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Chapter 1: Excursion
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Cameron stretched, feeling the warmth of the morning sun as it streamed through the windows of the kitchen. It was a quiet Saturday—one he had been looking forward to all week. He poured himself a steaming cup of coffee, inhaling the rich aroma, and leaned against the counter, scrolling through his phone.

Catalina would be home soon.

The thought made him smile. It had been a long week without her. Her business trips were becoming more frequent, and while he hated the distance, he always reassured himself that this was part of the life they had built. She was ambitious, driven—one of the things he loved most about her. They had always supported each other’s careers, trusting that the time apart was worth the success they were striving for.

He sipped his coffee, glancing at the clock. Her last message had come in late last night: ‘Flight lands in the afternoon. Can’t wait to see you! Love you. ❤️’

Cameron smiled again. She always had a way of making him feel cherished, even from miles away. He shook his head, chuckling at himself. They had been married for five years, but sometimes, he still got that giddy, newlywed feeling when he thought about her.

He wandered into the living room, running a hand through his short brown hair, surveying the space. Catalina always liked coming home to a clean house, so he had spent the morning tidying up. The floors gleamed, the throw pillows were fluffed, and he had even lit one of her favourite vanilla-scented candles. A bottle of wine was chilling in the fridge—Catalina’s favourite pinot grigio—and he had already planned to order in from the Thai place she loved.

Their life wasn’t extravagant, but it was theirs, and he was happy.

A soft ding from his phone pulled him from his thoughts. He checked the notification, expecting it to be Catalina, but it wasn’t. Just a news alert.

He sighed, tossing his phone onto the couch. Maybe he’d head to the gym before she got home. Get a workout in, burn off some of this restless energy.

—-
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ACROSS THE CITY, IN a dimly lit hotel room, Catalina’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. She barely stirred.

The sheets tangled around her, warm against her bare skin, but they weren’t the sheets of her marital bed. The arm draped possessively over her waist wasn’t Cameron’s.

A deep chuckle rumbled in her ear, and lips pressed against her shoulder.

“You’re impossible to wake up,” a husky voice teased.

Catalina groaned, stretching slightly before turning onto her back. She blinked up at the man beside her—Antonio Ramirez, her boss. His midnight black hair was mussed from sleep, his tan skin warm against the sheets. He smirked at her, eyes filled with something dangerous and exhilarating.

She exhaled, running a hand through her tousled dark hair. “What time is it?”

Antonio reached for her phone, checking the screen. “Just after nine.” He smirked again. “Your husband probably just woke up, excited for your ‘arrival.’”

Guilt flickered in her chest, but it was drowned out by the heat of Antonio’s touch.

This wasn’t new. Their affair had started months ago—late nights in the office, shared hotel rooms on business trips, stolen kisses in hidden corners. It had started as a mistake, a single moment of weakness. But one moment had turned into another. And another. And now, she wasn’t sure where the lie ended and the truth began.

Antonio kissed her neck, dragging her back into the present. “You don’t have to go back yet,” he murmured against her skin. “Stay one more night.”

Catalina bit her lip. It was tempting—so tempting. But she had already crafted her alibi. She had told Cameron her flight landed in the afternoon. She had to go back.

Still, as she looked into Antonio’s smoldering gaze, her decision wavered.

—-
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BACK AT HOME, CAMERON set down his gym bag, deciding against the workout after all. Instead, he settled onto the couch with his coffee, flipping through old photos of him and Catalina on his phone.

One from their honeymoon in Santorini—her in a flowing white dress, smiling at him with pure adoration. Another from last Christmas, curled up by the fire. A recent one from their anniversary dinner, holding hands across the table.

They had built a life together. A solid one. A good one.

He had no reason to doubt her.

No reason at all.

And yet, in a hotel across town, Catalina turned off her phone and let herself be pulled back under the sheets by the man who wasn’t her husband.

An excursion, indeed.
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Chapter 2: A False Sense of Normalcy
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Cameron heard the car door shut and practically bolted from the couch, grinning as he rushed to the front door. He pulled it open just as Catalina stepped onto the porch, rolling her suitcase behind her. His heart swelled at the sight of her—her long black hair slightly tousled, her deep brown eyes lighting up at the sight of him, that familiar warmth in her smile.

God, he had missed her.

“Welcome home, baby!” he said, stepping forward and pulling her into a tight embrace.

Catalina let out a soft laugh, wrapping her arms around his neck. “Mmm, it’s good to be home!”

Cameron kissed the top of her head before pulling back, his hands resting on her waist. “How was the trip?”

“Oh, you know,” she said, waving a hand dismissively. “Long. Exhausting. I’m just glad to be back.”

“Me too.” He grinned and took her suitcase from her. “Come on, let’s get you inside.”

She followed him in, setting her purse on the entryway table. Cameron wheeled her suitcase into their bedroom and returned to find her stretching, rolling her shoulders.

“God, I have so much laundry to do,” she muttered, running a hand through her hair.

Cameron chuckled. “I can help if you want.”

Catalina shook her head quickly. “No, no, I got it.”

He shrugged, not pushing it. He wasn’t exactly eager to fold laundry anyway. “Suit yourself.”

She flashed him a quick smile and then sighed. “I should also check my emails. Just a few. I don’t want to start the week behind.”

Cameron deflated slightly. He had been hoping they could spend the afternoon together, maybe even go out for lunch or just lounge around like they used to. “You sure you don’t want to just relax? We only have today.”

Catalina softened, stepping forward and resting a hand on his chest. “I know, babe. I promise it won’t take long.”

He nodded, forcing a small smile. He wouldn’t make a big deal out of it. He knew she had a lot on her plate. Still, a small part of him wished she’d drop everything and just spend the day with him.

Instead, he watched as she disappeared into their bedroom with her suitcase, leaving him alone in the living room once more. He let out a slow breath and sank back onto the couch, turning on the TV. He wasn’t going to sulk. He wasn’t that kind of husband.

But damn, he had really been looking forward to today.

As he flipped through the channels absentmindedly, he heard the distant sound of the laundry machine starting. Catalina was keeping herself busy, and while he told himself it was fine, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something felt... off.

But he dismissed it.

After all, she had just gotten back from a long trip. She must be tired. He didn’t want to be selfish, or even come off to her that way.

He was probably just overthinking things. He usually was.
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Chapter 3: Back to Work


[image: ]


The alarm buzzed at 6:30 a.m., and Cameron groaned, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. A new workweek had begun.

Beside him, Catalina stirred, stretching before rolling out of bed with a soft yawn. “Morning,” she murmured, her voice still thick with sleep.

Cameron smiled. “Morning, beautiful.”

They went through their usual morning routine—showering, getting dressed, grabbing coffee. Catalina looked stunning as always in her form-fitting business attire, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. Cameron kissed her before they both headed out, driving separately to their offices.

At work, the hours passed in a blur of meetings and emails. Around noon, Cameron texted Catalina:

‘Hey babe, how’s your day going?’

Minutes passed. No response.

It wasn’t unusual—Catalina often got caught up in her work—but still, Cameron wished she’d reply faster. He busied himself with reports and phone calls until, almost an hour later, his phone buzzed.

‘Busy day! Hope yours is going okay.’

He smiled, shaking his head. Short and vague, but at least she responded.

Later in the afternoon, he sent another message: ‘Thinking of making that pork roast tonight. Sound good?’

