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Chapter 1: The Appointment
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The whisper of silk was the loudest sound in the room. Amy stood before the full-length mirror, her breath held captive in her chest. The woman staring back was a version of herself she’d filed away with the late nights and lazy Sunday mornings of her pre-Mike life. This woman wore amethyst. This woman’s lingerie was not just functional cotton but a second skin of French lace and delicate straps that felt both impossibly fragile and as strong as armour.

For Mike, she thought, the mantra a steadying beat in her head. This is for Mike.

Their fifth anniversary was a month away, a stone about to be skipped across the calm surface of their life. Lately, that surface had felt a little too calm. Not stagnant, never that, but... comfortable. Predictable. They were Mike and Amy, who debated the merits of hardwood versus laminate on a Saturday afternoon and whose most passionate arguments were about whose turn it was to take the recycling bin to the curb. She loved their life, she truly did. But she missed the zing.

This photoshoot, a secret she’d been clutching to her chest for two weeks, was her attempt to bottle that zing and hand it to him.

A nervous laugh escaped her as she turned, checking the line of the thong in the mirror. “Ridiculous,” she whispered to her reflection, but the blush on her cheeks wasn't from embarrassment. It was from a flicker of the woman she used to be, the one who’d worn a leather jacket and kissed Mike for the first time behind a noisy bar.

She carefully shimmied out of the amethyst set, the silk pooling like a liquid jewel in her hands. With the reverence of an archivist, she placed it in the garment bag laid out on the bed—their bed, a thought that sent another guilty-pronged thrill through her. Next, she packed the other sets she’d bought for the occasion, each one a calculated risk. The classic, powerful black chemise. The playful, barely-there crimson babydoll. The white, innocent-but-not-really corset that had been a splurge.

The bags sat by the bedroom door: a small suitcase on wheels for the outfits and a tote for her heels, makeup, and the bottle of champagne the studio’s confirmation email had suggestively recommended she bring. “To loosen up,” it had read.

She pulled on her jeans and a simple cashmere sweater, the normalcy of the outfit a stark contrast to the secret trove in the bags. As she zipped the garment bag closed, her eyes caught the silver frame on Mike’s nightstand. It was a photo from their honeymoon in Tofino, both of them windswept and laughing, squinting against the Pacific spray. Mike’s arm was around her, his smile so genuine it could still make her heart clench.

A sliver of doubt, cold and sharp, pricked her excitement. Is this too much? Is it... tacky? What if he was weirded out by it? What if he didn’t get it?

She shook her head, banishing the thought. No. This was about reclaiming a piece of themselves, the private, daring piece that got buried under grocery lists and mortgage payments. She was doing this.

Grabbing her phone from the charger, she saw a text notification light up the screen. It was from Mike.

Mike: Hey you! Stuck in a boring budget meeting. Thinking about that pizza we’re ordering tonight. Extra pepperoni. Love you!

She smiled, the doubt melting away. This was for them. She typed a reply, her fingers flying.

Amy: Sounds perfect. I’m just heading out to run a few errands. Love you more!

She hit send, the lie of omission sitting lightly on her conscience. She slung her purse over her shoulder, grabbed the hanging garment bag, and hoisted the wheeled suitcase. It rattled softly on the hardwood floor.

With one last look around the safe, familiar space of their bedroom, Amy opened the front door. The crisp autumn air hit her face, a shock against her warm skin. She stepped out into the afternoon, pulling the door shut behind her with a firm, final click. The lock engaged, sealing away her ordinary life. For the next few hours, she wasn't just Amy. She was a subject, a muse, and her photographer was out there somewhere, waiting.
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Chapter 2: Nerves
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The studio was in a part of the city Amy didn’t often frequent, a transitional zone where old brick warehouses, their windows blank and soot-stained, stood shoulder-to-shoulder with sleek, new condominium developments. She found the address, a low-rise industrial building that had been refinished, its exterior painted a soft, contemporary grey. A discreet placard by the intercom read simply: LUMIÈRE STUDIOS. Professional. Unassuming.

Pulling her SUV into a spot, Amy killed the engine. The sudden silence was heavy. She sat for a long moment, hands clenched on the steering wheel, listening to the tick-tick of the cooling engine. It sounded like a countdown. Her gaze swept the parking lot, half-expecting to see someone she knew, a neighbour perhaps, popping out of the organic grocery store across the street, their cart filled with kale and judgement. The feeling was irrational, a prickle at the back of her neck that whispered she was doing something illicit. This wasn't a doctor's appointment or a trip to the garden centre. This was a secret, packed in a wheeled suitcase and a garment bag hanging from her passenger-side headrest.

It’s not illegal, she told herself firmly, unclenching her fingers. It’s art. It’s a gift.

She pictured Mike’s face again, the way his eyes would crinkle at the corners, the slow, surprised smile that would spread across his face. He was a good man, a kind man, the sort who still held her hand during movies and brought her tea when she was working late. He would love it. He would love it. He’d probably get a little teary, in that quiet way he had when he was deeply moved. She knew this, logically, with the same certainty she knew the sun would rise.

But logic was a feeble shield against the onslaught of doubt. What if he thought it was desperate? The act of a wife feeling her youth slip away, trying too hard to recapture a spark that had simply mellowed into a warm, steady glow? What if he was... disappointed?

“Stop it,” she whispered to her reflection in the rearview mirror. She grabbed her bags, swung the door open, and stepped out into the crisp air before her courage could fail her.

The interior of Lumiere Studios was a study in calm elegance, a world away from the industrial exterior. The air was cool and smelled faintly of sandalwood. The floors were polished concrete, warmed by a huge, plush area rug in a neutral tone. One wall was exposed brick, another a stark, pure white, and large, abstract canvases in muted colours added splashes of sophistication. Soft, instrumental jazz floated from hidden speakers. It was the opposite of seedy; it was an art gallery, a high-end spa. The prickle of illicit activity receded, replaced by a new, more profound nervousness—the fear of not being up to the standard of such a place.

A woman with a chic, silver-blonde bob and a black turtleneck greeted her from behind a minimalist desk. “Welcome to Lumiere. You must be Amy.” Her smile was warm but professional, her eyes holding a practiced, reassuring calm.

“Yes, that’s me,” Amy said, her voice sounding a little too bright in the serene space.

“Perfect. Remy is just preparing the set. He’ll be with you shortly. You can have a seat in the dressing room and get settled. There’s a robe and slippers for you. The washroom is just through there if you need it.” She gestured to a heavy curtain of velvet, a deep, port wine colour.

The dressing room was a small, luxurious cocoon. A vanity with a halo-style mirror was surrounded by bulbs. A plush, high-backed chair sat before it. In the centre was a clothing rack, and a full-length mirror, much like the one in her own bedroom, but this one felt more... consequential. Hanging on the rack was a thick, white terrycloth robe, fluffy and inviting.

Alone again, Amy’s nerves returned in a fluttery swarm. She unzipped her bags, hanging the delicate lingerie sets on the rack. They looked small and vulnerable against the stark white of the robe. She took a few steadying breaths, the technique she’d learned in a prenatal class a lifetime ago. It didn’t help.

The curtain rustled.

Amy’s heart jumped into her throat. She turned, expecting the woman from the front desk.

But it wasn’t her.

The man who stepped through the curtain was... well, he was exactly what a boudoir photographer named Remy should be. He was tall and lean, dressed in dark, well-fitted jeans and a simple black henley that hugged his shoulders. His hair was a tousled mess of dark brown, and his eyes, the colour of rich espresso, held an immediate, penetrating warmth. He had a few days' growth of beard, and the faint lines around his eyes suggested a life of smiling, or squinting into a viewfinder, or both.

“Amy,” he said, and her name, in his accent, was a different word entirely. It wasn’t a simple, two-syllable name. It was “Ah-mee,” soft and melodic, a caress of sound. “I am Remy. It is a pleasure to meet you.”

He didn’t offer a hand to shake. Instead, he gave her a small, appreciative smile that seemed to take all of her in—the nervousness, the bags, the way she was practically clinging to the back of the vanity chair for support.

