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Chapter 1: Packing
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The golden, honeyed light of a late June evening spilled into the bedroom, catching the motes of dust that danced in the air like tiny, excited spirits. Summer had truly arrived in Ontario, and with it, the promise of the first cottage weekend. The room was a comfortable chaos of half-packed bags and scattered intentions.

Fred zipped his duffel bag with a final, decisive rasp, the sound of a man who packed with pragmatic efficiency. Swimsuit, shorts, a few t-shirts, toothbrush. Done. His task complete, he leaned against the doorframe, a slow smile spreading across his face as he watched his wife.

Annie was the heart of the storm, a vibrant contrast to his order. She stood before their closet, not looking at the sensible sundresses or linen trousers, but rather at the treasure trove she kept tucked away in a fabric bin on the top shelf. With a conspiratorial grin, she pulled it down and carried it to the bed, the contents whispering promises of sun and skin.

“Essential planning,” she announced, her voice laced with a playful energy that made Fred’s heart kick.

She began laying the pieces out on the rumpled duvet, a curated collection of fabric and fantasy. First was the classic: a fire-engine red trikini, its ties delicate and suggestive. Next came a one-piece, but it was a deceiver—black, sheer mesh panels cut diagonally across the torso, leaving very little to the imagination. Then, a fuchsia Brazilian-cut bikini, a mere whisper of fabric for the bottom. Finally, she unveiled her pièce de résistance: a deep emerald green bikini with gold ring details connecting the top and bottom, elegant and daring all at once.

“The forecast is scorching all weekend,” Fred said, pushing off the doorframe and coming to stand behind her. He wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her back against his chest. He breathed in the scent of her shampoo—coconut and vanilla—a vacation scent already. “Clay said we’ll be in the water or on the dock basically the entire time.”

“Exactly,” Annie purred, tilting her head back to look at him. “A girl needs options. You never know the mood.” She picked up the green bikini, holding it up against her front. The gold rings glinted in the sunset light. “What do you think? First impression worthy?”

Fred’s hands slid lower, splaying across her stomach. “You in that? You’ll stop traffic. Poor Rudy might just fall right off the dock when he sees you.”

The mention of their friend sent a fresh thrill through the room. Rudy, Clay’s college buddy, was the wild card. Fred had known him for years, but Annie had only met him a handful of times—enough for a simmering, unspoken flirtation to bloom in the group chats. The cottage weekend, usually involving several friends, had been Clay’s idea to finally include Rudy properly. With just the four of them available, the dynamic was shifting, and the potential of it had been a low-grade hum in their lives for weeks.

Annie laughed, a rich, warm sound. “Oh, stop. I’m sure Rudy’s harmless.” But the way she said it, the slight arch of her brow as she turned to fold the green bikini with extra care into her suitcase, suggested she thought anything but.

“Harmless is the most dangerous kind,” Fred murmured into her hair, his own excitement a steady thrum. He loved this. He loved seeing her like this—confident, desired, on display. It was a game they played, one where they were always on the same team, but the rules were deliciously fluid. The cottage, isolated and private, was the perfect arena. Clay was the easy-going, oblivious host, and Rudy... well, Rudy was a wild card. A curveball. A new variable in their social experiment.

“Did you pack the bug spray?” Annie asked, shifting back to practicalities as she nestled the bikinis between her sandals and a light kimono cover-up. “Clay’s place is always a mosquito breeding ground by the lake.”

“Right beside the sunscreen. SPF 30 for you, 15 for me.” He gave her a squeeze before releasing her to double-check his own bag. “And I grabbed that bottle of local maple cream liqueur from the distillery we like. For after-dinner drinks on the dock.”

“Perfect.” Annie beamed, closing her suitcase with a soft click. “I can just picture it. The loons calling, the stars out, a little buzz...” Her eyes met his, sparkling with implication. “Just the four of us, no neighbours for miles. It’s going to be incredible.”

The last of the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in streaks of violet and orange. The room was now bathed in the soft, blue glow of twilight. Their bags were packed, lined up by the bedroom door like soldiers ready for a campaign. The car was gassed up, the cooler empty and waiting by the front door for the ice and perishables in the morning.

There was no hint, no prickle of foreshadowing. In their minds, the cast was set: Fred, Annie, their good friend Clay, and the enigmatic presence of Rudy. The narrative for the weekend was written in their heads, a story of sun-drenched days, flirtatious glances across a crackling bonfire, and the thrilling, unspoken possibility of something more.

Fred took her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. “Ready for an adventure?”

Annie squeezed back, her smile wide and genuine in the dim light. “Absolutely.”

Outside, the first fireflies of the night began to blink in the shadows, tiny, silent beacons in the deepening dark. They were entirely, blissfully, unaware that one of their key players had already made a change of plans.
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Chapter 2: Road Trip
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The city bled away in a slow, familiar metamorphosis. The tight grid of stop-and-go traffic, the towering glass and steel canyons, gradually softened into sprawling suburbs, then gave way entirely to the long, lazy stretches of highway that pointed north. The air inside the car, initially carrying the faint scent of downtown exhaust, was now cool and artificial, pumped full-blast by the air conditioning to combat the lingering heat of the day.

Fred had one hand draped loosely over the steering wheel, the other resting on Annie’s thigh. The 400-series highway unspooled before them, a grey ribbon flanked by a deep green wall of spruce, pine, and cedar. This was the pilgrimage that practically every Ontarian knew by heart—the Friday night exodus towards cottage country, towards summer itself.

Annie had her bare feet propped on the dashboard, scrolling through a playlist titled “Cottage Core” that was anything but folksy. A synth-pop beat filled the car, the perfect soundtrack for the golden hour light that gilded the landscape.