Again, silence. A half-hour passed before she finally replied.

‘Sounds fine!’

Cameron exhaled, wondering why she was always slow to answer. But he brushed it off and focused on finishing his work.

—-
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BY THE TIME THEY BOTH got home, Cameron had already transformed the kitchen into a warm, inviting haven. The rich aroma of seasoned pork roast wafted through the air, mingling with the earthy scent of freshly peeled potatoes and the bright tang of their favourite vegetables. The rhythmic chop of his knife against the cutting board was steady and soothing, a comforting soundtrack to the evening. He hummed softly to himself, thinking about how Catalina’s face would light up when she walked in. Cooking for her was one of his small joys, a way to show her he cared, even after their long, exhausting days.

When the front door clicked open, Cameron glanced over his shoulder, a smile already spreading across his face. Catalina stepped inside, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor before she dropped her purse onto the counter with a relieved sigh. Her eyes met his, and even though she looked tired, the warmth in her gaze made his chest tighten with affection.

“Mmm, smells amazing,” she said, her voice soft but appreciative as she crossed the room to him. She leaned in, her hand brushing his arm, and pressed a quick, tender kiss to his lips. Cameron lingered for a moment, basking in the familiarity of her touch, the faint hint of her perfume cutting through the savoury scents of dinner.

“Figured it’d be an easy meal,” he said, his voice warm as he turned back to the vegetables. “Something comforting after the day you’ve probably had.”

“Good call,” she replied, running a hand through her hair. “It’s been one of those days. I just need to check a few more emails before dinner, okay?”

Cameron felt a flicker of frustration—he’d been hoping they could spend the evening together without work intruding—but he pushed it down. He knew how much she cared about her job, how hard she worked to stay on top of everything. Instead of voicing his disappointment, he gave her a small, understanding smile. “Go ahead. I’ve got this.”

Soon enough, Catalina returned. Dinner was quiet but pleasant, the kind of comfortable silence that comes from years of knowing each other deeply. They sat across from each other at the table, the glow of the pendant light above casting a soft, golden hue over the meal. Cameron talked animatedly about his day, his hands gesturing as he recounted a funny story from the office. Catalina listened, her eyes crinkling at the corners as she laughed softly between bites. Every so often, she’d glance at her phone, her fingers tapping out a quick reply, but she always returned her attention to him, her foot brushing his under the table in a silent apology.

Afterward, they moved to the couch, the living room bathed in the warm, dim light of the lamps. Catalina curled up beside him, her laptop balanced on her knees as she scrolled through emails. Cameron stretched out, his arm draped casually behind her, his fingers occasionally brushing her shoulder. He absentmindedly scrolled through Netflix, waiting patiently for her to finish. He didn’t mind the wait—he loved these quiet moments, just being near her, feeling the steady rhythm of her breathing and the occasional shift of her weight against him.

Eventually, she closed her laptop with a soft sigh and set it aside. “Okay, I’m done,” she said, turning to him with a tired but content smile.

Cameron grinned, his heart lifting as he clicked on one of their favourite shows. As the opening credits played, Catalina nestled closer, her head resting against his shoulder. He wrapped his arm around her, pulling her into his side, and she sighed happily, her legs tangling with his. The stress of the day seemed to melt away as they lost themselves in the familiar comfort of the show. They laughed at the same jokes, their voices mingling in the quiet room, and Cameron felt a deep sense of contentment settle over him.

For the first time in days, everything felt normal again. Not because the day had been easy, but because they were together. They had this—the quiet dinners, the shared laughter, the way they fit together so effortlessly. It was in these small, ordinary moments that Cameron felt it most: the unshakeable love they had built, the kind that didn’t need grand gestures or constant declarations. It was in the way she leaned into him, the way he instinctively knew when to give her space and when to pull her close. It was in the way they could sit in silence and still feel connected, still feel whole.

As the show played on, Catalina tilted her head to look up at him, her eyes soft and full of affection. “Thanks for dinner,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “And for... everything.”

Cameron pressed a kiss to her forehead, his lips lingering for a moment. “Always,” he replied, his voice steady and sure. And in that moment, he knew—no matter how chaotic life got, they had each other. And that was more than enough.

—-
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LATER THAT NIGHT, THEY slipped into bed. Cameron turned toward her, brushing his fingers along her arm. “It’s been a while,” he murmured playfully. He’d been wanting her so badly. For what felt like forever, now. “How about a quickie?”

“I don’t know about tonight, babe,” Catalina yawned. “I’m so tired. How about tomorrow?”

Cameron tried not to frown with disappointment. One of the main things he was craving was to feel wanted. She wasn’t giving him that right now. He persisted, but only mildly. “You sure you’re too tired?”

Catalina chuckled softly but shook her head. “Sorry, babe. I really am exhausted. Not tonight.”

He searched her face for a moment before nodding. “Alright, I’ll let you off the hook this time.” He smirked, pressing a soft kiss to her shoulder. “Get some sleep, hun.”

She hummed in response, turning onto her side. Cameron stared at the ceiling for a few moments before closing his eyes. Despite everything, tonight had felt like a step in the right direction.

He simply had no idea how wrong he was.
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Chapter 4: Monotony
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The week trudged forward in its usual rhythm, each day blending into the next with a predictability that was both comforting and stifling. Cameron and Catalina moved through their routines like clockwork—early mornings filled with groggy silence as they shuffled around the kitchen, grabbing coffee and toast before heading out the door. Work consumed their days, and by the time they returned home, they were both drained, their energy reserves depleted. Evenings were a blur of quick dinners, half-hearted conversations, and the faint glow of screens illuminating their tired faces. By the time they finally collapsed into bed, they were too exhausted to do much more than exchange a few mumbled words before sleep claimed them.

Tuesday night was no different. Cameron stood in the kitchen, the familiar hum of the stove filling the room as he stirred a pot of pasta. The scent of garlic and olive oil wafted through the air, mingling with the faint tang of grated Parmesan. He glanced at the clock on the microwave—7:15 p.m. Catalina would be home any minute. He tried to push down the flicker of hope that tonight might be different, that they might actually connect in a way that felt meaningful instead of just going through the motions.

The front door opened, and Catalina stepped inside, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She dropped her purse onto the counter with a sigh, her shoulders slumping as she kicked off her shoes. Cameron turned to her, offering a small smile. “Hey, you.”

“Hey,” she replied, her voice tinged with exhaustion. She crossed the room and leaned in to kiss him, her lips brushing his briefly before she pulled away. “Dinner smells good.”

“Just pasta,” he said with a shrug, trying to keep his tone light. “Figured it’d be quick and easy.”

“Good call,” she said, running a hand through her hair. “I need to check a few emails before we eat, though. I’ll just be a minute.”

Cameron nodded, though a pang of disappointment shot through him. Again? Why was it always like this?

He’d been hoping they could sit down together, talk, maybe even laugh a little. But he pushed the feeling aside, reminding himself that she’d had a long day. “No problem,” he said. “I’ll finish up here.” It was finally starting to get to him.

Dinner was quiet, the only sounds were the clink of forks against plates and the occasional murmur of conversation. Cameron tried to fill the silence, talking about his day, a funny story from the office, but Catalina’s responses were brief, her attention divided between him and her phone. He watched her as she typed out a quick reply, her brow furrowed in concentration, and felt a familiar ache in his chest. He missed her. Not just her physical presence, but the way they used to talk for hours, the way they used to laugh together, the way they used to feel like a team.