“Hi,” she managed, her voice a squeak. She cleared her throat. “Yes. Hello.”

“You are all set up in here?” he asked, his gaze flicking to the lingerie on the rack. “Comfortable?”

“Oh, yes. It’s... lovely.”

“Good.” His eyes returned to hers, holding them. “The most important thing today is that you are comfortable. We go at your pace, d'accord? This is for you.”

For Mike, she screamed in her head. It’s for Mike. But she just nodded mutely.

“Whenever you are ready,” he said, his tone gentle. “Put on your first outfit, the robe, and come through. There is no rush.” With another reassuring smile, he slipped back through the velvet curtain, leaving her alone with her hammering heart.

She chose the amethyst. It felt like the boldest, and she needed to be bold. Slipping out of her cashmere and jeans, she felt exposed and silly. The silk felt colder now against her skin. She wrapped herself in the thick robe, its comforting bulk a shield, and tied the belt tightly. She looked like she was at a very high-end spa. She could almost believe it.

Pushing the curtain aside, she entered the studio.

It was a vast, open space, dominated by a king-sized bed with crisp white linens, artfully arranged with throws and pillows. There were a few other sets: a vintage velvet chaise lounge, a backdrop that looked like a weathered barn board, and a large, professional light setup with a huge, circular diffuser that looked like a massive satellite dish. It was both intimidating and impressively professional.

Remy was adjusting a camera on a tripod. He looked up and smiled. “Ah, very good. Are you ready to begin?”

She nodded, not trusting her voice.

He had Amy sit on the bed for a couple of practice shots. To get the right angle, and the best possible lighting. It was also to help Amy get comfortable.

Before Amy knew it, the ‘test’ picture phase was done. She knew it immediately when her nerves returned.

“The robe can go on the chair there. We will start very simply, on the edge of the bed. Just sit, and we will see, yes?”

Amy’s fingers felt numb as she untied the belt. Letting the robe slide from her shoulders felt like shedding a suit of armour. The cool studio air hit her skin, and she crossed her arms instinctively over her chest before forcing them down to her sides. She walked, hyper-aware of every movement, to the bed and perched on its edge, her back ramrod straight.

Remy began to work. The camera shutter clicked, a soft, rapid-fire sound. “Relax your shoulders, Amy,” he murmured, his eye never leaving the viewfinder. “You are beautiful. Just breathe.”

She tried. She sucked in a breath and held it.

“No, chérie, breathe out,” he said, a hint of a chuckle in his voice. “The magic is in the exhale.”

She let the breath go, her shoulders dropping a fraction of an inch.

He moved around her, a quiet, fluid presence. Click. Click. Click.

“Turn your chin just a little to me. Yes. Good.”

But it wasn’t good. She could feel the tension in her jaw, in the set of her hips. She felt like a mannequin, stiff and unnatural. Every click of the shutter felt like an accusation. Fraud. Imposter. A middle-aged woman playing at being sexy.

After a few minutes, Remy lowered his camera. He didn’t look frustrated. He looked thoughtful, his head tilted. He studied her, not as a subject, but as a puzzle.

“Amy,” he said softly, walking towards her. He stopped a respectful distance away. “You are fighting yourself. I can see it. There is a beautiful, confident woman in there, but she is very nervous today, no?”

Amy let out a shaky laugh. “Is it that obvious?”

“To me, yes.” He gave her a kind smile. “This is normal. Very normal. Did you bring the champagne, as we suggested?”

She nodded, feeling a flush of relief. “Yes, it’s in my bag.”

“A brilliant idea. Let’s have a glass. No photos. Just a moment to... decompress.” He held up a hand. “You stay. Get comfortable. I will get it.”

He disappeared back into the dressing room, and Amy wrapped her arms around herself again, this time in gratitude. A reprieve. She watched the doorway, listening to the soft clink of glass from the other room.

He returned a moment later with two delicate flute glasses, the bubbles in the pale gold liquid a frenzy of tiny celebrations. He handed one to her. Their fingers brushed, and a small, unexpected jolt passed between them. Static electricity, she told herself. From the rug.

“Santé,” he said, lifting his glass. “To you, Amy. And to your courage.”

“To not being so nervous,” she replied, clinking her glass against his. She took a long sip. The champagne was dry and crisp, and she felt its cold trail all the way down to her knotted stomach. She took another, deeper drink.

“Now,” Remy said, leaning casually against a light stand and taking a slow sip from his own glass. “Tell me about Mike.”
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Chapter 3: Shoot
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After the wine was consumed was when the shoot really started. The champagne wasn't a magic potion, but it was a key, turning a lock deep inside her. The sharp edges of her anxiety softened, replaced by a warm, buzzing confidence. Remy’s question about Mike had been a masterstroke; for ten minutes, she’d talked about his laugh, his terrible dad jokes, the way he always burned the garlic bread. It had grounded her, reminding her of the ‘why’ and, paradoxically, loosened the rigid ‘for Mike’ mindset that had been strangling her.

“Alright,” Remy said, placing his empty glass aside with a definitive click. “Shall we try again? Forget the camera. Just... play.”

And so, she did.

He started her back on the amethyst set, but this time, he had her lie back against the mountain of pillows, one leg curled beneath her. “Close your eyes,” he murmured, the camera shutter firing in a soft, staccato rhythm. “Think of that burnt garlic bread. Smile like you’re about to tease him about it.”

A genuine laugh bubbled out of her, and the shutter clicked faster.

“Yes! Just like that, Amy! Beautiful.”

The praise was no longer a polite platitude; it was fuel. He moved her to the velvet chaise, where she donned the powerful black chemise. He cranked up the jazz, a sultry saxophone filling the room. “You are a queen on her throne,” he instructed, his voice low and hypnotic. “Look at me not as a photographer, but as a subject who has displeased you.”

Amy arched a brow, letting a slow, smouldering smile touch her lips. She felt a thrill course through her, entirely her own.

The giggles came then, giddy and unstoppable, as he had her toss her head back, run her hands through her hair, and drape herself over the chaise with a dramatic flair. She wasn’t Amy, the wife, anymore. She was a siren, a goddess, a star of her own silent film. The camera was her adoring audience, and Remy was its conductor, coaxing out a performance she never knew she had in her.

“Magnifique,” he would whisper, moving around her with a predator’s grace. “You are a natural. Now, onto the bed. Let’s get some close-ups. The light is perfect.”

Barefoot, she padded to the bed, the crisp linen cool against her knees. She knelt, the crimson babydoll she’d changed into pooling around her like a splash of wine. Remy approached, removing the camera from the tripod, his body a dark silhouette against the bright backdrop of lights.

“Just your face,” he said, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur. “The story is in your eyes.”

He moved in close, the large camera obscuring his face. The shutter clicked, a whisper in the quiet space between them. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, smell the faint, clean scent of his soap mixed with the metallic tang of the equipment. The charged feeling from the champagne toast returned, but it was different now—amplified, intensified by the raw vulnerability of the past hour.

He lowered the camera, his espresso eyes meeting hers. They were deep, focused, seeing every flicker of emotion in her gaze. The air grew thick, the saxophone from the speakers seeming to slow to a sensual crawl. He was so close she could see the individual flecks of gold in his irises, the faint pulse at his temple. The professional distance had evaporated, leaving only this breathless, magnetic tension.

Amy’s heart was a wild drum against her ribs. The excitement of the shoot, the heady rush of feeling beautiful and desired, the proximity of this intensely attractive man who saw only the powerful, sexy version of herself—it all crested into a single, impulsive wave.

She leaned forward.

It wasn’t a frantic, passionate clash. It was one long, steady kiss, her lips meeting his with a certainty that bypassed her conscious thought. For a heartbeat, he was still, and then his lips softened, moving against hers in a slow, responsive pressure that sent a jolt of pure lightning straight to her core. Time suspended. The only sound was the frantic beating of her own blood in her ears.

