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Chapter 1: The Sound of Silence
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The morning light filtered through the gauzy curtains of the kitchen, casting a soft, golden glow over the room. Anya stood by the counter, her back to Callum, her slender fingers wrapped around a mug of steaming tea. She was still in her robe, the fabric clinging to her in a way that once would have made him cross the room and pull her into his arms. But now, he just watched her, sipping his coffee, the bitterness of the brew matching the taste in his mouth.

The silence between them was thick, heavy, like a fog that had rolled in overnight and refused to lift. Callum cleared his throat, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet kitchen. He hadn’t meant to stir anything up. Perhaps he’d been too loud, he worried.

“Big day at work?” he asked, his voice carefully neutral. He didn’t know why he bothered. She’d been distant for weeks, her answers clipped, her smiles fleeting. Was this just normal once you were this deep into a relationship? He wasn’t sure. Still, he kept trying, as if the right combination of words might bring her back to him.

Anya turned slightly, her dark hair falling over her shoulder. “Just the usual,” she said, her tone light but her eyes avoiding his. “Meetings. Emails. You know how it is.” He had felt this cold distance from her for some time now.

Callum nodded, though he didn’t know. Not really. Her job as a marketing consultant had always been a mystery to him, a world of buzzwords and client calls that she rarely shared with him. He had no idea what she really did. He could explain it very generically, but not without using the same buzzwords she always used for her work. Lately, though, it felt like she was using her work as a shield; something to hide behind.

He glanced at her phone, face down on the counter. It was a small thing, but it bothered him. She used to leave it lying around, the screen lighting up with notifications from friends, family, him. Now, it was always face down, always silent, as if she were guarding it. Was he just imagining things?

“You’ve been working late a lot,” he said, trying to keep his tone casual. “Everything okay?” He did his best not to sound accusatory.

Anya hesitated, her fingers tightening around the mug. “Yeah, just busy. You know how it gets this time of year.”

Callum didn’t know. Her workload had never seemed to ebb and flow with the seasons before. But he didn’t push. Instead, he took another sip of coffee, the silence stretching between them like a taut wire. All he wanted was to return to some semblance of normalcy.

He thought about saying something else, anything to break the tension, but the words stuck in his throat. Instead, he watched as she set her mug in the sink and turned to face him, her smile not quite reaching her eyes.

“I should get ready,” she said, brushing past him. Her perfume lingered in the air, something new, something floral and unfamiliar. Callum frowned, trying to remember if she’d mentioned buying a new scent. He didn’t think so.

He finished his coffee in silence, the sound of the clock ticking on the wall echoing in his ears. When he stood to leave, he paused by the sink, his eyes drifting to her phone. For a moment, he considered picking it up, unlocking it, seeing what she was hiding. But he didn’t.

Instead, he grabbed his keys and headed for the door. He had to get to work.
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Chapter 2: The “Lucky” Break
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Callum sat at his desk, staring at the frozen screen of his computer. The spinning wheel of doom mocked him, a tiny digital omen of the chaos that had erupted in the office. Around him, his coworkers groaned, their voices rising in a chorus of frustration as the servers crashed for the third time that morning.

“Tech support says it’s going to be a while,” Sarah, the office manager, announced, her voice carrying over the din. “They’re saying we might be down for the rest of the day.”

A murmur of disbelief rippled through the room. Callum leaned back in his chair, running a hand through his hair. He should have been annoyed—he had deadlines, after all—but instead, a strange sense of relief washed over him. A day away from the office, away from the fluorescent lights and the endless emails, sounded like a gift.

“You can all work from home if you want,” Sarah added, her tone apologetic but firm. “Just keep your phones on in case we need you.”

Callum didn’t need to be told twice. He shut down his computer, grabbed his bag, and was out the door before most of his colleagues had even processed the news. The thought of surprising Anya filled him with a rare spark of excitement. Maybe they could have lunch together, or even spend the afternoon doing something spontaneous. It had been so long since they’d had a proper day together, just the two of them. Perhaps a surprise day together would prove exactly what they needed to reconnect and rekindle the spark between them.

The drive home was a blur, the city streets passing by in a haze of sunlight and honking horns. Nothing could ruin his mood. He was so happy.

Callum tapped his fingers on the steering wheel, his mind racing with possibilities. He could pick up something for lunch on the way—maybe that Thai place Anya loved—or they could just curl up on the couch and watch a movie. For the first time in weeks, he felt a flicker of hope.

When he pulled into the driveway, the house looked just as it always did: quiet, unassuming, the curtains drawn against the midday sun. Callum grabbed his bag and headed inside, the sound of the door closing behind him echoing in the empty hallway.

“Anya?” he called out, trying not to be too loud in case she was doing something important. “I’m home early!”

There was no response. He frowned, setting his keys on the counter and glancing around the kitchen. The sink was empty, the counters wiped clean. Everything was in its place, but the house felt... off. Like it was holding its breath.

Callum opened the fridge, more out of habit than anything else, and stared at the contents. A half-empty carton of milk, a container of leftovers, a few wilting vegetables. Nothing out of the ordinary. This only confirmed to him that they should get takeout for lunch. He closed the door and leaned against the counter, his earlier excitement fading into a vague sense of unease.

Where was she?

He checked his phone, half-expecting a text explaining her absence, but the screen was blank. No messages, no missed calls. Just the time staring back at him: 12:47 p.m.

Then he heard it.

A faint noise, barely audible, coming from upstairs. Callum froze, his heart skipping a beat. It was a soft thud, like something—or someone—had bumped against a piece of furniture. His mind raced, trying to make sense of it. Maybe Anya was home after all, working in the bedroom. Maybe she just couldn’t hear him with the door closed? Maybe her earbuds were in? Or maybe it was nothing—the house settling, the wind rattling a window.

But deep down, he knew better. It just felt like something was up.

He moved toward the stairs, his footsteps slow and deliberate, as if he were afraid of what he might find. The sound came again, louder this time, followed by a muffled voice. Callum’s stomach twisted, his earlier hope replaced by a cold, creeping dread.

He reached the top of the stairs and paused, his hand resting on the banister. The door to their bedroom was slightly ajar, but only just, with a sliver of darkness visible through the gap. His heart pounded in his chest, each beat echoing in his ears like a drum.

What if it was nothing? What if he was overreacting, letting his paranoia get the better of him? But what if it wasn’t?

Callum took a deep breath, his fingers trembling as he reached for the door. He told himself to stay calm, to think rationally, but his mind was a whirlwind of fear and suspicion. The noise came again, louder now, and he froze, his hand hovering over the doorknob.

For a moment, he considered turning around, walking away, pretending he hadn’t heard anything. But he couldn’t. He had to know.

The door creaked as he pushed it open, the sound cutting through the silence like a knife. His heart raced, his breath catching in his throat as he leaned forward to take a peek inside.
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Chapter 3: Betrayal
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The door creaked open, and Callum’s world shattered.

There, in the dim light of the bedroom, was Anya—his wife, the woman he’d shared a life with for years—and Evan, his best friend since university. They were in bed together, the sheets tangled around them, their faces frozen in a mixture of shock and guilt. For a moment, time seemed to stop, the air thick with the weight of what Callum was seeing.

Anya’s eyes widened, her mouth opening as if to say something, but no words came out. Evan, meanwhile, looked like a deer caught in headlights, his face pale and his hands gripping the sheets as if they could somehow shield him from the reality of the situation. But of course, nothing could.

Callum stood in the doorway, his chest heaving, his mind struggling to process what he was seeing. His first instinct was to scream, to lash out, to demand answers. But all he could do was stare, his heart pounding in his chest like a drum. He was having a near out-of-body experience.

“Callum,” Anya finally managed, her voice trembling. “I—I can explain.”

“Explain?” Callum’s voice started low, barely above a whisper, but it carried a dangerous edge. “Explain what, exactly!? How you ended up in bed with my best friend!? Or how long this has been going on!?!?” Callum couldn’t help but yell.