“I texted Clay just before we left,” Fred said, his voice relaxed. “He said the lake is like glass and he’s got the steaks marinating.”

“God, I can already taste it,” Annie sighed, tilting her head back. “Charred and salty, eaten off a paper plate. Perfection.” The pair couldn’t help but smile at each other.

The car’s console suddenly lit up, interrupting the music with a soft, digital trill. CLAY flashed on the screen.

“Speak of the devil,” Fred said, tapping the answer button on the steering wheel. “Hey, man. We’re making good time. What’s up?”

Clay’s voice, warm and slightly crackled with the hands-free connection, filled the cabin. “Hey, guys. Good to hear! Listen, uh, bit of a change of plans. Just got off the phone with Rudy.”

Fred perked up. “Oh yeah? Is he on his way too? Tell him to grab some more ice if he’s stopping.”

There was a brief pause, filled only by the hum of the tires. “That’s the thing,” Clay said, his tone shifting to apologetic. “He’s not coming. Woke up this morning feeling like death warmed over. Some kind of stomach bug; vomiting and all that. He’s pretty bummed.”

The news landed in the car with a tangible thud. Fred’s shoulders slumped a fraction. “Ah, shit. Seriously? I was looking forward to catching up with him. I haven’t seen him since... what, the Christmas party?”

“I know, I know. Bad timing. He sent his apologies. Said to have a drink for him.”

“Well, tell him we hope he feels better,” Fred said, the disappointment clear in his voice. “It’s just not the same.”

“Yeah, bummer,” Clay agreed. “Anyway, don’t let it ruin the vibe. The steaks are still happening, the beer is cold, and I’ve got the Friday the 13th box set ready for a truly appropriate cottage horror marathon. So get your butts up here!”

“We’re on it,” Fred said, forcing a lighter tone. “See you in a couple of hours.”

“Drive safe.” The call disconnected, and the synth-pop music swelled back to fill the silence.

For a long moment, the only sound was the steady rush of wind and asphalt. The sun, now a deep orange ball, cast long, dramatic shadows across the road. Fred sighed, adjusting his grip on the wheel. “Damn. That’s a real shame. I was really hoping to hang out with Rudy.”

Annie was quiet beside him. He glanced over, expecting to see a mirror of his own disappointment on her face. Instead, he found her looking out the passenger window, but he could see the faint, unmistakable curve of a smile reflected in the glass.

Slowly, she turned her head to face him. Her eyes, lit by the warm, low light, were sparkling with a mischievous, knowing glint. She let the silence stretch, building a delicious tension in the confined space of the car.

Then, her lips curled into a slow, deliberate smirk.

She reached out, her fingers tracing a light, teasing pattern on his forearm resting on the centre console. Her voice was a low, playful purr, barely audible over the music.

“Oooh,” she cooed, her eyebrow arching. “Just the three of us, then? All alone at that big, secluded cottage...”

She let the implication hang in the air for a heartbeat, her gaze locked on his.

“Sounds romantic.”

And with a final, deliberate wink, she turned back to the window, leaving Fred to drive on, the landscape blurring past as an entirely new narrative for the weekend began to unfold in his mind. The disappointment over Rudy evaporated, replaced by a sudden, sharp, and thrilling sense of anticipation.
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Chapter 3: Nowhere
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The crunch of the car’s tires on the gravel driveway was the official, long-awaited fanfare for the weekend’s start. They had navigated the final, winding labyrinth of increasingly narrow roads, the darkness beneath the canopy of trees so profound that the headlights seemed to carve a tunnel of light just for them. Now, they emerged into a clearing where a single, welcoming light glowed from the porch of a rustic A-frame cottage.

Clay was already standing on the wooden steps, silhouetted against the warm light from the open door. He raised a bottle of beer in a casual salute as Fred killed the engine. The sudden silence was a shock, filled instantly with a symphony of night sounds—the resonant chirp of crickets, the distant, haunting cry of a loon, and the gentle, rhythmic lap of water against a nearby shore.

“You made it!” Clay called out, his voice easy and familiar. He was barefoot, wearing faded cargo shorts and a well-worn t-shirt for a band that had been nearly forgotten about a decade ago. He looked exactly as a cottage host should: utterly relaxed.

The car doors thudded shut, the sounds unnaturally loud in the quiet night. The air was cooler here by the lake, carrying the clean, damp scent of pine needles and freshwater.

“Traffic was absolutely terrible getting out of the city, but smooth sailing once we passed Huntsville,” Fred said, stretching his back with an audible pop after the long drive.

Clay descended the steps and pulled Fred into a quick, back-slapping hug before turning to Annie. “Annie. Looking as stunning as ever. City life’s not wearing you down one bit.” He gave her a warm, genuine smile and a squeeze on the shoulder.

“It’s the pre-cottage glow, Clay,” Annie laughed, breathing in the pristine air. “God, it’s good to be here.”

“Alright, let’s get you two unloaded. I’ve been sitting on my butt for hours,” Clay said, clapping his hands together and rubbing them with theatrical vigour. He went to the trunk as Fred popped it open, immediately grabbing the heavier duffel bag and the cardboard box with the groceries and liquor. “I’ve got the essentials laid out inside. Chips, salsa, some of that spicy pepperoni you like, Fred. And the beer, of course. The beer is a given.”

“You’re a scholar and a gentleman, Clay,” Fred said, hoisting Annie’s suitcase and his own smaller bag.

They trooped up the creaking wooden steps and into the cottage. The main room was exactly as Annie remembered: high, vaulted pine ceilings, a massive stone fireplace taking up one entire wall, and furniture that was more about comfort than style. A well-loved leather sofa and a mismatched collection of armchairs were gathered around a rustic coffee table littered with fishing magazines and board games with tattered boxes. The air inside smelled of woodsmoke, old books, and slightly of damp swimsuits—a quintessential cottage aroma.

