft. Warm.

I should leave.

But I didn’t. I crept closer, keeping to the shadows, until I was hidden behind a stack of cinderblocks maybe twenty feet away. Close enough to see everything. Close enough to hear.

“…and I told him I’d think about it. But I don’t know, Alex. I don’t know if I can just…”

“Just what? Just be happy? Just let yourself feel something good for once?”

“It’s not that simple.”

“It is, though. It’s exactly that simple.” He shifted, turning to face her, taking both her hands in his. “You and me. S City. A new start. No more Dick, no more Mark, no more of this… weight you’ve been carrying.”

No more Mark. The words hit me like a knife.

“Alex… I care about him. I do. But every time I look at him, I see everything I’ve done wrong. Every mistake. Every betrayal. It’s like… like I can’t breathe.”

“Then don’t.” He reached up and wiped her tears away with his thumb. “Don’t look at him. Look at me. Look at us. Look at what we could have.”

She leaned into his touch, her eyes closing, her lips parting.

“You make it sound so easy.”

“Because it is. If you let it be.”

He kissed her.

It started soft, tentative. But then she made a sound—a little moan—and the kiss deepened. Her arms went around his neck. His hand slid down her back.

I watched them kiss. Watched my girlfriend press her body against another man.

Then she pulled back. “Alex… I want you to know something.”

“What?”

“I know Mark is here.”

My blood turned to ice.

“I saw him in the stacks. I saw him follow us up. I knew he’d come. I was hoping he would.”

“What? Where?”

“Don’t worry about him.” She turned his face back toward hers. “He’s just watching. Like he always does. Like he wants to do.”

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. She knew. She’d known all along.

“Emma, I don’t…”

She cut him off with another kiss, harder.

“Trust me. Let me show you what I want.”

She pulled back and stood up, silhouetted against the city lights. Then, slowly, deliberately, she reached for the hem of her dress.

“Watch me, Mark.” Loud enough for me to hear. “Watch what you’ve been missing.”

She pulled the dress over her head and let it fall.

Underneath, she was wearing nothing but a tiny black thong and silver heels. Her tits were bare, heavy and round, her nipples already hard. Her skin was pale as milk, glowing in the moonlight.

Fuck.

Alex was staring too, his mouth open.

“You like what you see?”

“You’re beautiful.”

“I know.” She smiled. “Now it’s your turn. Take off your clothes.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His shirt was gone, then his pants, his boxers. His dick was already hard, long, thicker than mine. Emma stared at it, her lips parting.

“Jesus, Alex. You’ve been hiding that thing.”

“You never asked to see it.”

“I’m asking now.”

She stepped closer, close enough that her tits brushed against his chest. She reached down and wrapped her hand around his shaft.

“Mark, are you watching?”

I couldn’t speak. She didn’t need an answer. She knew.

“This is for you.”

She sank to her knees.

She didn’t take her eyes off Alex as she leaned forward and pressed her lips to the head of his dick. She kissed it once, twice, then opened her mouth and took him inside.

“Ah, fuck…” Alex groaned, his head falling back, his hands going to her hair.

She sucked him slowly at first, her tongue swirling, her lips stretched wide. Saliva dripped down his shaft, and she used her hand to spread it.

I could hear everything—the wet, slurping sounds, her soft moans, his ragged gasps.

She pulled off with a wet pop and looked up at him, her lips shiny.

“You like that, baby?”

“God, yes. Don’t stop.”

“I won’t.”

She licked a stripe up the underside of his shaft, then took him back in her mouth, faster now, her hand pumping.

I watched my girlfriend suck another man’s dick. Watched her swallow him to the root, her nose pressed against his pubic bone, her throat working. Watched her pull back and gasp for air, a strand of spit connecting her lips to his dickhead.

And I touched myself. I couldn’t help it. My hand was in my pants, wrapped around my shaft, stroking in time with her movements.

My phone buzzed. Emma: “His dick is in my mouth. I’m thinking of yours.”

I typed: “Does he know?”

“No.”

“Good.”

After a few minutes, she pulled off again and stood up.

“Lay down. On the mat. On your back.”

He did, stretching out on the purple yoga mat, his dick slick with her saliva.

Emma stepped out of her thong and kicked it aside. Then she straddled him, her knees on either side of his hips, her cunt hovering above his dick.

I could see everything—the pink lips of her cunt, wet and swollen, parted slightly. The dark triangle of hair above. The way she bit her lip as she reached down and wrapped her hand around his shaft.

“Watch, Mark. Watch me take him inside me.”

She lowered herself.

The head of his dick pushed against her opening, spreading her lips wide. She paused, letting him feel her heat, then sank down another inch.

“Ah… fuck…” she moaned, her head falling back. “You’re so… fucking… big…”

She kept going, taking him inch by inch, her body trembling. Her cunt stretched around his dick, and when she was finally seated all the way, she let out a long, shuddering sigh.

