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CHAPTER 1


Amber reached for her wine, swirling the last bit lazily in the glass before finishing it in a single gulp. Her tank top clung to her skin in the late-summer heat, nipples visible in the soft yellow glow of the bedside lamp. Cole sat beside her, one leg bouncing, hand rubbing the back of his neck. Neither of them spoke for a moment after the TV went black.

She turned to him, catching the corner of his mouth twitch. He was working something up. She knew that look.

“What?” she asked, smirking.

Cole hesitated, his eyes not quite meeting hers. “You ever… think about being with someone else?”

Amber blinked, taken off guard. “Where the hell did that come from?”

“I mean,” he rushed, “not like cheating. Like… together. Us. Watching. I don’t know.”

Her brow arched. “Are you saying you want to swing? Invite another couple over or something?”

He shook his head, eyes finally locking with hers. His voice dropped low. “No. I want to see you. With another man.”

Amber laughed, a short, incredulous sound. “You want me to fuck someone else? And you’d just… sit there and watch?”

He nodded slowly.

The room felt warmer. Her heartbeat kicked a little faster, though she wasn’t sure why.

“You’re serious?” she asked.

Cole leaned back against the headboard, looking up at the ceiling like it might offer a way out if this went badly. “It’s just something I’ve thought about. A lot. I don’t know why it turns me on so much, but it does.”

Amber stared at him. “You want to watch another man fuck your wife.”

“Yes.”

She let out a long breath, trying to process. “Okay, let’s pretend I’m not totally weirded out right now. Why would that turn you on? You want to feel like a loser or something?”

“It’s not about that,” he said too quickly. “I mean… maybe part of it is. I think it’s about you, really. Seeing you taken. Seeing you enjoy something I can’t give you.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Can’t give me?”

“I don’t mean emotionally. I mean… physically. Someone bigger. Someone rougher. I want to see you go wild.”

There it was. The fantasy, raw and laid bare.

She leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “So you’d just sit there, what? Jack off in the corner while I got railed?”

His cheeks flushed. “I mean… yeah. Probably.”

Amber tilted her head. “Jesus, Cole.”

“I know,” he muttered. “It sounds insane.”

“No,” she said, still staring. “It sounds dangerous. For you.”

He blinked. “Why?”

“Because once you see it, you can’t unsee it. You really think watching me get dicked down by some random guy won’t mess with your head?”

“I’ve thought about that,” he admitted. “But I want it anyway.”

She paused, studying him. Her mouth opened, then closed again. Finally, she said, “So what, I just find a guy on Tinder, bring him home, and you sit there like a perv while he fucks me?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You want me to get stretched out by someone else. Made to moan like I haven’t with you.”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“And you think you’ll be okay with that?”

“I don’t just think. I need it.”

Amber sat back, letting that settle between them. She didn’t speak for a while. Neither did he. The hum of the air conditioning filled the silence.

Finally, she spoke, voice low. “You want him to be bigger than you?”

His face tightened. “Yes.”

“Stronger?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck me harder than you do?”

He hesitated. “Yeah.”

Her lips curled, almost wicked. “You want him to own me.”

He nodded slowly.

She laughed, shaking her head. “Goddamn, Cole.”

He reached for her hand. “I trust you. That’s why this turns me on. I know you’d never leave me.”

Amber let him hold her fingers, but she didn’t squeeze back.

“Say I go through with it,” she said, staring at the wall. “What happens if I like it too much?”

Cole’s stomach turned. “I mean… you won’t, right?”

“But what if I do?”

He forced a smile. “We’re solid. It’s just sex.”

Amber pulled her hand back. “Cole, don’t bullshit yourself. If I let some guy bend me over and make me scream… you’re not walking away from that unchanged.”

“I want to be changed.”

“Why?” she snapped. “Why do you want to be less in this relationship?”

His voice trembled. “I don’t. I want to see you powerful. I want you to take what you want. I want to give you that.”

Amber stared at him, lips slightly parted. Something had shifted behind her eyes. Not softness. Not love.

Curiosity. Hunger.

She stood up slowly, crossing the room to the dresser. She bent over slightly, pretending to look for something in the drawer. Her ass curved in the thin cotton. She wasn’t wearing panties.

“You’d let him fuck me right here,” she said, not looking back. “Right where you sleep.”

“Yes.”

“You’d watch him slide that big cock into me, stretch me out, make me cry out.”

“Yes.”

She straightened and turned, eyes locked on him.

“What if he makes me cum harder than you ever have?”

Cole's voice cracked. “Then I’d be happy for you.”

Amber smiled now, slow and deliberate. “You’d watch me suck his dick. Let him cum on my face.”

“Yes.”

“Fuck my pussy raw and sloppy, till I’m leaking him all over your bed.”

“Yes.”

She stepped closer. “And when he’s done using me, what would you do?”

“I’d clean you up,” he whispered.

Her smile vanished. “Say it louder.”

He swallowed. “I’d clean you up.”

Amber stared at him for a long moment. Her eyes flicked down to his crotch. He was hard.

“Jesus Christ,” she muttered.

Cole looked down, ashamed and aroused.

Amber sat on the edge of the bed, facing away from him now. She spoke without turning.

“You really think you can handle this?”

“Yes.”

“No jealousy?”

“No.”

“No regret?”

“No.”

She turned her head just slightly, just enough for him to see the side of her face.

“Be careful what you wish for, Cole.”


CHAPTER 2


“Iswear to God, Amber, your husband’s a fucking freak,” Trina said, slapping her wine glass down on the bar top with a sharp clink. “He asked for this?”

Amber laughed, trying to sound casual, but her stomach was tight with nerves. Or excitement. Maybe both.

“He didn’t just ask,” she said, swirling her straw through the watered-down remains of her vodka soda. “He begged. Practically on his knees.”

Trina’s brows shot up. “Get the fuck outta here.”

“I’m serious. He said he wants to watch. Said it would turn him on.”

Trina leaned in across the small high-top table, her nails drumming on the side of her glass. Her voice dropped into a conspiratorial whisper. “So let me get this straight. This man, who gets all weird when the waitress flirts too much, wants to watch you get railed by some other dude? Like… full-on, no-rules porn star shit?”

Amber nodded slowly, lips curling. “That’s exactly what he said. And not just any guy—he wants it to be someone bigger. Someone who’ll fuck me harder than he ever has.”

Trina sat back, shaking her head. “Girl. That’s not a kink, that’s a cry for help.”

Amber laughed, but her thighs clenched under the table.

“Didn’t know your boy was sitting on a submissive streak like that,” Trina added. “Kinda hot. Kinda sad. But mostly hot.”

Amber rolled her eyes. “He thinks it’s about trust. About giving me the ultimate freedom or some shit.”

“Bullshit,” Trina said flatly. “He wants to feel humiliated. He wants you to make him small.”

The words hit harder than Amber expected. She stirred her drink slower this time. “He said he just wants to see me really let go. Like… see me lose control with someone who could take me there.”

Trina leaned back, staring at her with narrowed eyes. “And you want that?”

Amber hesitated.

That was the real question, wasn’t it?

Did she?

The image had burned itself into her brain—being bent over the bed, a stranger’s hands gripping her hips, someone else’s cock driving into her while Cole watched from the corner, unable to look away. At first, the idea had made her laugh. Then it made her wet.

“I’m thinking about it,” she said.

Trina snorted. “Thinking about it? Come on, Amber. You’ve been dry-spelling for months. You told me three weeks ago he hadn’t made you cum in what, forty-seven days?”

“Fifty-two,” Amber said, deadpan.

“Exactly. Your pussy’s been in time-out. This is your get-out-of-jail-free card. Don’t waste it.”

Amber laughed, covering her mouth with her hand. “Jesus.”

“I’m serious,” Trina said. “He gave you the green light. You think most wives get that? Do something with it before he changes his mind.”

She chewed her straw a second, then leaned forward with a grin. “Let’s make you a profile.”

Amber blinked. “A what now?”

Trina was already digging in her purse for her phone. “Profile. For whatever hotwife app or swinger site or whatever nasty little den of sin this city has to offer. You’re not gonna meet Mister Wreck-It Ralph at the grocery store.”

Amber laughed again, but her nerves twisted harder now. “I don’t know…”

Trina looked up. “Amber.”

“What?”

“You walked in here glowing. Don’t try to fake it. You like this.”

Amber didn’t respond right away. She stared into her glass.

“Fine,” she muttered. “Just… don’t make it too slutty.”

Trina grinned. “Too late.”

Back at home, Amber sat alone on the couch, phone in hand. The apartment was quiet, save for the dull hum of Cole’s keyboard clicking in his office. He was still working. Or pretending to.

She’d kept her dress on—short black number with a plunging neckline and thin straps she usually wore when she wanted free drinks and attention. Her bra was long gone. Her heels were still on.

Her thumb hovered over the new app Trina had made her download. The logo looked sleek. Discreet. Still, her heart pounded when she tapped it open.

Create a Profile.

She swallowed hard and started typing.

Name: Amber (Not My Real Name)

Age: 34

Status: Married

Looking For: Someone confident. No drama. No strings.

Kinks: Watching. Being watched. Teasing. Stretching limits.

She paused at the bio section. For a while, she just stared at the blank field.

Then she typed:

“Just curious. Married, but open-minded. No pressure.”

Backspaced the whole thing.

Tried again.

“Not sure what I’m looking for. Just seeing what’s out there.”

Still sounded like she was lying.

Her fingers moved faster now, instinct taking over:

“Let’s see if you can fuck me better than my husband.”

Her breath caught.

She hit save.

Cole looked up when she walked into the bedroom.

He was in sweatpants, laptop open on his thighs. But he wasn’t typing. Just staring at the screen. Porn? Work? She didn’t ask.

She stepped out of her heels with deliberate slowness, watching him out of the corner of her eye. The way his eyes dragged over her body. She didn’t say a word.

The straps of her dress slipped down her shoulders. She let the fabric slide to the floor. No bra. No panties. Her skin still warm from the wine. The buzz still alive in her chest.

He was hard. She could see it tenting his pants.

“Did you have fun with Trina?” he asked.

Amber pulled the covers back, climbed into bed, and turned off the light.

“Mm-hmm.”

Cole hesitated. “Did you… think about it?”

She smirked in the dark. “Good night, Cole.”

He said nothing.

The next morning, her phone buzzed nonstop.

Seven messages. Four likes. One match.

She opened the app, her stomach flipping.

Javon.

Age: 29

Height: 6’3

Body Type: Athletic

Ethnicity: Black

Bio: I don’t take turns. I take control.

Her eyes flicked to the message icon.

She tapped it.

You sure your man can handle watching me break you in?

Amber sat there in bed, legs tangled in the sheets, phone glowing in her hand. Her nipples tightened under the tank top she’d slept in. She swallowed, but her mouth was dry.