Anya flinched, her eyes darting to Evan as if hoping he would say something. Or as if he could somehow teleport them out of there. But Evan just sat there, his face buried in his hands, his shoulders shaking. It seemed Callum wasn’t the only one in disbelief.

“It’s not what it looks like,” Anya said, her voice desperate. “We were just—”

“Just what?” Callum interrupted, his voice rising. “Just talking? Just catching up? Don’t insult me, Anya. Do you think I’m fucking stupid?”

Evan finally looked up, his face a mask of guilt and shame. “Callum, man, I’m so sorry. This was a mistake. It didn’t mean anything. We shouldn’t have done it.”

“A mistake?” Callum repeated, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “Oh, that makes it so much better. You didn’t mean to sleep with my wife? How noble of you. What a great friend you are!”

Anya reached for her robe, her hands shaking as she tried to cover herself. “Callum, please. Let’s just talk about this.”

“Talk about what?” Callum snapped. “The fact that you’ve been lying to me for who knows how long? The fact that you’ve been sneaking around behind my back with my best friend? What exactly is there to talk about?”

Evan stood up, his movements awkward and hurried as he grabbed his clothes from the floor. “I should go,” he muttered, avoiding Callum’s gaze. He didn’t know what else to do.

“Oh, no,” Callum said, stepping into the room and blocking the door. “You don’t get to just walk away from this. You owe me an explanation.”

Evan froze, his clothes now half-on, his face a mixture of fear and shame. He wondered if Callum would hit him. “Callum, I—I don’t know what to say. I messed up. I never meant to hurt you.”

“But you did,” Callum said, his voice cold. “You hurt me in the worst way possible. You betrayed me. Both of you. How dare you think you’re going to get off so easily?”

Anya stood up, her robe now tied tightly around her. “Callum, please. We can work through this. I love you. This was a mistake.”

“A mistake. Right. How many fucking times are you going to say that?” Callum laughed, a bitter, hollow sound. “How many times have you made this ‘mistake,’ Anya? How long has this been going on?”

Anya hesitated, her eyes filling with tears. “It’s only happened a few times. It didn’t mean anything! You’re the one I love, Callum! We’ve built a life together!”

“A few times?” Callum repeated, his voice rising. “So this isn’t even the first time? How could you do this to me? How could you do this to us?” Tears began to form in Callum’s eyes now. He was a bit surprised he’d held off this long.

Evan finally found his voice, though it was shaky and uncertain. “Callum, I’m so sorry. I never wanted this to happen. It just... it just did.”

“It just did?” Callum turned to Evan, his eyes blazing with anger. “You’re my best friend, Evan. Or at least, you were. How could you do this to me? How could you betray me like this?”

Evan looked down, his face red with shame. “I don’t know. I wasn’t thinking. I—I got caught up in the moment. I’m so sorry. I don’t know what else to say...”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it,” Callum said, his voice trembling with rage. “You’ve ruined everything! Our friendship. My marriage! Everything!”

Anya stepped forward, her hand reaching out to touch Callum’s arm. “Callum, please. Let’s just calm down and talk about this.”

Callum jerked his arm away, his eyes blazing. “Don’t touch me! Don’t you dare touch me! And don’t tell me to calm down!”

Anya recoiled, her face crumpling as tears streamed down her cheeks. It was as if the reality of the situation was finally hitting her. “Callum, I’m so sorry. I never wanted to hurt you.”

“But you did,” Callum said, his voice breaking. “You both did. And I don’t know if I can ever forgive you for that.”

The room fell silent, the weight of Callum’s words hanging in the air. Evan finally finished buttoning his shirt and grabbed his shoes, his movements hurried and awkward. “I should go,” he said again, his voice barely above a whisper.

Callum stepped aside, his eyes never leaving Evan’s face. “Get out,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “And don’t ever come back.”

Evan nodded, his face pale as he hurried past Callum and out the door. As he reached the top of the stairs, Callum called after him, his voice dripping with venom.

“And Evan?”

Evan turned, his eyes wide with fear.

“You’re dead to me.”

Evan flinched, his face falling with guilt and shame, before he turned and hurried down the stairs. The sound of the front door slamming shut echoed through the house, leaving Callum and Anya alone in the bedroom. Callum didn’t even want to be there.

Callum turned to Anya, his chest heaving, his mind a whirlwind of anger, hurt, and betrayal. He wanted to scream, to cry, to demand answers. But all he could do was stand there, staring at the woman he thought he knew, the woman he thought he loved.

Anya looked at him, her eyes filled with tears, her hands trembling. “Callum, I—”

“Don’t,” Callum interrupted, his voice cold. “Just... don’t.”

And with that, he turned and walked out of the room, leaving Anya alone in the wreckage of their marriage.
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Chapter 4: Overwhelmed
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What the fuck was he supposed to think? And where was he supposed to go?

Callum had no idea what to do with himself. He drove around aimlessly, asking himself these questions.

Should he go somewhere? And where to? Maybe he could stop and get something to eat? But he wasn’t hungry. He wondered if he should go somewhere fun; somewhere he could do something he’d like. For him, without the input of anyone else.

He thought about that; wanting to go do something to take his mind off things. But nothing sounded fun right now. Nothing was enjoyable. I mean, how could it be? With everything that’d just happened? Fun was the last thing on his mind.

His phone rang several times. He hardly looked over at it at this point. He didn’t need whatever bullshit excuses Anya or Evan could come up with. Fuck that nonsense. Callum was, rightfully, pissed off.

Another call came in from Anya. He knew it was her without even looking. The ringtone he’d assigned to her—a soft, melodic chime that once made him smile—now felt like a taunt. He let it go to voicemail, his jaw tightening as he imagined her voice on the other end, pleading, apologizing, trying to explain away the unexplainable. He didn’t want to hear it. Not now. Maybe not ever.

The next call was from Evan. Callum’s stomach twisted as he saw the name flash on the screen. His best friend. Or at least, he used to be. Now, the sight of Evan’s name filled him with a white-hot rage that made his hands shake on the wheel. He envisioned himself punching Evan in the face. He declined the call without a second thought, his teeth grinding together as he fought the urge to throw his phone out the window.

The third call was from his mom. Callum hesitated, his finger hovering over the screen. Did she know? He couldn’t be sure. He didn’t want to talk to her, not about this. But the thought of her voice, warm and comforting, almost made him answer. Almost. Instead, he sent the call to voicemail, promising himself he’d call her back later. When he could think straight. When he could form words that didn’t sound like they were being ripped from his chest.

He drove for what felt like hours, the city giving way to suburbs, then to open roads. The sky darkened, the sun dipping below the horizon and casting long shadows across the pavement. Callum didn’t care where he was going. He just needed to keep moving, to outrun the thoughts that were chasing him.

But no matter how far he drove, he couldn’t escape the images that played on a loop in his mind. Anya’s face, flushed and guilty. Evan’s hands, fumbling with the sheets. The way they’d looked at him, like they were the ones who’d been wronged. Like he was the intruder in his own home. It was nearly enough to make him second guess his grip on reality.

Callum’s chest tightened, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He pulled over to the side of the road, his hands gripping the wheel so tightly his knuckles turned white. He stared out at the empty stretch of highway, the headlights of passing cars casting fleeting shadows across his face.

What was he supposed to do now? Go back home? To the house that no longer felt like his? To the woman who’d betrayed him in the worst way possible? Or should he just keep driving, leave everything behind and start over somewhere new? The thought was tempting, but he knew it wasn’t that simple. And it probably wasn’t realistic. He couldn’t just run away from this. Not forever.

His phone buzzed again, this time with a text. Callum glanced at the screen, his stomach twisting as he saw Anya’s name.

“Callum, please. We need to talk. I’m so sorry. Please just come home.”