“Just drop your stuff in your usual room,” Clay said, nodding down a short hallway off the main living area. “It’s all made up for you.”

Fred and Annie carried their bags into the small, cozy bedroom. It was sparsely furnished—a queen-sized bed with a thick, colourful quilt, a simple pine dresser, and a small window that, they knew, would offer a sliver of a lake view in the morning sunlight. They dropped their luggage just inside the door, a silent, mutual agreement that proper unpacking could wait.

Returning to the main room, they found Clay had already deposited the groceries on the kitchen counter—a small, galley-style space separated from the living area by a breakfast bar. True to his word, a bowl of tortilla chips, a jar of salsa, and a plate of sliced pepperoni sat waiting. Three bottles of local lager, beaded with condensation, were lined up beside them.

Clay popped the tops off two and handed them over. “Get that into you. You’ve earned it.”

The first sip of the cold, crisp beer was a moment of pure, unadulterated bliss. Fred let out a satisfied “ahhh,” leaning against the counter. Annie did the same, her eyes closing for a second as she savoured it.

“It’s so quiet,” she murmured, opening her eyes and looking towards the large picture window, now a black mirror reflecting only the room’s interior.

“Wait ‘til the morning,” Clay said, taking a swig from his own bottle. “The sun hits the lake right out there, and it’s like a sheet of gold. You can forget the world exists.”

Fred smiled, his earlier disappointment about Rudy now a distant memory, replaced by a deep, swelling contentment. He looked at Annie, who met his gaze, her own eyes soft and happy. The drive was over, the city was far behind them, and the weekend, their secluded, intimate weekend, was finally, truly beginning.

“It’s perfect, Clay,” Fred said, raising his bottle. “Thanks for having us.”

“Always,” Clay replied, clinking his bottle against Fred’s, then Annie’s. “Now, who’s ready to eat way too much this weekend?”

Both Annie and Fred admitted they were ready. The drive had made them hungry.
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Chapter 4: The First Night
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The remains of dinner were a testament to a perfect cottage arrival. Grease-spotted paper plates, crumpled napkins, and the empty bottles of a robust red wine sat piled on the kitchen counter. The air, once rich with the scent of seared steak and grilled corn, now carried the tang of charcoal and citronella from the candles burning on the porch.

“I think I might actually burst,” Fred groaned, pushing back from the table with a contented sigh. He patted his stomach, feeling the pleasant, leaden fullness that only a lakeside barbecue could provide.

“Told you they were good steaks,” Clay said, gathering an armful of plates. “Local butcher. I’ll never go back to the supermarket stuff.”

Annie rose slowly, a hand on her own full belly. “They were incredible, Clay. A true masterpiece. Here, let me help.” She began collecting the cutlery and wine glasses, her movements languid.

Together, the three of them performed the quiet, post-dinner ballet of tidying up. Fred bagged the trash while Annie wiped down the table. Clay rinsed the few actual plates they’d used before loading them into the dishwasher. In a few minutes, the main room was restored to its comfortable, lived-in state, the only evidence of their meal the lingering, pleasant aroma.

“Right,” Clay announced, clapping his hands together and walking over to a shelf stacked with board games. “The night is young, the beer is still cold, and I demand a rematch for last year’s Scrabble slaughter.” He pulled the worn box from the shelf.

“You only lost by twelve points,” Annie laughed, settling onto the well-worn leather sofa.

“A slaughter is a slaughter,” Clay insisted, setting the board on the rustic coffee table. “And this year, I’m coming for you.”

Fred retrieved three fresh bottles of lager from the kitchen, the caps hissing open in quick succession. The game began, and with it, the easy, steady consumption of alcohol. The playful taunts and groans over unfortunate letter tiles were punctuated by the clink of bottles and the shared warmth of the company.

As the evening wore on and the level in the bottles dropped, Fred noticed a shift. The game of Scrabble had given way to a raucous round of Trivial Pursuit, and the dynamic had subtly changed. Clay’s jokes, usually directed at the group, were increasingly aimed at Annie. He’d nudge her playfully with his foot under the table when she got an answer right. When she disputed one of his answers, he didn’t just argue—he leaned in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur, his gaze holding hers a beat too long.

“No, no, I’m telling you, the capital of Burkina Faso is Ouagadougou,” Clay insisted, his shoulder pressing against Annie’s.

“It sounds like you’re making it up!” Annie giggled, not pulling away. Her cheeks were flushed, from the beer or the attention, Fred wasn’t sure.

“Look it up! I’m right. You owe me a beer for doubting me.”

“In your dreams, Clay,” Annie shot back, but her smile was wide and bright, her eyes sparkling in the soft lamplight.

Fred watched, sipping his beer. A part of him noted it, this new flirtatious energy from Clay. It was bolder, less brotherly than before. And Annie... she wasn’t shutting it down. She was parrying, playing along, her laughter coming a little easier, her touches—a hand on his arm to emphasize a point—a little more frequent. It wasn’t overt, nothing he could explicitly call out, but it was there, a new current humming beneath the surface of the night. The thrill he’d felt in the car began to simmer again, mixed now with a curious, watchful tension.

Eventually, Annie let out a massive, unforced yawn, stretching her arms over her head. “Okay, I’m done. My brain is officially fried. You boys can battle it out for world domination. I’m ready for bed.”

She stood, a little unsteady, and both men rose with her. Clay gave her another of those warm, one-armed hugs. “Get some sleep. Big day tomorrow on the dock.”

“Goodnight, Clay. Thanks for everything,” she said, before turning to Fred. She kissed him, a soft, beer-tasting kiss. “You coming, honey? Or are you still playing?”