She didn’t reply.

Not yet.

She just stared at the message, reading it over and over, thighs pressed tight, her heart pounding in her ears.


CHAPTER 3


Amber sat at the kitchen table in an oversized t-shirt, one bare leg tucked under her, a glass of white wine sweating next to her phone. The screen glowed, lighting up her face, though she wasn’t smiling.

She was reading the message again.

You sure your man can handle watching me break you in?

Something about the wording made her thighs press tighter. It wasn’t just sexual. It was challenging. He didn’t flirt. He didn’t ask what she liked. He told her what he was going to do.

That confidence… that was new.

And Cole had asked for this.

She tapped out a reply.

You talk a lot of game for someone who hasn’t even seen me naked yet.

She hesitated. Backspaced it.

Typed again:

That’s a big promise for a stranger.

Sent.

She took a sip of her wine, the chilled liquid burning a little on the way down. Her skin was warm. No bra. Her nipples had been hard since she got out of the shower.

Javon’s reply came within seconds.

Baby, I don’t need to see you naked to know I’ll have you screaming my name.

Amber exhaled sharply through her nose. Her hand went instinctively between her thighs, adjusting her shirt. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath it. Her skin was flushed, and she hadn’t even realized it until now.

A second message appeared.

But I’ll play fair.

A photo bubble slid into the chat.

Her pulse jumped.

Amber glanced toward the hallway. The living room lights were still on. She could hear the faint rumble of Cole flipping through TV channels, that restless, bored movement he did when his brain wouldn’t quiet down.

She turned the brightness on her screen down and tapped the image.

Shirtless. Full-body. Bedroom mirror. His frame filled the frame—tall, broad shoulders, defined chest and arms, thick-cut abs, veins popping from his forearms. The shorts were slung low, barely hanging to his hips, the clear imprint of his cock visible even soft. Heavy. Big. Really big.

But it wasn’t just the size. It was the way he looked into the mirror—dead-on. That half-smirk like he knew exactly what she was doing with the picture.

He wasn’t trying to impress her.

He was claiming her.

Amber stared, her stomach tightening. She didn’t realize she’d licked her lips until her tongue touched dry skin.

Twenty minutes later, she wandered into the living room with her phone still in hand. She tried to act casual. Loose. Like she wasn’t already buzzing.

Cole looked up from the couch, eyes flicking to her shirt—long enough to cover her ass, just barely. Then to her legs. Then the phone.

“You still texting him?” he asked, his voice steady, though his fingers gripped the remote a little too tight.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she walked over, stood in front of him, and held the phone out.

“He sent a picture.”

Cole took the phone with both hands, like he was handling something fragile.

Amber watched his eyes closely as he looked at the screen.

He froze.

His face stayed still, too still. A practiced kind of stillness. His eyes locked on the image a second too long before he blinked, passed it back to her, and leaned away like it burned his skin.

“Damn,” he said, voice strained. “Confident, huh?”

Amber tilted her head. “You okay?”

He nodded too quickly.

“You still want me to go through with it?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “Of course.”

She stepped closer. “Even if he looks like that?”

“I mean… yeah.”

She smiled, something sharp behind it. “You sure?”

Cole cleared his throat and looked down at his lap. “I want you to do what you want.”

Amber took the phone back and looked at the photo again, just to twist the knife. “Good. Because I think I want this.”

They didn’t talk much for the rest of the night. Cole stayed on the couch, half-watching a show he wasn’t absorbing, while Amber sat on the other end, texting silently.

Javon’s messages had changed tone—still cocky, but slower, more controlled. Calculated.

When do I get to see what I’m working with?

Don’t tell me you’re shy now, baby.

Let me see how that married pussy’s packaged.

Amber stared at the words for a while, chewing her thumbnail.

Her body was already betraying her. She was wet. Achey. Her thighs were sticking together, her nipples brushing the inside of her shirt each time she moved.

She got up without a word and disappeared into the bathroom.

The bathroom light was dimmed, just the warm glow of the vanity above the mirror. Amber stood barefoot on the cold tile, phone in one hand, the other adjusting her tits in the mirror.

She was still wearing the same long t-shirt, but now she peeled it off, slow, revealing herself in soft lace panties and nothing else.

She posed. Turned to the side. Arched her back just slightly.

Snap.

She stared at the photo. Bra and panties. No face. Good lighting. Her curves looked right. Her skin looked flushed.

She almost didn’t send it.

Then she did.

A few seconds passed. Then:

Yeah… he’s fucked.

The words hit her clit like a pulse. She reached between her legs without thinking. Just pressed her palm against the damp lace. A sigh escaped her lips before she could stop it.

Then another message.

You ever been fucked till your legs shake, Amber?

I’ll bend you over that pretty little bed and make him watch you cum on my cock.

Then I’ll make you do it again.

She locked the door, set the phone down on the counter, and pressed her hand flat to the mirror to steady herself.

Her fingers slid under the lace.

Her cunt was drenched.

She came back to bed twenty minutes later. Cole was under the covers, half-asleep but still awake enough to roll over and mumble, “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” she said.

“You were gone a while.”

“I was just texting.”

He reached for her under the covers, hand brushing her thigh. “You’re warm.”

“Mmm.”

“You wet?”

Amber paused. Then nodded. “A little.”

His hand drifted between her legs. He found the wetness and made a soft sound. A mix of surprise and curiosity.

“You thinking about him?”

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.

Cole kissed her shoulder, then her neck, then pressed his hard-on against her hip. She stayed still.

“You wanna…?” he asked, hopeful.

“I’m tired.”

He pulled back. “Okay.”

She rolled to her side and reached for her phone.

Javon had sent one more thing.

A voice note.

She hesitated… then tapped play.

“You let me in that bedroom, Amber…”

“I’ll ruin you for him.”

His voice was low. Calm. Like a promise. Like he already knew she’d say yes.

Amber lay there in the dark, Cole breathing soft and shallow beside her.

She listened again.

Then again.

Then again.

Her hand slid slowly down her stomach.

She didn’t even realize she was touching herself until her middle finger pressed between her folds, soaked and aching.

She never stopped staring at the screen.


CHAPTER 4


Amber had changed her outfit four times before she finally said fuck it.

Black bra—lace, sheer, the one that barely held anything in. Matching thong. A short red skirt that hugged her ass and made her hips pop. Loose white top, slightly see-through when the light hit it. Lipstick two shades darker than she usually wore. Her nipples were already visible before she even walked out of the bedroom.

Cole was pacing.

He stopped in the hallway when he saw her. Just stared. Like something had shifted. Like he realized this wasn’t just some playful game anymore.

“You okay?” she asked, adjusting her top like she didn’t already know the answer.

He nodded, but his voice cracked. “You look… incredible.”

She gave him a quick smile and stepped past him. “Good.”

The clock ticked past nine.

He was late.

Cole sat on the edge of the couch, elbows on his knees, hands clenched tight. He hadn’t spoken in ten minutes. Amber stood by the window, checking her phone every few seconds. The silence was thick.

Then—DING DONG.

She turned her head slowly.

Cole froze.

The room suddenly felt too hot.

Amber walked to the door without looking at her husband. She smoothed her skirt once, then pulled it open.

Javon filled the doorway.

Taller than Cole. Broader. He wore dark jeans and a tight black t-shirt that stretched across his chest and arms. His smile was calm. Like he owned the night already.

“You must be Amber,” he said, voice deep, eyes dropping to her legs and rising slowly.

She smiled. “You made it.”

He stepped inside without hesitation, towering over her. Cole stood as they entered the living room, wiping his palms on his jeans like a nervous host.

Javon looked at him, then offered a hand. “Cole, right?”

Cole nodded, shaking it.

Javon squeezed—firm, dominant, just long enough to make it clear.

Amber closed the door behind them and walked past the two men. She bent slightly to grab the wine she’d set out earlier, and Javon’s eyes dropped to her ass. He didn’t hide it.

“You want a drink?” she asked him.

“Sure,” he said, sitting on the couch like he lived there.

He spread his legs wide. Let his thighs dominate the space. His cock bulged in his jeans—noticeable. Heavy.

Amber handed him the glass, and when she leaned in, he let his palm slide over the curve of her ass. Full contact. No apology.

Cole saw it. His jaw clenched.

Javon smirked.

“Damn,” he said, sipping the wine. “You look better in person.”

Amber smiled. “You too.”

“Come sit.”

He patted his lap like he’d done it a hundred times.

Cole stiffened. His mouth opened, but nothing came out.

Amber hesitated.

Then moved.

She climbed onto Javon’s lap, her skirt riding up as she settled. Her arms slid around his neck. Her eyes glanced at Cole once—just a flicker—before Javon pulled her in and kissed her.

No buildup. No hesitation.

His lips crushed hers, open-mouthed, tongue deep, hands gripping her hips. The wine glass clinked against the coffee table as he set it down without breaking the kiss.

Cole watched.

Amber’s body was already melting into him, her breath hitching. Javon’s hand slid under her shirt. Her bra was useless—her tit popped free almost immediately. He groaned when he squeezed it.

“You really let him watch?” Javon muttered between kisses.

Amber nodded. “He wanted this.”

“He’s gonna regret it.”

Javon slid his hand down her thigh, under her skirt, between her legs.

She gasped.

Cole stood frozen, heart pounding in his chest, his cock already hard against his jeans.

Javon looked straight at him. “Sit. Stay quiet. You don’t talk. You don’t move.”

Cole nodded, mouth dry.

Amber didn’t even look at him. Her eyes were closed now, lips parted, body shifting on Javon’s lap as his fingers slid her thong aside and pressed into her soaked pussy.

“Fuck, baby,” he growled. “You’re already dripping.”

She moaned.

Javon stood, lifting her with him effortlessly. Her legs wrapped around his waist. He carried her to the couch, spun her around, and bent her over the armrest like she weighed nothing.

Cole stepped forward.

Javon raised a hand without turning. “Back off.”

Amber looked over her shoulder. “Stay where you are, baby.”

Then she turned back around and reached under herself, pulling her thong down and tossing it to the floor.

Javon unzipped.

His cock flopped out—thick, veiny, long.

Amber gasped when she saw it.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered.

“You ready?” he asked, already lining up behind her.

She nodded, both hands gripping the armrest.

“Fuck me.”

He didn’t waste a second.

The first thrust drove deep—hard and fast, no slow entry.

Amber cried out, head snapping back. “Ohhh—fuck⁠—”

Cole flinched.

He could see everything. The way Javon’s cock disappeared inside her. The way her ass bounced with each brutal stroke. The slap of skin on skin. Wet. Loud. Real.

Amber was already moaning like she hadn’t moaned in years.

“Fucking tight,” Javon growled. “You sure you’ve been getting dicked?”

She tried to answer, but all that came out was a sound—high-pitched, needy.