He stared at the message, his vision blurring as tears welled up in his eyes. He wanted to scream, to throw his phone out the window, to do something—anything—to make the pain stop. But all he could do was sit there, his body trembling with the weight of everything he was feeling.

He typed out a response, his fingers shaking as they hovered over the screen.

“Don’t. Just... don’t.”

He hit send, then turned off his phone and tossed it onto the passenger seat. He didn’t want to hear from her. Not now. Maybe not ever.

Callum leaned back in his seat, his head resting against the headrest as he stared up at the ceiling of the car. He felt empty, like someone had reached inside him and ripped out everything that made him who he was. He didn’t know who he was anymore. He didn’t know what to do.

The sound of a passing truck jolted him back to reality. He sat up, his hands grabbing for the wheel as he took a deep, shuddering breath. He couldn’t stay here. He couldn’t just sit here and wallow in his misery. He needed to do something. Anything.

He started the car and pulled back onto the highway, his mind racing as he tried to figure out where to go. He didn’t want to go home. Not yet. But he couldn’t just keep driving aimlessly, either. He needed a plan. A direction. Something to focus on. Somewhere to go, something to do, before having to go back to the house to deal with his troubles.

As he drove, a thought began to form in the back of his mind. A small, flickering light in the darkness. He didn’t know where it would lead him, but it was something. Maybe not his best idea, but again, it was something. And right now, something was better than nothing.

Callum tightened his grip on the wheel and pressed down on the gas, the car speeding down the empty highway as he tried to outrun the storm inside him. But no matter how fast he drove, he knew he couldn’t escape it. Not really.

The storm was inside him now. And it wasn’t going anywhere.
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Chapter 5: The Way Home
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Callum pulled into the parking lot of the liquor store, the neon sign buzzing faintly in the growing darkness. He sat in the car for a moment, his hands still gripping the wheel, his mind racing. He knew this wasn’t the best idea. Drinking his problems away wasn’t exactly a healthy coping mechanism, but right now, he didn’t care. He just needed something to take the edge off, something to make the ache in his chest feel a little less suffocating.

He stepped out of the car, the cool evening air hitting his face as he walked toward the store. The automatic doors slid open with a soft whoosh, and he was greeted by the faint smell of cardboard and alcohol. He headed straight for the beer aisle, his eyes scanning the rows of bottles and cans. He didn’t want to think too hard about his choices, so he grabbed two six-packs at random—one a local craft IPA, the other a classic lager. He didn’t care what they tasted like. He just wanted the familiar comfort of a cold beer in his hand, and on his lips.

The cashier rang him up without comment, and Callum was back in his car within minutes, the brown paper bag sitting heavily on the passenger seat. He didn’t open it. Not yet. He just sat there for a moment, staring at the steering wheel, his mind a whirlwind of thoughts he couldn’t quite untangle.

The drive home was short, the streets quiet and empty. The liquor store was on the way back, anyway. So he’d figured it’d been the perfect place to stop.

Callum pulled into the driveway and cut the engine, but he didn’t get out right away. He sat there, staring at the house, the weight of everything pressing down on him. He didn’t want to go inside. He didn’t want to face Anya, to hear her excuses, to see the guilt in her eyes. But he couldn’t stay in the car forever.

He grabbed the bag of beer and headed inside, the door creaking softly as he pushed it open. The house was quiet, the only sound the faint hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. Callum set the bag on the counter and pulled out a can of the IPA, cracking it open and taking a long swig. The bitterness of the hops hit his tongue, and for a moment, he felt a small sense of relief. It wasn’t much, but it was something.

He was about to head to the living room when he heard footsteps behind him. He turned to see Anya standing in the doorway, her arms crossed over her chest, her face pale and drawn. She looked like she hadn’t slept in days. And this was the same day he’d caught her.

“Callum,” she said softly, her voice trembling. “Can we talk?”

Callum took another sip of his beer, his eyes narrowing as he looked at her. “What’s there to talk about, Anya? You made your choices. I don’t think there’s much left to say.”

Anya flinched, her eyes filling with tears. “Please, Callum. I know I messed up. I know I hurt you. But we can’t just ignore this. We need to figure out where we go from here.”

Callum shook his head, his jaw tightening. “I don’t know where we go from here, Anya. I don’t even know if there is a ‘we’ anymore. You destroyed that. You and Evan.”

Anya took a step forward, her hands reaching out as if to touch him, but she stopped herself. “I’m so sorry, Callum. I never meant to hurt you. It was a mistake. A terrible, stupid mistake.”

Callum laughed bitterly, the sound hollow and empty. “A mistake? You’re still calling it a mistake, huh? You slept with my best friend, Anya. That’s not a mistake. That’s a choice. And you made it.”

Anya’s shoulders slumped, her tears spilling over as she looked at him. “I know. And I hate myself for it. But I love you, Callum! I want to fix this. Please, just give me a chance!”

Callum took another long drink of his beer, his eyes avoiding hers. “I don’t know if I can, Anya. I don’t know if I want to. Right now, I just need some space. I need to figure out what the hell I’m supposed to do with all of this.”

Anya nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Okay. I understand. Just... please don’t shut me out completely. I want to fix this. I want to make things right.”

Callum didn’t respond. He just grabbed the rest of the beer and headed for the living room, leaving Anya standing in the kitchen, her tears falling silently.

He sank onto the couch, the weight of the day pressing down on him as he flipped on the TV. Sports highlights played in the background, the commentators’ voices a dull murmur as he cracked open another beer. He didn’t really care about the games, but the noise was a welcome distraction from the thoughts swirling in his head.

He drank slowly, the alcohol warming his chest and dulling the edges of his pain. By the time he finished his third beer, the room felt hazy, his thoughts blurring together as exhaustion finally caught up with him. He set the empty can on the coffee table and leaned back against the cushions, his eyes drifting shut.

He didn’t want to think about Anya. He didn’t want to think about Evan. He just wanted to sleep, to escape the mess his life had become, even if only for a few hours.

As he drifted off, the last thing he heard was the faint sound of Anya’s footsteps upstairs, a reminder that no matter how much he tried to shut her out, she was still there. And so was the pain.
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Chapter 6: Morning
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Callum woke up with an erection. His body was excited, but his mind was not.

At some point in the night, or perhaps that morning, he’d been thinking about sex. But all he could think about was Evan and Anya. This only made him more angry as he woke. He felt as though even his own body was betraying him.

Callum had always had fantasies about group play and threesomes. But nothing like what had happened yesterday. He was truly mad about it. He was left out. He wasn’t asked for permission or consent. He’d been cheated, both emotionally and physically. And he didn’t know if he’d ever get back to that level of trust. With anyone, not just Anya.

He sat up on the couch, rubbing his face with his hands. The faint smell of coffee wafted through the air, and for a moment, he was confused. Then he remembered—he’d set the coffee maker to auto-brew before passing out last night. How had he had the foresight to do that while drunk, he wondered? The thought of coffee was enough to pull him to his feet, his body stiff and aching from sleeping on the couch.

He shuffled into the kitchen, the sunlight streaming through the windows and casting a warm glow over the room. The coffee maker hissed softly as it finished brewing, and Callum grabbed a mug from the cupboard. He hesitated for a moment, his hand hovering over a second mug. He considered leaving it there, letting Anya fend for herself. But with a roll of his eyes, he grabbed it anyway. He wasn’t going to stoop to that level. Not yet, at least.

He poured two cups of coffee, the rich aroma filling the kitchen, and set them on the table. He wasn’t sure if Anya would come down, but he didn’t want to think about it too much. Instead, he focused on making breakfast—scrambled eggs, toast, and a few slices of bacon. It was something to do, something to keep his hands busy and his mind from spiraling.

As he flipped the bacon in the pan, he heard footsteps on the stairs. He didn’t turn around, but he could feel Anya’s presence as she entered the kitchen. She paused in the doorway, her eyes flickering to the table where the two mugs of coffee sat steaming.