After dinner, they moved to the couch, Catalina curling up beside him with her laptop balanced on her knees. Cameron scrolled through Netflix, waiting for her to finish, his arm draped loosely around her shoulders. He tried to focus on the screen, but his mind kept wandering, circling the same thoughts, the same frustrations. When she finally closed her laptop and set it aside, he felt a small surge of relief.

“Okay, finished!” she said, leaning into him with a tired smile.

Cameron clicked on one of their favourite shows, hoping it might help them reconnect. They laughed at the familiar jokes, their legs tangled together, and for a moment, it felt like old times. But as the episode ended and the credits rolled, the silence that followed felt heavy, loaded with all the things they weren’t saying.

Later, as they climbed into bed, Cameron turned to her, his hand brushing her arm. “You sure you’re not in the mood?” he asked softly, his voice tinged with hope.

Catalina smiled sleepily, her eyes already half-closed. “I love you, Cam, but I’m so tired.”

He sighed, the disappointment settling in his chest like a stone. “Alright,” he said, forcing a smile. “Goodnight, babe.”

“Goodnight,” she murmured, already drifting off.

Cameron lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling, his mind racing. He told himself it was fine. It had only been a few days. Work was exhausting for both of them. He couldn’t be mad at her for being tired. He was tired too. But the rationalizations did little to ease the ache in his chest, the growing sense that something was missing.

By Thursday, the monotony had become almost unbearable. The same conversations, the same rushed dinners, the same small moments of affection that felt more like habit than genuine connection. Cameron tried to shake the feeling, telling himself it was just life, that they were both busy, that this was what adulthood looked like. But the nagging sense of emptiness lingered, a constant undercurrent beneath the surface of their daily lives.

That night, as they climbed into bed, Catalina hesitated, her fingers twisting the edge of the blanket. “I might have to go in this weekend,” she said, her voice quiet.

Cameron frowned, sitting up slightly to look at her. “Seriously? You just got back from that trip.”

“I know,” she said, her voice edged with exhaustion. “But things are crazy at work, and I have deadlines.”

Cameron exhaled sharply, running a hand down his face. The frustration he’d been trying to suppress bubbled to the surface, and this time, he couldn’t push it down. “That sucks,” he said, his tone sharper than he intended. “I mean, I get it, but... we haven’t had a real weekend together in a while. I was hoping we could do something.”

Catalina’s expression softened, and she reached for his hand. “I know,” she said, her voice gentle. “I’m sorry. I don’t even know for sure yet. I just wanted to give you a heads-up.”

Cameron looked at her, the frustration and longing warring inside him. “I just miss you,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “Not just... physically, but all of it. Us.”

Catalina sighed, her thumb brushing over his knuckles. “I miss us too, Cam.”

“Then let’s do something about it,” he said, his voice pleading. “Let’s make time for each other. Even if it’s just a few hours. We can’t keep living like this.”

She hesitated, her gaze dropping to their joined hands. “I don’t know if there’s much to do about it right now,” she said finally, her voice tinged with regret. “Work is just... it’s a lot.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy and final. Cameron felt a lump rise in his throat, the frustration and hurt threatening to spill over. He wanted to push, to ask why she wasn’t trying harder, why she wasn’t fighting for them the way he was. But instead, he just nodded stiffly, pulling his hand away.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice flat. “I guess not.”

Catalina leaned in and kissed his cheek, her lips soft and warm against his skin. “Night, babe,” she murmured, turning over to face the wall.

Cameron stared at the ceiling, his chest tight with emotions he couldn’t quite name. He wanted to believe this was just a rough patch, that things would get better once work calmed down. But deep down, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was fundamentally wrong, that they were drifting further and further apart.

Sleep didn’t come easily. His mind kept circling the same thoughts, the same frustrations. He missed the way they used to be, the way they used to laugh and talk and touch. He missed feeling like they were in this together. And for the first time in a long time, he felt a flicker of doubt—a quiet, insidious voice whispering that maybe this was just how things were now. Maybe this was all they had left.

As the hours ticked by, Cameron lay there in the dark, the weight of his thoughts pressing down on him. And for the first time in a long time, he felt truly alone.
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Chapter 5: Alone Again
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The morning light filtered through the blinds, casting soft stripes across the bedroom floor. Cameron stirred awake, his hand instinctively reaching across the bed for Catalina. But the space beside him was empty, the sheets cool to the touch. He blinked, the reality of her absence settling in as he remembered she was away for work. Again.

He sat up, running a hand through his disheveled hair, and let out a slow breath. The house felt too quiet, too still, without her there. But he pushed the loneliness aside, determined to make the most of the day. After all, he had plans—plans to make things right, to show Catalina how much she meant to him when she returned.

In the kitchen, Cameron moved through his usual routine with practiced ease. The coffee machine gurgled to life, filling the room with its rich, comforting aroma. He cracked eggs into a bowl, whisking them with a splash of milk before pouring them into a sizzling pan. The bacon followed, its salty scent mingling with the coffee as it crisped in the skillet. He plated his breakfast and sat at the table, the silence of the house pressing in around him.

As he ate, his mind wandered to Catalina. He thought about their fight earlier in the week, the tension that had lingered between them. They’d made up, of course—they always did—but he couldn’t shake the feeling that he needed to do more. He wanted her to know, truly know, how much he loved her. How much he valued their life together. Maybe he’d get her flowers when she got back. Not just any flowers, though. Her favourites—white lilies, the ones she always stopped to admire whenever they passed by the florist downtown. He’d pick up a bouquet on his way home from the gym, along with a bottle of that wine she liked.

The thought lifted his spirits as he finished his breakfast and cleared the dishes. He changed into his gym clothes, the familiar routine grounding him as he laced up his sneakers and grabbed his water bottle. The gym was his sanctuary, a place where he could push his body and quiet his mind. That was especially important for him right now.

The elliptical was his first stop. He stepped onto the machine, setting the resistance to a challenging level before starting his run. The rhythmic motion of his legs and the steady hum of the machine filled his ears as he settled into a pace. His thoughts drifted again to Catalina. He wondered what she was doing right now. Was she in a meeting? Grabbing coffee with her colleagues? He hoped she was thinking of him, too.

Thirty minutes later, his shirt damp with sweat, Cameron moved to the weights. He started with bench presses, the familiar strain of his muscles as he lifted the barbell was a welcome distraction. He pushed himself harder than usual, adding an extra ten pounds to his usual set. The burn in his chest and arms felt good, like he was accomplishing something tangible. Next came squats, then deadlifts, each rep a small victory. By the time he finished, his body was exhausted but his mind felt clearer, the frustration and loneliness of the morning replaced by a sense of accomplishment.

Back at home, Cameron showered and changed before heading to the kitchen to make lunch. He whipped up a simple turkey sandwich, adding a handful of chips and a pickle to the plate. He carried it to the dining table, where he sat by the window, staring out at the quiet street. The sunlight streamed in, warming his face as he ate, but his thoughts were far away.

He wondered what Catalina was doing. Was she thinking about him? Did she miss him as much as he missed her? He imagined her in a sleek office, her laptop open, her brow furrowed in concentration as she worked through her emails. He smiled faintly, picturing the way she’d tuck her hair behind her ear when she was focused, the way she’d bite her lip when she was deep in thought.