Cole sat down slowly, like his legs couldn’t hold him anymore. His dick throbbed, but his chest felt hollow.

Javon pulled her hair, arching her back more, driving in deeper. The couch shook. Her tits bounced. The sound of her moans filled the room.

Then Cole noticed⁠—

No condom.

His eyes widened.

Amber was getting fucked raw.

And she wasn’t stopping it.

He opened his mouth to speak.

Amber beat him to it.

“Don’t,” she gasped, looking at him with her mascara smudging. “Just watch.”

Javon’s pace quickened.

Amber’s body tensed. Her moans grew sharper, more desperate.

“Fuck—fuck—oh my *God—*yes—*yes—*keep going—harder!”

She was cumming.

Hard.

Her whole body trembled, legs shaking, hands clawing the cushions.

Javon held her in place, cock buried deep, letting her ride the orgasm out with deep, slow thrusts.

Then his voice changed.

“Where do you want it?” he growled.

Amber didn’t even hesitate. “Inside.”

Cole’s stomach dropped.

Javon grunted, hips jerking forward one last time, then again, then again⁠—

He came.

Inside her.

His eyes closed, mouth open, hands gripping her hips tight as his cock pumped her full.

Amber gasped again, her body still twitching.

Cole couldn’t move.

Amber looked back at him while Javon was still inside her.

“You okay, baby?” she asked, smiling softly. “You’re awfully quiet.”

He couldn’t speak.

She slowly eased off Javon’s cock, his cum already starting to leak from her, glistening down the inside of her thigh.

She didn’t clean up.

She didn’t apologize.

She sat on the couch next to Javon, both of them breathing hard.

Javon leaned back, one arm resting over the cushion, chest glistening with sweat.

“Damn,” he said, eyes still on Amber’s body. “That was just round one.”


CHAPTER 5


The sound of the front door closing might as well have been a gunshot.

Javon was gone.

Cole sat alone on the couch, shoulders hunched forward, eyes locked on the dark, wet patch on the cushion. He hadn't moved since the man who fucked his wife walked out like he'd just finished a casual workout. There was cum on the seat. Amber’s makeup was smudged into the armrest. The entire living room reeked of sex—raw, sweaty, dominating sex—and not the kind he'd ever had with Amber.

He had thought he would feel something. Relief. A thrill. Maybe jealousy, sure—but also pride. Like he'd gifted her something sacred.

But all he felt was small.

Like the room had grown three sizes and he’d shrunk into a corner of it.

From the kitchen, he could hear the sound of water filling a glass. Cabinets opening, then closing. Amber was humming softly. The same low, breathy melody she used to sing when she cooked breakfast on Sundays.

She walked into the living room barefoot, legs still bare, her red skirt clinging to her ass. She hadn’t even wiped herself off yet. Trails of cum still glistened down the insides of her thighs. She didn't hide it. She didn’t even seem to notice it.

Cole looked up at her as she passed. She caught his stare and raised an eyebrow, sipping her water.

“What?” she said.

He blinked. “Nothing.”

Amber tilted her head. “You good?”

Cole tried to nod, but it came out shaky. “Yeah. I think so.”

“You think so?” She smirked, brushing past him again. “You said you wanted this.”

“I did,” he said quickly. Too quickly.

Amber didn’t say anything. She padded back into the bedroom without another glance, her hips swaying lightly, her thighs shining under the overhead light.

He sat there for another five minutes, breathing shallow, cock still half-hard, feeling like a ghost in his own home.

The bedroom lights were dimmed when he walked in. Amber was on the bed, one leg bent, head propped up on her hand, scrolling her phone.

Still naked.

The same sheets they'd fucked on for years—now stained with another man’s cum.

He stood in the doorway like a stranger.

“You coming to bed?” she asked, not looking up.

“Yeah.”

She didn’t say anything else.

He changed in silence, folding his clothes and setting them neatly on the dresser like routine would give him some control. Then he climbed under the covers. Her back was to him.

He watched her screen glow against her skin.

“Texting him?” he asked.

“Mmhm.”

He swallowed. “What’d you say?”

Amber gave a tiny shrug. “I said ‘round two?’”

Cole flinched, almost imperceptibly.

“Already?”

She turned slightly, locking eyes with him.

“Did you hear me tonight?”

He had. Every moan. Every slap of skin. Every breathless “yes” that she’d never given him with that kind of intensity.

He nodded.

Amber returned to her screen.

A soft ping.

Cole tensed.

She smiled. Pressed play.

A video.

He leaned closer, but she angled it away. He still heard it.

Javon’s voice.

“I miss that pussy already, Amber.”

The sound of him stroking his cock filled the room. Wet. Slow. Confident.

Cole couldn’t help it—his dick twitched again.

Amber didn’t look at him.

She hit replay.

Again.

Then again.

It was a long time before either of them spoke.

Cole reached over eventually, his hand grazing her hip.

She didn’t pull away.

He pressed a kiss to her bare shoulder. Her skin was still warm, still carrying the faintest scent of Javon’s cologne and sweat. He inhaled anyway.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered.

She turned her head slightly, eyes unreadable.

“Thanks.”

His fingers traced her side, hesitant. Like he was touching something delicate. Foreign.

“Can I…?”

He didn’t finish the question.

Amber didn’t answer with words. She rolled to her back.

Cole climbed over her gently, sliding between her legs.

He pushed inside slowly. No resistance. She was still soaked. His cock felt small inside her—too careful. Too familiar.

She didn’t make a sound.

He kissed her collarbone. Her cheek. Her lips. Tried to pour emotion into every movement, but all he could feel was emptiness.

Her eyes were open the whole time.

He moved slower. Then faster. Tried to find rhythm. Connection.

Nothing.

He came too soon.

It snuck up on him—one thrust too deep, her soft breath against his neck, and his body betrayed him.

He gasped, shuddered, released inside her, barely holding back a groan of frustration.

Amber didn’t flinch.

When he was done, she didn’t speak.

He pulled out, already soft, his heart thudding in his chest. His hands trembled.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered.

“It’s fine.”

She rolled to her side, grabbed a tissue from the nightstand, and wiped herself clean with one hand while still holding her phone in the other.

Cole watched her back, the curve of her waist, the slow movement of her fingers across the screen.

He reached out, touched her hip again. She didn’t respond.

“Did you…” He swallowed. “Did you like it?”

Amber paused.

The question hung in the air, raw and stupid.

She turned her head, not all the way, just enough to glance at him over her shoulder.

“He made me cum so hard my vision blurred.”

The words hit him like a punch.

She didn’t say them cruelly. Just… truthfully. Plain. Honest.

And somehow that made it worse.

She turned back around, still scrolling.

Cole lay on his back, staring at the ceiling. The fan spun slowly overhead. His own cum cooling on his skin. His wife lying beside him, sticky with another man’s load, smiling quietly to herself.

His chest hurt.

His cock was hard again.

And he hated himself for it.


CHAPTER 6


Amber waited until Cole left for work before texting Javon.

She stood barefoot in the kitchen, still wearing his cum from the night before. Her thong was damp. She hadn’t showered. Just threw on a loose sweatshirt and poured herself a cup of coffee.

Her phone buzzed with work emails she ignored.

Then she typed:

You free tonight?

Javon replied less than a minute later.

Always. My place this time. No audience.

Amber smiled, biting her lower lip.

Pick me up at 9.

At 8:41 PM, she stood in front of the mirror, smoothing her dress down her thighs. Black, tight, short enough to ride up when she moved. No bra. No panties. Perfume behind her ears, wrists, thighs.

Cole sat on the couch behind her, watching some old Netflix comedy he wasn’t really paying attention to.

“You look hot,” he said.

Amber smiled at her reflection. “Thanks.”

“Where you headed again?”

“Trina’s place. Girls’ night.”

He nodded. Didn’t question it. Just gave her that soft, tired smile.

“Okay. Have fun.”

She leaned over, kissed the top of his head.

“I will.”

Javon didn’t say a word when she got in the car.

He just looked her over once—eyes dragging slowly from her heels to her face—and smirked.

When she stepped through the front door of his apartment, he pulled her in by the hips and kissed her like he owned her mouth. No hello. No small talk.

Just hands. Heat. Cock already hard against her stomach.

The door barely clicked shut before he spun her around and pushed her face-first into the kitchen counter. Her cheek hit the granite. Her breath hitched.

“You missed this dick, huh?”

She moaned. “Yes.”

Javon pushed her dress up over her hips. No panties. His fingers slid between her legs—wet already. He chuckled.

“Fucking knew it.”

He unzipped and let his cock fall against her ass. She felt the weight of it—thick, warm, already leaking.

“You’re not gonna be able to sit tomorrow.”

“Good.”

He didn’t bother teasing.

Just grabbed her hair with one hand, guided his cock with the other, and shoved into her in one thick, punishing thrust.

Amber screamed.

The sound echoed in the apartment, raw and helpless.

He started fucking her hard—no rhythm, no warm-up—just full, brutal strokes that rocked her into the edge of the counter. The slap of skin-on-skin was thunderous. Her moans turned to gasps, then to little broken cries.

“Fucking slut,” he growled, spanking her ass so hard her skin lit up red. “You’re dripping all over my floor.”

She couldn’t even speak.

Just nodded, eyes rolled back, mouth open.

He pulled out and spun her around.

“Get on your knees.”

She dropped without hesitation.

Javon gripped her head and fed her his cock, not gently—thrusting into her throat, using her mouth like a hole. She gagged. Slobbered. Mascara running.

He pulled out with a wet pop.

“Get on the bed. Now.”

She stripped fully this time. No camera set up. Not yet. She wanted the real thing first.

Javon bent her over again. Fucked her harder. Deeper. He spit in her ass and pressed a finger inside while pounding her cunt from behind.

Amber was screaming.

She didn’t care.

The neighbors could listen.

She came once. Then again. Her thighs shook. Her stomach tensed. She was soaked—his cock was slick with it, her moans constant, broken, real.

When he finally pulled out, he grabbed her chin.

“Camera’s rolling next time,” he said.

Amber smiled.

“Then turn it on.”

The phone was propped on the dresser. Simple. Shaky. But clear.

Javon stood behind her, one hand in her hair, the other gripping her hip. His cock was already inside her again.

“Say his name,” he grunted.

Amber looked into the camera.

“Hey baby,” she moaned, panting, sweat dripping off her chin. “I know you said you wanted to watch, but…”

Javon slammed into her. She gasped, her mouth falling open.

“I didn’t feel like asking this time.”

Her body bounced on his cock.

He reached around and grabbed her tits, squeezing, twisting.

She screamed.

“God, he’s so deep—fuck⁠—”

The bed shook. The headboard slammed.

She turned her head again, locking eyes with the lens.

“I think this is my favorite part.”