“I’ll come in a minute,” he said, squeezing her hand.

He watched her disappear down the short hallway to their bedroom. Fred and Clay stood for a moment in the suddenly quiet room.

“She’s a hell of a woman, Fred,” Clay said, his tone genuine but layered with something else—an appreciation that felt newly deepened.

“Yeah,” Fred agreed, his voice quiet. “She is.”

After a final, lingering goodnight, Fred headed to the bedroom himself. He found Annie already in bed, the thick quilt pulled up to her chin. Her breathing was deep and even, the faint scent of coconut shampoo and woodsmoke clinging to her hair. She was out cold, claimed by food, drink, and fresh air.

Fred changed quietly in the dark and slid into bed beside her. The cottage was silent now, save for the creak of old timber settling and the persistent, distant cry of the loons. He lay on his back, staring up at the dark ceiling, his mind replaying the night—the laughter, the clinking bottles, the press of Clay’s shoulder against Annie’s, the look in her eyes.

She was asleep, but he was wide awake, buzzing with a cocktail of alcohol, contentment, and a sharp, thrilling excitement for what the weekend might yet hold.
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Chapter 5: The Second Day
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The morning dawned bright and clear, the kind of pristine Muskoka morning that felt like a cliché until you were living inside it. Sunlight streamed through the small bedroom window, painting a golden rectangle on the colourful quilt. Fred was woken not by an alarm, but by the smell of frying bacon and the rich, dark scent of percolating coffee.

“Good morning!” Clay’s voice boomed from the main room, followed by the cheerful sizzle of the pan. “Rise and shine! The lake’s calling!”

They ate breakfast at the picnic table on the porch, the wood still cool beneath their bare legs. The meal was a classic cottage feast: crispy bacon, scrambled eggs, and thick slices of toast. The coffee was strong and reviving, cutting through the last remnants of the previous night’s indulgence. Everything felt normal, easy, and refreshed.

After they’d cleaned up, Annie disappeared into the bedroom and emerged a few minutes later. She struck a playful pose in the doorway, one hand on her hip.

“Well? What do we think?”

She was wearing her fuchsia Brazilian-cut bikini. The bottoms were a mere whisper of fabric, a dramatic slash of colour that highlighted the curve of her hips and the swell of her bottom. It was a far cry from any swimsuit she’d ever worn in front of Clay before.

Clay, who was rinsing a plate at the sink, let out a low, appreciative whistle. “Whoa. Okay then! That’s a statement.”

Fred felt a jolt, a mixture of pride and sudden, sharp possessiveness. He walked over to her, his voice low. “You sure about that, Ann? It’s... not a lot of suit.”

Annie’s confidence was unshakable. She met his gaze, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “I’ve never been more sure. It’s hot out. I want to tan.” She gave a little shimmy. “And I feel hot.”

“You are,” Fred agreed, his concern melting into a shared thrill. “Okay then. You’re going to need sunscreen. All over.”

He fetched the bottle of SPF 30, and she sat on the arm of the sofa, presenting her back to him. He squeezed the cool lotion into his palms and began to rub it into her skin, his hands moving slowly over her shoulders, down the delicate line of her spine, and across the expanse of her back. The act felt charged, a ritual of preparation. When he was done, she kissed him, a quick, sun-warmed press of her lips. “Thanks, honey.”

The dock was the day’s headquarters. They laid out towels on the sun-bleached wood, the lake stretching out before them like a sheet of blue glass. A portable speaker pumped out a mix of classic rock and upbeat pop. The cooler was stocked, and the beer started flowing early, condensation dripping onto the warm wood.

As the hours slipped by, the atmosphere grew lazy and sun-drenched. The flirting from the previous night slowly returned, but now, emboldened by daylight and alcohol, it felt less like a current and more like the weather itself.

Fred noticed it all. He saw the way Clay’s eyes, hidden behind sunglasses, would linger on Annie as she adjusted her bikini top. He saw it most clearly when she lay on her stomach to read her book, the ties of her bikini bottom drawing the eye irresistibly. Clay would take a long, slow sip of his beer, his gaze fixed on her, a small, appreciative smile playing on his lips. Annie seemed either blissfully unaware or, Fred was starting to suspect, entirely aware and quietly revelling in it.

The real shift happened late in the afternoon, the sun dipping lower, casting long shadows across the dock. They were all a little drunk, loose-limbed and happy. Annie was standing at the end of the dock, about to dive in for one last swim.

Clay called out to her, “Hey, Annie! Bet you can’t do a cannonball that actually soaks us up here.”

She turned, placing her hands on her hips, the movement emphasizing the minimal coverage of the fuchsia bikini. Her smile was a challenge.

“Oh, you think so?” she said, her voice dripping with playful bravado. “What’s in it for me if I do?”

“I’ll make you my famous cheeseburgers for dinner,” Clay offered, getting to his feet and walking towards her.

“Tempting, but not enough.” She tapped her chin, then her eyes lit up. “If I soak you... you have to go in right after me. But you have to skinny dip.”

Fred watched from his deck chair, his beer frozen halfway to his mouth. This wasn't the gentle, testing banter from before. This was direct, charged, and exclusionary. She was flirting with Clay, hard, and she wasn’t looking at Fred for permission, for a signal, or for anything at all. It was as if he had vanished from the dock.

Clay laughed, a loud, hearty sound. “You’re on!”

Annie didn’t hesitate. She took a running start and launched herself off the dock, pulling her knees to her chest. The cannonball was perfect. A huge plume of water erupted, drenching the end of the dock and soaking Clay’s shorts and t-shirt.

She surfaced, laughing and pushing wet hair from her face. “Pay up!”