“Emma… you feel… so good…”

“Shh.” She put a finger to his lips. “Just watch. Watch me ride you.”

She started to move, her hips rolling in slow circles, her tits bouncing. Alex’s hands slid up her body, cupping her breasts, squeezing them, pinching her nipples.

“Harder. Pinch them harder. I want to feel it tomorrow.”

He obliged, twisting her nipples, and she moaned loud enough that I was sure someone would hear.

I was stroking myself faster, my hand a blur.

She sped up, bouncing on his dick, her thighs slapping against his hips. The wet sounds filled the night air. Alex was thrusting up to meet her.

“I’m close. Emma, I’m gonna—”

“Not yet.” She stopped moving, holding herself still, his dick buried deep. “Look at me.”

He did.

“Now look at Mark.”

He turned his head, following her gaze, and I saw the moment he realized I was there. His eyes went wide.

“Don’t worry about him,” she said, her voice calm. “He’s been watching this whole time. Haven’t you, Mark?”

I didn’t answer.

“He likes it. He likes watching me with other men. It’s the only thing that gets him hard anymore.”

She started moving again, slow and deliberate.

“So this is for him. Every moan. Every drop of sweat. Every time I come on your dick—it’s for him. Because he wants to see it. He needs to see it.”

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest, and started to ride him in earnest. Her hips pistoned up and down, taking his dick to the root, then almost all the way out, then slamming back down. Her tits swung beneath her.

“Fuck, Emma…”

“Come for me. Come inside me. I want to feel it. I want Mark to see it.”

That was all it took. Alex’s body arched, his hips thrusting up, and he came with a strangled cry, his dick pulsing inside her.

Emma kept moving, grinding against him, milking every drop. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open.

And then she opened her eyes and looked at me.

“Now. Come here.”

I didn’t think. I just moved.

Crossed the distance in three steps, dropped to my knees beside the mat. She reached out and grabbed my wrist, pulling my hand away from my dick.

“Not yet. First, you’re going to watch me clean him up.”

She leaned down and took Alex’s dick in her mouth, sucking gently, lapping up the mixture of her own juices and his cum. He twitched, oversensitive, but she held him there, her tongue swirling, cleaning him.

When she was done, she sat back and looked at me.

“Your turn.”

She pulled me down onto the mat, onto my back, and straddled me the same way she’d straddled him. My dick was hard, aching. She wrapped her hand around it and guided it to her opening.

“She’s still full of his cum. Do you want to feel it?”

I nodded.

She sank down.

Her cunt was hot and wet and different—looser than usual, slick with another man’s seed. I could feel it coating my shaft as she took me inside her.

“Fuck, Emma…”

“I know. I know you like it. I know you’ve been wanting this.”

She rode me like she’d ridden him, her tits bouncing, her hair flying. But this time, she was looking at me. Only at me.

“You’re mine, Mark. No matter who I fuck. No matter how many times I come on another man’s dick. You’re mine. And I’m yours.”

I came then, harder than I had in months, my dick pulsing inside her, adding my cum to the mess. She came too, her body clenching around me.

When it was over, we lay there, tangled together. Alex was gone. I hadn’t seen him leave.

Emma rested her head on my chest.

“Are you okay?”

“No.”

“Me neither.”

We stayed like that for a long time, watching the stars.

She stood up, walked to the edge of the roof, looked at the city lights. “Should we stop? All of this?”

I came up behind her. “Do you want to?”

“I don’t know. Do you?”

“I don’t know either.” I took her hand. “But I know I don’t want to lose you. So if we stop, we stop together. If we keep going, we keep going together.”

She turned and kissed me. “Together.”

Then, without another word, she pulled on her thong, gathered her dress, and walked toward the door.

“You coming?”

I got up and followed her.

On the stairs, before the ground floor, she stopped.

“Should we stop? All of this?”

I was quiet for a long time. “Do you want to?”

“I don’t know.”

“I don’t either.” I took her hand. “But I know I don’t want to lose you. So if we stop, we stop together. If we keep going, we keep going together.”

She kissed me. “Together.”



Three days after the roof. The rain had stopped, but the clouds were still thick, the air heavy.

Dick had sent me a text: “I have what you want. All the original files. Meet me at the warehouse on Elm. Come alone.”

I didn’t go alone. Emma came with me.

The warehouse was on the outskirts of the city, surrounded by empty fields. It was old—rusted iron walls, broken windows, a roof that sagged in the middle. The kind of place where people went to hide.

Dick’s car was parked near the front.

“They’re already here,” Emma whispered.

“Stay behind me.”

“No. I’m not hiding anymore.”

She walked past me, toward the door, and pushed it open.

The inside was vast, dark, lit by a few fluorescent lights that flickered overhead. Stacks of old equipment, shelves of boxes, a maze of metal and shadow.

And in the center, standing around a table, were Dick and Leen.

“Emma. You came.”

“You knew I would.”

He smiled. Cold. Cruel.