She was the one who pulled away, breaking the contact as deliberately as she had initiated it. The moment she did, reality came crashing back in, cold and horrifying. A hot, violent blush scalded her cheeks and chest.

Remy’s eyes were wide, his own breath slightly hitched. He blinked, and the professional mask slid back into place with an almost audible click. He cleared his throat, taking a deliberate step back, putting a safe, professional foot of air between them.

“Ah... the light is shifting,” he said, his voice a little rough. He raised the camera again, but the easy energy was gone. “Let’s... let’s try a few more. Just turn your shoulder a little.”

The rest of the shoot passed in a blur of stiff, awkward poses and polite, stilted directions. The magic had been shattered, replaced by a thick, uncomfortable silence. After what felt like an eternity but was probably only five minutes, Remy lowered his camera.

“I think... I think we have everything we need,” he said, not quite meeting her eyes. “You were... incredible.”

“Thank you,” Amy whispered, grabbing the white robe and wrapping it around herself like a shield.

She fled to the dressing room, her hands trembling as she pulled on her jeans and sweater. She didn’t look at herself in the mirror. She shoved the lingerie, now feeling like evidence, haphazardly into her bags. She had to get out.

A few minutes later, she emerged, bags in hand. The woman at the front desk was gone. Remy was by his computer, his back to her.

“I’ll... the previews will be ready in two weeks,” he said, hardly turning around.

“Okay. Thank you,” she managed, and practically ran for the door.

The cold autumn air was a slap in the face. She fumbled with her keys, unlocking the SUV and throwing her bags inside. As she slammed the door and started the engine, the full weight of what she had done landed on her chest, crushing the breath from her lungs.

She stared at the sterile, grey facade of Lumiere Studios, her knuckles white on the steering wheel.

Oh, no, she thought, the words a silent scream in the confines of the car. What have I done?
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Chapter 4: Confession
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The scent of the pizza box on the passenger seat—extra pepperoni, just like he’d asked—was a tangible anchor to her real life. It was a simple, greasy smell that should have been comforting. Instead, it felt like an accusation. Every red light on the drive home was a reprieve, a moment to try and school her features into something normal, to push the memory of Remy’s lips and the look in his eyes into a dark, locked box in her mind. She failed. The ghost of the kiss lingered, a brand on her mouth that felt more real than the steering wheel beneath her hands.

She pulled into their driveway. The familiar sight of their brick bungalow, with Mike’s winter tires already stacked against the side of the garage, should have been a relief. It only tightened the knot of guilt in her stomach. I didn’t mean for it to happen, she rehearsed silently. It was a mistake. It meant nothing. The words sounded hollow even in the privacy of her own thoughts.

She pasted on a smile, grabbed the pizza, and pushed through the front door. “Honey, I’m home,” she called out, the cheerful domesticity of the phrase tasting like ash.

Mike emerged from the kitchen, two plates in hand. He’d changed out of his work clothes into a worn-out university sweatshirt and jeans. His smile was easy, genuine. “There she is! I was starting to think you got lost hunting down this masterpiece.” He took the box from her, leaning in to give her a quick, casual kiss on the cheek.

Amy flinched. It was microscopic, a tiny recoil she hoped he hadn’t noticed. From the way his smile didn’t falter, she assumed she was safe.

“So, how were the errands?” he asked, flipping the pizza box open on the coffee table, their usual spot for a lazy Friday night. “Get everything done?”

The question was so normal, so utterly Mike. He was asking about her fictional trip to the dry cleaner’s, or the grocery store, or wherever he assumed she’d been. The weight of the lie, now compounded by the secret she carried, was immense.

“It was... okay,” she said, her voice carefully neutral as she shrugged off her coat. She couldn’t look at him, busying herself with getting napkins and two glasses of water. “You know. Just... stuff.”

They settled on the couch, a comfortable silence falling between them as they each took a slice. The pizza was perfect, greasy and savoury, but Amy could barely taste it. She chewed mechanically, nodding along as Mike talked about his budget meeting, the mind-numbing boredom of it, a funny story about a new intern. She laughed in all the right places, but her eyes were fixed on the television, not really seeing the sitcom rerun he’d turned on for background noise.

She was a ghost in her own living room, watching the happy, normal scene play out from a million miles away. Mike’s arm was slung over the back of the couch, his fingers occasionally brushing her shoulder. Every touch was a jolt, a reminder of her betrayal.

As the credits for the first show rolled and another began, Mike reached for the remote to turn up the volume. It was now or never. The guilt was a physical pressure in her chest, making it hard to breathe.

“Mike,” she said, her voice quiet but firm. “Can you pause that for a second?”

“Hmm? Sure.” He hit the mute button, plunging the room into a sudden, heavy silence. The only sound was the frantic beating of her own heart. He turned to her, his expression open and curious. “What’s up? Forget to tell me about a huge sale you found?”

She couldn’t stall. She took a deep breath, her gaze dropping to her hands, clenched tightly in her lap. “My errands today... I didn’t... I wasn’t entirely honest.”

His easy smile faded, replaced by a look of mild confusion. “Okay...? What’s going on, Ames?”

“I... I went to a photoshoot.” The words tumbled out in a rush. “A boudoir photoshoot. For our anniversary. It was supposed to be a surprise.”

Mike’s face went through a rapid series of emotions. First, confusion. Then, a dawning understanding, followed by a flicker of what might have been intrigue or excitement. “Wait, really? Like... lingerie photos?” A slow, appreciative smile started to form. “That’s... wow. That’s a surprise alright. Where are they?”

This was the hard part. This was where she shattered that budding excitement.

“That’s not all,” she whispered, forcing herself to meet his eyes. The warmth in them was already starting to cool, seeing the anguish in hers. “Something happened. At the end.”

The room grew cold. Mike’s arm slowly retracted from the back of the couch. “What happened, Amy?”

She swallowed, her mouth dry as dust. “The photographer... his name was Remy. He was this French guy. He was... we were taking some close-up shots and... the moment was very intense. And I... I kissed him.”

The silence that followed was absolute. It was a living thing, swelling to fill the room, pressing in on them from all sides. Mike didn’t move. He didn’t speak. He just stared at her, his face a carefully blank mask, but his eyes... his eyes were windows into a storm of hurt and disbelief.

“You what?” The question was flat, devoid of all emotion. It was more terrifying than if he had shouted.

“It was just a kiss. One kiss. It was a mistake. I don’t know why I did it, I just...” she trailed off, her excuses sounding pathetic even to her own ears.

“You kissed your boudoir photographer,” he repeated, the words slow and deliberate, as if he were trying to fit them together in a way that made sense. The blank mask began to crack, and a raw, gut-punched pain flashed across his features. He looked down at the pizza box, at their half-eaten slices, then back at her, as if seeing their entire evening, their entire life, in a new and terrible light.

He stood up abruptly, the movement jerky. He ran a hand through his hair, his back to her. The tension in his shoulders was a visible, physical force.

“Mike, please,” Amy pleaded, her voice trembling. “I’m so sorry! It meant nothing.”

He turned around, and the look on his face stole the air from her lungs. It wasn’t just anger. It was a deep, profound hurt. The trust that had been a foundation of their life together had just been smashed, and the shockwaves were only beginning to radiate outwards.

“It meant nothing?” he echoed, his voice low and dangerously quiet. “You took a day off, you went and got half-naked for some guy, you kissed him, and you’re telling me it meant nothing?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He just shook his head, a short, sharp movement, and walked out of the room, leaving her alone in the silent, guilt-charged wreckage of their pizza night. The fight was coming, she could feel it brewing in the house, but for now, the confession alone had done its damage.
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Chapter 5: Fighting
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The silence he left in his wake was worse than any sound. It was heavy, suffocating, broken only by the frantic thumping of Amy’s heart. She sat frozen on the couch, staring at the empty doorway to the hall, the muted television flashing colourful, silent images that mocked the monochrome wreckage of their evening.

She couldn’t just let him walk away. She had to explain, to make him understand it was a moment of insanity, not a premeditated betrayal.

“Mike?” she called out, her voice thin and shaky. There was no answer.