In reality, Catalina was miles away, but not in an office. She was at Antonio Ramirez’s apartment; her boss’ place. The air between them was charged. The tension that had been building between them for their entire week apart was finally boiling over. Antonio’s hands were on her waist, his lips on her neck, and Catalina let herself be swept up in the moment, her guilt and loyalty to Cameron pushed to the far corners of her mind. The two engaged in an intimate kiss at the moment; though that was just the beginning of their fun.

But Cameron knew none of this. He sat by the window, his sandwich half-eaten, his thoughts filled with her. He thought about the flowers he’d get her, the way her face would light up when she saw them. He thought about the dinner he’d make when she got back, something special, something to show her how much he cared.

As the afternoon stretched on, Cameron cleaned up the kitchen and settled on the couch with a book. But his mind kept drifting back to Catalina. He missed her. He missed the sound of her laughter, the way she’d lean into him when they watched TV, the way she’d kiss him goodnight.

He pulled out his phone and typed a quick text: ‘Thinking of you. Hope your day’s going well. Can’t wait to see you.’ He hesitated for a moment before hitting send, then set the phone aside.

The house felt emptier than ever as he waited for a reply that didn’t come.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 6: Catalina’s Return
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The sound of the front door opening pulled Cameron from his thoughts. He’d been in the kitchen, putting the finishing touches on dinner, when he heard the familiar jingle of keys and the soft thud of Catalina’s suitcase hitting the floor. His heart leapt, a mix of excitement and nervous energy coursing through him as he wiped his hands on a towel and hurried to greet her.

“Hey, you’re back!” he said, his voice warm as he rounded the corner into the entryway.

Catalina stood there, her hair slightly disheveled from travel, her cheeks flushed from the cold outside. She looked up at him, and for a moment, her face lit up with a smile that made his chest tighten. “Hey,” she said, her voice soft but tired. She dropped her bag and stepped into his arms, her body fitting against his in a way that felt both familiar and comforting.

Cameron held her tightly, breathing in the faint scent of her perfume mixed with the crispness of the winter air. “I missed you,” he murmured into her hair, his voice thick with emotion.

“I missed you too,” she replied, pulling back just enough to look up at him. Her eyes searched his face, and for a brief moment, he thought he saw something flicker in her expression—something he couldn’t quite place. But then she smiled again, and it was gone.

“Come on,” he said, taking her hand and leading her toward the kitchen. “I made dinner. And... there’s something else.”

Catalina followed him, her curiosity piqued. As they stepped into the kitchen, her eyes widened at the sight of the table. It was set with their nicest dishes, a candle flickering in the center, and a bouquet of white lilies resting in a vase beside it. The air was filled with the rich aroma of roasted chicken, garlic mashed potatoes, and steamed vegetables—all of her favourites.

“Cameron,” she said, her voice catching as she turned to him. “This is... wow. You did all this?”

He shrugged, a sheepish smile tugging at his lips. “I wanted to make tonight special. You’ve been working so hard, and I just... I wanted you to know how much I appreciate you.”

Catalina’s eyes softened, and she reached up to cup his face in her hands. “You’re amazing,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. She leaned in and kissed him, her lips warm and tender against his. For a moment, everything else faded away, and it was just the two of them, wrapped up in each other.

But then she pulled back, her gaze drifting toward the table again. “This looks incredible,” she said, though her voice sounded distant, as if her mind were somewhere else.

Cameron frowned slightly, studying her face. “You okay?” he asked, his tone gentle.

“Yeah, of course,” she said quickly, forcing a smile. “Just... tired, I guess. It’s been a long few days.”

He nodded, though the unease in his chest didn’t quite fade. “Well, let’s eat before it gets cold.”

They sat down together, the candlelight casting a warm glow over the table. Cameron served her a plate, watching as she took her first bite.

“Mmmm... This is amazing,” she said, her voice genuine as she smiled at him. “You’ve outdone yourself!”

“I’m glad you like it,” he replied, though he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. She was here, she was smiling, but her eyes kept darting around the room, as if she were distracted.

They talked as they ate, Cameron filling her in on his week—the gym sessions, the book he’d started reading, the small projects he’d tackled around the house. Catalina listened, nodding and chiming in occasionally, but her responses felt... perfunctory. Like she was going through the motions.

“How was your trip?” he asked, trying to draw her out. “Anything interesting happen?”

Catalina hesitated for a fraction of a second before shaking her head. “Not really. Just the usual—meetings, deadlines, you know how it is.”

Cameron studied her, his brow furrowing slightly. “You sure? You seem... I don’t know, distracted or something.”

She looked up at him, her expression softening. “I’m not distracted,” she said, reaching across the table to take his hand. “I’m right here with you. I promise.”

Her words were reassuring, but the way she avoided his gaze made his stomach twist. Still, he forced a smile, squeezing her hand. “Okay. I just... I want you to know you can talk to me about anything. Whatever’s on your mind.”

“I know,” she said, her voice gentle. “And I will. I’m just... really tired. That’s all.”

Cameron nodded, though the unease lingered. They finished dinner in relative silence, the weight of unspoken words hanging between them. Afterward, Catalina insisted on helping him clean up, though her movements were slow, her mind probably still elsewhere.

As they settled on the couch later that evening, Cameron wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. She leaned into him, her head resting on his shoulder, but her body felt tense, as if she were holding something back.

“You sure you’re okay?” he asked again, his voice quiet.

“I’m fine,” she said, her tone firm but not unkind. “Just... need some time to unwind, I think.”

Cameron nodded, though the knot in his chest tightened. He wanted to believe her, to trust that everything was fine. But as he sat there, staring at the flickering TV screen, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong.

Catalina was here, but in so many ways, she felt farther away than ever. And no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t figure out why.
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Chapter 7: Rumour Has It
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The weekend stretched out before Cameron, quiet and uneventful. Catalina had left early that morning, citing a last-minute project at the office that couldn’t wait. He’d grown used to her absences by now; the way work seemed to consume more and more of her time. Still, the house felt emptier without her, the silence pressing in on him as he moved through his usual Saturday routine.

He’d just finished a late breakfast when his phone buzzed on the counter. He picked it up, expecting a text from Catalina or maybe a notification from one of his apps. Instead, he saw a message from an unfamiliar Facebook account—a blank profile picture and a name that looked like a random string of letters and numbers.

‘You should know the truth about your wife.’

Cameron frowned, his stomach tightening as he stared at the screen. What was this? He tapped on the message, his fingers hovering over the keyboard as he debated how to respond. Finally, he typed back: ‘Who is this?’

The response came quickly: ‘Someone who cares. She’s been cheating on you.’

Cameron’s heart skipped a beat, but he shook his head, forcing himself to stay calm. This had to be a joke, some kind of prank. Catalina wouldn’t—she couldn’t—do something like that.

‘You’re lying,’ he typed back, his fingers trembling slightly. ‘Really, who is this?’

There was a long pause before the next message came through: ‘I told you. Someone who cares. Who I am doesn’t matter, what matters is that you know what she’s doing.’

Cameron was getting a bit frustrated with this whole scenario by now. Was this person just trying to psych him out? Was he trying to ruin their relationship? Did he want Catalina for himself?