Clay shook his head, spraying water, a huge grin on his face. “You drive a hard bargain.” And without a second’s hesitation, he pulled his soaked shirt over his head, tossed it on the dock first. Then, immediately before jumping in, he quickly ripped his shorts off, tossing them aside, revealing his entire muscular frame, before cannonballing in right beside Annie.

Fred just stared. The sight of them treading water together, laughing and splashing each other, felt like a scene from a different story. Annie’s flirtation hadn't been a question; it had been a declaration. And the disbelief that washed over Fred wasn’t anger, but a dizzying, heart-pounding realization that the game had just escalated to a level he had never imagined.
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Chapter 6: Night Two
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The air inside the cottage was thick, heavy with the aroma of fried onions and the lingering charge of what had happened on the dock. Fred moved through the post-dusk routine like an automaton, his mind replaying the scene on a relentless loop: the shocking dare, the flash of Clay’s naked body as he launched himself into the water, and the way Annie had treaded water, her laughter echoing across the lake, her eyes openly tracking Clay as he climbed back onto the dock.

He’d used a towel, of course, quickly wrapping it around his waist, but it was the few unguarded seconds before he did that were seared into Fred’s memory. The sheer, unapologetic masculinity of him, water sluicing off a frame toned by years of manual labour. And Annie—she hadn’t looked away. She’d floated there, a faint, knowing smile on her lips, her gaze drifting over his chest, down his stomach, with a brazen curiosity that made Fred’s heart hammer against his ribs. He was sure of it.

Now, Clay was at the stove, flipping cheeseburgers, wearing nothing but a dry pair of shorts. The sight of his bare back, the easy power in his movements, was a constant reminder. Annie, still in her damp, fuchsia bikini, set the table, her body leaving fleeting, tantalizing impressions on the cushions when she sat, then rose again. Fred felt like a ghost in his own life, a spectator to a play whose script had been rewritten without his knowledge, yet with his silent, thrilling complicity.

The meal was a surreal pantomime of normality. They ate the juicy, perfectly cooked burgers, made small talk about the quality of the meat, the clarity of the water. But the undercurrent was a roaring torrent. Every glance was loaded, every casual brush of a hand felt like a brand. Annie’s bikini, which had seemed so daring out in the open sun, now felt indecent in the intimate confines of the cottage, a flag of rebellion planted in their shared space.

When the last fry was eaten and the plates were pushed away, a profound silence fell. It was Annie who broke it, her voice a little too bright, a little too high.

“So, boys,” she said, leaning back in her chair, her hands resting on her bare stomach. “What would you like to do now?”

Clay didn’t even look at Fred. His eyes, dark and intent, were locked on Annie. He took a slow swallow of his beer, then leaned forward, his elbows on the table, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that seemed to vibrate in the very air.

“Oh, I know what I want to do,” he said, the double meaning hanging in the air like smoke. “What about you?”

Annie’s face transformed. A gleeful, almost giddy smile broke across her features, her eyes widening with pure, unadulterated excitement. She was being seen, desired, and she was revelling in it.

“Oh yeah?” she flirted back, mirroring his posture, leaning towards him. The movement made her bikini top strain. “And what’s that?”

Clay’s gaze didn’t waver. “I think you know.” He paused, letting the tension coil to its breaking point. “It’s you.”

Annie’s breath hitched. For the first time, her confidence seemed to flicker, not with doubt, but with the sheer magnitude of the moment. Her eyes darted to Fred, a quick, searching look. It wasn’t a plea for permission. It was a check-in. A confirmation that the bridge was still there, that he was still with her on this precipice.

Fred felt a jolt of pure, adrenalized fear. This was it. The point of no return. He saw the nervous hope in Annie’s eyes, the raw hunger in Clay’s. His mouth was dry. He gave a single, almost imperceptible nod. It was all she needed.

With a slow, deliberate grace, Annie rose from her chair. She didn’t go to Fred. She walked around the table, her bare feet whispering on the wooden floor, until she was standing before Clay. He looked up at her, his expression one of awed hunger.

“Okay,” she whispered.

It was all the invitation he needed. His hands, large and calloused, came up to settle on her hips. He squeezed, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin just above the line of her bikini bottoms. Fred watched, mesmerized and terrified, as Clay’s hands began to explore. He slid them up her sides, tracing the delicate architecture of her ribs, then around to the small of her back, pulling her gently until she was standing between his knees. Annie let out a soft, shuddering sigh, her head tilting back, her hands coming to rest on his broad shoulders.

Clay’s eyes flickered up to Fred, a silent question. Almost asking him: Is this okay? Do I stop?

Fred, his heart pounding a frantic rhythm against his sternum, said nothing. He didn’t move. He just watched, his own arousal a sharp, painful knot in his gut.

Emboldened, Clay’s focus returned to Annie. One hand slid up her spine, his fingers finding the knot of her bikini top. With a single, deft tug, it came loose. He didn’t pull it away immediately. He cupped her through the damp fabric, his hand large enough to almost encompass her breast. Annie gasped, her back arching, pressing herself more firmly into his palm.

“God, you’re perfect,” Clay murmured, his voice thick.

Then, he slowly, deliberately, pulled the thin triangles of fabric away. The bikini top fell to the floor. Annie was bare from the waist up, her skin glowing in the warm light of the cottage, her nipples pebbled tight from the cool air and the intensity of the moment. Clay groaned, a low, animal sound, and dipped his head, taking one of her breasts into his mouth.

The sound Annie made was a raw, desperate cry. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her. Fred felt a possessive fire lash through him, but it was immediately doused by a wave of such intense, voyeuristic thrill that it left him lightheaded. This was his wife, and she was being worshipped by another man, and she was loving it.