She pushed herself off the couch, her legs feeling like rubber. She found him in the kitchen, standing stiffly at the sink, gripping the countertop, his head bowed. The leftover pizza sat on the stove, the cheese congealing into a greasy film.

“Mike, please, can we talk about this?” she pleaded, hovering in the doorway.

He didn’t turn around. “What is there to talk about, Amy? You said it yourself. You kissed him.” The words were clipped, thrown over his shoulder like stones.

“I know, and I’m sick about it! It was a mistake! It was the adrenaline, the weirdness of the situation... I don’t know! I wasn’t thinking!”

That made him turn. The raw pain in his eyes had been forged into a cold, hard anger. “You weren’t thinking? That’s your defence? You just accidentally fell onto his lips?”

“It wasn’t like that!”

“Then what was it like, Amy? Enlighten me!” His voice rose, cracking through the quiet of the house. “Because from where I’m standing, my wife planned a secret photoshoot, got naked with some French fuckboy photographer, and then decided to kiss him. Seems pretty straightforward to me!”

“I wasn’t naked!” she shot back, her own frustration and guilt boiling over into anger. “It was lingerie! It was supposed to be for you! A surprise for you!”

“Oh, don’t you dare!” he roared, taking a step toward her, his finger jabbing in her direction. “Don’t you dare try to spin this like it was some noble gesture for me! This was for you! This was all about you feeling sexy and wanted, and when he gave you the attention you were clearly fishing for, you jumped at it!”

The accusation was so sharp, so close to the insecure truth she’d felt during the shoot, that it stole her breath. “That’s not true!”

“Isn’t it?” he laughed, a harsh, ugly sound. “What was his name? Remy? Some stupid shit like that? Did he tell you how beautiful you were? Did he make you feel like a ‘goddess’? And you just lapped it up, didn’t you? Was the kiss his idea of a job well done?”

“I kissed him! Me! He didn’t do anything!” The words were out before she could stop them, a desperate attempt to shoulder the blame that only made things infinitely worse.

Mike’s face went pale. The anger seemed to drain out of him, replaced by a look of utter, devastating revulsion. “Oh, my god,” he whispered, shaking his head slowly. “You’re actually protecting him.”

“I’m not! I’m telling you the truth!”

“The truth? You don’t know what the truth is! You’ve been lying to me all day! ‘Just running errands, Mike!’ ‘It was okay, Mike!’” he mocked, his voice a cruel imitation of hers. “How am I supposed to believe anything you say now? How do I know this was the first time? How do I know this ‘Remy’ is the only one?”

“That’s insane!” she cried, tears of frustration and hurt finally spilling over. “There is no one else! There has never been anyone else! It was one stupid, idiotic kiss!”

“It’s not just the kiss, Amy! It’s everything!” he yelled, sweeping his arm out, encompassing the invisible history of the day. “It’s the secrecy! The lies! The fact that you put yourself in that situation and then... and then you...” He couldn’t even say it again. He just stared at her, his chest heaving. “I look at you right now and I don’t even know who you are.”

The words landed like a physical blow, knocking the fight out of her. She wrapped her arms around herself, shrinking under his gaze. “Mike... I’m still me.”

“No,” he said, his voice dropping to a dead, final tone. “The Amy I know wouldn’t have done this. The Amy I married wouldn’t have even thought of it.”

He pushed past her, back into the living room, and snatched his car keys from the bowl on the console table.

Panic, cold and sharp, seized her. “Where are you going?”

“Out,” he bit out, not looking at her.

“Mike, don’t! Don’t leave! We need to talk about this!”

“We’re done talking,” he said, yanking the front door open. The cold night air rushed in, a chilling intruder. He paused on the threshold, his back to her. “I can’t even look at you right now.”

The door slammed shut with a force that rattled the pictures on the wall. A moment later, she heard his car engine roar to life and the screech of tires as he peeled out of the driveway.

Amy stood alone in the sudden, echoing silence, the harsh, ugly words hanging in the air like smoke. The house, their home, felt alien and hostile. She slid down the wall onto the floor, pulled her knees to her chest, and sobbed, the fight leaving nothing but ruins in its wake.
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Chapter 6: Reconcile
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The house was a museum of their fight. Amy had spent the night in their bed, staring at the ceiling, listening for the sound of his car. She’d heard it just after 3 a.m., the purr of the engine cutting off, the soft click of the front door, and then—the definitive silence of him not coming down the hall. The creak of the living room couch springs had been the final, crushing exhibit.

When she emerged from the bedroom the next morning, the air was still thick with unsaid words. Mike was in the kitchen, already dressed, making a single cup of coffee in the French press. The blanket and pillow from the hall closet were neatly folded on the couch. He didn’t look at her.

“Mike,” she said, her voice raspy from crying and disuse.

He poured the coffee, his movements deliberate. “There’s water in the kettle if you want some.”

It was the most mundane of sentences, but it was a chasm between them. She made her own tea, the silence stretching, taut and painful. They moved around the kitchen like ghosts, giving each other a wide berth.

Finally, he leaned against the counter, cradling his mug. He looked exhausted, shadows under his eyes, his shoulders slumped. The anger from last night had burned down to embers, leaving behind a cold, grey ash of hurt.

“I can’t just pretend it didn’t happen,” he said, his voice low and flat. He still wasn’t looking at her, his gaze fixed on the backyard through the window.

“I’m not asking you to,” Amy replied, her own voice quiet. She wrapped her hands around her warm mug, seeking a comfort it couldn’t provide. “I know what I did. I have to live with it. I just... I need to know if you can live with it, too. Or if we’re done.”

The word ‘done’ hung in the air, terrifying and final.

Mike was silent for a long time. He took a slow sip of his coffee. “I don’t know if we’re done,” he said, and the honesty of it was both brutal and a small relief—it wasn’t an immediate ‘no.’ “What I do know is that the way we’ve been talking... or not talking... for months, maybe years... it led here. To secrets. To this.”

Amy felt a flicker of defensive anger. “This wasn’t because we didn’t talk about the recycling, Mike!”

“No, it wasn’t,” he agreed, finally turning to look at her. The pain in his eyes was raw and undisguised. “It was because you didn’t feel you could tell me you were feeling... whatever you were feeling that made you think a boudoir shoot was the answer. And I was too wrapped up in my own life, and my job, to notice. We’re on different planets, Amy. And you took a shuttle to a whole other galaxy without telling me.”

She had no rebuttal. He was right. The shoot had been a symptom, not the cause. The kiss had been the explosion, but the pressure had been building for a long, long time.

“So, what now?” she whispered, her hope a fragile, trembling thing.

“Now...” He sighed, a deep, weary sound that seemed to come from his soul. “Now, we try to get on the same planet. But it’s not going to be the way it was. I can’t just flip a switch and trust you. That’s gone. It’s going to take time. A lot of time.”

“I know,” she said, her eyes welling up. “I’ll do anything.”

“The first thing is no more lies. None. Not even little ones. If you’re unhappy, you say it. If you’re feeling insecure, you say it. Full, brutal, uncomfortable honesty. From both of us.”

“Okay,” she nodded, a tear escaping and tracing a path down her cheek. “I can do that.”

“And...” he paused, as if weighing the words. “I think we need help. I can’t navigate this minefield by myself. We need to talk to someone. A professional.”

Couples counselling. The suggestion, which might have felt like a failure a week ago, now felt like a lifeline. A neutral party. A translator for their pain.

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “Anything. Yes.”

Mike nodded, looking down into his coffee mug. The conversation was over. The fight was paused, not won. The reconciliation was a temporary truce, a fragile agreement to pick up the pieces and see if they could be reassembled into something new, something that acknowledged the crack running through its center.

He pushed off the counter and placed his empty mug in the sink. He still didn’t touch her. He didn’t come near her.

“I’m going to go for a walk,” he said, heading for the door.

“Okay,” was all Amy managed to say in response.

It wasn’t forgiveness. It wasn’t a hug. It wasn’t a promise that everything would be okay.