He hesitated as to what to say next. He was half-tempted to tell this random stranger to fuck off. But instead, he worried about the possibility they were being truthful. He wanted more info. And clearly, this person wouldn’t give up who they were. So he decided to ask, rather pointedly.

‘Listen buddy. If you won’t tell me who you are, at least tell me who she’s cheating with. If you’re being serious, that is.’

A few minutes went by. Cameron looked over to check his phone a few times. No message yet.

Then, he heard the buzz. The screen had lit up. He came over to check it. He opened the message.

‘His name is Antonio Ramirez.’ Cameron was floored. His mind just about went blank.

Cameron stared at the words, his mind racing. Antonio Ramirez? Her boss? Cameron had actually met the guy. Several times, in fact. He seemed fine. Nothing special, but fine.

The idea was absurd. Catalina had always spoken highly of him, sure, but she’d never given him any reason to think there was something more between them. Still, a seed of doubt had been planted, and he couldn’t ignore the way his chest tightened as he read the message again.

‘Prove it,’ he typed, his jaw clenched. Cameron was actually nervous now.

The response was slower this time, the minutes stretching into hours as Cameron waited, his anxiety growing with each passing second. He tried to distract himself—he cleaned the kitchen, went for a run, even started a load of laundry—but his mind kept circling back to the messages.

Finally, his phone buzzed again. ‘I can’t. Check her phone if you want proof.’

Cameron’s stomach churned. He didn’t want to believe it; didn’t want to think that Catalina could betray him like this. But the doubt was there now, gnawing at him, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off.

He obviously couldn’t check her phone yet. It wasn’t in the house. He texted back, in desperation. ‘What will I find?’

‘Lots of texts between them. Not sure exactly what. But, I’m sure you’ll find they came home early from the business trip. The two of them got a hotel together, in town. Just them.’

Cameron was absolutely flabbergasted now. And he was starting to believe it could truly be possible.

He thought about the way she’d been distant lately, the way her eyes seemed to avoid his, the way she’d been so quick to dismiss his concerns. He thought about the business trip she’d taken, and how he hadn’t heard much from her while she was away. Plus, she hadn’t seemed too eager to spend time with him once she’d got back home.

Cameron’s breath caught in his throat, his vision blurring as he read the words again and again. It couldn’t be true. It couldn’t. But the pieces were falling into place, and the picture they formed was one he didn’t want to see.

He sank into the couch, his phone slipping from his hand as he stared blankly at the wall. His mind raced, replaying every moment from the past few weeks—every missed connection, every half-hearted smile, every time she’d brushed him off. Had it all been a lie?

The thought was unbearable, but he couldn’t ignore it. He had to know the truth.

He decided right then and there; he’d be confronting Catalina as soon as he saw her tonight.
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Chapter 8: Confrontation
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The hours dragged on, each minute feeling like an eternity as Cameron waited for Catalina to come home. His mind was a whirlwind of emotions—anger, disbelief, heartache, and a gnawing sense of dread that he couldn’t shake. He paced the living room, his thoughts racing as he rehearsed what he would say, how he would confront her. He needed answers, and he needed them now.

When the front door finally opened, Cameron froze, his heart pounding in his chest. Catalina stepped inside, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She looked tired, her shoulders slumped as she dropped her bag onto the counter.

“Hey,” she said, her voice quiet as she glanced at him.

Cameron didn’t respond right away. He just stood there, staring at her, his jaw clenched as he tried to find the words. He couldn’t hide his anger.

Catalina frowned, her brow furrowing as she studied him. “What’s wrong?” she asked, her tone cautious.

“We need to talk,” Cameron said, his voice low and steady.

Catalina’s eyes widened slightly, and she hesitated before nodding. “Okay,” she said slowly. “About what?”

Cameron took a deep breath, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. “I got a message today,” he began, his voice trembling slightly. “From someone who told me you’ve been cheating on me.”

Catalina’s face went pale, her mouth opening slightly as if she were about to speak, but no words came out. For a moment, she just stared at him, her expression a mix of shock and something else—something that made Cameron’s stomach twist.

“What?” she finally managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

“They said it’s with Antonio,” Cameron continued, his voice rising as the anger and hurt bubbled to the surface. “Your boss. They said you lied about the business trip, that you came home early and got a hotel room with him.”

Catalina’s eyes darted away, her hands trembling as she crossed her arms over her chest. “That’s... that’s insane,” she said, her voice shaky. “I can’t believe you’d even listen to something like that!”

Cameron took a step closer, his eyes narrowing as he studied her face. “Is it true?” he demanded, his voice sharp.

“No!” Catalina snapped, her voice rising as she turned to face him. “How could you even ask me that? I can’t believe you don’t trust me!”

Cameron’s chest tightened, and he shook his head. “I didn’t want to believe it,” he said, his voice cracking. “But you’ve been so distant lately, and I... I just need to know the truth.”

“The truth is that I’ve been working my ass off!” Catalina shot back, her eyes blazing with anger. “I’ve been stressed and exhausted, and instead of being supportive, you’re accusing me of... of this?”

Cameron hesitated, the doubt creeping in as he watched her. She seemed genuinely upset, but there was something in her eyes—something she wasn’t saying.

“If it’s not true,” he said slowly, “then let me see your phone.”

Catalina’s face flushed, and she took a step back. “What? No! That’s such an invasion of privacy!”

“If you have nothing to hide, then why does it matter?” Cameron countered, his voice rising.

“Because it’s about trust!” Catalina shouted, her voice breaking. “If you don’t trust me, then what are we even doing here?”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy and suffocating. Cameron stared at her, his chest heaving as he tried to process everything. He wanted to believe her, wanted to trust her, but the doubt was still there, gnawing at him.

“I just... I need to know,” he said finally, his voice quiet.

Catalina shook her head, tears welling in her eyes. “I can’t believe you’d even think I could do something like that,” she said, her voice trembling. “I thought you knew me better than this.”

Cameron didn’t respond. He just stood there, his mind racing as he tried to make sense of everything.

Catalina wiped at her eyes, her shoulders slumping as she turned away. “I’m going to bed,” she said quietly. “I can’t do this right now.”

Cameron watched as she walked down the hallway, her footsteps echoing in the silence. He wanted to stop her, to demand answers, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. Instead, he sank onto the couch, his head in his hands as the weight of everything crashed down on him.

That night, they slept in separate rooms for the first time in years. Cameron lay on the couch, staring at the ceiling, his mind racing as he tried to piece together what had just happened. Catalina’s reaction had been defensive, angry, but there had been something else too—something that made him wonder if there was more to the story.

And as he lay there in the dark, the silence of the house pressing in on him, he couldn’t shake the feeling that their relationship was hanging by a thread.
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Chapter 9: The Catch
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Cameron sat in his car, his hands gripping the steering wheel tightly as he stared at the GPS on his phone. The little blue dot on the screen marked Catalina’s location, and it hadn’t moved in over an hour. He’d been clever—or so he thought—when he’d slipped the AirTag into her mess of a trunk a few days ago. He tucked it into one of the corners, at the bottom, buried under a ton of stuff. She never went back there. Never bothered to clean it out. It was the perfect hiding spot.