Ten minutes later, they were both panting. Amber lay back, legs spread, tits slick with sweat and spit. Javon stood above her, jerking his cock, watching her breathe.

He groaned, then came all over her chest. Thick. Hot. Heavy.

She moaned softly, rubbing it in with her fingertips.

The video caught all of it.

She reached over, stopped recording.

Then grinned.

Cole got the message at 10:43 PM.

No text.

No emoji.

Just a video.

He was in a meeting at work, sitting at a conference table. The room was quiet. His phone buzzed once in his pocket.

He pulled it out, saw Amber’s name, and tapped it open instinctively.

Then the video began to play.

The moan hit him first. Loud. Familiar. But not for him.

Then her voice.

“Hey baby…”

He almost dropped the phone.

Amber. Naked. Bent over. Getting pounded.

He scrambled, shoved the phone back into his pocket, muttered something about needing to step out.

He locked himself in a bathroom stall.

His heart was racing. His face flushed red. His cock throbbed painfully in his slacks.

He pulled out his phone again.

Hit play.

She was smiling.

Happy.

Javon was using her.

Fucking her like Cole never could.

His hand was around his dick before he even realized it. Stroking hard. Fast.

By the time the video ended, he was cumming into a wad of toilet paper, shaking, knees weak.

His hands were trembling.

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes.

He’d never felt more alone.

And more addicted.


CHAPTER 7


Cole didn’t say anything the morning after the video.

Not when he woke up. Not when she kissed him goodbye. Not when she walked out of the apartment still wearing a fading bruise on her collarbone.

He waited until the following evening. Until the ache in his chest got too heavy. Until the tension in his stomach outpaced his shame. Until her indifference felt like a wall too thick to climb over.

They sat on the couch—him stiff, her casual, scrolling through her phone like she wasn’t the starring actress in the dirtiest, most humiliating porn clip he’d ever jerked off to.

“You fucked him behind my back,” Cole said quietly.

Amber didn’t look up.

“I did.”

“You didn’t tell me.”

“I didn’t think I had to.”

He stared at her. “You always said this was ours.”

“It was,” she replied, still tapping the screen. “You wanted it. You opened the door. You begged.”

“I wanted to watch. I didn’t want to be cut out.”

Amber finally looked up, eyes sharp but not angry. “Do you want control, Cole? Or do you want to be cucked? Because you don’t get both.”

He looked down. “I want to be there.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“I need to be,” he added.

Amber set the phone aside. Crossed one leg over the other. “You really think you’re ready for that?”

Cole nodded. “Yes.”

She tilted her head. “Fine. But you’re not in the room. You’re not a part of it. You’re witnessing. That’s it.”

He swallowed. “Okay.”

“No talking. No touching. You sit still. You do nothing unless I tell you to.”

“Yes.”

Amber stood, stretching her arms above her head, her tank top riding up just enough to tease him with a flash of bare skin. She walked past him, trailing her fingers along the back of the couch as she left the room.

“Then watch.”

Two nights later, the door clicked open at 9:02 PM.

Cole sat in the corner of the bedroom, heart pounding in his throat. The chair felt like a stage. He wore jeans again. No underwear. His cock was already hard.

The bedroom was dim, lit by two soft bedside lamps. The bed was made, sheets crisp, comforter folded back like they were expecting company. Because they were.

Amber walked in first, her red lingerie clinging to every curve. Her skin glowed. Her lips were dark, her eyes smokey. She looked like she’d just stepped out of a fantasy—and not his.

Javon followed.

He was shirtless, sweatpants hanging low, cock visibly swinging beneath the fabric. He didn’t look at Cole. Didn’t acknowledge him. Just smiled at Amber and said, “You ready to get ruined again?”

She giggled, wrapping her arms around his neck, standing on tiptoe to kiss him.

He pulled her into it—deep, open-mouthed, tongue heavy, hands already moving down her back to grip her ass. Her moan vibrated into his mouth.

Cole didn’t breathe.

Javon slid his hands under her thighs, lifted her up, and carried her like she weighed nothing. Amber clung to him, nuzzling his neck, laughing softly.

They didn’t ask permission.

Cole stood reflexively as they passed.

Amber’s eyes flicked to him.

“Sit.”

That was all she said.

He obeyed.

Javon dropped her onto the bed like a ragdoll, pulling his pants down as he stepped out of them. His cock sprang free—longer than Cole’s forearm, thick at the base, pulsing.

Amber was already crawling backward across the bed, eyes locked on it, lips parted.

“Let me taste it first,” she said.

She got on her knees and wrapped her lips around him, both hands stroking the base. Her tongue swirled. Her spit dripped. She choked without flinching. Her mascara ran almost instantly.

Cole shifted in his seat, legs tight, cock throbbing so hard it hurt.

Javon grunted. “Goddamn, baby. You missed this throat.”

Amber moaned around him in response.

Then Javon pulled her up by the hair, bent her over the bed, and shoved her face into the sheets.

“You ready to get broken again?” he growled.

Amber arched her back, ass high, pussy already glistening.

“Please.”

He didn’t go slow.

His cock plunged into her in one rough, unforgiving thrust. Amber screamed into the pillow.

Cole gasped.

Javon started fucking her like a machine—hard, fast, relentless. The bed frame rattled. Her ass clapped against his thighs with every thrust. Wet, obscene, rhythmic.

Her moans were manic.

“*Fuck—fuck—oh my God—yes—yes—don’t stop—*oh FUCK—*harder—*fuck me harder—*use me—yes!”

She sounded gone.

Javon reached around and grabbed her throat, pulling her back onto his cock even deeper.

“You feel that?” he said. “That stretch? That fullness? Your man can’t give you that.”

Amber moaned something unintelligible—half sob, half orgasm.

Cole sat trembling, watching his wife fall apart on another man’s cock.

She came once. Then again.

Her body convulsed. She scratched the sheets. She screamed.

“Don’t stop—don’t fucking stop—fill me—please—oh fuck please⁠—”

Javon flipped her over. Her face was red. Her makeup smeared. Her eyes glazed.

He climbed between her legs and pushed back in, slower now, but deeper. Harder.

Amber wrapped her legs around him and pulled him in.

“You fucking own me,” she whispered in his ear. “You fucking own me.”

Cole felt a tear run down his cheek.

He didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

His cock throbbed painfully against the zipper of his jeans, precum soaking the fabric.

Then it happened.

Mid-thrust. Deep in the rhythm. Amber threw her head back and laughed—loud, beautiful, messy.

And then she said it.

“God… I don’t think I even need you anymore.”

Not to Javon.

To Cole.

She wasn’t looking at him when she said it.

But she meant it.

Cole stopped breathing.

Javon groaned loud. His hips slammed harder. Then a final thrust—and he came, deep inside her, his cock jerking as he emptied into her raw.

Amber moaned through it.

Body twitching.

Eyes shut tight.

Still smiling.

She didn’t speak to Cole as Javon pulled out and walked into the bathroom.

Cum dripped out of her. Onto the sheets. Onto the floor.

She lay there, chest rising and falling, eyes closed, basking in it.

Cole sat in the corner, silent, a wet patch growing in his jeans.

He’d cum.

Hands untouched.

Heart shattered.

He didn’t know what was worse—his humiliation… or how much he fucking loved it.


CHAPTER 8


Trina had known something was different the moment Amber walked into the bar.

She didn’t have to say a word.

Not a "hey bitch," not a "what's up," not a rundown of the workweek or a complaint about traffic. Amber didn’t wear the same tired guilt she used to carry around like a purse. She wasn’t apologizing for her cleavage, or for drinking a second cocktail, or for turning heads when she walked in.

Amber sat down like the room already belonged to her.

And Trina wasn’t letting that shit slide.

“Okay,” she said, pointing a long nail across the table, “You’re glowing like you got fucked through the floorboards, and you’re not allowed to keep that to yourself.”

Amber smirked behind her straw, taking a slow pull from her mojito. “Maybe I did.”

“Maybe?” Trina leaned forward. “No. No. You’re gonna start from the beginning. Positions, moans, fluids, everything.”

Amber rolled her eyes, but the smile stuck to her lips like gloss. “You’re nasty.”

“I’m your best friend.”

“Same thing.”

They both laughed, clinked glasses, and let the moment stretch. Amber glanced around. The bar was packed, as usual—crowd of half-drunk mid-thirties pretending they were still in their twenties. The air smelled like lime, tequila, and desperation.

And yet, all Amber could think about was last night. The weight of him. The sound of her own voice echoing in the room. The way Cole didn’t speak for hours after she got home.

“You really want to hear it all?” she asked finally.

Trina gave her a look. “Bitch, I will cancel my date if you leave out one detail.”

Amber leaned in. “I fucked him again.”

Trina’s eyes lit up. “Javon?”

“Mmhmm.”

“Tell me you made him record it.”

Amber nodded. “Propped my phone on the dresser.”

“Tell me you sent it to Cole.”

Amber’s smile turned feral. “At work. Middle of a meeting.”

Trina slapped the table so hard the waitress flinched. “I fucking knew it.”

“He opened it in the middle of a boardroom. Had to excuse himself. Jerks off in the bathroom like a fucking perv. Said nothing about it afterward.”

“Silent shame nut. Classic cuck move.”

Amber laughed, almost choking on her drink.

Trina leaned in, eyes wild. “Okay, how was it?”

Amber paused. Took a breath. Then:

“Raw. Filthy. Fast. He bent me over the counter before I even said hello. Didn’t ask. Just yanked my dress up, pulled my hair, and shoved inside me like he owned it.”

Trina’s mouth fell open.

“Choked me. Spit in my mouth. I came on his cock without him even touching my clit.”

“God damn,” Trina hissed.

“Then he flipped me over, pinned my wrists, and fucked me until I screamed. Came in me. Twice.”

Trina looked like she might cry. “You are thriving.”

Amber’s voice dropped to a whisper. “And then I let Cole watch the next night.”

Trina blinked. “What?”

“Sat him in a chair. Told him to shut up. Told him not to move.”

Trina was vibrating. “Did he?”

“Didn’t say a word.”

“Oh my God.”

Amber kept going. “I was riding Javon reverse. Cole could see everything. My ass bouncing, my thighs clapping. I looked back over my shoulder, laughed mid-thrust and said⁠—”

She paused.

Trina leaned in.

Amber’s smile was razor-sharp.

“God, I don’t think I even need you anymore.”

Trina screamed.

Like, actual scream. Heads turned. Glasses shook.

Amber covered her face, laughing.

“You monster!” Trina shouted. “You broke that man!”

“I didn’t mean to say it.”

“Oh, yes you fucking did. That came from your soul.”

Amber shook her head. “He hasn’t spoken since. Just… stares.”

Trina stirred her drink like she was concocting a potion. “And how do you feel?”

Amber looked at her. “Alive.”

That word dropped like thunder between them.