But it wasn’t a slammed door. And for now, in the devastating quiet of the morning after, that felt like a win.
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Chapter 7: His Idea
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The fragile truce held. In the days that followed, a new, careful normal began to take shape. They talked more, their conversations deliberate and often halting, like people learning a new language. The counselling appointment was booked, a little over a week away, a date on the calendar that felt both daunting and necessary. Amy had begun to tentatively hope that the path forward, while long, was at least clear.

That was why Mike’s demeanour when he walked through the door that evening was so disorienting. The usual cautious tension was gone from his shoulders. He wasn’t just calm; he was almost buoyant, a faint, genuine smile playing on his lips as he dropped his keys in the bowl.

“Hey,” he said, his voice light.

“Hey,” Amy replied from the kitchen island, where she was chopping vegetables for a stir-fry. She studied him, her guard instinctively rising. This wasn’t the script. This was the energy of the old Mike, the one from before the photoshoot, and it felt out of place, almost alarming. “You’re in a good mood. Did you win the lottery or something?”

He came into the kitchen, leaning against the counter opposite her, his smile widening into something that looked like excitement. “Something like that. I’ve been thinking... a lot. And I’ve got an idea.”

The knife stilled in her hand. “An idea?”

“Yeah. About us. About how we can maybe... I don’t know, turn this whole shitty situation into something that actually makes us stronger.” He ran a hand through his hair, the gesture energetic. “Look, I’ll just say it. I’ve always had this fantasy. A lot of guys do. About a threesome. Or, you know, group play.”

Amy stared at him, the pieces not connecting. The stir-fry, their problems, a threesome. It was a non-sequitur that made her head spin. “What are you talking about, Mike?”

“Just hear me out,” he said, his tone earnest, as if this was the most logical solution in the world. “I think it could be good for us. It could make me happy. And I was thinking... as a sort of olive branch... we could start with that guy. Remy.”

The air left Amy’s lungs. For a moment, she was certain she had misheard him. “You cannot be serious.”

“I am serious!” he insisted, his eyes bright with a strange, unsettling conviction. “You wanted to know how to fix this? This is how! We do it together. No secrets.”

A hot flush of anger surged through her disbelief. “Is this a joke? Are you testing me? Mike, this is insane! That’s not my fantasy! How would that possibly fix our problems?”

“Because I wasn’t involved!” he said, his voice rising with passion. “That was the whole problem, Amy! The sneaking around! I felt like an idiot on the sidelines. Look, I’ve been dishonest too, I guess. I’ve hidden this side of myself, this... curiosity. Just like you hid your... whatever that was. If it had just been a threesome with another man, something we planned together, I don’t think I would’ve minded. Not really.”

He said it so matter-of-factly, as if he were explaining a simple mathematical equation. Her betrayal was reduced to a logistical error.

“You... you wouldn’t have minded?” she repeated, stunned.

“No. Provided, of course,” he added, as if striking a fair deal, “that we can try the other kind of threesome some other time. You know, with another woman. It’s only fair.”

Amy felt the world tilt on its axis. Was this really her husband? Or was this a stranger who had walked in wearing his face, spouting a bizarre, transactional logic that made a mockery of their pain? She wanted to scream, to throw the cutting board at him, to ask him if he had lost his mind. This wasn't reconciliation; it was a twisted negotiation.

But as she looked at him, at the eager, almost desperate hope in his eyes, all her arguments died in her throat. He genuinely believed this was a solution. To fight him now, to reject this bizarre olive branch, would be to slam the door he was, in his own broken way, trying to open.

The fight drained out of her, replaced by a cold, numb horror. What was the point of saying no? She had forfeited the moral high ground. She was the cheater. If this was the price of his forgiveness, however warped it seemed, did she have a choice?

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word flat and hollow. “Fine. Sure.”

Mike’s face broke into a triumphant, relieved smile. “Really? You mean it?”

She just nodded, unable to form another word.

“Okay. Wow. Okay, great!” He clapped his hands together softly, a man who had just successfully brokered a peace treaty. “I’ll... I’ll start looking into how people... you know, arrange these things.”

He walked out of the kitchen, already pulling out his phone, leaving her standing there with the half-chopped vegetables.

Okay, fine, sure.

The words echoed in the sudden silence, more terrifying than any slammed door. She looked down at her hands, at the knife, at the mundane reality of dinner preparation. She had just agreed to invite the man she’d betrayed her husband with back into their bed, as a bizarre form of penance. A cold dread, deeper and more profound than any she had felt before, seeped into her bones.

She wondered if she had just made a mistake infinitely bigger than the first.
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Chapter 8: The Phone Call
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The fragile, hopeful normal of the previous week curdled into something new and strange. Mike’s energy was no longer focused on processing hurt, but on planning. He spent his evenings on his laptop, his brow furrowed in concentration, not with the weight of betrayal, but with the logistical challenges of a fantasy. He used terms like "unicorn hunting" and talked about "established boundaries" with an unsettling, academic detachment. Amy listened, nodding along, her agreement a silent, heavy stone in her stomach. She was happy to let the idea remain just that—an idea, a theoretical possibility to be discussed endlessly and never acted upon.

She was deeply uncomfortable. The whole concept felt less like an olive branch and more like a punishment dressed up as a gift, a way for Mike to reclaim control of a situation where he’d felt powerless. But she had lost her right to veto. She was the one who had broken the rules; now she had to play by his.

On Friday night, they were on the couch, a movie playing unnoticed in the background. Mike was scrolling through an app on his phone, muttering something to himself. Amy was trying to read, the words blurring into meaningless shapes on the page. Her phone, sitting on the coffee table, buzzed with a soft ping.

She picked it up, her heart giving a familiar, nervous lurch whenever a notification came through. It was an email. The sender name made her blood run cold: Lumiere Studios. The subject line: Your Private Gallery is Ready.

She froze, the phone feeling like a live wire in her hand. Mike noticed her stillness.

“What is it?” he asked, his voice casual.

The new rule echoed in her head: No more lies. Full, brutal, uncomfortable honesty.

“It’s... the photos,” she said quietly, her throat tight. “From the shoot. They’re here.”

Mike’s demeanor shifted instantly. The distracted researcher was gone, replaced by a man of intense, immediate focus. He put his phone down and sat up straight. “Let’s see them.”

“Mike, I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” she started, but he was already moving to sit beside her, his shoulder pressing against hers.

“Amy, the honesty thing works both ways. Hiding them from me is just another secret. We look at them together. Now.”

Her hands trembled as she opened the email, clicked the secure link, and entered the password. She wasn’t sure what Mike would think. She wondered if he’d like them, or if this would just drudge up bad memories. The gallery loaded, a grid of thumbnail images. She couldn’t bring herself to tap on one.

Mike took the phone from her. “Let me.”

He tapped the first image. It was from the early, stiff part of the shoot, but Remy’s skill was undeniable. The light was soft, the composition elegant. Mike swiped to the next. And the next. His breathing changed. The images progressed, charting her journey from nervousness to the empowered, playful woman she’d become after the champagne.

“Oh, wow,” Mike murmured, his voice low. He swiped again, to a shot on the velvet chaise in the black chemise, where she was looking over her shoulder with a smouldering gaze he hadn’t seen in years. “Oooh, fuck. Those are good.”

He kept swiping, his arousal a palpable force in the space between them. He lingered on a close-up from the bed, her lips parted, her eyes heavy-lidded. “Jesus, Amy. I REALLY wish I’d been there.” The statement was layered, a mix of genuine turned-on appreciation and a sharp, painful reminder of why he hadn't been.

He finally lowered the phone, his eyes dark and intense. “This is it. This is the sign.”

“What is?”

“We’re not waiting. We’re doing this. Call him.”

The world tilted. “Call him? Mike, it’s Friday night! I’ll just... I’ll reply to the email. Thank him for the photos.”

“No,” Mike said, his voice leaving no room for argument. “You call the studio. Right now. If he’s not there, we leave a message. But you call. I want to hear you ask him.”