Now, as he followed the directions to the location the AirTag had led him to, he almost laughed at the absurdity of it all. Him, Cameron, the guy who’d never been the suspicious type, the guy who’d always trusted his wife implicitly, was now on some kind of amateur sting operation. It felt like something out of a bad TV drama. How many shows like this had he watched? Too many. He chuckled to himself at the craziness of the situation.

Except it wasn’t funny. Not even close. He was only chuckling as a coping mechanism.

The GPS led him to a run-down motel on the outskirts of town, the kind of place with flickering neon signs and cracked pavement. Cameron’s stomach churned as he pulled into the parking lot, his eyes scanning the rows of cars until he spotted hers—Catalina’s silver sedan, parked in a corner spot. What the fuck was it doing here?

He parked a few rows away, his heart pounding as he cut the engine. For a moment, he just sat there, staring at her car, trying to process what this meant. She wasn’t at work. She was here. At this sleazy, no-name motel. With him. Antonio.

Cameron’s hands trembled as he reached for the door handle. He didn’t know what he was going to do—confront her? Demand answers?—but he knew he couldn’t just sit there. He had to see this through.

He stepped out of the car, the cool air hitting his face as he walked toward the motel. His eyes darted around, looking for any sign of Catalina or Antonio, but the parking lot was eerily quiet. The only sound was the faint hum of the neon sign above the motel office.

Cameron’s stomach twisted as he approached the building, his eyes scanning the row of doors. Which room were they in? He had no way of knowing, but he couldn’t just walk away. Not now.

He moved closer to the building, his footsteps soft against the pavement. The curtains in most of the windows were drawn, the cheap, orange fabric doing little to block out the light. He peered through the gaps, trying to catch a glimpse inside, but the rooms were too dark, the curtains too thick.

Frustration bubbled up inside him as he stepped back, running a hand through his hair. He couldn’t see anything. He couldn’t prove anything. All he had was her car, parked in this godforsaken lot, and the sinking feeling in his gut that told him everything he needed to know.

He glanced at his watch. He’d been here for almost 45 minutes, and there was still no sign of her. No movement, no sound, nothing. He couldn’t just stand there all day, waiting for her to come out.

With a heavy sigh, Cameron turned and walked back to his car. His mind was a whirlwind of emotions—anger, heartbreak, disbelief—but beneath it all was a strange sense of clarity. He knew now. He knew the truth.

He knew there wasn’t much he could do, at least now right now. Still, he hesitated before driving home, sitting and staring at her car for several moments.

The drive home was a blur, the road stretching out before him as he replayed everything in his mind. The messages, Catalina’s defensiveness, the way she’d been so distant lately. It all made sense now.

When he finally pulled into the driveway, the house felt emptier than ever. He stepped inside, the silence pressing in on him as he dropped his keys onto the counter. He didn’t know what he was going to do next, but he knew one thing for certain: things could never go back to the way they were.

Cameron yet again sank into the couch, slumping as he felt the weight of the world pushing down on him. He’d caught her, but it didn’t feel like a victory. It felt like the end of something—something he wasn’t ready to let go of.

And as he sat there in the quiet, the reality of what he’d discovered settled over him like a heavy blanket. He knew the truth now, but he had no idea what to do with it.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 10: Handling It?
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Catalina walked through the front door the next day, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. She looked exhausted, her hair slightly disheveled and her makeup smudged, but there was a tension in her shoulders that hadn’t been there before. Cameron was waiting for her, sitting on the edge of the couch, his elbows on his knees and his hands clasped tightly together.

The moment she saw him, she froze. Her eyes narrowed, and she dropped her bag onto the floor with a loud thud. “What’s wrong now?” she asked, her voice already sharp and defensive.

Cameron stood, his jaw clenched as he faced her. “We need to talk,” he said, his voice low and steady, though the anger simmering beneath the surface was unmistakable.

Catalina crossed her arms over her chest, her eyes blazing. “About what?”

“About where you were yesterday,” he shot back, his voice rising. “About why your car was parked at some shitty motel on the other side of town.”

Catalina’s face went pale, and her facial expression abruptly dropped. It was as though she hadn’t expected to be called out like that. She quickly recovered, her expression hardening. “Are you serious right now? Are you following me now?”

“I didn’t have to follow you,” Cameron snapped, his voice trembling with anger. “I put an AirTag in your car. I know you weren’t at work, Catalina. I know you were with him.”

For a moment, she just stared at him, her mouth opening and closing as if she were searching for words. Then, her face crumpled, and she shook her head. “You had no right—”

“I had every right!” Cameron shouted, cutting her off. “You’ve been lying to me for weeks! Months, maybe! How long has this been going on, huh? How long have you been sneaking around behind my back?”

Catalina’s eyes filled with tears, but she didn’t back down. “You don’t understand,” she said, her voice breaking. “You have no idea what it’s been like—”

“Then explain it to me!” Cameron roared, his voice echoing through the house. “Because I’m standing here trying to figure out how the woman I married could do something like this!”

The tears spilled over, streaming down Catalina’s face as she shook her head. “I didn’t want to hurt you,” she whispered. “I never wanted this to happen.”

“But it did happen!” Cameron shot back, his chest heaving. “You let it happen! You chose him over me!”

“It wasn’t like that!” Catalina cried, her voice rising. “It wasn’t about choosing him over you! It was... it was complicated, Cameron! You have no idea what I’ve been going through!”

“Then fucking tell me!” he shouted, his voice cracking. “Because I’m standing here trying to understand how the hell we ended up here!”

The room fell silent, the only sound the ragged breaths they both took as they stared at each other. Catalina’s shoulders slumped, and she wiped at her tears with the back of her hand. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I never meant for any of this to happen.”

Cameron’s chest tightened, and he shook his head. “Sorry isn’t enough, Catalina. Not for this.”

For a long moment, neither of them spoke. The weight of everything hung heavy in the air, the pain and betrayal and heartache swirling between them like a storm. And then, as if something inside them both snapped, they moved at the same time.

Catalina stepped forward, her eyes filled with tears but burning with something else—something raw and desperate. Cameron met her halfway, his hands gripping her arms as he pulled her to him. Their lips crashed together in a kiss that was anything but gentle. It was fierce, hungry, filled with all the pain and anger and longing they’d been holding back.

Cameron’s hands slid up to her face, his fingers tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss. Catalina’s arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer as if she were afraid he’d disappear. The taste of her tears mixed with the heat of their mouths, and for a moment, nothing else mattered.

He backed her against the wall, his body pressing into hers as his hands roamed over her curves. She could do nothing but kiss him. Catalina gasped into his mouth, her nails digging into his shoulders as she kissed him with a desperation that matched his own. It was messy, chaotic, and electric; every touch and every breath fueled by the storm of emotions raging between them.

Cameron’s lips moved to her neck, his teeth grazing and nibbling into her skin as she arched into him. “I hate you,” he muttered against her collarbone, his voice rough and trembling.

“I hate you too,” Catalina whispered, her hands gripping his hair as she pulled his mouth back to hers.

But the words were hollow, drowned out by the heat of their bodies and the intensity of the moment. This wasn’t about hate. It was about pain, about loss, about the realization that this might be the last time they’d ever be this close. And the fiery kissing only continued.

Cameron’s hands slid under her shirt, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist as he kissed her with a hunger that felt almost primal. Catalina’s breath hitched, her body responding to his touch even as her heart ached with the weight of everything they’d lost. She was in shock, but so was he. Their actions were purely carnal, as if there wasn’t quite thought behind them. Only longing; wanting.