“Yes. I did.”

“What do you want?”

“The files. The ones you took from my safe.” He pointed to a table in the corner. “Put them on the laptop. Then we’re done.”

Emma walked toward the laptop, her footsteps echoing.

“Don’t,” I said.

She stopped, looked back at me.

“Mark, I have to.”

“No, you don’t. He’s lying.”

“He’s not lying.”

Dick laughed. “I have nothing left to lose. My career is over. My reputation is destroyed. My wife is leaving me.” He laughed bitterly. “The files are yours. Take them. Burn them. I don’t care.”

Emma reached the laptop, opened it, and started typing.

The screen flickered.

And then the lights went out.

Darkness. Shouts. Footsteps. Someone screamed—Emma, I thought—and then a voice cut through the chaos.

“Nobody move.”

A flashlight clicked on. Leen was holding it, his face illuminated from below, his eyes wild.

“Where are they?”

“Where are what?”

“The files. The ones my father stole from me.”

“Your father didn’t steal anything.”

“Liar.” He raised the flashlight, revealing a gun in his other hand. “He’s been hiding them for years. Using them to control me. But I’m done being controlled.”

“Leen, put the gun down.”

“No. Not until I have what’s mine.”

He walked toward the laptop. Emma was still standing there, frozen.

“Move.”

She didn’t.

“I said move.”

He raised the gun. And I stepped between them.

“You don’t want to do this.”

“Get out of my way.”

“Or what? You’ll shoot me?” I laughed. It came out bitter, broken. “Go ahead. I’m already dead inside.”

“Mark—”

“You heard me. I’ve got nothing left. No family. No future. No reason to live.” I spread my arms. “So do it. Put me out of my misery.”

Leen’s hand was shaking. The gun wavered.

“Don’t,” Dick said. “He’s not worth it.”

“He’s not. But you are.”

Leen turned the gun on his father.

“Give me the files.”

“I don’t have them.”

“Liar.”

“I’m not lying. Emma took them. She’s had them all along.”

Leen turned back to Emma. “Is that true?”

Emma’s face was pale, but her voice was steady. “Yes. I have them. And if you shoot anyone, they go to the police. Every photo. Every video. Every name.”

Leen stared at her. The gun trembled.

“You’re bluffing.”

“Try me.”

A long silence. Then Leen lowered the gun. His shoulders sagged.

“I just wanted it to end.”

“It can end,” Emma said. “Give us the gun. Walk away. We won’t tell anyone about tonight.”

Leen looked at his father, then at me, then at Emma. He dropped the gun. It clattered on the concrete floor.

Then he turned and walked out of the warehouse.

Dick knelt down, his head in his hands. “I never wanted any of this.”

“Too late for that,” I said.

“I know.”

Emma picked up the gun, unloaded it, and set it on the table. Then she walked to the laptop, pulled out a USB drive, and held it up.

“The files are on here. Every copy. You’re going to watch me delete them.”

Dick looked up. “And then?”

“And then you leave us alone. Forever.”

He nodded.

Emma plugged the drive into the laptop. She opened the folder, selected all the files, and pressed delete. Then she emptied the recycling bin.

“It’s done.”

Dick stood up. He walked to the door, then paused.

“I’m sorry. For everything.”

He left.

The warehouse was silent.

Emma turned to me. Her eyes were wet, but she wasn’t crying.

“We did it.”

“We did it.”

I pulled her into my arms. She held me tight.

“Let’s go home,” she said.

“Yeah. Let’s go home.”

We walked out into the night. The rain had started again, soft and steady. Emma took my hand.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we live our lives.”

“No more secrets?”

“No more secrets.”

She kissed me. Soft. Sweet.

“Promise?”

I kissed her forehead. “I promise.”



One week later. Our apartment, late at night.

We sat on the couch, the TV murmuring something we weren’t watching. Emma’s legs were tucked under her, her head on my shoulder. Her hand rested on my chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles.

“Do you think we’ll be okay?” she asked.

“I think we already are.”

She lifted her head and looked at me. Her hair was shorter now, her face thinner. But her eyes—those dark, impossible eyes—were the same.

“I still have nightmares,” she said.

“Me too.”

“But I don’t wake up screaming anymore.”

“Me neither.”

She smiled. A real smile.

“I love you,” she said.

I didn’t say it back. Not because I didn’t mean it. Because the words felt too small. Instead, I pulled her closer and kissed the top of her head.

She understood.

Emma was unpacking a box of old clothes when a photograph fell out. She picked it up, her face unreadable.

“Who is that?” I asked.

“Shawn. Before us.” She stared at it for a moment. “I was so young.”

I took the photo from her. A younger Emma, smiling, arm around a man whose face I didn’t want to remember.

“Keep it?”

She shook her head. I tore it in half and threw it in the trash.

“Good riddance.”

I kissed her. “Good riddance.”

Her phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen and smiled. “It’s Yingying.”