“I didn’t realize how bored I was,” she continued. “How… small I let myself be. I used to feel sexy with Cole. But now? With Javon? It’s like I’m discovering parts of myself I didn’t know were locked.”

Trina nodded slowly. “That’s not just sex, babe. That’s a resurrection.”

“I feel powerful,” Amber said, sipping again. “Like I could do anything. Take anything.”

“And you should,” Trina said, pointing her straw. “This isn’t about him anymore. Cole gave you the key. He asked for it. Now you’ve become it.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Become what?”

“The woman he fantasized about. But real. The version he can’t survive watching.”

Amber looked down at her drink.

Trina leaned in again. “You’re not the wife anymore, Amber. You’re the storm. And if he drowns in it? That’s on him.”

Amber sat in silence for a long moment. Then she looked up, eyes glowing.

“I want more.”

Trina grinned. “Then take it.”

“No asking?”

“Fuck no. You’re not taking requests. You’re making playlists.”

Amber laughed. “You always know what to say.”

“I’m your best friend,” Trina said again. “It’s my job to remind you who the fuck you are.”

Later, in the Uber, Amber’s legs were spread.

Leather seat. Bare thighs. No panties.

The driver said nothing.

She was silent, but her fingers were busy—pressing into the soaked heat between her legs, slowly, deliberately, like she was teasing herself for the camera again.

The streetlights blurred past the tinted windows.

She pulled up Javon’s thread.

Typed:

You up?

The typing bubbles appeared immediately.

Always.

Another message:

My throat misses you.

This time, the reply came with a picture. Javon’s cock, thick and hard, resting on his stomach.

Door’s unlocked.

Amber moaned softly.

Her fingers dipped deeper.

By the time the car stopped, her hand was dripping.

She didn’t clean it.

She just stepped out, smiled at the driver, and walked up the steps like she already knew whose cum she’d be swallowing by midnight.


CHAPTER 9


Cole stared at himself in the bathroom mirror.

The lines around his eyes looked deeper. His face, thinner. There was a permanent tightness in his chest he couldn’t breathe around anymore.

He hadn’t slept properly in days.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw her—the way she arched her back for Javon, the way she screamed, the way she looked past him like he wasn’t even real. And then those words, still echoing, haunting:

“God… I don’t think I even need you anymore.”

He’d replayed it in his head a hundred times. Sometimes he imagined she didn’t mean it. Other times… he jerked off to it. Hating himself.

He wiped his hands on the towel and forced himself to say it out loud.

“She’s still my wife.”

The mirror didn’t care.

They barely spoke now. Amber moved through the apartment like a tenant, not a partner. Her phone always in hand. Her body always freshly showered, freshly oiled, freshly satisfied.

He’d become background noise. The couch guy. The one who took out the trash and paid the rent while she got filled and fucked like a dream.

Tonight, he decided to try.

To take something back.

“Hey,” he said over dinner—leftover Thai she’d barely touched.

She looked up, distant.

“I was thinking…” He forced a casual tone. “Maybe we could mix things up.”

Amber blinked. “Meaning?”

“I mean, we’ve done your thing. A lot. And I’ve watched, like you wanted.” He chuckled awkwardly. “Maybe it’s time we tried… my thing.”

Amber raised an eyebrow.

He cleared his throat.

“A threesome. With another girl.”

A long pause.

Amber stared at him like he was asking to borrow money. Then she laughed.

Not a cruel laugh.

Just… amused.

Like he was cute.

“You think this is about you now?”

Cole felt something twist in his gut. “I’m just saying—this started as a shared fantasy, right? Balance?”

Amber leaned back in her chair, cocking her head. “Balance? What exactly are we balancing?”

He said nothing.

She kept going. “You wanted to feel small. Powerless. You begged for this. And now that it’s real… you want to pull it back?”

He swallowed. “I just thought⁠—”

“You thought wrong.”

Amber stood and left the room. The conversation was over.

Two hours later, she was on her phone.

Cole watched from the couch as her fingers danced across the screen, thumb tapping faster than usual. Her expression was calm. Focused.

He didn’t dare ask who.

She didn’t offer it.

Twenty minutes later, she got up and disappeared into the bedroom. He heard the closet open. Hangers shift. The faint spray of perfume.

She came back out in a short silk robe and heels.

Black lace peeked out from underneath.

“Where are you going?” he asked, already knowing the answer.

She didn’t look at him. Just grabbed her clutch.

“You can stay if you want.”

“Who is it?”

Amber stopped at the door.

“Not Javon.”

The words hit him like a slap.

She opened the door.

The man who stepped in was taller. Broader. Clean-cut. Dressed like a professional—button-down shirt, no tie, confidence that filled the room.

Cole’s stomach dropped.

“Amber?” he said quietly.

She looked at him, eyes hard. “You wanted to watch. So watch.”

This time, she didn’t ease into it.

No teasing. No foreplay. No warm-up for Cole’s sake.

She straddled the man on the bed, pulling her robe off in one smooth motion, baring her breasts, her hips, the sheer thong that disappeared between her thighs.

The man kissed her neck as she ground against him. His hands roamed freely—this wasn’t new to him. He wasn’t nervous. He didn’t ask questions.

He was here for her.

Cole sat in the same chair in the corner. He couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe.

She turned and caught his eyes for the first time.

“You still think you’re owed something?” she asked, almost sweetly.

Cole blinked.

Then the man pulled her thong aside and slid inside her.

Amber’s breath caught.

Her eyes closed.

And she never looked at Cole again.

She rode him slowly at first, one hand on his chest, her body rolling like it was built for it. Every thrust was met with a soft gasp, a deeper moan.

Then it changed.

He flipped her. Pinned her. Fucked her with a rhythm that shook the bed.

Amber’s voice filled the room.

Moaning. Pleading. Screaming.

She came once. Then again. Then again.

The sheets twisted under her. The headboard slammed. Her nails dragged lines down his back.

The man growled against her neck as he thrust harder, faster, deeper.

Amber arched beneath him, body trembling, her cries high and desperate.

She was alive.

Electric.

Unapologetic.

Cole sat still.

Hands in his lap.

Jeans tight around his hips.

He wanted to look away.

He couldn’t.

The man came inside her with a deep, guttural groan, burying himself to the hilt as Amber cried out one final time and collapsed beneath him.

They stayed like that—intertwined, slick with sweat and cum.

Amber barely moved.

Eventually, she looked up.

Eyes locking with Cole’s.

And she whispered:

“This is what I needed.

You just gave me permission.”

Then she turned her face into the pillow.

And Cole knew, without a doubt⁠—

he’d never get her back.


CHAPTER 10


The silence came in waves.

It wasn’t complete. There were sounds—keys dropped on the counter, the rush of water through the shower pipes, the occasional scrape of a chair. But none of it meant anything. There were no questions. No laughter. No small, passing touches. The air inside the apartment felt like it hadn’t been stirred in days.

Cole had started hearing his own thoughts louder than ever before.

He woke up in the middle of the night sometimes, alone in bed, the covers beside him still cold. He didn’t ask where she was. He knew. She didn’t lie about it anymore.

And maybe that’s what made it worse.

He tried to do normal things.

On Monday, he made her coffee.

She walked into the kitchen still towel-drying her hair. Her robe was loose, skin still pink from the shower. Cole handed her the mug with a smile.

“I made it the way you like.”

Amber looked down, took it from him. “Thanks,” she said.

That was it.

She sipped it once, then walked over to the window and pulled out her phone. Not even a glance back.

Cole stood there holding his own mug, wondering if he should say something else. Something funny. Something to make her smile. Something to make her remember that he used to matter.

He didn’t.

He just stood there, listening to the faint sound of her nails tapping her screen.

That night, he tried again.

She was standing at the kitchen counter, chopping vegetables. Her tank top hung loose. No bra. Her hair was up in a messy bun, neck bare.

Cole walked up behind her, slowly. Carefully.

He reached out and placed a hand on her waist. Just a gentle touch.

Amber paused for half a second.

Then she shifted her weight forward and took a small step away—barely enough to register as a rejection.

But it was.

He dropped his hand.

“I thought maybe… we could go out this weekend?” he said.

Amber didn’t turn around. “I’ll be busy.”

“With work?”

She didn’t answer right away. “Not exactly.”

He didn’t ask for clarification. He already knew. There was no “work” that kept her out until 1:00 AM wearing lipstick and a scent he didn’t recognize.

Wednesday, he came home early.

Amber wasn’t expecting him. Her heels were kicked off at the door, her purse slouched on the dining chair. A half-empty glass of wine sat on the end table next to the couch, and music played softly from the speaker in the corner—slow, rhythmic, something with bass.

He followed the sound of running water.

The bathroom door was cracked open, steam curling into the hall.

Inside, she was showering—hair slicked back, her body a silhouette behind the frosted glass.

He didn’t walk in.

He just stood in the hall, staring.

She used to invite him in. Used to call his name when she wanted his hands. Used to lean against the doorframe in a towel and say “join me.”

Now she didn’t even close the door.

And somehow, that felt worse than if she had.

He jerked off that night in the dark.

Not to porn. Not even to memories.

To the absence.

To the thought of her being somewhere else. With someone else. Hands on her hips. His wife, bent over a hotel bed, biting the pillow so she wouldn’t scream loud enough for security to knock.

He hated it.

He needed it.

Afterward, he sat on the edge of the bed, underwear around his thighs, staring at the floor like something was broken in him and he didn’t know where the pieces were.

She came home late again Friday.

He was on the couch. Lights off. Pretending to be asleep.

Amber walked past him with soft footsteps, heels in hand. She still smelled like sweat and perfume, but not the kind she wore for work. Her hair was mussed. Her makeup barely intact.

She didn’t say anything.

Just walked straight into the bedroom and shut the door.

He heard the shower start. The water run.

Cole sat in the dark and felt something inside him go still.

Saturday morning, he found a pair of her panties on the floor beside the laundry basket.

He wasn’t even looking for them.

He was putting away towels when his eye caught the thin band of black lace half-tucked under her jeans. They weren’t just worn. They were wrecked. The crotch stretched and damp. A faint, unfamiliar cologne still clinging to them.

He picked them up. Slowly.

He didn’t mean to press them to his face.

But he did.

The scent hit him instantly—raw, dizzying. Amber. And someone else.

His knees went weak.

His jeans grew tight.

He sat down on the bed without meaning to, still holding the fabric like it was evidence in a case he’d already lost.

And then… he cried.

Not loud. Not messy. Just silent tears while his body betrayed him, pleasure and grief knotted together until he didn’t know which was which anymore.

That evening, he tried one last time.

They were on the couch, a movie playing they weren’t watching.

Cole turned toward her.

“I miss us,” he said quietly.

Amber didn’t look away from the screen.

“I know.”

He waited. Hoped.

She said nothing else.