“Morning,” she said softly, her voice tentative.

Callum didn’t respond verbally right away. He only gave her a simple nod. He focused on the bacon, flipping it carefully before turning off the stove. He plated the food and set it on the table, then finally turned to face her.

“Morning,” he said, his voice flat. He gestured to the table. “I made coffee. And breakfast.”

Anya’s eyes widened slightly, and for a moment, she looked like she might cry. “Thank you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. It looked as though she felt grateful. She moved to the table and sat down, her hands wrapping around the mug of coffee as if it were a lifeline.

Callum sat across from her, his own coffee untouched as he picked at his food. The silence between them was heavy, the only sound the soft clink of cutlery against plates. Callum could feel Anya’s eyes on him, but he kept his gaze fixed on his plate. He tried not to stress about whatever she was going to say to him.

Finally, Anya broke the silence. “Callum, we need to talk.”

He looked up at her, his expression unreadable. “We’ve been talking, Anya. Or at least, you have. I’m not sure what else there is to say.”

Anya took a deep breath, her hands trembling slightly as she set her mug down. “I know I’ve said it before, but I need you to know how sorry I am. I never wanted to hurt you. What I did—it was selfish, and stupid, and I hate myself for it.”

Callum’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t interrupt. He just watched her, his eyes hard.

“I love you, Callum,” Anya continued, her voice breaking. “I know that might not mean much to you right now, but it’s true. I want to fix this. I want to make things right. But I know I can’t do that unless you’re willing to give me a chance.”

Callum looked down at his plate, his appetite nearly gone. He didn’t know what to say. Part of him wanted to scream at her, to tell her that she’d ruined everything and that there was no fixing it. Part of him wanted to cuss her out, to tell her what a dumb bitch he thought she was. But another part of him—a smaller, quieter part—wanted to believe her. Wanted to believe that they could find a way back to each other. He didn’t find it likely, or realistic.

“I don’t know if I can forgive you, Anya,” he said finally, his voice low. “What you did—it’s not something I can just forget. It’s not something I can just move on from.”

Anya nodded, her eyes filling with tears. “I know. And I don’t expect you to. But I’m asking for a chance. A chance to prove to you that I can be better. That we can be better.”

Callum was silent for a long time, his mind racing. He didn’t know if he could trust her again. He didn’t know if he could ever get past the betrayal. But he also knew that he couldn’t just walk away without trying. Not yet.

“Fine,” he said finally, his voice heavy with resignation. “We’ll try therapy. But I’m not making any promises, Anya. I can’t guarantee that I’ll ever forgive you. Or that we’ll ever be the same. Just that I’ll try a session or two, and see how it feels. But you have to come with me.”

Anya’s face lit up with hope, her tears spilling over as she reached across the table to take his hand. “Thank you, Callum. Thank you for giving me a chance. That’s all I’m asking for.”

Callum didn’t pull his hand away, but he didn’t squeeze hers either. He just sat there, his mind a whirlwind of emotions as he tried to process what he’d just agreed to. He wondered if he might regret it.

The two of them sat in silence for a while, the sunlight streaming through the windows and casting a warm glow over the kitchen. It was a small moment of peace, a fragile truce in the midst of the storm. And for now, that was enough.
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Chapter 7: Stability
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A week had passed since the cheating was discovered, and the world hadn’t ended. Callum wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not.

The days had blurred together in a strange, uneasy rhythm. Anya had kept her word—Evan was gone; deleted and blocked from every corner of her life. She’d handed over her phone without hesitation when Callum asked to see it, her eyes pleading for him to believe her. He’d scrolled through her messages, her social media, even her emails, but there was nothing. No trace of Evan. No trace of the betrayal, except for the gaping wound it had left in their marriage.

They’d had their first therapy session three days ago. Callum hadn’t been sure what to expect, but it had been... okay. The therapist, a calm, middle-aged woman named Dr. Patel, had guided them through the conversation with a steady hand, helping them navigate the minefield of their emotions without letting things explode. Callum had been surprised by how much he’d said, how much he’d wanted to say. Anya had cried, of course, but she’d also listened. Really listened. And for the first time in what felt like forever, Callum had felt like they were on the same page, at least in some fashion. Even if that page was still covered in scars.

Now, as he sat on the couch with a cup of coffee in hand, Callum found himself wondering if things were actually getting better. The house felt quieter, calmer, but he wasn’t sure if that was a sign of healing or just the calm before the next storm. Anya had been trying—he could see that. She’d been more attentive, more present, as if she were trying to make up for every moment she’d been absent before. But Callum wasn’t sure if it was enough. He wasn’t sure if anything could be enough.

The sound of footsteps pulled him from his thoughts, and he looked up to see Anya coming down the stairs. She was dressed in a loose sweater and jeans, her hair tied back in a messy bun. She looked tired, but there was a softness to her expression that hadn’t been there before.

“Morning,” she said, her voice quiet but warm.

“Morning,” Callum replied, his tone neutral but not cold. He gestured to the coffee pot on the counter. “I made a fresh pot if you want some.”

Anya smiled faintly and nodded. “Thanks. I could use it.”

She poured herself a cup and joined him in the living room, sitting on the opposite end of the couch. There was a comfortable distance between them, but it didn’t feel as tense as it had before. They sat in silence for a few moments, the sound of the ticking clock on the wall filling the space.

“How’d you sleep?” Anya asked finally, breaking the quiet.

Callum shrugged. “Okay, I guess. You?”

“Same,” she said, taking a sip of her coffee. “I had that dream again, though. The one where I’m running but I can’t get anywhere.”

Callum nodded, his expression softening slightly. He knew the dream. She’d had it for years, usually when she was stressed or anxious. “Yeah, that one sucks.”

Anya let out a small laugh, the sound surprising both of them. “Yeah, it does.”

They lapsed into silence again, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. Callum found himself glancing at her out of the corner of his eye, noticing the way the sunlight caught the highlights in her hair, the way her hands wrapped around the mug like it was the only thing keeping her grounded. She looked... different. Not the woman he’d married, but not the stranger she’d become either. Something in between.

“Do you want to do something today?” Anya asked suddenly, her voice tentative. “I mean, if you’re not busy. We could go for a walk or something. Get out of the house.”

Callum hesitated, his first instinct to say no. But then he thought about the therapy session, about the way Dr. Patel had encouraged them to find small ways to reconnect. He wasn’t ready for anything big, but a walk... that seemed manageable.

“Yeah, okay,” he said finally. “A walk sounds good.”

Anya’s face lit up, and for a moment, she looked like the woman he’d fallen in love with. “Great. I’ll grab my shoes.”

They ended up at the park near their house, the crisp autumn air biting at their cheeks as they walked along the winding paths. The trees were a riot of reds and golds, their leaves crunching underfoot as they moved. It was peaceful, in a way that Callum hadn’t realized he needed.

They didn’t talk much at first, but the silence between them felt different than it had before. It wasn’t heavy or charged—it was just quiet. Comfortable. Callum found himself relaxing, his shoulders loosening as they walked.

“Do you remember the first time we came here?” Anya asked after a while, her voice breaking the quiet.

Callum glanced at her, surprised by the question. “Yeah. It was right after we moved in. We got lost trying to find the trailhead.”

Anya laughed, the sound light and genuine. “I forgot about that. We were so mad at each other.”

“Yeah, until we found that little pond,” Callum said, a small smile tugging at his lips. “And then we just sat there for hours, watching the ducks.”

Anya nodded, her expression softening. “That was a good day.”

Callum didn’t respond right away, his mind drifting back to that moment. It had been a good day. One of many. He’d almost forgotten how many good days they’d had before everything went wrong.

“Do you think we’ll ever have days like that again?” Anya asked quietly, her voice tinged with hope and fear.

Callum looked at her, his chest tightening at the vulnerability in her eyes. He didn’t know the answer. He wasn’t sure if he ever would. But for the first time in what felt like a long time, he found himself considering it.