Clay stood up, lifting Annie with him as if she weighed nothing. He carried her the few steps to the worn leather sofa and laid her down upon it, her fuchsia bottoms a vibrant slash of colour against the dark leather. He loomed over her, devouring her with his eyes, before his mouth crashed down on hers in a deep, claiming kiss. Annie’s legs came up, wrapping around his waist, pulling him down against her.

Fred could only watch, his breath caught in his throat, as Clay’s hands hooked into the sides of her bikini bottoms. He peeled them down her legs with a slow, reverent slowness, tossing them aside. Now she was completely exposed, laid bare on the couch they’d all been sitting on just hours before. Clay stripped off his own shorts, his erection springing free, thick and eager.

Clay’s cock bounced up and back down again. His member was large. He was clearly very proud of himself. He hadn’t shown one ounce of nervousness or hesitation. While Fred was sure he could do something like this in front of friends, he wasn’t sure he’d have the same level of confidence. Almost certainly, he would not.

Clay didn’t enter her immediately. He kissed his way down her body, his hands and mouth mapping every curve, every hollow. He worshipped her, his murmurs of praise a constant, hushed counterpoint to Annie’s escalating whimpers and moans. She was writhing beneath him, her hands clutching at his back, her hips bucking, seeking friction.

“Please, Clay,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Please, now.”

With a guttural sound of assent, he positioned himself at her entrance. His eyes found Fred’s one last time, a final, unspoken check. Fred, trapped in a vortex of emotion, didn’t even respond.

Clay pushed inside.

Annie’s back arched clear off the couch, a sharp, strangled cry tearing from her throat. It was a sound of being utterly filled, of a boundary being crossed that could never be uncrossed. He began to move, a slow, deep, relentless rhythm that was as much about possession as it was about pleasure. The slick, wet sound of their joining filled the room—a stark, primal music.

Fred was frozen, a statue of conflicting passions. He saw the raw power in Clay’s thrusts, the way Annie’s body yielded and responded. He saw her eyes, glazed with pleasure, fixed on the man moving inside her. He saw the possessive grip of her hands on Clay’s triceps and back.

“Oh, God! Clay!” she screamed, her voice hitting a register Fred had never heard before, raw and unrestrained. “Yes! Right there! Don’t stop!” Clay gladly obliged, continually filling her the same way he had been.

It was a command, a plea, a surrender. Clay drove into her, again and again, the old sofa creaking in protest. Annie’s screams grew louder, more frantic, each one a testament to a pleasure so intense it was bordering on pain. Clay’s massive size, hitting so deep inside Annie, was practically driving her insane.

Annie’s body began to tremble, then convulse, a long, wailing cry of release ripped from the very core of her being. Fred was stunned. She usually took a lot longer to reach her climax. The sound seemed to shatter the last of Clay’s control. 

Clay sped up, filling Annie rapidly as if he knew he wouldn’t last much longer. He gave her everything he could. Deep. Hard. Fast. And with plenty of eye contact. Annie’s mouth was agape; she could only respond to Clay with moans, sighs, and screams.

As Annie’s orgasm slowed, beginning to die down, Clay’s thrusts seemed to get more aggressive. More passionate, too. As if he had to fill her. Annie finally managed to speak. She screamed out, “Oh fuck, Clay!”

With several final, powerful and deep thrusts, followed by a shuddering groan, Clay emptied himself into her, collapsing on top of her, both of them slick with sweat and spent.

Silence descended, broken only by their ragged, gasping breaths. Fred was still in stunned disbelief. He could practically feel his cheeks burning, knowing they must have been so red in the moment.

Slowly, Clay rolled off her, coming to sit on the edge of the couch. His cock now much more limp, albeit still massive and covered in their combined fluids. Annie lay boneless, her chest heaving, a dazed, satiated smile on her face. Her legs open, her pussy now dripping and visible to Fred. Annie’s eyes, heavy-lidded, found Fred’s across the room.

In them, he saw no regret. He saw pride, a triumphant, blissful exhaustion, and a question.

What happened now?
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Chapter 7: That Night
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That night, in the bedroom, Annie and Fred were by themselves. But to Fred, it didn’t quite feel that way.

He was absolutely certain Clay’s ghost was still present. If not for Annie, then for himself at the very least. He was being haunted by what he’d witnessed just hours ago. The scent of sex and sweat had faded from the main room, aired out by the cool night breeze, but it seemed to have seeped into his own pores, a perfume of transgression that he couldn’t wash away. He could still see the image of them on the couch, a film reel stuck on a continuous, breathtaking loop.

Annie was quiet, brushing her hair at the dresser, her movements slow and languid. The post-coital glow still clung to her, a softness in her eyes and a relaxation in her shoulders that was a stark contrast to the tense energy crackling off Fred.

“That was...” she began, her voice a soft murmur, but Fred cut her off, the words bursting out of him like a cork from a bottle.

“I didn’t like how that happened,” he said, his voice tighter than he intended.

Annie’s hand stilled mid-brush. She met his eyes in the mirror’s reflection. “What do you mean?”

“I mean the way it went down. It felt... I was just... there. A piece of furniture.” He ran a hand through his hair, frustrated. “If you had talked to me, if we had discussed it first, it would have been different. It would have been our thing. But you just... you looked at me for a second and then you went for it. I felt like I had no say.”

Annie turned on the stool to face him properly. Her expression wasn’t defensive, but it was guarded, a slight coolness in her gaze. “I did look at you. You nodded.”

“That wasn’t a conversation, Annie! That was a... a green light at a drag race. I didn’t have time to think. I didn’t have time to say what I was or wasn’t okay with.”

She was silent for a long moment, absorbing this. The defensiveness softened into something more contemplative. “I see,” she said, her voice quieter. “I got caught up in the moment. I could have been more clear. I could have... checked in properly.” She didn’t apologize, but she acknowledged his point, and for now, that was enough to take the sharpest edge off his anxiety.