She answered, and I heard Yingying’s excited voice through the speaker: “Emma! How are you? Settled in? I miss you!”

Emma laughed. “Slow down. Yes, we’re settled. And yes, I miss you too.”

They talked for twenty minutes—about Yingying’s new job, her boyfriend, the weather. Normal things. Ordinary things. For a few minutes, Emma looked like any other young woman, without the weight of the world on her shoulders.

When she hung up, she curled back against me.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“I’m thinking about the first time I saw you. In the dance studio. You were in the center of the room, and I couldn’t look away.”

“You were staring.”

“I was.”

“Pervert.”

“Your pervert.”

She laughed. Then she kissed me.

“Take me to bed,” she said.

I did.

We didn’t make love that night. Not the way we usually did. It was slower. Softer. Her hands on my face, my hands on her hips. We moved together like we were relearning each other.

Afterward, she lay on my chest, her breath warm on my skin.

“Mark.”

“What?”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For staying.”

I held her tighter. “I’m not going anywhere.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I didn’t look at it.

Emma reached over and picked it up.

“Unknown number. ‘I heard you’re free now. I’d like to meet.’”

She looked at me. “What do you want to do?”

I stared at the screen. Then I took the phone from her.

“I want you to delete it.”

“Why me?”

“Because I can’t trust myself.”

She smiled and pressed delete. Then she turned off the phone and put it in the drawer.

“We’ll turn it back on tomorrow. Or not. Together.”

“Together.”

She curled against me. The rain tapped the window.

We lay there in the dark, holding each other, listening to the rain.

Tomorrow, there would be new challenges. New temptations. New tests.

But tonight, we were free.
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Read the first chapter of THE QUEEN’S GAME: THE NEIGHBOR on the next page…




  Three men. Maybe four. Ethan couldn't count because his vision kept splitting—fracturing like a lens smeared with oil. But he knew they were there. He could feel them: the weight of their bodies pressing into the mattress, the heat of their skin, the sounds they made. Low grunts. Whispered words.

  Maya was on her back. Her dark hair spread across the pillow like ink spilling into water. She was naked—totally naked, the way she never was with him unless the lights were off. Her thighs were parted. Her lips were parted too, slightly swollen, glistening.

  One man was inside her. Ethan could see it—the thick, veined shaft disappearing into her, the way her body accepted it, welcomed it. Her hips rolled up to meet him, slow and deliberate, like she'd done it a hundred times before.

  Her hand was on another man's chest, pushing him down toward her mouth.

And a third—a third was behind her, his hand wrapped around her throat, not squeezing, just holding.

Maya wasn't struggling.

  She was smiling.

  Not the polite smile she gave at dinner parties. Not the patient smile she gave him when he forgot to take out the trash. This was different—crooked, hungry, almost cruel. Her eyes found him across the room. He was sitting in a chair in the corner, fully clothed, his hands gripping the armrests.

  “You're just going to watch?” she asked.

  He opened his mouth to answer, but nothing came out.

…………




  Ready for more?

 Scroll up and click “Buy Now” to continue reading THE QUEEN’S GAME: THE NEIGHBOR.





BOOKS BY THIS AUTHOR

Bound by Betrayal Book 1: The Secret

I told myself I was watching her dance.
But my eyes kept dropping lower. 

Mark never thought of himself as the jealous type. Then he met Emma—a mixed-race dancer with pale skin, dark hair, and a smile that could start wars. She moved like water, laughed like thunder, and within weeks, he was lost. 

But Emma has a past. A past that shows up in late-night texts and closed-door meetings. A past that Mark can't stop following. 

When he trails her to an old apartment building and watches through a crack in the window, he tells himself he's protecting her. But his body tells a different story. He's hard before she even takes off her dress. And when she looks directly at the camera—directly at him—he realizes the truth: 

She knows. 

She's always known. 

Bound by Betrayal: Book One is the first volume in a dark erotic romance series. It contains explicit sexual content, themes of consensual non-monogamy, and a husband who discovers that watching might be the only way to truly see. 

He thought he was the one with the secret.
He was wrong. 

Bound by Betrayal Book 2: The Performance

WARNING: Explicit adult content. For cuckold / hotwife lovers only.

She gave him the show. He gave her permission. Neither saw the trap.

Emma and Mark have crossed the line — and now they live there. Cameras, strangers, staged dinners, hotel rooms with thin walls. Every night is a performance.

Na’ga needs proof for the visa. David wants more than a kiss under the table. Liam doesn’t just want her body — he wants her attention when Mark isn’t looking.

But when the camera stops and real feelings begin, Emma realizes something terrifying: She doesn’t know where the act ends and she begins.

THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE TRAINER:

Book Two of the Hotwife Chronicles

[image: COVER2(1)]She thought one man would be enough. She was wrong. 