“I don’t know,” he said finally, his voice honest but not harsh. “But I guess we’ll find out.”

Anya nodded, her eyes shining with unshed tears. “Yeah. I guess we will.”

They walked in silence for a while longer, the sound of the wind rustling through the trees filling the space between them. It wasn’t perfect. It wasn’t fixed. But for the first time in what felt like forever, it felt like they were moving forward. And for now, that was enough.
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Chapter 8: Haunted
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Another week had passed, and on the surface, things were... okay. Anya and Callum had settled into a fragile rhythm, a tentative truce that felt both comforting and precarious. They’d had their second therapy session, and while it hadn’t been easy, it had been productive. Dr. Patel had encouraged them to focus on communication, on finding ways to rebuild trust, and for the most part, they were trying. Anya, in particular, seemed determined to make things work. She was more attentive, more open, and sometimes, Callum could almost believe that they were moving forward.

But almost wasn’t enough.

The truth was, Callum couldn’t stop thinking about it. About them. Anya and Evan. The images played in his mind like a movie on repeat, unbidden and unwelcome. He’d be brushing his teeth, and suddenly, he’d see them together, their bodies tangled in the sheets. He’d be driving to work, and the memory of Anya’s guilty face would flash before his eyes. He’d be lying in bed, trying to sleep, and the sound of their laughter—real or imagined—would echo in his ears.

It was maddening. And it was everywhere.

Even when he tried to escape it, the thoughts followed him. One night, after Anya had gone to bed, Callum found himself alone in the living room, scrolling through his phone. He told himself he wasn’t looking for anything in particular, but when he opened a private browser tab and typed in a few keywords, he knew exactly what he was doing. He needed a distraction, something to take his mind off the mess his life had become. Besides, he deserved some pleasure. Anya and him hadn’t been engaging in any of those kinds of activities. He wasn’t ready for it with her. Alone time, though, he thought he could manage.

But even his private browsing session didn’t work.

The videos he clicked on—carefully curated to avoid anything that might remind him of Anya or Evan—did little to hold his interest. His mind kept wandering, the images of Anya and Evan on top of one another intruding no matter how hard he tried to push them away. He felt a surge of anger, of frustration, and he closed the tab with a sharp exhale, tossing his phone onto the couch.

“What the hell is wrong with me?” he muttered, running a hand through his hair.

He didn’t have an answer. All he knew was that he couldn’t keep living like this, haunted by the ghost of what had happened. Something had to change.
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Chapter 9: The Conversation
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Callum sat on the edge of the couch, his hands clasped tightly together, his elbows resting on his knees. The room was quiet, the only sound the faint, consistent hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. He’d been rehearsing this conversation in his head for days, but now that the moment was here, he felt like he was standing on the edge of a cliff, unsure if he was about to jump or fall.

Anya sat across from him, her brow furrowed in concern. She’d been quiet since he’d asked her to sit down, her hands fidgeting in her lap. She could sense the weight of whatever he was about to say, and it made her nervous.

“Callum,” she said finally, her voice soft but tentative. “What’s going on? You’ve been quiet all day.”

Callum took a deep breath, his eyes fixed on the floor. “I need to talk to you about something. Something I’ve been thinking about for a while now.”

Anya nodded, her expression shifting from concern to something closer to apprehension. “Okay. What is it?”

Callum hesitated, his mind racing as he tried to find the right words. He’d gone over this a hundred times in his head, but now that he was here, it felt impossible to say. Finally, he looked up at her, his eyes meeting hers for the first time since they’d sat down.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it,” he said, his voice low but steady. “About you and Evan.”

Anya’s face fell, her eyes filling with guilt and regret. “Callum, I—”

“Wait,” he interrupted, holding up a hand to stop her. “Just... let me finish.”

Anya closed her mouth, her hands tightening in her lap as she waited for him to continue.

Callum took another deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest. “It’s not what you’re thinking. I’m not angry—well, I am, but that’s not what this is about. I’ve been thinking about it, and... I want to be there. I want to see you together.”

Anya blinked, her confusion evident. “What? Callum, I don’t understand. What are you saying?”

Callum leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, his hands clasped tightly together. “I mean I want to be there. I want to see you and Evan together. In action.”

Anya stared at him, her mouth opening and closing as she tried to process what he was saying. “Callum, I... I don’t know what to say. Are you serious?”

“Yes,” Callum said, his voice firm. “I’m serious.”

Anya shook her head, her confusion giving way to disbelief. “Is this some kind of test? Because if it is, I don’t want to do this. I don’t want to play games. I just want to work on us, on our relationship.”

Callum shook his head, his expression earnest. “It’s not a test, Anya. I’m not trying to trap you or trick you. I just... I need to know. I need to know if what you had with him was better than what we have. I need to see it for myself.” Even Callum felt flummoxed by what he was asking for.

Anya’s eyes widened, her face flushing with a mix of embarrassment and disbelief. “Callum, that’s... I don’t even know what to say to that. This isn’t healthy. This isn’t going to fix anything.”

“Maybe not,” Callum admitted, his voice softening. “But it’s not about fixing anything. It’s about me. About what I need. I need to process this, Anya. I need to grieve what happened, but I can’t do that if I’m just stuck in my head, imagining things. I need to see it. I need to be there.”

Anya looked away, her hands twisting in her lap. “I don’t know if I can do that, Callum. I don’t know if I want to do that. This feels... wrong.” He understood exactly what she meant.

Callum reached out, his hand hovering over hers before he pulled back, unsure if he should touch her. “I know it’s a lot to ask. And I know it’s not fair to you. But I need this, Anya. I need to see it. I need to be a part of it. Otherwise, I’m just going to keep spiraling.”

Anya was silent for a long time, her eyes fixed on the floor as she processed what he was saying. Finally, she looked up at him, her expression a mix of uncertainty and resignation. “I don’t know if this is the right thing to do, Callum. But if it’s what you need... if it’s the only way you think you can move forward... then I’ll do it. But I need you to be sure. I need you to really think about this. I do NOT want to make things worse.”

Callum nodded, his chest tight with a mix of relief and apprehension. “I’ve thought about it. A lot. This is what I need.” While Callum wasn’t quite one hundred percent certain, he was confident about what he was asking for. He thought it might help him process things somehow. Maybe he could even have some fun, being a part of it.

Anya let out a shaky breath, her hands still trembling in her lap. “Okay. Then... we’ll figure it out. But Callum, if this goes wrong... if it makes things worse...”

“I know,” Callum said, his voice quiet but firm. “I know the risks. But I have to try.”

Anya nodded, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and determination. “Okay. Then we’ll try.”

The room fell silent, the weight of what they’d just agreed to hanging heavy in the air. Neither of them knew what would happen next, but for the first time in a long time, Callum felt like he was taking control of his own healing. And for now, that was something.
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Chapter 10: A Neutral Location
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Callum stared at his phone, Evan’s name glaring back at him from the screen. His thumb hovered over the call button, his stomach churning with a mix of dread and determination. This was it. The moment he’d been dreading and yet couldn’t avoid. He took a deep breath, his entire body tensing up as he finally pressed the button and lifted the phone to his ear.

It rang twice before Evan answered, his voice cautious. “Callum? Hey. Uh... what’s up?”

Callum clenched his free hand into a fist, his nails digging into his palm as he forced himself to stay calm. “Evan. We need to talk.”

There was a pause on the other end, and Callum could almost hear Evan’s nervous swallow. “Okay. About what?” He sounded as though he had no idea what to say.

Callum took another deep breath, his mind racing as he tried to find the right words. “About what happened. About you and Anya.”

Evan’s voice was tight, defensive. “Callum, I’ve already apologized and I will again. I’m sorry man, it was wrong.”

“This isn’t about an apology,” Callum said, his voice firm. “This is about me. About what I need.”