It was a test. A brutal, performative test of her compliance. With a feeling of dread so profound it felt like vertigo, Amy took her phone back, found the studio’s number, and hit dial. It went to a generic voicemail. She left a stilted, awkward message, her face burning with humiliation. “Hi, this is Amy... from last week’s shoot. Could you please have Remy call me back when he has a moment? Thank you.”

She hung up, feeling sick. “There. Happy?”

“For now,” Mike said, his attention already returning to the gallery of photos on her phone.

—
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THE NEXT MORNING, SATURDAY, her phone rang. An unknown number with a local area code. Her stomach plummeted. Mike, who had been making coffee, stopped and watched her, his expression unreadable.

She answered, her voice thin. “Hello?”

“Amy? Bonjour, it’s Remy! I got your message.” His voice, that melodic accent, sent a jolt of conflicting memories through her—the thrill of the shoot, the shame of the kiss, the cold horror of this new plan.

“Hi, Remy. Thanks for calling back.”

“Of course. Is everything alright with the photos? You are happy?” he asked, his tone professional yet warm.

“Yes, the photos are... they’re great. That’s actually not why I’m calling.” She took a shaky breath, aware of Mike’s unwavering gaze. “I was wondering... if you might like to get together sometime. For some fun.”

There was a long pause on the other end of the line. She could practically hear his surprise. “Really? You mean, like, us? Getting together?” he said, the professionalism fading into genuine curiosity. “I thought you were married, Amy. Très married. What happened to Mike?”

She looked at Mike, who was staring at her, his eyes demanding the truth. She closed her own eyes, unable to bear the sight of him. “Umm,” she stammered, the word catching in her dry throat. “He’d like to join us.”

The silence this time was different. It was contemplative. Then, a low, intrigued sound. “Ah. I see. Well. That is... an interesting proposal.”

“So... is that a yes?” she forced herself to ask.

“For a chance to photograph you again? In a... different context? Oui. Yes, it is.”

They exchanged a few more brief, awkward logistical words about checking schedules and texting to confirm before hanging up. They agreed to try aiming for tomorrow, this Sunday. Amy lowered the phone, her hand almost shaking from her nerves.

“Well?” Mike’s voice was tight with anticipation. “Did he say yes?”

She nodded, looking up at him. “He did.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across Mike’s face. It was the happiest she’d seen him since before any of this started. He looked thrilled, powerful, his fantasy inches from becoming reality.

“Perfect,” he said, the single word laden with a terrifying finality.

Amy watched him pour his coffee, her mind reeling. This was really happening. The man whose kiss had shattered their marriage was being invited back in, with her husband’s enthusiastic blessing. She felt a cold certainty that this would blow up in their faces, that they were playing with a fire that would consume what was left of their relationship. But the fear was a locked box in her throat, and Mike, buoyant and aroused, held the key.
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Chapter 9: Après Call
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The triumphant energy that had filled Mike after the call slowly dissipated, leaving behind a quiet, charged stillness in the living room. Amy watched him, the echo of his “Perfect” still hanging in the air. The dread in her stomach solidified into a cold, hard knot. She couldn’t let this momentum carry them over the cliff.

“Mike,” she said, her voice cutting through the silence. “Can we talk about this? Really talk?”

He turned from the kitchen counter, his expression still buoyant, but now tinged with impatience. “Talk about what? We just got a ‘yes.’ This is happening.”

“That’s what I’m worried about,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest, a defensive gesture. “I think... I think you’re becoming obsessed with this fantasy. You’re not thinking clearly.”

His smile vanished. “I’m thinking clearer than I have in weeks. This is the first thing that’s made sense.”

“Made sense?” Amy let out a disbelieving breath. “Mike, this was your idea. All of it. I’m just... I’m just trying to keep up.”

He studied her, a new, calculating look in his eyes. “Is that really all it is? You’re just humouring me?” He took a step closer. “Have you never, ever once, been curious? About being with another man while I was there? Or... anything like it?”

The question was a trap, and they both knew it. To deny it completely would be another lie, a dismissal of the very “brutal honesty” he’d demanded. But to admit to it felt like handing him a weapon.

She chose the fragile truth. “It’s not that I’ve never been curious,” she admitted, her voice low. “In the abstract, yes, maybe. I’d be open to trying new things. Under the right circumstances. In a healthy relationship.” She looked at him, pleading. “I just don’t want to blow up our entire marriage over this! It’s all so fresh, Mike. The wound is still open, and this feels like pouring acid in it.”

Mike’s shoulders slumped. The aggressive energy bled away, replaced by a profound weariness. He walked over and sat on the arm of the couch, not touching her. “I know it’s fast,” he murmured, staring at his hands. “I know it’s a lot.”

“It is,” she whispered.

They sat in silence for a long moment, the spectre of their planned meeting with Remy the next day looming over them.

“I’m worried,” Amy said, her voice barely audible. “I’m worried that after tomorrow, you’ll never look at me the same way again.”

At that, he finally looked at her. His eyes were soft, filled with a pain that mirrored her own. He reached out and gently stroked her arm, his touch a ghost of the comfort he used to offer so freely.

“I know,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “And I realize... I realize now that what you did was a small mistake. A moment of weakness. We can get through that.” He took a shaky breath. “This... this thing tomorrow... it’s not about punishment. It’s about restoring something. My... my masculine energy, I guess. It was shattered, Amy. This feels like a way to put it back together, with you by my side.” A tear escaped and traced a path down his cheek. “I know I’m asking a lot. I do. And I appreciate you. For agreeing to the therapy, and for... for being willing to try this for me.”

He broke then, his face crumbling. The tears came in earnest, quiet sobs that shook his shoulders. “We don’t have to,” he choked out. “We can call it off. I don’t... I don’t want to use you. I don’t want to abuse you. But the jealousy is eating me alive, and these fantasies... I’ve had them for so long and I’ve been so ashamed of them, and now it all just feels... tangled up.”

He stood up abruptly, unable to bear her gaze any longer. “I just... I need a minute.”

He walked away, down the hall, and she heard the soft click of their bedroom door closing. A moment later, she heard the muffled, heart-wrenching sound of his sobs.

Amy sat alone, his confession swirling around her. The manipulative strategist was gone, replaced by a vulnerable, hurting man terrified of his own desires and his role in breaking their marriage. He didn't want to force her. He was willing to call it off. The realization was a seismic shift. He was flawed, his solution was deeply messed up, but he cared. He cared about them.

For the first time in weeks, it didn’t feel like they were on different planets. It felt like they were both lost in the same terrifying wilderness, desperately trying to find a path back to each other. And she saw, with sudden, startling clarity, that she could be the one to lead them out.

After a brief, determined cry of her own, she stood up and walked to their bedroom. She pushed the door open. Mike was curled on his side of the bed, turned away from the door, his body still shaking with silent tears.

She walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, placing a hand on his back.

“Okay,” she said, her voice clear and steady. “Let’s do it.”

He stilled. Slowly, he rolled over to look at her, his face ravaged and wet. “Do you mean it?” he asked, his voice raw with hope and fear.

“Yes,” she said, holding his gaze. “Just so long as you promise me one thing. That you won’t blame me, no matter what happens tomorrow.”

Mike looked at her for a long moment, seeing not the cheater, not the reluctant participant, but his partner. He nodded, softly.

“That’s fair.”
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Chapter 10: The Introduction
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Sunday dawned with a strange, new quality of light. The air in the house felt different, charged not with the tension of an impending fight, but with the quiet, nervous energy of a planned, mutual leap into the unknown. The intimacy they had shared the night before had been slow and romantic, a tender reclamation of a connection they both feared was lost. It wasn't about passion; it was about confirmation, a silent promise whispered through touch that they were still Mike and Amy, no matter what the day held.

They got ready with a focused, deliberate care, like actors preparing for a pivotal scene. Amy chose an outfit that was both elegant and strikingly alluring—a fitted crimson dress that ended just above the knee, paired with sheer stockings and classic black heels. Mike dressed with similar intent, selecting a button-down shirt that made him look sharp, confident. He even put on one of his suit jackets, undecided whether he’d wear it in or not. They were presenting a united front, the most attractive version of themselves, armouring up for the encounter.