Maya Shaw has a new life. Her husband Ethan has stopped pretending he's jealous. Her neighbor Nico has become a regular visitor to their bed—and to hers alone. Three nights a week, she knocks on his door. Three nights a week, she lets him take whatever he wants. 

It's not enough anymore. 

She wants more. 

Enter Jax. Her trainer. The man with the callused hands and the hungry eyes. The one who's been waiting. When Maya finally says yes to a "private session" at his apartment, she discovers that Jax doesn't just want to train her body. He wants to train her desire. To push her past every limit she didn't know she had. 

But Jax isn't Nico. He doesn't want to own her. He wants to watch her fly. And when he introduces Maya to a new game—one where she's the prize, not the player—she finds herself falling deeper than ever before. 

Meanwhile, Ethan is changing too. 

No longer content to just watch from the chair, he's becoming an architect of his wife's adventures. He plans her dates. He sets the rules. He chooses the men. And sometimes—when the mood is right—he joins them. 

Maya has two bulls now. And a third is waiting in the wings. 

Colin, the therapist, has been patient. He's watched Maya from across coffee tables, felt her hand in his, kissed her knuckles and left her wanting. In The Trainer, the line between friend and bull begins to blur. Colin's confession is coming. And when it arrives, Maya will have to decide: how many men can she hold in her heart—and her bed—before something breaks? 

The Queen's Game: The Trainer is the second book in the hotwife cuckold series that readers are calling "raw," "unflinching," and "impossible to put down." 

Praise for Book One:
"A masterclass in power dynamics. I couldn't look away."
"Finally, an author who understands that cuckolding is about love, not humiliation."
"Maya is the heroine I've been waiting for—flawed, hungry, and unapologetic." 

Warning: This book contains explicit adult situations, consensual non-monogamy, power exchange, voyeurism, scenes of a wife with multiple partners, and a husband who discovers that watching is just the beginning. 

THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE NEIGHBOR

Book One of the Hotwife Chronicles

She said "I do" to one man. But her body wants more. 

Maya Shaw has the perfect life: a loving husband, a penthouse apartment, a career she built from nothing. But perfect is another word for bored. And Maya is suffocating. 

When a handsome new neighbor moves in upstairs—confident, commanding, a man who takes what he wants—Maya feels something she hasn't felt in years. Desire. Not the polite, predictable desire of her marriage. The raw, hungry kind. The kind that makes you lie awake at night, touching yourself, whispering a stranger's name. 

Her husband Ethan has a secret too. He's been dreaming of watching her with another man. And when he discovers Maya's attraction to Nico, he doesn't shut it down. He leans in. 

"I want you to go to his apartment," Ethan tells her. "And I want you to tell me everything." 

What begins as an experiment becomes an obsession. Nico's hands. Nico's rules. Nico's bed. Maya is losing control—and finding herself in the process. But as she spirals deeper into a world of submission and surrender, she discovers that one man isn't enough. Her trainer Jax watches her with hungry eyes. Her husband's best friend Colin whispers confessions over coffee. 

Three men want her. One husband watches. And Maya must decide: how much of herself is she willing to give? 

The Queen's Game: The Neighbor is the first book in a scorching hotwife cuckold series. For readers who crave power exchange, voyeurism, and the thrill of watching a woman discover her deepest desires—with her husband cheering her on. 

Warning: This book contains explicit adult situations, power dynamics, and a wife who learns that saying "yes" to another man can feel like saying "yes" to herself. 

My Father's Key: Watching him unlock my wife was the therapy I needed

I was broken.

A car accident left me with scars you can't see. In the bedroom, my beautiful wife Emma was patient, loving, and achingly unsatisfied. My equipment was dead. My confidence was dust. Our perfect marriage was quietly suffocating in a bedroom that had gone silent.

Until I noticed my father watching her.

George is a good man, a widower who buried his desires with my mother. But when he moved in to help with our newborn, I saw the way his eyes clung to Emma's curves. I saw the shame on his face—and, to my shock, I felt a jolt of life between my own dead legs.

That forbidden spark became a plan. A little teasing to jump-start my recovery. A flash of skin. An “accidental”　touch. I told myself I was in control, that watching my father's rough hands worship my wife's body was just medicine for a broken man.

But the cure is more addictive than the disease.

Now I watch as Emma, my perfect, innocent Emma, blossoms under his attention. I watch her moan his name. I watch her give him what I can't. The pain is exquisite. The pleasure is soul-shattering. And the terrifying truth is dawning on me:

I don't just need this. I crave it. And I've unlocked a door that can never be closed again.

My Father's Key is a scorching, emotionally brutal novel of cuckold lust, forbidden family bonds, and the twisted road to a new kind of wholeness. For readers who demand their erotica to be as psychologically charged as it is physically explicit.

Behind the Green Light: What would you let your wife do if you had to watch?

They said the Nest Cam was for security. It became the window into a marriage I didn't know I had.