Another pause. “Okay... what do you need?”

Callum hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. This was it. The moment of no return. “I need to see it,” he said finally, his voice low but steady. “I need to see you and Anya together.”

There was a long silence on the other end, and for a moment, Callum wondered if Evan had hung up. But then he heard a sharp exhale, followed by a disbelieving laugh. “What? What do you mean? Callum, are you serious? Is this some kind of test or something? Because if it is, I’m not playing.”

“It’s not a test,” Callum said, his voice rising slightly. “I don’t want to do this, Evan. But some part of me needs to. I need to see it. I need to be there. Otherwise, I’m just going to keep imagining it, and I can’t live like that.”

Evan was silent for a long time, and when he finally spoke, his voice was hesitant. “Callum, this is... I don’t even know what to say. This is messed up!”

“Yeah, it is,” Callum agreed, his voice bitter. “But it’s the only way I can even consider being friends with you again. If you want that. If you care about fixing this at all.”

Evan let out a long breath, and Callum could almost picture him running a hand through his hair, the way he always did when he was stressed. “I don’t know, man. This feels... I don’t know. Wrong.”

“It is wrong,” Callum said, his voice softening slightly. “But so is what you did. And this is the only way I can think of to make it right. Even partially.”

There was another long pause, and then Evan sighed. “Okay. Fine. If this is what you need, then... I’ll do it. But Callum, if this blows up in our faces...”

“It won’t,” Callum said, though he wasn’t entirely sure he believed it. “I just... I need this.”

“Alright,” Evan said, his voice resigned. “When and where?”

Callum had already thought about this. He didn’t want it to happen at home—that felt too personal, too invasive. That had already caused enough issues the last time. He wasn’t sure he ever wanted Evan in his home again. He needed a neutral location, somewhere that didn’t carry the weight of their shared history. “I’ll book a motel. Somewhere... decent. We’ll meet there tomorrow afternoon. Around 4, after check-in.”

Evan let out a low whistle. “A motel, huh? Classy.”

Callum ignored the jab, his tone firm. “It’s not about being classy. It’s about being neutral. This isn’t some kind of... I don’t know, romantic getaway. It’s about me processing what happened. That’s it.”

Evan was silent for a moment, and then he sighed again. “Alright. Text me the details. I’ll be there.”

Callum nodded, even though Evan couldn’t see him. “Good. And Evan... don’t tell Anya. I’ll talk to her.”

“Yeah, okay,” Evan said, his voice quiet. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Callum hung up without another word, his hands trembling as he set the phone down. He sat there for a moment, his mind racing as he tried to process what he’d just done. This was really happening. Tomorrow, he’d be in a motel room with Anya and Evan, watching the two of them together. The thought made his stomach churn, but beneath the nausea was a strange sense of relief. Finally, he was taking control. Finally, he was doing something.

He pulled up Chrome on his phone and started searching for motels nearby. He didn’t want anything too dingy, but he also didn’t want anything too nice. Just... neutral. Somewhere that didn’t feel like it belonged to any of them. After a few minutes, he found a place that looked decent—clean, affordable, and anonymous. He booked a room for the next day, his hands steady as he typed in his credit card information.

When he was done, he sat back, his phone still in his hand. The plans were set. Tomorrow, at 4 p.m., they’d meet at the motel. Anya, Evan, and him. Together.

Callum didn’t know what would happen. He didn’t know if this would help or make things worse. But for the first time in weeks, he felt like he was moving forward. It was strange, sure. But it was still forward.
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Chapter 11: The Edge of Something
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Callum and Anya had checked in. They’d shown up about 15 minutes after 3, and checked into their room almost immediately.

It didn’t feel like they had a lot of time. Evan would be there at 4. Callum wondered if they even had time to mentally prep for today. He didn’t think so.

The motel room was exactly as Callum had expected—neutral, impersonal, and slightly sterile. The walls were a dull beige, the carpet a faded gray, and the bedspread a generic pattern that looked like it had been washed a thousand times. It was the kind of place designed to be forgotten, which was exactly what Callum wanted. He didn’t need any more memories haunting him.

Anya stood by the window, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. She was wearing a robe, the fabric cinched tightly at her waist, hiding whatever she had on underneath. Callum couldn’t help but notice how nervous she looked, her fingers fidgeting with the belt of the robe as she stared out at the parking lot. She hadn’t said much since they’d arrived, and Callum hadn’t pushed her. What was there to say, really?

The knock on the door came at exactly 4 p.m., sharp and decisive. Callum’s stomach twisted as he crossed the room, his hand hesitating on the doorknob for a moment before he pulled it open. Evan stood there, his hands shoved into the pockets of his jacket, his expression a mix of awkwardness and apprehension. He looked like he’d rather be anywhere else.

“Hey,” Evan said, his voice quiet.

“Hey,” Callum replied, stepping aside to let him in. Things were already awkward.

Evan stepped into the room, his eyes darting around as if he were trying to avoid looking at either of them. He nodded at Anya, who gave him a small, tight smile in return. The tension in the room was palpable, thick enough to cut with a knife.

“So...” Evan began, trailing off as he glanced at Callum. “Uh... how’s it going?”

Callum snorted, a bitter laugh escaping before he could stop it. “How do you think it’s going?”

Evan winced, his shoulders hunching slightly. “Yeah. Stupid question.”

Anya cleared her throat, her voice soft but firm. “Let’s just... get this over with.”

Callum nodded, his jaw tightening as he crossed his arms over his chest. “Yeah. Let’s.”

There was a long, awkward pause as the three of them stood there, none of them quite sure how to proceed. Finally, Evan took a step toward Anya, his movements hesitant and unsure. He looked back to see if Callum would try to stop him, or change his mind. He didn’t. Anya’s breathing was laboured, her hands trembling slightly as she reached up to untie the belt of her robe. The fabric fell open, revealing a sexy thong and bra in a pink and white combination underneath. Callum quickly looked away for a moment, his chest tightening with a mix of emotions he couldn’t quite name.

Evan reached out, his hand brushing against Anya’s arm as he leaned in to kiss her. It was slow and tentative, almost hesitant, as if they were both afraid of crossing some invisible line. Callum watched from the corner of the room, his fists clenched at his sides, his heart pounding in his chest. This was what he’d asked for, what he’d thought he needed. But now that it was happening, he wasn’t sure if he could handle it.

The two of them climbed into bed together, slow and tentative. After each kiss, Anya seemed to look over at Callum, or at least look at him from the corner of her eye. She clearly felt some sense of guilt about this.

Callum encouraged it, pulling up a chair in case he wanted to sit. He wasn’t sure if he’d prefer to sit or stand for this. He just wanted to give himself the option. For now, he sat down.

Evan was perhaps more nervous than Anya, wondering if Callum might want to kill him. This meant Anya had to be more forward than she usually was. She crawled towards Evan in the bed, kissing him as she knelt in an upright position.

After several minutes of long, slow, and hesitant kissing, Evan and Anya knew things had to escalate from here. They looked over at Callum, as if to ask for permission. He simply nodded, wanting them to continue on.

Evan began to strip first, beginning with his shirt. Anya reached for her bra, then abruptly stopped. “Are... are you sure, baby?” She had to double check with Callum. She still wanted things to work between them. And they’d been putting in so much work. She didn’t want to do something she could never undo.

“Yes, take it off,” Callum insisted. It wasn’t long before she did, giving Evan a fantastic view of her B cup breasts.

Soon, the kissing continued and so did the stripping. Evan’s boxers came off first, revealing his manhood. He then helped Anya pull off her thong. Again, Anya made eye contact with Callum the entire time, making sure it was okay. He simply nodded, seeming surprisingly cool and confident.

Soon, they were both completely nude, and Anya had climbed on top of Evan. The kissing continued, and not just on the lips. They kissed each other’s shoulders and necks. Evan began to kiss her breasts. And Anya began to move, slowly, back and forth.