“Okay,” Mike said, checking his reflection one last time. “Let’s confirm.”

He put his phone on the kitchen island, activating the speaker. Amy stood beside him, her arms crossed, as he dialled Remy’s number.

It picked up after two rings. “Allô?”

“Remy, it’s Mike. And Amy’s here with me.”

“Ah, bonjour to you both,” Remy’s voice was smooth, upbeat. “Are we still on for this afternoon?”

“We are,” Mike said, his voice firm. “Just confirming the address.”

Remy relayed the details of a condo in a trendy, converted warehouse district downtown. A wave of palpable relief washed over both Amy and Mike. They exchanged a brief glance; neither had wanted him in their home, their sanctuary. This neutral, third-party territory was perfect. A controlled environment. A place they could leave.

“Perfect,” Mike said, echoing his word from the day before, but with less triumph and more finality. “We’ll see you at four.”

—
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THE CONDO BUILDING was exactly as advertised—modern, industrial-chic, and impersonal. They rode the elevator up in a thick silence, their hands briefly brushing before intertwining, a squeeze of solidarity.

Remy answered the door on the first knock. He was dressed in dark, well-fitted casual wear, a simple grey henley and jeans. His eyes, however, were alight with a keen, artistic intensity. His gaze swept over them both, a quick, appreciative assessment, but it lingered on Amy.

“You both look wonderful,” he said, his accent making the compliment sound more profound. He extended a hand to Mike first. “Remy. A pleasure to finally meet you properly.”

Mike shook his hand, the gesture firm and brief. “Mike.”

Then Remy turned to Amy. He didn’t offer a hand. Instead, he gave her that same small, penetrating smile from the studio, the one that seemed to see right through her. “Amy,” he said, her name a caress. “It is very good to see you again.”

She managed a tight smile. “You too, Remy.”

“Please, come in.”

His apartment was a photographer’s space—open concept, with high ceilings, exposed ductwork, and one entire wall of north-facing windows flooding the living area with soft, afternoon light. It was meticulously tidy, decorated in shades of charcoal and cream. It felt like a stage.

“Can I offer you a drink?” Remy asked, moving towards a kitchen island where a bottle of red wine was already breathing beside a wooden board of artisanal cheeses and cured meats. “I thought we could start with a glass. Ease into the... proceedings.”

“Wine would be great,” Mike said, his voice a little too loud.

They settled around the island on tall stools, the three of them forming a tense little triangle. Remy poured three generous glasses of a deep, ruby red. He raised his.

“To new experiences,” he said, his eyes glinting.

“To new experiences,” Mike and Amy echoed in near-unison, clinking their glasses against his.

The wine was good, dry and complex, but Amy could barely taste it. She took a small sip, her nerves stretched taut. The conversation was polite, stilted—comments on the condo, the unseasonably warm weather, the quality of the cheese. It was all a bizarre pantomime of normalcy, a thin veneer over the unspoken reason they were all there.

They made it through one glass. As Remy was about to offer a refill, he paused, looking from Mike to Amy, a slow, confident smile spreading across his face. He placed his empty glass on the counter with a soft, definitive click.

“So,” he said, his voice dropping into a more intimate register. “Shall we move this to the bedroom?”
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Chapter 11: Wildest Dreams
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Remy closed the bedroom door with a soft, definitive click. The sound sealed them in, a world apart from the polite fiction of wine and cheese in the living room. The bedroom was an extension of the main space—minimalist, dominated by a large, low platform bed with crisp white linens. A professional-looking camera on a tripod stood in one corner, a silent observer.

“The light in here is perfect,” Remy said, his voice a low, intimate murmur that seemed to vibrate in the enclosed space. He turned to Amy, his gaze both commanding and appreciative. “Amy, on the bed, please. On your back, in the centre. Let’s pick up where we left off.”

The instruction, so professional yet so deeply personal, broke the last pretense. This was a photoshoot, but it was also something else entirely. Amy’s heart hammered against her ribs as she walked to the bed, the soft carpet muffling her steps. First, she looked to Mike, ensuring he was okay with it. Once she realized he was, she climbed into bed and lay back, the cool sheets a shock against her skin through the crimson dress. She felt like the subject of a beautiful, terrifying experiment.

Remy began to work, the camera shutter firing in that soft, rapid rhythm she remembered. He circled the bed, his movements fluid. “Mike,” he said, without looking away from his viewfinder. “Go to her. Kiss her.”

Mike hesitated for only a second before crossing the room. He knelt on the edge of the bed, his form blocking the light for a moment as he leaned over her. His eyes were dark, searching hers for permission, for a sign this was still okay. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

He kissed her.

It started tenderly, an echo of the night before, but the context—the watching eyes, the clicking shutter—fueled it into something more. It became hungry, possessive, a public reclaiming. Amy kissed him back with a fervour that surprised her, her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. The camera clicked on, documenting the shift, the passion that was both real and performative.

“I love you, Mike,” Amy whispered quietly.

“I love you too,” he said in his own, hushed response.

“Beautiful,” Remy murmured, his voice a catalyst. Remy seemed quite pleased with the photos he was getting. “Now, Mike, help me.”

Mike pulled back, his breath ragged. Remy approached the other side of the bed. His movements were not rushed, but deliberate. He looked at Amy, a question in his eyes that she answered with her silence. He reached for the hem of her dress. Mike’s jaw tightened, a flicker of jealousy crossing his face, but he didn’t stop him. Mike watched, his own arousal warring with a primal sense of intrusion, as Remy slowly, expertly, gathered the crimson silk and drew it up and over her head, tossing it aside.

Then came the stockings, peeled down with a whisper, and finally her heels, dropped to the floor. Lastly, the guys pulled off her underwear. Mike pulled down her panties, as Remy unhooked her bra and slid the hoops off her shoulders. Soon, Amy was laid bare before both of them, the studio session culminating in this moment of complete exposure. A hot flush spread across her chest, but it was mixed with a thrilling, terrifying sense of liberation.

The dynamic shifted instantly. The camera was forgotten. Each of the men began to strip, wanting to join Amy in her primal state.

Remy’s touch was no longer that of a photographer directing a subject, but of a man joining two lovers. He ran a hand along her calf, his touch eliciting a gasp that was swallowed by Mike’s returning kiss.

Mike pulled back, his breath ragged. Remy’s hands were already at her hips, his touch firm and sure. In one fluid, powerful motion, he rolled her onto her back and settled himself between her legs, his weight a solid, undeniable pressure. Amy’s head fell back, a low, involuntary groan escaping her lips as Remy climbed aboard.

Then, Remy entered her in a single, deep stroke.

“Oh!” Amy couldn’t help but gasp. She blushed as her entire vocabulary was stolen away.

“Oh, mon Dieu... you feel even better than I imagined,” Remy growled against her ear, his hips setting a relentless, driving rhythm. His composure shattered, replaced by a raw, guttural hunger. Each thrust was punctuated by a sharp, breathy curse in French. “C’est si bon... putain, Amy...”

The world dissolved into a whirlwind of sensation. The slick sound of their bodies, Remy’s passionate mutterings, her own choked cries—it was overwhelming. Then, Mike’s shadow fell over her again. She felt his hands frame her face, his thumbs stroking her jaw.

“Look at me, Ames,” Mike commanded, his voice thick with arousal and a fierce, possessive pride. As she opened her eyes, she saw him, fully undressed now, his erection bobbing near her face. “Open up for me.”

She did, without hesitation, and he filled her mouth, his groan of relief echoing Remy’s. He set his own pace, a counter-rhythm to the pounding she felt below. The room became a chorus of their shared pleasure.

“Yeah, just like that,” Mike grunted, his fingers threading through her hair, not forcing, but guiding. “God, your mouth... fuck, Remy, you see that?”