When Michael comes home early on a September afternoon, he finds his wife Claire in their living room with their neighbor Dominic. But instead of confronting them, he watches. Through the Nest Cam she installed to keep their family safe, he witnesses every detail—the sounds she makes that he's never heard in eleven years, the way she touches a man who isn't him, the private smile she gives Dominic afterward. A smile Michael thought belonged only to him.

He should be furious. He should storm in and end it.

Instead, he saves the footage. He watches it again that night. And the night after that. The jealousy and the arousal fuse together until he can't tell them apart—and he stops wanting to.

What begins as silent surveillance becomes an obsession that pulls him deeper into his wife's secret life: the texts she forgets to delete, the new lingerie hidden in old drawers, the business dinners that aren't business. He tells himself he's gathering evidence. But when he climbs the trellis outside Dominic's bedroom window to watch them with his own eyes, he has to admit the truth: he doesn't want to stop her. He wants to watch.

The Green Light is a novel about the dark, unnamed territory between voyeurism and complicity, jealousy and desire. It asks what happens when a husband stops being the hero of his own marriage and becomes something more complicated—a witness, an architect, a man who discovers that the thing he's been fighting might be the thing he wants most.

For readers of literary psychological fiction and emotionally complex erotica, this unflinchingly honest debut explores the question no marriage manual dares to ask: What if you gave your wife permission to become someone new—and stayed to watch?

What He Wanted to See:A Marriage on the Edge of Desire

He found a photo of his wife. What he felt wasn't anger.

A year ago, Ethan Harper discovered a picture from their beach vacation. His wife Megan was laughing, beautiful and unaware. In the background, a stranger was staring at her with unmistakable hunger.

Ethan should have been furious. Instead, he was aroused. Deeply, helplessly aroused. And that forbidden arousal became the first crack in a marriage that had been quietly dying for years.

When Megan meets Marcus Webb—a personal trainer with a body like sculpted stone and the confidence of a man who always gets what he wants—the fantasy becomes terrifyingly real. With Ethan's permission, Megan steps into a world of erotic discovery that awakens desires neither of them expected. But as the boundaries between arrangement and obsession blur, Ethan discovers that watching his wife with another man doesn't just change her. It changes him.

And the man he's becoming is someone he doesn't fully recognize.

What He Wanted to See is a raw, psychologically charged exploration of jealousy, desire, and the unexpected places love can survive. For readers who crave emotional depth alongside scorching heat, this is a story about what happens when a marriage is pushed to its absolute limit—and what remains when the fantasy ends.

Perfect for fans of emotional hotwife fiction, cuckold angst with real psychological stakes, and marriage stories that don't flinch from the complexities of desire.

THE LIST:A Hotwife's Journey | A Cuckold's Confession

My husband gave me a list of four names. One was his best friend. One was my trainer. One was my yoga instructor. And one…　one was the man he'd been hiding from me for six months.

Claire Vance has a good marriage. Five years, a comfortable home, a husband who adores her. But when Paul whispers other men's names in the dark, something inside her wakes up. She agrees to his arrangement: complete honesty, no secrets, and she always comes home.

But honesty is fragile. Soren teaches her to breathe with his hands. Theo counts her orgasms like reps. Adrian loves her from a distance, crying when he comes inside her. And Julian —　the man in the grey suit, the one Paul lied about —　shows her what it means to choose submission, not just surrender it.

Claire isn't a victim. She isn't a pawn. She's the one in charge, even when she's on her knees. And every night, she brings everything she's learned back to the husband who's been watching from the chair.

The List is a raw, literary exploration of cuckolding, desire, and the blurred line between fantasy and reality. If you like Jade West's intensity and the emotional depth of Kenny Wright, this novel will stay with you long after the last page.

Warning: Explicit sexual content, dominant/submissive dynamics, and themes of marital exploration. Not for the faint of heart.

His Wife,Their Playground  A Hotwife and Cuckold Novel

Jake thought he had a good marriage. A house in the suburbs. A beautiful wife named Emma. A son named Tommy. Normal life.

Then one morning he looked through a loose slat in his neighbor's fence and saw something he couldn't unsee. Another man. Another woman. A secret that woke something dark and hungry inside him.

Now Jake can't stop imagining Emma in the same position. On her knees. Mouth open. Eyes closed. Taking a cock that isn't his.

And Emma? She's been having her own thoughts. A photographer named Liam. A trainer named Marcus. A stranger at a party named Derek. And Tom—the ex-boyfriend she never quite forgot.

This is not a story about cheating. This is a story about a husband who gives his wife permission to be free. And then watches.

Watches her dress up for another man.

Watches her walk out the door.

Watches her come home with someone else's come still inside her.

And loves her more for it.

What readers can expect:

- First-person male perspective (Jake)

- Explicit, raw sex scenes (no euphemisms)

- Multiple bulls with distinct personalities

- Cuckold emotions: jealousy, compersion, shame, arousal

- From the first kiss to the ultimate four-man finale

- No cheating —　full consent, full honesty, full love

For readers who want the heat without the heartbreak. For husbands who want to see their wives ruined and reclaimed. For anyone who's ever closed their eyes and imagined something they were too afraid to say out loud.