Her hips continued rocking as she must have brushed up against Evan’s cock underneath her. Callum couldn’t tell from this angle, but Evan seemed to be getting more excited.

“Don’t stop,” Evan whispered, his voice strained, his hands gripping Anya’s hips as she moved above him, slow and uncertain. Her body was slick with sweat, her breath shallow, her eyes darting toward Callum, who sat rigid in the chair across the room, his gaze locked on them.

She couldn’t believe this was happening.

Anya’s heart hammered in her chest as she lowered herself onto Evan, his cock sliding into her inch by agonizing inch. She bit her lip, trying to steady herself, her thighs trembling as she adjusted to the fullness of him. This was the first time she’d been with Evan with Callum watching, and the weight of his presence made her feel exposed, raw, and vulnerable.

She hesitated, her hands pressing against Evan’s chest, her body frozen mid-movement. Evan’s brow furrowed, his grip on her hips tightening. “Anya?” he murmured, his voice thick with concern.

“I’m... I’m okay,” she lied, her voice barely a whisper. But she wasn’t okay. Her mind was a whirlwind of doubt and fear. What if Callum hated her for this? What if Evan judged her for being so nervous? What if she couldn’t do this?

Callum’s gaze burned into her, and she forced herself to meet his eyes. His jaw was clenched, his fists balled tightly at his sides. She could see the tension in his body, the way his chest rose and fell with each shallow breath. He didn’t look angry, though. He looked... captivated.

Something about the way he was staring at her—unblinking, intense—made her stomach twist with a strange mixture of shame and arousal. She wasn’t sure which was stronger.

“Keep going,” Callum said suddenly, his voice rough, breaking the silence that had settled over the room. His words surprised her, and she blinked, her breath catching in her throat.

Anya hesitated. Her breath was shaky. But she returned to slowly riding Evan.

“Good girl,” Callum called her. 

She took a deep breath, forcing herself to focus, to push past the nerves and the fear. Slowly, she began to move again, her hips rolling in a tentative rhythm. Evan groaned beneath her, his hands guiding her as she found her pace. Despite the slight awkwardness of the situation, she felt incredible.

It was strange, being watched like this. Every movement felt deliberate, every sensation amplified. She could feel Evan inside her, thick and hard, and the way he filled her made her toes curl. But it was Callum’s presence that made her skin prickle, her breath hitch.

She glanced at him again, her heart skipping a beat when she saw the way he was looking at her. His eyes were dark, his lips parted slightly as he watched her ride Evan. She could see the bulge in his pants, the way his hand twitched at his side, as if he were fighting the urge to touch himself.

He was turned on.

The realization sent a jolt of heat through her, and she gasped, her hips stuttering for a moment before she found her rhythm again. Evan’s hands tightened on her hips, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps as she moved faster, her body taking over despite the nerves that still lingered in the back of her mind.

Callum’s gaze never wavered, and she could feel his eyes on her, tracing the curve of her body as she moved. It was like he was seeing her in a way he never had before, and it made her feel exposed, vulnerable, and yet... powerful.

She leaned forward, her hands pressing against Evan’s chest as she quickened her pace, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. Evan’s groans grew louder, his hips bucking up to meet hers, and she could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tight in her stomach.

But still, Callum’s gaze was the thing that consumed her thoughts. She could feel it like a physical touch, and it made her body burn with a strange, forbidden heat.

Finally, Callum broke. His hand moved to his pants, and she watched, her breath accelerating, as he undid the button and zipper, his hand slipping inside. His eyes never left her as he began to stroke himself, his movements slow and deliberate.

The sight of him, so focused, so intent, made her body clench around Evan, and she gasped, her hips faltering for just a moment before she forced herself to keep moving.

“Fuck,” Evan groaned, his hands tightening on her hips. “You feel so good, Anya!” He couldn’t help but play with her bouncing breasts as she rode him.

She barely heard him. Her attention was fixed on Callum, on the way his hand moved, the way his breath caught in his throat as he watched her. It was like he was touching her through the air, and the thought of it made her body flush with heat.

She could feel the orgasm building inside her, slowly, inevitably, and she knew she wasn’t going to be able to hold it back. Her hips moved faster, her body taking over as the pleasure grew, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Callum,” she whispered, her voice trembling, her eyes locked on his. She wasn’t sure why she said it, but his name felt like a plea, a prayer, on her lips.

“Don’t stop,” he growled, his voice low and rough. Callum only stroked himself faster. She could see how hard he was.

And she didn’t. Her body moved of its own accord, her hips rocking faster, harder, as the pleasure built and built and built. Until it finally broke, crashing over her in waves that left her gasping, screaming, and her entire body trembling as she came.

Evan groaned beneath her, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust up into her, his own orgasm following hers. His body shuddered beneath her, and she could feel him pulsing inside her, his release hot and wet. “Fuckkkkkk!” Evan groaned as his hands held her tight, her body pressed to his.

But even as she came down from her own high, her body still trembling with aftershocks, her eyes were on Callum. He was close. She could tell by the way his hand moved, by the tension in his body, and she watched, excitedly, as he finally came, his release spilling over his fingers.

His eyes never left hers, not even as he caught his breath, his hand stilling. The room was silent except for the sound of their breathing, and Anya could feel the weight of what had just happened pressing down on her, heavy and undeniable. But so, so hot.

She didn’t know what to say. None of them did.

And then Callum spoke up, his voice demanding and rough, breaking the silence.

“Again.”
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Chapter 12: Rough
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It didn’t take long to start up again.

The room was still thick with the scent of sweat and sex, the air heavy with tension. Anya’s body felt weak, her legs trembling beneath her as she sat on the edge of the bed, trying to catch her breath. Her mind was a whirlwind of emotions—shame, desire, and something she couldn’t quite name. Her eyes flicked to Callum, who stood a few feet away, his gaze fixed on her with an intensity that made her stomach twist.

He didn’t say anything at first, just stared at her, his jaw tight, his chest rising and falling with each breath. And then he stepped forward, closing the distance between them in a few quick strides. Anya’s heart jumped into her throat as he loomed over her, his shadow falling across her body.

“Get on your knees,” he said, his voice low and commanding, leaving no room for argument.

Anya swallowed hard, her throat a little bit dry. She could feel the weight of his words pressing down on her, heavy and unyielding. She hesitated for a moment, her eyes darting to Evan, who sat silently on the edge of the bed, staying out of it. But she didn’t linger on him for long. Callum’s presence was too overwhelming, too demanding. She slid off the bed, her legs shaking as she knelt on the floor in front of him.

Callum’s eyes bore into her, his gaze dark and unreadable. He reached down, his fingers tangling in her hair, gripping it tightly at the back of her head. He pulled her head back, forcing her to look up at him. Anya’s breath caught, her chest tightening as she met his gaze. She could see the hunger in his eyes, the raw need that sent a shiver down her spine.

“Open your mouth,” he growled, commanding her.

Anya obeyed without hesitation, her lips parting as she tilted her head back further. Callum’s grip on her hair tightened, and she felt a sharp sting of pain as he pulled her closer. He moved his free hand to his waistline, moving his cock over towards her face quickly, as if it were something he’d practiced many times. Anya’s heart pounded in her chest, her pulse racing as she watched him bring it closer, already hard and throbbing.

He didn’t give her time to think, to hesitate. He grabbed her by the back of her head, yanking her forward until his cock was at her lips. Anya’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat as he thrust into her mouth, forcing himself deep. She gagged, her body tensing as he filled her, his cock pushing past her lips and into her throat.

Callum didn’t stop, didn’t give her a chance to adjust. He held her head firmly in place, his grip on her hair unyielding as he began to fuck her face with rough, relentless strokes.

“Mmmmm,” Callum began to groan with pleasure.

Anya’s eyes watered, tears slipping down her cheeks as she struggled to breathe, her throat stretching to accommodate him. She desperately wanted to please him.