Remy let out a sharp, breathless laugh, driving into her harder. “I see a very lucky man,” he managed, his accent thickening with his own ecstasy. “Elle est incroyable... Do you hear the sounds she makes for us, Mike? Écoute...”

Amy was lost between them, a conduit for their shared desire. Her own moans were muffled around Mike, her body arching and responding to Remy’s every move. The two men groaned above and over her, their voices a deep, primal soundtrack to the collision of fantasy and reality. It was a symphony of flesh and sound, intense and all-consuming, leaving no room for thought, only feeling.

It was a chaotic, intense collision of bodies, a fantasy made real. For a few suspended minutes, there was no past betrayal, no future consequences. There was only the heat of the bed, the press of skin, and the overwhelming, wordless passion that consumed them all.

“Fucking take it, babes!” Mike encouraged. Amy was doing a fantastic job of sucking him, despite being on her back. He knew he was getting close.

“Yes, Amy, Oui! Take the both of us,” Remy couldn’t help but grin. Amy was too busy to even look at him.

The men ravaged her. They used Amy to each of their heart’s content. And then, before they knew it, the time had come.

“That’s it baby! You’re gonna make me cum!” Mike shouted. To his surprise, Remy encouraged it.

“Yes! That’s it, cum Mike! Make a huge fucking mess of her!” Remy cried out, his own head falling back even though his thrusts continued. He seemed to be drowning in the thought of it.

Mike was slightly caught off guard, but looked back down to Amy. She was focused on him. Entirely on him. Licking him, teasing him, sucking him, while staring up directly at him. Making eye contact for nearly the entire time.

Mike’s jaw dropped in disbelief. Now, all three of them knew he was teetering on the edge. He stared down at his wife, as his breathing became erratic.

“F-f-fuck!” Mike cried. “Yes baby, please keep going!” he begged her. Amy complied, like the good girl she was. Her mouth worked him faster, and before she knew it, he was filling her mouth and covering her lips and chin with his release.

“Oh my fucking God!” Remy cried out, pulling out just in time to shoot all over her belly.

He pulled back, giving himself space as he left her parted legs. Amy could only sit there, covered in their fluids.

She didn’t want to ruin the sheets.
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Chapter 12: Make a Mess
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For a long moment, the only sounds in the room were their ragged breaths, slowing into a shared, post-climax rhythm. Amy lay between them, spent and glistening, the evidence of their passion cooling on her skin. The primal energy that had consumed them receded, leaving a quiet, almost reverent stillness in its wake.

It was Mike who moved first. He reached over to the nightstand, where a box of tissues sat beside a sleek lamp. He pulled out a thick clump, his movements tender as he began to gently wipe his release from her lips and chin.

“Let me help,” Remy murmured, his voice a low, satisfied rumble. He fetched tissues as well, his touch surprisingly delicate as he cleaned the streaks from her stomach and the inside of her thighs. Amy closed her eyes, the care in their actions a strange, intimate contrast to the abandon of minutes before. They were cleaning up a mess they had made together, a silent, shared responsibility.

No sooner had Remy tossed the last tissue into a small bin than his hands were on her again, this time with a renewed hunger. He trailed his fingers up her spine, making her shiver.

“You are even more beautiful now, très excitante,” he purred, leaning in to kiss her shoulder. “I am not nearly finished with you.” He looked at Mike, a challenge and an invitation in his eyes. “What do you say, Mike? Ready for more?”

Amy held her breath, waiting for the jealousy, the possessiveness to resurface in Mike’s eyes. But it didn’t. Instead, a wide, almost boyish grin spread across his face. He looked exhilarated, his earlier tensions utterly dissolved in the afterglow.

“Hell yes, I am,” Mike said, his voice thick with arousal. He looked at Amy, his eyes shining with a mix of pride and raw desire. “You’re incredible. You know that?”

A wave of relief and empowerment washed over her. They had done it. They had crossed that terrifying line, and on the other side, they were still together, and Mike was looking at her not with anger, but with awe.

“No, you are, baby,” Amy replied proudly. She was already preparing herself for a new round.

“Let’s change it up,” Mike suggested, his tone now one of a co-conspirator. He placed a hand on Amy’s hip, gently guiding her onto her hands and knees. Remy’s grin was instantaneous and wicked. He moved to kneel before her, his erection already hard again, while Mike positioned himself behind her.

“That’s it, chérie,” Remy coaxed, guiding himself into her mouth. At the same moment, Mike entered her from behind, a deep, filling thrust that drew a muffled cry from her, which was swallowed by Remy.

The two men started slowly, gently, as if she were a delicate object neither of them wanted to break. Amy was the center of their universe, the focal point of their shared pleasure. Remy’s hands were in her hair, holding Amy still, as he moved in her mouth. Mike’s grip on her hips was firm, his thrusts powerful and steady, each one punctuated by a low groan. She was lost in the sensation of being filled and claimed from both sides, her own moans a continuous, guttural soundtrack that seemed to spur them on. The room filled with the slick, wet sounds of their bodies and their shared, animalistic noises. It was overwhelming, all-consuming, and she gave into it completely, a willing vessel for their mutual ecstasy.

Amy found something about this so hot. Surrendering to both men. Both were handsome and muscular. And something about the fact that she couldn’t even speak, only take it, only be used, turned her on very much.

Soon, the pace quickened, the tension coiling tightly once more. The moans picked up, as did the speed, and Mike couldn’t help but spank Amy.

“Fuck yeah, baby. Take me, just like that!” he said as he struck her a second time.

“Mmm, keep sucking! You know just what I like!” Remy teased from the front of her. His French accent was really turning Amy on in a way it hadn’t before.

That thrilling sense of surrender continued to course through Amy. To be so utterly claimed by both men, to be used for their mutual pleasure, was a turn-on she never could have anticipated.

More moaning came from the guys on either end of her, as they each continued to plunge deeper and deeper inside.

Mike was the first to break, his body tensing as he drove into both quickly and deep. “Amy! Fuck baby—I’m gonna cum!” he grunted, and she felt him pulse inside her, his release filling her with a hot, final rush. She could feel her face turn red from embarrassment; being filled in front of other people was still quite new to her.

The sensation of Mike finishing inside her seemed to push Remy over the edge. With a guttural cry of “Yes, fuck, I’m cumming!”, he pulled back from her mouth. At the same time, Mike withdrew, and Remy’s release shot across her face, streaking her cheeks, her chin, and her closed eyelids with warm, pearlescent streaks.

They all stilled, panting, the air thick and heavy. Some of the cum dripped down from Amy’s shoulders and upper chest onto her tits.

Remy, ever the artist, didn’t miss a beat. He reached for the camera on the tripod, his movements swift. He looked through the viewfinder, framing the shot. Amy, still on her knees, breathless, her body flushed and gleaming with sweat, her face beautifully, shamelessly marked by him. She couldn’t believe what was happening.

The shutter clicked.

“Perfect,” Remy breathed, lowering the camera.

Amy’s eyes fluttered open. She looked past Remy, her gaze searching for Mike. He was staring at her, his expression a complex puzzle of shock, arousal, and overwhelming pride. It wasn’t really jealousy. And there was clearly no regret. Only awe.

“My gorgeous wife,” he said, his voice full of wonder. He walked over to her, his eyes never leaving hers. He reached out and touched her shoulder, his fingers gentle on her damp skin. “We’re going to need a copy of that, too.” Mike said, as the guys each began to laugh.

He then wrapped his arms around Amy, holding her tightly for a moment before pulling back and simply holding her hand, his thumb stroking her knuckles. “I’m so lucky to have you.”

In that moment, covered in the physical proof of their wildest fantasy, held in the gaze of her husband who looked at her like she was the most magnificent thing he’d ever seen, Amy felt a profound and unexpected happiness. It wasn’t a simple happiness; it was complex and hard-won, forged in betrayal and sealed in this bizarre, passionate act of reclamation. They had faced the abyss and jumped, and they had landed, together, on the other side.

She squeezed Mike’s hand back and gave a slow, sated, and genuinely happy smile. She had a feeling they were going to be much more than just okay.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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	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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