Watching Her

He gave her permission to want. Now he's terrified she'll want more.

Mark has been married to Emma for ten years. He loves her. He trusts her. But somewhere along the way, watching other men desire her became the only thing that made him feel alive.

The game started small—a glance held too long at a bar, a hand brushed against a stranger's arm. Then it became real. A night in a velvet alcove. A pool hall where she lifted her skirt for four boys who couldn't look away. A weekend at a billionaire's villa with no phones, no rules, and no one to watch them but each other.

Emma says she's not performing anymore. She's not doing this for Mark. She's doing it for herself—and that terrifies him more than any fantasy ever did.

When Mark's best friend Ethan confesses he's imagined fucking Emma for years, Mark doesn't shut it down. He asks for details. He gets hard. He invites him to dinner.

Now the three of them are tangled in something no marriage was built to survive. And Harrison Cole—the silver-haired media mogul who's already claimed Emma for a night—wants more than a weekend. He wants a piece of her that Mark isn't sure he can give.

Watching Her is a raw, unflinching dive into the heart of cuckold desire—where jealousy and arousal are the same nerve, where love doesn't die when another man's hands are on your wife, and where the only rule left is: don't pretend you don't want it.

For readers who believe the hottest thing isn't watching—it's not knowing if she'll come back.

Just Watch Me in Burgundy: Amber Light: A Cuckold Romance

One marriage. Ten days. A game that became something else.

Ethan Cole has a perfect marriage. He also has a secret game he's been playing with his wife Claire for almost a year. The rules are simple: she goes into a bar first, he follows, he watches, they go home and have the best sex of their lives. It's controlled. It's safe. It's his design.

Domaine Marchand, a wine estate in Burgundy, seems like the ideal stage for the next round. Julien Marchand, the owner, is a former jazz guitarist who speaks about wine the way other men speak about women—with patience, with attention, with the quiet certainty that the best things in life don't need to be forced. They only need the right conditions to become what they already are.

Claire listens. Ethan watches. And over ten days in the amber light of the French countryside, the game Ethan designed begins to play by its own rules. Every glance between Claire and Julien, every private moment Ethan catalogues from the shadows, every confession in the dark pulls the three of them deeper into a geometry none of them can escape.

Amber Light is a literary hotwife novel about the architecture of desire—the rooms we build to contain it, the walls that crack under its weight, and the unexpected shapes that emerge when we stop trying to control what we want and finally let ourselves have it.

Perfect for readers of slow-burn erotic fiction who crave psychological depth, emotional honesty, and the kind of sexual tension that builds like a storm over a French vineyard.

This novel contains explicit adult content and themes of consensual non-monogamy. For mature readers only.

The Trainer's Wife Series

When Mark realized he could no longer physically satisfy his near-perfect wife, Emma, their marriage embarked on a journey toward a point of no return.

This is more than just a series exploring cuckoldry and hotwife fantasies; it is a visceral psychological exploration into the most forbidden corners of modern desire. From the calculated intervention of Jake, Emma's aggressive gym trainer, to the cold precision of a color-coded schedule, Mark and Emma navigate a landscape where indulgence, jealousy, and deep-seated affection collide.

In this shattering of traditional boundaries, they are forced to reinvent their intimacy and redefine what it truly means to belong to one another.

THROUGH THE WINDOW   A Cuckold's Confession

I saw my wife through the window. She was watching another man masturbate.

That was the moment my perfect marriage began to crack.

Mark has everything: a beautiful, gentle wife named Emma, a steady job, and a future they've planned together. But one afternoon, he catches Emma peeking through a neighbor's door. Inside, a pathetic, middle‑aged bachelor is pleasuring himself to her photograph.

Mark expects her to walk away. Instead, she walks in.

What follows is a slow, devastating unraveling—of trust, of identity, of the man Mark thought he was. Through hidden cameras, overheard phone calls, and video recordings he was never meant to find, Mark discovers a side of Emma he never imagined. And a side of himself he's afraid to name.

Through the Window is a raw, psychological exploration of voyeurism, betrayal, and the forbidden thrill of watching the woman you love surrender to another man.

For readers of dark erotica and cuckold/hotwife fiction who aren't afraid to look into the shadows of desire.

Note: This book contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature readers.

Through the Window Book 2: Her Surrender, His Ruin

I saw them through the hole in the wall. Her white body. His dark hands. The way she moved for him—a rhythm she'd never shown me.

My wife Emma was always the untouchable ice queen. But when I discovered her with him—a short, ugly janitor with a grotesque, turkey-neck cock—something broke inside me. And something else…　awakened.

I should have been filled with rage. Instead, my body betrayed me. I grew hard watching another man claim what was mine.