They got ready for bed in a silence that was less hostile but still thick with unspoken thoughts. As they slid under the covers, the darkness pressing in, the biggest, most visceral hurt finally clawed its way to the surface.

“Annie,” he whispered into the blackness.

“Hmm?” she responded.

“There’s one thing. The main thing, really.” He took a shaky breath. “Him... finishing inside you. I didn’t like that. I didn’t like it at all.”

He heard her breath catch. In the faint moonlight, he saw her turn her head on the pillow to look at him.

“I’ve never seen that before,” Fred continued, his voice raw. “Another man... I know we didn’t talk about rules, but that felt... that felt like it crossed a line. I never want that to happen again.”

There was a long pause. He could almost feel her replaying the moment, the feeling of Clay’s final, possessive release.

“I didn’t know he was going to,” she said, her voice small and surprisingly vulnerable. “It just... happened. But I understand.” She reached out in the dark, her hand finding his under the quilt. Her fingers were warm. “I understand why that would be hard for you to see.”

It wasn’t an argument. It was acceptance. A boundary, however belatedly set, had been established and acknowledged.

“I love you, Fred,” she whispered, leaning over to press a soft, lingering kiss to his cheek. “And I’m sorry. Are we okay?”

“Yes, as long as we’re on the same page now,” Fred replied.

“Yes, we are,” said Annie.

“Good, I love you too,” Fred said as he leaned in and gave her a kiss back.

“Goodnight, baby.” Annie quickly smiled, before turning over.

“Goodnight, Annie,” he murmured back.

She rolled over, and within minutes, her breathing evened out into the deep, untroubled rhythm of sleep. But Fred lay awake, staring into the darkness. The ghost was still there. And now, it had a specific, searing image attached to it—one he had just vowed he would never have to see again. The weekend was only half over, and the rules of the game had just been violently, irrevocably rewritten.
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Chapter 8: Next Morning
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Fred had been worried about what the next morning would be like, and how weird or awkward things would seem.

But it turns out things seemed completely normal. The day started with Clay making them breakfast, yet again. The mood over coffee and pancakes was surprisingly easy, filled with the same comfortable chatter as the day before. Clay was his usual, amiable self—the intense, possessive man from the couch seemingly packed away with the empty beer bottles from the night before. Fred began to wonder if he had dreamed the whole thing, if the seismic shift he’d felt had been nothing more than a fantasy. The boundary he’d set about Clay finishing inside her felt, in the clear light of day, like a solid wall that had successfully contained the event, making it a one-time, manageable transgression.

After they cleaned up from breakfast, Annie disappeared into the bedroom and emerged wearing her pièce de résistance: the deep emerald green bikini with the connecting gold rings. The sight of her was a physical blow. The suit was even more stunning than Fred remembered; the colour making her skin glow, the elegant yet daring cut showcasing her body like a work of art. She was a total knockout, and she knew it.

“Ready for the dock?” she asked, her voice bright, but her eyes held a knowing glint that sent a familiar thrill straight through Fred.

The moment they settled on the sun-bleached wood, the dynamic began to turn. The casual friendliness of breakfast evaporated, replaced by a simmering, focused energy emanating from Clay. His gaze, which had been general and friendly, now clung to Annie with a possessive heat that made the memory of last night rush back in a dizzying wave.

He didn’t waste time. “That suit is even better than the last one,” Clay said, his voice a low rumble that was meant for her alone, though Fred heard every syllable. “You look... incredible.”

Annie smiled, a slow, pleased curve of her lips. She basked in the compliment, stretching her arms over her head in a way that made the gold rings glint and pulled the fabric taut across her chest. “It’s my favourite.”

“I can see why,” Clay said, while staring, clearly intrigued.

Fred watched, his heart beginning to drum a frantic rhythm against his ribs. This was it again. The precipice.

Clay moved closer, sitting on the edge of her lounger. His hand, large and tanned, came up and rested on her waist, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin just above her hip bone, his fingers splaying across the small of her back. It was a repeat of the night before, the same claiming gesture, but this time it was out in the open, under the brilliant sun.

Annie didn’t pull away. Instead, she let out a soft, contented sigh. But her eyes didn’t close in pleasure. They stayed open, locked directly onto Fred’s. She was watching him watch her. She was loving the attention from Clay, but she was performing for Fred, including him in the moment, making him the audience and the director of this intimate play. Her gaze was a question, a challenge, and a promise all at once.

Clay’s hand drifted lower, his fingers tracing the top edge of her bikini bottom. Annie’s breath hitched, but her eyes never left Fred’s. The air was thick, charged with a silent conversation happening over the space of ten feet.

Then, Annie spoke, her voice husky but clear, her stare still holding Fred captive.

“Fred?” she asked. The single word was loaded. It wasn’t a question of what was happening; it was a request for what was to come. “Can I... can we? I want to. With your permission, of course.”

In that moment, any lingering hesitation, any ghost of the previous night’s hurt, was incinerated in the furnace of his own overwhelming excitement. She wasn’t leaving him behind this time. She was asking. She was making it their thing.

He was overcome by it—the visual of her, the raw desire in her eyes, the power of giving the word. His voice was thick with emotion, a mixture of nerves and pure, unadulterated lust.

“Yes,” he breathed, the word feeling like a vow. “Go ahead.”

A brilliant, triumphant smile broke across Annie’s face. She finally broke her gaze from Fred and turned it towards Clay, her expression one of unleashed hunger. The permission had been granted. The game was back on, and the real action was now just a heartbeat away.
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Chapter 9: Again
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The transition from the sun-drenched dock to the dim cottage interior felt like crossing a threshold into a different world, one where the only law was desire. The three of them moved inside, a silent, charged procession. Fred beelined for the kitchen, needing the anaesthetic and fuel of another beer, his hands shaking as he twisted the cap. Behind him, he heard the soft, wet sounds of a deep kiss, followed by Annie’s breathy moan.