For a moment, they were lost in each other, the world outside fading away as they clung to the heat and the passion and the raw, unfiltered connection between them. But even as their bodies moved together, their hearts were heavy with the knowledge that this couldn’t last.

This wasn’t love. Not anymore. Or at least, not right now. It was pain. It was anger.

Cameron’s hands were on her hips now, gripping her tightly as he yanked her skirt up and tore her panties down in one swift motion. Catalina let out a sharp gasp, her body trembling as he exposed her completely. There was no tenderness in his touch, no softness—only a raw, desperate need to reclaim what was his.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice low and feral as he pressed his forehead against hers. He bit her lip as he went in slowly for a kiss. His hands moved to her throat, his fingers wrapping around it as he squeezed just enough to make her whimper. “Say it.”

Catalina’s breath caught, for a few reasons this time, with her eyes widening as she looked up at him. “I—I’m yours,” she whispered, her voice trembling. She felt no choice but to admit it.

“Louder.” His fingers tightened, her face flushing as he cut off her air for just a moment. “Say it like you mean it.”

“I’m yours!” she cried out, her voice breaking as she clutched at his wrists. Her nails dug into his skin, but Cameron didn’t flinch. He let go of her throat, his hands moving to her thighs as he lifted her up and pinned her against the wall.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his lips finding hers again in a bruising kiss. Catalina’s legs wrapped around his waist, her body clinging onto his as he pressed against her. She could feel him, hard and unyielding, through the fabric of his pants, and it sent a shiver of anticipation through her. Some part of her had definitely missed him.

Cameron’s hands moved to her ass, gripping her tightly as he pulled her closer. “You want this?” he asked, his voice rough as he ground his hips against hers. “You want me to fuck you like this?”

Catalina nodded frantically, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Please...”

Cameron’s lips curled into a smirk, and he pulled back just enough to look her in the eyes. “Beg for it.”

Catalina’s heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with want. “Please, Cameron...” she begged, her voice trembling. “Please fuck me... I need you...”

He always loved when she begged him for it. The sounds, the whimpers, the puppy dog eyes. It all only served to make him harder.

He didn’t make her wait any longer. In one swift motion, he undid his belt and pushed his pants down, freeing his cock. Catalina’s breath caught in her throat as she felt the tip of him tease against her entrance. He was thick, hot, and throbbing with need, and he didn’t hesitate. He only briefly placed her down, so that he could step out of his pants. It wasn’t long before he picked her right back up, and pushed her to the wall again. This time, he filled her, slowly and deeply.

Catalina cried out as he thrusted inside her; her body stretching to accommodate him. Cameron’s hands moved to her hips, gripping her tightly as he thrust into her, hard and deep. “You feel that?” he growled, his voice low and rough. “That’s what you’ve been missing. That’s what you gave up.” She gasped as he pinched one of her nipples, and then twisted it in his fingers.

Catalina’s nails dug into his shoulders, her body opening up to his as he fucked her against the wall. Each thrust was punishing, driving the air from her lungs and leaving her gasping for breath. Between the aggressive thrusts coming from Cameron, and the sturdiness of the wall behind her, there simply wasn’t much room for her to breathe. But even as pain shot through her, she couldn’t deny the pleasure that came with it. She hadn’t felt this alive in months.

Cameron’s hands moved to her ass, gripping her tightly as he pulled her onto his cock with each thrust. “You like that?” he asked, his voice dark and possessive. “You like being fucked like this you little slut?”

Catalina’s head fell back against the wall, her eyes squeezing shut as she nodded. “Yes...” she whimpered, her voice trembling. “Yes, I like it...”

He smacked her lightly, across her face. Mostly in a teasing sort of manner. Then, he directed her, “That’s ‘yes, I like it sir,’ to you,” as he continued stuffing her.

Her mouth opened, against her will. “Y-yes! I like it, sir,” she said, struggling to get the words out. She still couldn’t believe all this was happening.

Cameron’s lips curled into a smirk, and he leaned in to capture hers in a rough, demanding kiss. His teeth nipped at her bottom lip, and she gasped into his mouth as he pulled back. “You’re not going anywhere,” he growled, his voice low and dark. “Not ever again.”

Catalina’s heart pounded in her chest as he pulled her away from the wall, his hands still gripping her ass as he carried her to the couch. He laid her down on her back, his body hovering over hers as he positioned himself between her legs. “Spread your legs,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Catalina obeyed without hesitation, her legs parting for him as he pushed her thighs apart. Cameron’s eyes darkened as he looked down at her, his cock throbbing with need as he lined himself up with her entrance. “This is mine,” he growled, his voice low and feral as he was about to thrust into her again. “You’re mine.” For good measure, he made sure to slap her face a bit harder this time.

Catalina cried out as he buried himself inside her, her body shuddering with pleasure as he began to move. His thrusts were hard and deep, each one driving her closer to the edge. She could feel the tension building in her body, the heat pooling in her core as he fucked her with a ferocity she’d never experienced before. She wasn’t sure if it was more from how mad he was, how bad he wanted her, or how mentally exhilarating this entire experience had been.

Cameron’s hands moved to her breasts, his fingers pinching and twisting her nipples as he fucked her. Catalina gasped, her back arching off the couch as pleasure shot through her. “Cameron...” she whimpered, her voice trembling. “Please... I’m close...”

“Not yet,” he growled, his voice rough as he slowed his pace just enough to drive her crazy. “You’re not coming until I say you can.” He choked her harder, now. He alternated between choking Catalina, and pulling her hair. “You’re such a naughty little slut!” he teased while he punished her.

Catalina’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need as she looked up at him. “Please...” she begged, her voice growing louder with wanting. “I need it!”

Cameron couldn’t help but smile and he leaned down to capture her lips in another rough, demanding kiss. His hands moved to her hips, gripping them tightly as he began to fuck her harder, faster, and rougher with each thrust. “Come for me,” he growled, his voice low and commanding. “Now!” He demanded, as he smacked one of her tits while plowing her good and deep.

Catalina’s body practically shattered as the first wave of pleasure hit her, her back arching off the couch as she came. Cameron fucked her through it, his thrusts relentless as he drove her higher and higher. She could feel the tension building in her body again, her pussy soaking wet for him as he pushed her towards the edge once more.

“Again,” he ordered, his voice rough and demanding. “Come for me again!” Catalina hadn’t had problems with multiple orgasms before. And he wanted to see that look of pleasure on her face again. Even if it was just for one last time.

Catalina’s body obeyed without hesitation, slowly readying herself. As he fucked her hard, he massaged her clit with his thumb. He spit on his hand, and rubbed in tiny circles, just how she liked. He saw her breathing get deeper, her eyes close, and her body shake with the renewed signs of pleasure.

The second wave of ecstasy hit her even harder than the first. She screamed his name, her nails digging into his shoulders as she came undone. She might have even drawn blood. But Cameron loved it that way. Cameron growled, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release. He viewed it as her giving him permission to fuck her harder.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice low and threatening as he thrusted faster. “Your body is mine, your ass is mine, that pussy is mine! Forever!” He groaned so loudly now. The screams started, almost out of nowhere, then all at once. “Ah! Oh! OH FUCK YES BABY!” Cameron screamed out as he came inside her, his body shuddering with pleasure. She could do nothing but hold him tight, and accept his load. She stroked his back gently, like such a good girl, allowing him to get his full release.