Now I can't stop. I've planted cameras in our home. I follow her to the crumbling “Tube-Shaped Building”　where she fucks him like an animal. Every moan, every orgasm, every time he fills her with his seed—I watch it all. My revenge plan is cold, meticulous. But the more I see her surrender to him, the more I realize: I don't just want to punish her.

I want to watch her fall completely.

Through the Window, Book 2 plunges deeper into the darkness of obsession, voyeurism, and twisted desire. For readers who crave raw, unfiltered hotwife and cuckold psychology—where the line between love and humiliation blurs forever.

Warning: Contains explicit sexual content, voyeurism, infidelity, and psychological themes intended for mature audiences only.

J-005: A Cuckold's Contract  Three Months of Submission –　A Cuckold's Confession

He gave her away. Then he watched. Then he joined. Fang Jun thought he knew shame.

A corrupt business deal. A sex tape. A blackmailer named Torada who wanted only one thing: his wife, Wenjie.

To save her family, Wenjie signs a Level‑Five training contract at an exclusive Tokyo club. For three months, she will be J-005 —　a body without a name, without a past, without a marriage. Her anus will be measured, filled, stretched, and conditioned to climax on command. Her will will be rewritten. Her husband will be given a front‑row seat.

But Jun does not stay in the audience. He begins as a guilt‑ridden observer. He ends as something far worse: an accomplice. He trades his wife's deepest secrets to her trainer. He hands over her wedding ring. He puts on a black mask and, without her knowledge, becomes the fifth man to ejaculate inside her during a public competition.

J-005 is a raw, unflinching first‑person account of cuckolding as both destruction and strange redemption. It explores the razor's edge between love and possession, humiliation and desire, surrender and choice. For readers of The Story of O and The Training House —　but darker, more intimate, and set in the neon‑lit underworld of Tokyo.

This is not a romance. This is a confession.

THE BORROWED WIFE: A Hotwife & Cuckold Marriage Pact

What would you do to buy your dream home?

Evan had a foolproof plan: divorce his wife Sophia on paper, let his best friend Mark legally marry her, secure the bank loan, then quietly remarry her. Just paperwork. No feelings involved.

But the night after the “ceremony,”　Mark's hand lingered on her thigh. Sophia didn't move it away. Evan watched from the couch, and instead of rage, he felt something else—a hot, shameful pulse in his groin.

That was the beginning.

Now Sophia wears the stockings Mark buys her. She calls him from his bedroom. She moans his name while Evan listens through the phone speaker. And when they finally share her body—one in her mouth, one inside her—Evan realizes he doesn't want to stop. He wants to watch.

The Borrowed Wife is a raw, psychological deep dive into the hotwife and cuckold lifestyle. It explores the razor's edge between jealousy and arousal, love and possession, marriage and shared ownership. If you've ever fantasized about watching your wife become another man's desire—or being that wife—this novel will consume you.

Warning: Explicit sexual content, MFM threesomes, voyeurism, and psychological edge play. Not for the faint of heart.

Her Hunting Ground: A Psychological Romance of Desire and Deception

The story continues! Book 2: Beyond the Rulebook is now available for pre-order. Don't miss the next chapter of Claire and Daniel's journey.


Her marriage was a masterpiece of design. Until she decided to tear it down.


Claire is an architect who lives by the blueprint. Her life is a structure of elegant lines and calculated risks. Her husband, Daniel—wealthy, composed, and observant—is the bedrock of her existence. Together, they are the envy of Boston high society. But beneath the vaulted ceilings and the Rolex-ticking silence, Claire is starving. When she enters her private "hunting ground" in a rain-slicked Chicago, she believes she is finally drawing her own lines. She doesn't realize that Daniel is watching every move, measuring every breath, and calibrating the exact moment of her collapse. A sophisticated psychological exploration of desire, power, and the thin glass wall of an open marriage. In the game of predator and prey, the most dangerous place to hide is in plain sight.


"In this house, there are no accidents—only the collapses I choose to allow." 

Beyond the Rulebook (Book 2) - Available for Pre-order

The game has changed. The rules have evolved. The hunt is just beginning. 

They said it was just an arrangement. A controlled experiment in desire. A way to set their marriage on fire without burning the house down. 

Claire and Daniel thought they had mastered the art of the Stag and Vixen. They survived the first contact, the first night, and the first bittersweet goodbye. But once you open a door to the unknown, you can’t simply close it and expect the room to look the same. 

In the second installment of the Her Hunting Ground series, the boundaries of their private sanctuary are about to be tested like never before. When a new shadow enters the frame, Claire realizes that being a "Vixen" isn't just a role she plays—it’s who she is. And Daniel discovers that the true cost of sharing isn't jealousy; it's the realization that some hungers, once awakened, can never be fully satisfied. 

Is their bond strong enough to survive a new level of surrender? Or will the hunting ground they built together become the place where they lose themselves? 

The journey into the depths of modern desire continues. Pre-order now and lock in the special launch price. 
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