“That’s it,” Callum growled. “Take it, Anya. Take all of it,” he instructed.

He pulled back slightly, his cock sliding out of her mouth, and then he delivered a sharp slap to her cheek with his free hand. The sound echoed in the room, sharp and unforgiving. Anya gasped, her cheek stinging from the impact, but she didn’t pull away. She couldn’t. Callum’s grip on her hair was too tight, his control too absolute. And secretly, she loved it.

He thrust back into her mouth, his cock hitting the back of her throat with a force that made her gag again. Callum didn’t slow down, didn’t give her a moment to recover. He fucked her face with a brutal, unrelenting rhythm, his hips driving forward with each thrust. This was all for him.

Anya’s body tensed, her hands gripping his thighs as she tried to steady herself, to find some semblance of control in the chaos.

But there was no control. Not for her. Callum was in charge, and he wasn’t holding back. He pulled her head back again, his cock sliding out of her mouth, and then he slapped her cheeks once more, the impact sharp and unforgiving. Anya cried out, the sound muffled by his cock as he thrust back into her mouth, his movements hard and unyielding.

“You’re mine, Anya,” Callum growled, his voice rough and possessive. “All mine.”

He picked up the pace, his hips pistoning as he fucked her face with a relentless rhythm. Anya’s throat burned, her body trembling as she struggled to keep up, to take everything he was giving her. She wanted so badly to take it all. She craved him, wanting to do anything to please her man.

Callum’s grip on her hair tightened, his other hand moving to her face, his fingers digging into her cheeks as he held her in place.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice getting deeper and more desperate.

Anya’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze meeting his through the haze of tears. Callum’s facial expression was hard, his jaw tight, his eyes dark with desire. He held her gaze as he thrust into her mouth, his cock gliding in deep with each stroke. Anya’s body shuddered, her hands gripping his thighs tighter as she tried to stay grounded, to keep from being swept away by the intensity of it all.

Callum’s breathing grew heavier, his movements becoming more erratic as he neared the edge. Anya could feel it, the tension in his body, the way his cock throbbed in her mouth. He was close, so close, and she knew what was coming.

“Swallow it,” Callum growled, commanding her yet again. “Swallow every last drop.”

He thrust into her mouth one last time, his cock hitting the back of her throat as he came, his release spilling down her throat in thick, hot pulses. Anya’s body tensed, her throat working as she swallowed, trying to keep up with the flood of his fluids. Callum’s grip on her hair tightened, his hips jerking as he emptied himself into her mouth.

“Fuck yes!” He cried out. The overwhelming pleasure was exactly what he needed. Exactly what he’d been craving so badly.

When he finally pulled back, his cock sliding out of her mouth, Anya gasped for air, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Her lips were swollen, her throat burning, and she could still taste him, the bitterness of his love lingering on her tongue. She looked up at him, her vision blurred from the tears in her eyes, her body trembling from the intensity of it all.

Callum’s grip on her hair loosened, and he let go, stepping back slightly as he caught his breath. His chest rose and fell with each breath, his eyes still filled with desire as he looked down at her. Anya’s body felt weak, her legs shaking beneath her as she knelt on the floor, knees growing more sore all the while.

Evan watched from the edge of the bed in disbelief. She’d almost forgotten he was there. Anya’s eyes flicked to him briefly, but she didn’t say anything. She couldn’t. Her mind was still reeling, her body still trembling from the intensity of what had just happened.

Callum reached down, his movements slow and deliberate. He looked down at Anya, his gaze hard and unyielding. He lightly touched her chin, making her look up at him.

“Good girl,” he said, with the widest grin on his face.
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Chapter 13: Feel
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The room was quiet now, the air thick with the weight of what had just happened. Callum sat on the edge of the bed, his elbows resting on his knees, his head hanging low. His body felt heavy, drained, but his mind was racing, a whirlwind of emotions he couldn’t quite untangle. He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t even know what to feel.

Anya was in the bathroom, the sound of running water faint through the closed door. She’d slipped away without a word, her robe now clutched tightly around her.

Evan sat in the chair by the window, his legs sprawled out in front of him, his arms crossed over his chest. He looked as uncomfortable as Callum felt, his eyes fixed on the floor, his expression difficult to read. The silence between them was suffocating, broken only by the occasional creak of the chair as Evan shifted his weight.

Finally, Evan cleared his throat, his voice hesitant. “So... uh... what now?”

Callum didn’t answer right away. He stared at the carpet, his mind replaying the last hour in fragments—Anya’s hands on him, Evan’s eyes watching, the way it had all felt so wrong and yet so necessary. He didn’t know what to do with that. He didn’t know what it meant.

“I don’t know,” Callum said finally, his voice hoarse. “I don’t know what happens now.”

Evan nodded, his expression grim. “Yeah. I get that.”

The bathroom door opened, and Anya stepped out, her hair damp, her robe tied tightly around her. She looked between the two of them, her eyes filled with a mix of guilt and uncertainty. “I... I think we should go,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

Callum looked up at her, his chest tightening. “Yeah. Okay.” It made sense to him that she wouldn’t want to be there anymore.

Anya hesitated, her hands twisting in the fabric of her robe. “Callum, I... I’m sorry. For everything. I just... I hope this helped. In some way.”

Callum nodded, his throat too tight to speak. He thought it had helped, though he wasn’t sure. He didn’t know if anything truly could.

Anya glanced at Evan, who gave her a small, awkward nod.

Then, Evan stood up, his movements stiff and awkward. “I should probably go too,” he said, his voice hesitant. “Unless... unless you need me to stay or something.”

Callum shook his head, his eyes fixed on the floor. “No. You can go. Thanks.” He wasn’t quite sure why he was thanking him.

Evan nodded, his expression unreadable. “Alright. Uh... take care, man.”

Callum didn’t respond, other than perhaps a slight nod. He just sat there, listening as Evan’s footsteps faded down the hallway, the sound of the motel door closing behind him. And then they were alone.

Anya looked over to him. “So... h-how did it feel, honey?” she asked.

“I’m not sure... but I think part of me enjoyed it.” he responded. Just saying that made him blush slightly.

Anya nodded at his words. “Yeah, me too. I hope that’s okay...” she said, a tad timid.

“Yeah, it is.” He nodded. He felt he’d rather she be honest.

As they sat there for the moment, Callum felt a small flicker of something. Not hope, exactly. But maybe... possibility.

“I love you, honey.” Anya said as she came over and gave him a hug.

“I love you too.” Callum responded. Then, he realized something. They hadn’t really said that to each other, at least not genuinely, since the cheating incident a couple of weeks ago.

He held Anya tight in his arms. Neither of them wanted to go anywhere. At least, not for now.
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        His wife belongs to another man… but not for long.
Cameron had it all—a devoted wife, a stable marriage, a life built on love and trust. Or so he thought. One anonymous message shatters his perfect world, exposing a truth too painful to ignore: Catalina, his beautiful, sensual wife, has been giving herself to another man.
The betrayal burns deep. Catalina has been sneaking off to hotel rooms, surrendering to the touch of her powerful, dominant boss while Cameron waits at home, oblivious. The thought of her in another man's arms ignites something dark inside him—rage, obsession… and an overwhelming need to reclaim what's his.
But when he confronts her, the air crackles with more than just anger. Jealousy fuels desire, and their passion reignites in ways neither of them expected. The tension is electric—raw, desperate, and dangerously addictive. As Catalina confesses her sins, Cameron is faced with a choice: walk away, or fight fire with fire. Because if she's going to play with temptation… so will he.
Cheating: My Unfaithful Wife is a steamy, pulse-pounding journey of betrayal, jealousy, and red-hot possession. This isn't just a story of heartbreak—it's an erotic battle of dominance, control, and the intoxicating hunger to reclaim what's his. The question is… when the dust settles, will their passion be enough to bring them back together?
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    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
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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