After a moment, he nodded and stood up. Walked to the bedroom. Closed the door behind him.

And for the first time since all this began, Cole realized something that hit harder than any of the sex tapes, the moans, the messages:

She wasn’t trying to hurt him.

She just didn’t need him anymore.


CHAPTER 11


The hallway mirror had always been narrow—one of those cheap things you grab from a big box store and hang without much thought. But tonight, it felt smaller. Like it was closing in around the man who stood in front of it.

Cole stared at his reflection.

He looked… tired. Not just physically, though the dark shadows under his eyes were proof enough of that. He looked emotionally… drained. As if the color had been pulled out of him in layers—one stolen moment at a time. Like watching himself fade frame by frame in an old film reel.

His face was thinner. He hadn’t shaved in a few days. His clothes didn’t hang right anymore—looser in the shoulders, tighter in the gut. His shoulders hunched slightly without him noticing.

The mirror didn’t lie.

But it didn’t comfort either.

It simply reflected what was left.

Amber was in the bedroom.

She had music playing, something soft with a slow beat and no lyrics. Cole stood just outside the door, leaning quietly against the wall, listening to the low shuffle of her movements: drawers opening, hangers scraping, perfume bottles clinking lightly on the vanity.

She didn’t close the door.

She hadn’t in weeks.

He told himself it was an invitation, some thread of intimacy that hadn’t been fully cut. But deep down, he knew better.

It wasn’t an invitation.

It was indifference.

Amber didn’t care who saw her anymore. Least of all him.

She stepped out of the closet in a black dress that left almost nothing to the imagination—tight, sleeveless, open at the back. Cole’s breath caught in his throat when she turned to face the mirror. Her hair was swept up, exposing the line of her neck. Her earrings glinted softly under the lamp light.

She leaned in close, applying her lipstick carefully, with the kind of precision that didn’t need to impress anyone—because she already knew the effect she had.

Cole watched her in the mirror.

And for a moment, something primitive clawed up his chest. Not lust. Not jealousy.

Hunger.

For her attention.

For the version of her that used to smile just for him.

“You look…” he started, clearing his throat, “incredible.”

Amber’s eyes flicked to him in the mirror.

She didn’t smile. Didn’t say thank you. She just looked at him for a moment—like she’d forgotten he was even home—and turned back to her makeup.

He wanted to say more.

He wanted to tell her she used to wear that dress for him.

But instead, he just stepped back into the hallway and let the moment die.

She left the house thirty minutes later.

No mention of where she was going.

No lie to soften the silence.

Just the click of her heels on hardwood, the jingle of keys, and the door closing behind her.

Cole sat on the edge of the couch in the dark, staring at the TV screen. He hadn’t turned it on. He just needed something to look at.

After fifteen minutes, he opened Instagram.

She’d posted a picture.

Her hand on a wine glass, wrist resting against a white tablecloth. Red nails, gold bracelet. The caption read:

Spoiled tonight [image: kiss mark]

The post had already gotten over fifty likes.

The comments came in waves.

[image: sparkling heart][image: fire] Queen

“You deserve it.”

“Whoever he is, he’s lucky.”

Cole scrolled through them slowly, over and over, rereading the same five words that made his stomach twist.

“Whoever he is…”

He closed the app. Opened it again two minutes later.

It was like checking a bruise—one you knew would hurt but kept pressing anyway.

He didn’t sleep that night.

Not really.

He lay in bed with the lights off, staring at the ceiling, one arm stretched toward the cold side of the mattress she hadn’t touched in days. He listened for the sound of her coming home. The turn of the lock. The click of her heels on the hallway tile.

It was nearly three in the morning when she walked in.

She didn’t say a word.

He heard her heels drop near the door. Her phone buzzed once. Then twice.

She went straight to the bathroom.

No shower. Just running water. A toilet flush. The soft scrape of her toothbrush against the sink.

Then she walked into the bedroom—still not closing the door—and changed clothes in the dark.

Cole pretended to be asleep.

She pulled on one of his old t-shirts.

Nothing else.

She got into bed without speaking. Rolled away from him.

And just like that, she was gone again.

He dreamt that night.

But not of her.

He dreamt of them. Of the men he hadn’t met. The ones whose voices he only heard in muffled gasps through the walls or saw as shadows on video frames. He saw her in the dream too—smiling, her eyes wild, her body arching in a way it never had for him.

He woke up hard.

Ashamed.

He didn't touch himself. Just lay there, sweat cooling on his skin, hating the fact that his body didn’t understand what his heart couldn’t take.

The next day was Sunday.

Amber was up before him, walking around in nothing but that same oversized shirt, scrolling her phone as she leaned on the kitchen counter. Her hair was loose, still slightly messy from sleep—or whatever else had happened before she came home.

Cole stood in the doorway and watched her for a moment before saying anything.

“Do you want breakfast?”

She didn’t look up. “I’m not hungry.”

He nodded. “Coffee?”

“Already made some,” she said, still staring at her screen.

Her phone buzzed again.

Cole caught a glimpse of the preview on the lock screen as she turned.

“Can’t stop thinking about last night.”

No name.

Just the words.

Amber smiled. Tapped a reply.

Cole took a slow breath.

He reached for her hand. Just a brush of fingers, a soft touch like the hundreds they used to share without thinking.

This time, she didn’t even look at him.

She simply pulled away.

Not harshly. Not cruelly.

Just… unconsciously. Like he wasn’t there.

Later that evening, he found himself in the hallway again.

In front of the mirror.

Staring.

Trying to figure out what she saw when she looked at him.

Trying to remember if she still looked at him at all.

He used to see a partner. A husband. A man with a role to play in her life.

Now?

Now he saw someone who stayed behind.

Who watched the door close and counted the hours until it opened again.

Someone who tried to guess what perfume she was wearing based on the scent she left in the sheets.

Someone who mistook silence for safety.

The mirror didn’t crack.

But Cole felt it.

That tiny shift inside his chest.

The one you feel right before something breaks.


CHAPTER 12


The picture hit harder than it should have.

Cole was standing in the checkout line at the grocery store—oat milk, eggs, coffee filters—and scrolling mindlessly through Instagram, like he did every time he was waiting in line, or alone, or pretending not to fall apart.

Amber’s post was second from the top.

Her face filled the screen, lit by some soft, glowing restaurant light. The kind of expensive glow that made everything around her look richer, deeper, more intentional. Her smile was open, natural. The kind of smile she hadn’t given him in weeks. Maybe longer.

She was leaning in close to someone, just out of frame. But the hand was visible. A man’s hand. Resting on her hip, fingers spread like he’d been there a while. Comfortable. Confident.

The caption:

“Deserved every second.”

The screen went a little blurry.

Cole blinked, heart in his throat. His thumb hovered over the screen, unsure if he should refresh it. Save it. Report it. Send it to himself.

Behind him, someone chuckled.

“Damn. Lucky guy.”

Cole turned, startled.

A guy in a hoodie and backward cap gave him a quick grin, nodding at the phone. “That your girl?”

Cole’s mouth opened, but no sound came out.

The guy laughed again and went back to scrolling.

Cole left the cart in the aisle and walked out without paying.

That night was the dinner party.

A birthday gathering for a mutual friend—someone they used to see often. Before all this. Before everything changed.

Amber had picked out her dress earlier in the week. She hadn’t asked Cole’s opinion. She’d simply tried it on in the bedroom mirror, turned once, nodded to herself, and walked out.

It was red. Deep, bold, confident. The neckline plunged dangerously low. The slit up one thigh was high enough that it wasn’t a dress so much as a challenge.

When she stepped out of the car and into the restaurant, heads turned.

Cole followed two steps behind, barely catching up before she was already hugging someone, smiling wide, accepting compliments like they were owed to her.

“You look amazing,” someone said.

Amber laughed. “I know.”

She said it with such ease, such lack of apology, that no one even questioned it.

Cole stood next to her while they greeted old friends, shook hands, sat at a long wooden table near the back.

He hadn’t seen most of these people in months. It felt like walking into a life he barely remembered.

Amber, on the other hand, fit in seamlessly.

Dinner went by in pieces.

Cole barely tasted the food. Amber’s laughter floated over the clink of silverware. She leaned into conversations, told stories, gestured with her glass. At one point, someone toasted her—just her, not him.

“To Amber,” a woman said, raising her glass, “for doing what most of us are too scared to do.”

There were nods. Smiles. One or two slow claps.

Amber just lifted her glass and winked.

Cole didn’t toast.

He sat, silent, unsure if he was supposed to laugh or leave.

He watched as she scrolled her phone under the table, fingers tapping lightly.

She read something and smiled. Bit her lip.

A moment later, she leaned across the table toward him.

“He’s going to pick me up after dessert,” she whispered.

The sentence was quiet. Smooth.

She might’ve been talking about a coat check.

Then she kissed his cheek.

Not affectionately.

Politely.

He stayed through dessert, then left alone.

She didn’t text him when she got home. He didn’t ask.

The next morning, she was in the kitchen already dressed in leggings and a crop top, sipping coffee and humming to herself. The hum had no melody—just a sound of someone content, moving through a space that fit them perfectly.

Cole leaned in the doorway and watched her.

She didn’t look up.

Her phone lit up on the counter. A message preview popped into view before the screen dimmed again:

“Next weekend can’t come soon enough.”

She smiled.

Took a slow sip.

Didn’t hide anything.

They had lunch with her sister that afternoon—something Cole had completely forgotten about.

Amber didn’t remind him. She just handed him a clean shirt and said, “You’re coming, right?” before walking out the door.

At the restaurant, her sister noticed. Noticed the change.

“You’re glowing,” she said with a sly grin. “New skincare?”

Amber laughed. “New everything.”

Her sister turned to Cole and asked, “You okay over there? You’re quiet.”

Amber answered for him. “He’s just getting used to me.”

Cole smiled, awkwardly. “She’s… been busy.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “You could say that.”

No one pressed.

That evening, Cole scrolled through her profile again.

It was subtle. Nothing overt.

But the comments had changed.

More likes from people he didn’t know. Men. Women. Strangers.

One just said:

She’s finally her.

Another:

She’s never looked better.

No one mentioned him. No one even seemed to remember she was married.

Maybe she wasn’t.

Not really.

Not anymore.

Later that week, she came home with a new tattoo.

Just a small one. A symbol. Inked above her hipbone. A location Cole hadn’t seen in weeks.

He caught a glimpse of it when she walked by in her robe, untied, slipping open just enough to show a flash of bare skin.

He opened his mouth.

Closed it again.

She didn’t offer to explain.

She didn’t owe him anything.

That night, she went out again.

This time, she didn’t even dress up. Jeans. A fitted black tee. Hair in a loose braid. No heels.

Before she left, she paused by the door.

“You don’t have to wait up,” she said.

Her voice was kind.

She meant it.

He nodded.