Catalina’s breath came in shallow gasps as she looked up at him, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Cameron leaned down to pull her in for another rough kiss, his hands gripping her hips and sides tightly as he held her close.

“I’m not letting you go,” he whispered, his voice low and quieter now. “Not ever again.”

Catalina’s heart pounded in her chest as she looked up at him, her body still trembling with pleasure. She didn’t know what the future held, but in that moment, she knew one thing for certain: she was his. And she always would be.

She thought that was it. Then, she was surprised.

Cameron pulled out of her, his body still hovering over hers as he looked down at her. She still leaked with his cum. “On your knees,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Catalina hesitated for just a moment, her body still trembling as she pushed herself up onto her knees. Cameron’s hands moved to her hips, gripping her tightly as he positioned himself behind her. “You’ve been a bad girl,” he growled, his voice low and dark. “And bad girls need to be punished.” He began giving her a spanking.

Catalina nodded. Cameron reached down to spank her again, harder now. This time, the pleasure would solely be for him. He walked around to Catalina’s front, placing his cock near her face while he gently grabbed and held her head in his hands.

“Take it deep,” he ordered, as he made sure his cock entered into her mouth. She was slow with it, so he helped by gently grabbing at her and thrusting his hips forward. It wasn’t long before he was fucking her throat.

“There we go! Be a good little slut! Take your man deep. Please him!” he groaned, grabbing a fistful of her hair while he fucked her face.

She accepted her place and did as she was told. But Cameron was still hungry for more.

“Eye contact! Don’t forget the eye contact!” She struggled to look up, but managed somehow. A few tears swelled in her eyes from how fast he was going. But that didn’t slow him down.

They stayed like that. For as long as he liked, really. She sucked him, while he helped by thrusting deep into her mouth. He was chasing his own orgasm, and she knew it. She just took it like a good girl, and accepted it.

“There we go! Such a pretty little whore!” he cried out, degrading her as he fucked her face faster. She could feel as he throbbed larger and harder in her throat.

He began to cry out. “Good girl! Be a good girl! I want you to take it in your mouth!” She couldn’t even nod due to the pace. But silently, she agreed.

He continued, for several minutes. He couldn’t find his orgasm right away, no matter how hard he chased it.

But when he finally did get there, he really did. He shot massive amounts of his cum into her mouth and all over her face. It was too much to keep inside.

As he went over to the couch, weak in the knees, and sat, he ordered her “Show me!” She happily obliged him.

“Be a good girl and swallow it. Every drop.”

She nodded, and swallowed everything in her mouth in one big gulp.

But then she really impressed him. She licked everything off her face, using just her tongue, and swallowed again.

He didn’t even need to ask. She opened her mouth and showed him. It was gone. All gone. What a sexy sight. Cameron couldn’t help but smile.

The two collapsed side by side, worn out from their efforts.
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Chapter 11: Debrief


[image: ]


The room was heavy with the scent of sweat and sex, the air thick and humid from the heat of their bodies. The sheets were tangled and damp from all their sweat, clinging to them as they lay side by side, their chests rising and falling in ragged unison. The bedroom reeked of sex, even though the two of them had done it in the living room.

Cameron’s arm was draped over Catalina’s waist, his fingers absently tracing circles on her hip as they both stared at the ceiling, too exhausted to move, too overwhelmed to speak.

For a long time, neither of them said anything. What could they say, anyway? The silence was charged, filled with the weight of everything that had just happened—the anger, the passion, the raw, unfiltered emotion that had poured out of them both. It had been explosive, cathartic, and utterly exhausting.

Finally, Catalina broke the silence. Her voice was soft, hesitant, as if she were afraid to shatter the fragile peace between them. “So... what now?”

Cameron let out a slow breath, his mind racing as he tried to process everything. What should come next? They’d just had the most intense, passionate sex of their lives, but it didn’t erase the betrayal, the lies, the hurt. It didn’t fix anything.

“I don’t know,” he admitted, his voice rough. “That was... a lot. But it doesn’t change what happened.”

Catalina turned her head to look at him, her eyes filled with a mix of hope and fear. “I know,” she said quietly. “But it doesn’t have to be the end, either. We can... we can try to fix this. If you want to.”

Cameron hesitated, his chest tightening as he met her gaze. “Do you even want to?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. “Or are you just saying that because you feel guilty?”

Catalina’s eyes filled with tears, and she shook her head. “I want to,” she said, her voice trembling. “I know I messed up, Cameron. I know I hurt you. But I love you. I don’t want to lose you.”

Cameron’s throat tightened, and he looked away, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He wanted to believe her, wanted to believe that they could fix this, but the pain was still there, raw and fresh. He was unbelievably hurt by all of this. He wasn’t sure he could ever get over it.

“If we’re going to try,” he said finally, his voice steady but firm, “you need to be honest with me. About everything. No more lies, no more secrets. And we need to do counselling. If you’re serious about this, about us, then we need to work through it together.”

Catalina nodded quickly, her hand reaching for his. “I am serious,” she said, her voice earnest. “I’ll do whatever it takes. I’ll be honest, I’ll go to counselling, I’ll... I’ll do whatever you need me to do.”

Cameron looked at her, his eyes searching hers for any hint of insincerity, but all he saw was regret and determination. He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “I still don’t know if I can forgive you,” he admitted. “But... I’m willing to try. If you’re willing to put in the work.”

“I am,” Catalina said immediately, her voice firm, despite her tears. “I’ll do whatever it takes. I’ll... I’ll serve you, however you want, until we can make this work again.”

Cameron raised an eyebrow, a faint smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. “However I want?” he repeated, his tone teasing but with an edge of something darker, something that sent a shiver down Catalina’s spine.

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Yes,” she said, her voice soft but steady. “Whatever you say.”

Cameron’s smirk widened, and he couldn’t help but let his mind wander. He pictured her on her knees for him, her eyes filled with submission and desire. He pictured her doing whatever he asked, whenever he asked, her body and soul completely his. It was a tempting thought, one that stirred something deep inside him. Especially with how distant they’d been lately. It was intriguing, to say the least.

But he knew it wasn’t just about sex. It was about trust, about rebuilding what they’d lost. And as much as the idea of her submission excited him, he knew it wouldn’t be enough on its own.

“Guess this means you need to find a new job,” he said, his tone lighter now, half-joking. Though the underlying tension was still there.

Catalina nodded, her expression serious. “I know. I’ll start looking. But my primary focus will be on us. On you. On making this right.”

Cameron studied her for a moment, then nodded. “Okay,” he said quietly. “We’ll take it one day at a time.”

Catalina smiled faintly, her hand squeezing his. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For giving me a chance.”

Cameron didn’t respond. Instead, he pulled her closer, his arms wrapping around her as they lay there in the messy sheets. For the first time in weeks, he felt a flicker of hope—a small, fragile spark that maybe, just maybe, they could find their way back to each other.

And as he closed his eyes, his mind drifted back to the image of her on her knees, her eyes filled with devotion. It was a powerful thought, one that made his chest tighten with a mix of desire and longing.

Maybe, he thought, they actually had a chance. Maybe, she could be his again.

That thought made him feel truly happy. Maybe they could find a sense of peace, after all.
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function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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