She left.

He sat in the bedroom with the lights off, scrolling old photos on his phone.

Beach trips. Birthdays. Candid shots of her laughing at things he used to say.

They didn’t feel like memories anymore.

They felt like someone else's life.


CHAPTER 13


Cole didn’t ask.

He could’ve. When Amber walked past him in the hallway that afternoon, pulling her hair into a lazy ponytail, phone in one hand, overnight bag in the other—he could’ve asked.

Is someone coming over?

But he didn’t.

He just moved aside, let her brush past without meeting his eyes, and watched the door close behind her.

It wasn’t locked.

It didn’t have to be anymore.

It started with the shoes.

Black sneakers, near the door. Not his. Too new, too stylish, soles too clean to belong to someone who lived there. They were positioned carefully, toe-to-toe with hers—like they’d done this before.

Cole stood staring at them. Long enough to hear the shower kick on down the hall. Long enough to be sure it wasn’t her voice echoing off the bathroom tile.

The water ran for twenty minutes. Then came silence.

He sat at the kitchen table, unmoving, hands flat on the surface. The ceiling fan hummed above him, slightly off balance. The refrigerator kicked on, loud in the quiet.

Then came footsteps.

The man didn’t emerge at first.

Only Amber did—freshly showered, damp hair combed straight, skin still flushed. She wore a tank top and shorts, no effort in either, the kind of comfortable laziness people reserve for safe spaces. She poured herself a drink, leaned against the fridge, and finally looked at Cole.

“I ordered Thai,” she said casually, like she’d just come back from the store. “Should be here in twenty.”

He nodded once. “He’s staying?”

She sipped. “He’ll be here tonight. Probably tomorrow.”

Cole tried to speak. Failed. Cleared his throat.

“You didn’t… think to mention that?”

Amber’s tone didn’t change. “I didn’t think I needed to.”

They didn’t eat together.

She brought two plates to the living room. Left him nothing. The TV flicked on. The laugh track of a sitcom buzzed through the wall.

Cole stood in the hallway, just out of sight.

He heard their voices—quiet, but not hushed. Not guilty. No whispers. No effort to hide.

He closed his office door and sat at his desk with his back to the room. The sound of his own breathing filled the space. A text lit up his phone. A reminder about a dentist appointment next week.

He stared at it like it was foreign.

Around midnight, he walked to the kitchen and found the leftovers on the counter.

Two plates.

One fork still resting across the rim. A sauce-stained napkin crumpled nearby.

He stood there, just breathing.

Amber’s phone lit up on the counter.

He didn’t touch it. Just read the preview when it buzzed.

“Next time you’re on top the whole time. Deal?”

Cole stared at the words until the screen dimmed.

He put the lid on the food and slid it into the fridge like muscle memory.

Then turned off the light.

He didn’t sleep in the bedroom.

Not because she asked him not to.

Because he didn’t want to know if the bed still felt like home.

The couch was cold. Lumpy. Too short. His legs cramped before dawn.

Around 3 a.m., he heard laughter from down the hall. Not loud, not careless. Just warm. Familiar.

The sound that used to belong to them.

He pressed his palm to his chest. Not to stop anything. Just to feel something.

By the next morning, nothing had changed.

The stranger’s duffel bag sat by the front door like luggage at a hotel.

A toothbrush beside hers in the bathroom.

A jacket draped over the back of the living room chair.

Amber moved around the house in a robe and bare feet. She didn’t explain anything. She poured coffee for two. Brought one mug to the bedroom. Left the other in the kitchen.

Cole sat at the table, hands folded, watching her move like she owned every corner.

He used to move like that. Back when things made sense.

She walked past him and opened the pantry.

“You look tired,” she said, not turning.

“I am.”

Amber glanced over her shoulder. “Maybe try sleeping in a bed.”

He didn’t answer.

She didn’t wait.

The man—he never introduced himself. Didn’t shake hands. Didn’t make conversation.

He just was.

Present. Occupying air. Scent. Weight. Volume.

He showered in the morning and used the towels Cole bought. He ate cereal Cole stocked. He leaned against countertops Cole had wiped clean the night before.

And Cole?

He moved around him.

Quiet. Careful.

Not out of fear. But shame.

That evening, Cole stood outside the apartment for twenty minutes before going in.

The idea of walking through that door—of pretending again—was suddenly too much.

When he finally entered, the lights were dim. Music played in the background. Amber was curled on the couch in leggings and a hoodie, the other man beside her, one arm casually across the back of the cushions.

No one looked up.

Cole hung his jacket and went straight to his room.

He didn’t close the door.

But they didn’t follow.

Later that night, he passed by the bathroom and saw the man’s cologne on the shelf. Next to hers. Not packed away. Not hidden.

Displayed.

Like something that belonged.

Like someone who did.


CHAPTER 14


Cole noticed first by accident.

He came home early from work—head full of static, eyes dry from staring at a screen too long—and reached for the coat rack to hang his jacket.

It wasn’t there.

The rack. Gone.

In its place was a narrow floating shelf with a row of tiny potted succulents and a brass dish for keys. A small framed print above it read:

Good Energy Only.

He paused, one arm still in his sleeve.

Something inside him shifted.

He walked through the living room like a guest, scanning everything. New throw pillows. One fewer chair. His framed photo of the Oregon coast—taken on their third anniversary—was no longer above the mantle.

In its place, an abstract painting. Swirls of gold and navy. Cold and modern.

He stepped closer, as if he could see behind it. Like the past might still be hiding behind glass.

Amber was in the kitchen unpacking a shipment of tableware. She moved with ease, tossing out bubble wrap, stacking bowls in groups of four. The old dishes—their dishes—sat boxed up near the door, already labeled “donate.”

He hovered by the counter.

“Where’s the coat rack?”

She glanced up briefly. “Didn’t match anymore.”

He looked at the bowls. “The ones we had were fine.”

She gave a tight smile. “They were chipped. And cheap. These are better.”

Cole nodded, pressing his palm against the counter edge. “Anything else I should know about?”

Amber went back to unpacking. “I’m just trying to make the space feel more like me.”

More like her. Not them.

She didn’t say it. But she didn’t need to.

By the end of the week, the apartment felt like a place he hadn’t signed a lease for.

New curtains. Sheers instead of blinds, letting in more light—but less privacy.

The guest room, once their shared storage space, had been emptied and painted a pale green. A new twin bed appeared there one afternoon, made up with navy sheets and a gray blanket. He heard her on the phone later, laughing.

“It’s finally usable. Maybe I’ll keep it open for weekends.”

No one asked who the guest was.

He didn’t ask either.

On Saturday, he walked into the bathroom and didn’t recognize it.

The shower curtain was gone—replaced with a thick white one lined with eucalyptus leaves. Her skincare had taken over the sink. His toothbrush had been moved to a cup in the cabinet. The towel hooks now had labeled tags—hers said “Glow.” His said nothing.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

Didn’t speak.

Just wiped condensation from the glass and stared.

The living room changed next.

The rug vanished.

The old, shaggy one they picked out together in that downtown outlet, arguing over colors for half an hour—it was gone. Rolled up and left near the elevator for building disposal.

In its place was a new one: tightly woven, cream and slate, symmetrical, quiet.

He stood with his shoes still on, uncertain if he was allowed to step on it.

Amber entered with a candle in hand and lit it wordlessly. The scent was clean. Floral. Like a hotel lobby.

She looked at him standing stiffly near the wall.

“You can walk on it,” she said, without sarcasm. “It’s still a floor.”

“Right.”

“But maybe take your shoes off first.”

That night, she lit another candle at dinner.

The plates were porcelain now. The cutlery didn’t match anything he remembered. She poured wine into glasses that caught the light and made everything feel expensive.

He picked at his food in silence.

Amber was texting again. Thumb light on the screen. Smile barely there.

“You okay?” she asked suddenly, eyes flicking up.

He forced a nod. “Just tired.”

Amber tilted her head. “You’ve been saying that a lot lately.”

He didn’t answer.

She didn’t press.

Sunday morning, he woke up and found his dresser drawers half-empty.

He wasn’t sure when it had happened.

His undershirts were missing. A few old t-shirts. His cologne, the one she used to steal from his side of the bathroom, had been moved to the closet shelf beside an unopened box of men’s body wash he didn’t buy.

He touched it gently, like it might disappear if he did.

Amber walked by behind him, heading to the laundry room.

“You can start using the guest room if it’s easier,” she said over her shoulder.

“I’m fine,” he said quickly.

“Just saying. Might be more comfortable.”

He heard the washer click shut.

He never heard it start.

Later that day, she hosted a friend.

Cole wasn’t told.

He stepped into the kitchen, half-dressed, and saw two coffee mugs already out, a third voice laughing in the living room.

It was a man’s voice.

Not the same as before. Not one he recognized.

He froze.

Amber didn’t call out.

Didn’t explain.

He backed into the hallway, retreated into the guest room—his new room, apparently—and closed the door gently, listening to the low murmur of voices on the other side of the wall.

At night, he walked through the space slowly, lights dim, rooms cold with echo.

Everything looked… designed. Curated. As if someone had hired a stager to prepare the apartment for a showing.

The problem was, he wasn’t the buyer.

He was the forgotten tenant still on the lease.

In the early hours of Monday, Cole sat alone on the balcony with a mug of black coffee. The sunrise hadn’t broken yet. The city was still asleep.

From inside, he heard her laughing in her sleep.

Warm. Alive.

Not the kind of laugh that belonged to memories.

The kind that said: she was building something new.

And none of it had his fingerprints on it.


CHAPTER 15


The first night he slept in the guest room, Cole told himself it was temporary.

Amber had a headache. Or was tired. Or simply needed space.

He grabbed his pillow, closed the door softly behind him, and didn’t ask questions.

The sheets were stiff. The mattress unfamiliar. There was no headboard, no nightstand, no lamp. Just a bed pressed to the wall and a folded blanket at the foot.

He lay on his back for a long time, staring at the ceiling, listening through the walls. A soft rhythm. A muffled voice. Laughter once, sharp and quick.

His own breath was loud by comparison. Shaky in the dark.

The next morning, his toothbrush was on the edge of the sink in the guest bathroom.

Not by mistake.

She’d placed it there. Along with his deodorant, his shaving cream, and a fresh bar of soap that hadn’t been opened.

Amber was in the kitchen pouring coffee. She moved easily, wrapped in a robe, scrolling her phone.

“Guest room alright?” she asked without looking up.

He hesitated. “It’s fine.”

“You snore less in there,” she said, lips curling into something too calm to be called a smile. “Or maybe the walls are just thicker.”

Cole nodded and reached for the second mug.

It wasn’t there.

She’d only poured one.

By midweek, the guest room had acquired a lamp.

He didn’t know who bought it.

It was just there when he got home from work—dimly lit, already plugged in, casting warm amber light across the bed.

He stood in the doorway a long time.

His dress shirts were hanging on the back of the door. His suitcase sat half-unpacked on the floor. The drawer in the nightstand now held his keys, his wallet, a single pen.

None of it had been his decision.

He stopped opening the door to the master bedroom.

Not out of anger.

Just habit.

The bed was always made now. Fresh pillows. Crisp corners. There were new curtains up—white linen—and the faint smell of unfamiliar cologne lingered there sometimes.

Sometimes.

Not always.

But enough.

On Thursday, Amber passed him in the hallway, hair still wet from the shower. She wore leggings and one of his old sweatshirts—one that used to hang in the back of his closet.

It fit her better now.

She paused in the hallway, half-smiling. “You’re taking up less space lately.”

He wasn’t sure if it was a compliment.

“I’m trying not to be in the way.”

Amber’s head tilted slightly. “You’re not in the way.”

She walked into the bedroom and shut the door behind her.

He ate dinner alone. A frozen meal, microwaved in silence.

The new plates were too delicate for that kind of food. He used paper.

The TV stayed off. The apartment was too quiet for noise, somehow. Noise would’ve been dishonest. Noise would’ve filled in the truth.

He sat on the edge of the couch and stared at nothing for a long time.

That night, the bed in the guest room felt warmer.

Not comfortable. Not familiar.

Just used.

Like it accepted him now.

On Friday, Amber brought someone over.

Cole didn’t see his face. Just heard the laugh. The deep, effortless tone of someone confident in a space that wasn’t his—but didn’t feel like it wasn’t.

They were in the kitchen. Then the living room.

At one point, someone opened the fridge.

Cole stayed in the guest room.

The lamp was on.

His phone battery was low.

He stared at the ceiling again, eyes dry, mouth slightly open.

He thought about closing the door.

But he didn’t.

The next morning, his razor was in the guest bathroom permanently.

A clean hand towel folded on the edge of the sink. A note in Amber’s handwriting on the mirror—Buy more body wash.

She didn’t specify who for.

Later that day, he opened the hall closet and saw his boxes stacked neatly beside the vacuum. Labeled in her handwriting.

“Cole – Winter”

“Cole – Photos”

“Cole – Books?”

A question mark.

Like she wasn’t sure if they were even his anymore.

That night, he lay in bed and stared at the shape of his arm in the half-light.

It didn’t look like him.

The room didn’t sound like him.

The silence wasn’t his anymore.

He didn’t know who it belonged to.

But it wasn’t him.


CHAPTER 16


Cole opened the hallway closet and paused.

A coat he hadn’t worn in years—still zipped up from the last cold night he remembered needing it—was gone.

So was the box of photos from college. The old hiking backpack. His baseball glove, broken in along the edges, tucked into the corner for when he thought he’d teach someone how to throw.

He crouched to check behind the vacuum.

Nothing.

There was nothing left in the closet that bore his name.

In the living room, Amber sat cross-legged on the couch with her laptop open and her hair pulled up in a knot. She was wearing headphones, nodding occasionally, typing steadily. She didn’t look up.

Behind her, the wall once covered in framed photos—beach trips, birthdays, the one from his sister’s wedding—was blank now. Repainted a cool neutral, the nail holes patched and smoothed over.

He hadn’t noticed it happen.

He stood staring at it for a long time, that bare expanse.

It didn’t feel like a wall.

It felt like a verdict.

He spent more time in the guest room.

It didn’t echo when he walked. Not because of furniture—but because it expected nothing. The walls didn’t care who he was. The air didn’t shift when he entered.

Some nights he sat in the chair by the window and scrolled through his phone. Not reading. Not watching. Just… movement. Just something that pretended to mean something.

Amber’s laugh carried down the hallway from time to time. Sometimes it was on the phone. Sometimes it wasn’t.

He stopped checking.

One afternoon, he opened a kitchen drawer to grab scissors and found it full of loose tea sachets, none of which he recognized. His tools were gone. The junk drawer—once filled with receipts, batteries, keys with lost locks—was now perfectly organized. Tea, corkscrew, tasting spoons.

He searched the drawers one by one.

No scissors.

No receipts.

No evidence he’d ever lived there at all.

He passed the bedroom once and saw someone’s shoes on the floor beside the bed.

Not the same pair as before.

Not the same man.

That was the moment something broke—not loudly. Not with violence. Just… absence. Like a sound that used to be there had stopped mid-note.

He didn’t pause.

Didn’t knock.

Just kept walking.

He looked at himself in the mirror that night. Really looked.

The skin under his eyes was dull. His beard uneven. A line at the base of his throat he didn’t recognize. He touched it absently, fingers lingering on the edge of his jaw.

He couldn’t remember the last time Amber had looked at him like he was a person and not a leftover.

He said his name out loud. Once. Quietly.

Just to make sure it still belonged to someone.

The next day, he walked into the living room and saw the couch pushed further back. A new coffee table. Smaller, lighter. The one they chose together was gone.

Amber walked in holding a fabric swatch.

“I’m thinking of changing the chairs too,” she said. “This color’s softer.”

He stared at the patch of pale linen. “How much more is left to change?”

Amber looked at him. Really looked, for the first time in days.

“Almost everything,” she said.

She didn’t say it cruelly.

That’s what made it worse.

That night, he sat in the dark of the guest room and listened to the stillness.

No voices. No TV. No footsteps.

Just the distant sound of traffic and the hum of a refrigerator from a room he no longer opened.

It was the first time the apartment felt full of nothing.

Not absence. Not loss.

Just an echo of a life that had already moved on without him.


CHAPTER 17


It was raining.

Not hard—just steady. Enough to fill the apartment with the soft, uneven rhythm of droplets on glass. Cole stood by the window in the guest room, one hand against the cold pane, watching the streetlights smear against the wet pavement below.

He hadn’t spoken to Amber in three days.

Not because of anything dramatic. Just routine. She worked. He worked. She came home late. He went to bed early. The kind of silence that didn’t scream anymore. Just… lingered.

The kind that becomes furniture.

Around 9 p.m., he heard her in the kitchen. Opening drawers. Moving things. Running the faucet.

He stepped out of the guest room, barefoot, quiet. Not sneaking—but not interrupting either. She was at the counter, pouring tea, hair pulled back, sleeves rolled to her elbows.

He cleared his throat once. She glanced over.

“Hey,” she said.

He nodded. “Hey.”

She didn’t ask why he was up. Didn’t offer tea.

He walked in slowly, leaned on the far side of the island, palms flat against the wood. The room smelled faintly like citrus cleaner and cinnamon.

“I keep meaning to ask,” she said after a moment. “Did you move the laundry basket from the hall?”

He shook his head. “No. I haven’t touched anything.”

Amber nodded, not pushing it. She took a sip from her mug.

“I like what you’ve done with the place,” he said softly.

She raised an eyebrow.

“I mean it,” he added. “It feels more like you now.”

Amber gave a small smile. “That was the point.”

“I know.”

The silence returned.

But he didn’t walk away.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said after a long pause, “about how long it’s been since we had a conversation that wasn’t about the dishes or groceries.”

Amber leaned back slightly, mug held with both hands. “You want to talk now?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I just—” He exhaled. “I need to say something. And I don’t need a big answer. I just… need to ask.”

Amber nodded once, slowly. “Okay.”

Cole looked down at his hands, then back at her. He spoke carefully. Not shaky. Not rehearsed.

“Do you even see me anymore?”

The question didn’t echo. It didn’t land like a bomb.

It just settled in the space between them.

Amber blinked.

Not in surprise.

But in recognition.

She set the mug down.

“I do,” she said. “But not the same way.”

Cole nodded. That part, he already knew.

She continued. “I see the version of you that’s still here. Still trying. Still hoping maybe I’ll… turn around and pick it all back up.”

He didn’t answer.

She stepped closer, voice quieter. “I see you. But I also see me. And I don’t think we fit in the same frame anymore.”

He let the words sit. Let them breathe.

Then asked, “Why didn’t you say anything sooner?”

“I didn’t know how,” she said simply. “And then it just… became easier not to.”

He looked at her carefully. She wasn’t cruel. She wasn’t guarded. She was just done.

“I feel like a ghost,” he said. “Like I live around things instead of with them. Like I’m careful not to bump into a life that doesn’t need me anymore.”

Amber’s eyes softened. “I’m sorry.”

Cole shook his head. “I’m not asking for an apology. I’m just… asking to be seen. Even if it’s only for a minute. Even if it’s the last one.”

She walked around the counter and stopped a few feet in front of him. Arms crossed, but relaxed. She studied his face the way someone looks at an old photograph—something you remember, but don’t return to.

“I see you, Cole,” she said again.

“And?”

“And I don’t think this version of us survives.”

They stood there for a while.

The tea went cold.

The rain thickened, then faded again.

Cole didn’t ask anything else. There was nothing left to ask.

Only one thing left to do.


CHAPTER 18


He started packing on a Tuesday.

There was no rush. No deadline. No argument echoing in the background. Just silence, steady and calm, like a quiet nod from the world itself. He stood in the guest room—his room now—zippered duffel bag on the bed, half-folded clothes in a pile beside it.

He paused every so often, not to reminisce, but to wonder how he had fit his entire life into such a small corner.

One drawer.

Half a closet.

The space a visitor would use for a long weekend.

He packed in layers.

Not just clothes—versions of himself.

The hoodie he used to wear when they stayed up late watching movies. The blue oxford she once called his “interview shirt,” though he hadn’t interviewed in years. The t-shirt from their honeymoon, sun-bleached and worn thin.

He hesitated with that one.

Then folded it anyway.

Amber didn’t ask why.

She saw the bag later that evening, sitting by the door, and didn’t comment.

She just walked around it.

That night, they didn’t speak.

She went to bed early.

He stayed out on the balcony, watching the headlights on the street below draw and erase themselves across the wet pavement.

The rain had returned, light but steady.

He let the cool air roll up his sleeves. Let it sink in.

He didn’t feel angry.

Just finished.

In the morning, he made coffee. One cup. No second mug beside it. No shared silence.

Just him.

The apartment was still. Even beautiful.

Everything in place.

Everything designed.

Nothing his.

He walked through the living room slowly, fingertips brushing the back of the new couch. Not to say goodbye. Just to remind himself what it felt like.

Amber appeared in the hallway, tying her robe. She stopped when she saw the bag.

“You leaving today?” she asked.

He nodded. “Yeah.”

She didn’t press.

She didn’t stop him.

Only stepped aside so he could pass.

He stood by the door for a moment, hand on the knob.

“Amber,” he said quietly.

She turned.

“I really did love you.”

She looked at him for a long time.

“I know,” she said.

That was all.

It was enough.

He stepped into the hallway.

The door clicked behind him.

Not loud.

Not final.

Just… closed.
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