He turned to see Clay backed against the wall, Annie pressed against him, her hands tangled in his hair, his roaming over the emerald green fabric of her bikini. It was more aggressive than before, more desperate. The permission had been a key turning a lock, and now the door was swinging open. Fred leaned against the counter, drinking them in, the cold bottle a stark contrast to the heat flushing his skin.

Just as Annie’s fingers found the tie of Clay’s shorts, he broke the kiss, his chest heaving. His eyes, dark with a feral intensity, flickered from Annie’s lust-drunk face to Fred’s awestruck one.

“You know what?” Clay’s voice was a low, gritty growl. “Fuck it.”

In one fluid, powerful motion, he took Annie’s wrist and spun her around, pulling her towards the cottage door.

“Clay!” she gasped, a laugh of pure surprise and thrill in her voice, stumbling after him as he yanked her back outside into the blinding afternoon light.

Fred followed, a spectator drawn by an irresistible force. He stopped at the top of the porch steps, watching as Clay marched a giggling, unresisting Annie down to the very end of the dock. The lake was a serene, blue canvas around them, the scene a violent, beautiful splash of colour against it.

“You looked so fucking good out here,” Clay growled, his voice carrying clearly on the quiet air. “Parading around in this.” His hand came down hard on her bikini-clad backside with a sharp crack that made Annie yelp, not in pain, but in shocked pleasure. He did it again, and again, a staccato rhythm of possession, his large hand leaving red prints on the green fabric and her tanned skin beneath.

“Clay...” she moaned, her body arching, pushing back against his spanking.

With a rough tug, he untied the gold rings at her hips. The emerald bikini bottom fell to the weathered wood of the dock. He turned her to face him, his fingers finding the clasp of her top. A quick snap, and it joined the bottom. She was fully nude, exposed under the vast, open sky, her body trembling with adrenaline and desire.

“Now,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for question. He guided her to her knees before him. “Show me how much you want it.”

Annie didn’t hesitate. Her hands went to the waistband of his shorts, pulling them down just enough to free his thick, rigid erection. She looked up at him, her eyes wide and submissive, before leaning forward and taking him into her mouth.

Fred watched, paralyzed, from the start of the dock. He saw the expert way her head bobbed, the hungry, sensual rhythm she established. He saw Clay’s head tilt back, a guttural groan escaping his lips as his hands came down to cradle her head. It started as a guide, but soon his fingers were tangling in her hair, gripping tightly, controlling her pace, pulling her forward until he was hitting the back of her throat.

Annie gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. A thin line of saliva dripped from her chin. She was servicing him, completely and utterly, her own pleasure derived from his use of her. Clay’s hips began to pump, meeting her strokes, his grip on her hair tightening, using her mouth with a raw, primal urgency. The sounds were lewd and unmistakable—gagging, wet suction, and Clay’s low, animalistic grunts.

“That’s it, good girl,” he rasped, looking down at her, his face a mask of concentrated pleasure. “Take it. All of it.”

He drove into her once, twice more, then held her head firmly in place as he found his release with a deep, shuddering groan. “Oh fuck!” Clay moaned, as he held Annie directly in front of him.

Annie’s body convulsed as Clay released. She swallowed, her throat working hard, her face flushed a deep, blotchy red from the effort and lack of air.

When he finally let go of her, she slumped forward, coughing and gasping, her hands braced on the dock, her body glistening with sweat. Clay tucked himself back into his shorts, a look of profound, male satisfaction on his face. He caught Fred’s eye from across the distance, and a slow, proud smile spread across his lips.

“I’m not done yet,” he called out, the words a promise and a warning.

He then surprised them both by bending down, his movement suddenly gentle. He helped a wobbly Annie to her feet, his arm around her waist supporting her. He led her, naked and dazed, back up the path, past a speechless Fred, and straight into the cottage, down the short hallway, and into the bedroom Fred shared with his wife.

Fred followed, his heart hammering against his ribs, and stood in the doorway of his own room. Clay had laid Annie back on the colourful quilt, her nude body a stunning contrast against the fabric. He was stripping off his shorts again, his gaze locked on her.

“You are so fucking perfect,” he murmured, crawling onto the bed, covering her body with his.

What followed was a slow, thorough claiming. This wasn't the frantic coupling of the couch. This was a deliberate, drawn-out possession. He kissed every inch of her, worshipped her with his hands and mouth until she was writhing and begging beneath him, her vocalizations a continuous, escalating symphony of pleasure.

“Oh, God, Clay, yes!”

“Right there, please, don’t stop!”

“Fuck me! Harder!”

“Ohhhh! Ohhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhh!!!”

He entered her with a slow, inexorable push that made her scream his name to the ceiling. He set a deep, rhythmic pace, his eyes locked on hers, his hands pinning her wrists to the bed. He was a force of nature, drawing out every possible sensation, making it last. He shifted her, bent her, positioned her to his liking, exploring her body with a lover’s expertise and a conqueror’s confidence. Annie was lost in it, her cries and pleas becoming raw, wordless sounds of ecstasy, her nails digging into his back.

Fred watched, his own arousal a painful, demanding throb. He saw the way Clay’s body moved, the powerful flex of his muscles, the sheen of sweat on his skin. He saw the blissful abandon on his wife’s face, a look of pleasure so intense it bordered on agony.

Then, as Annie’s screams reached a new, piercing crescendo, Clay shifted. One of his hands moved from her wrist and closed around her throat. Not hard enough to hurt, but with a firm, dominant pressure that stole her breath and silenced her cry into a choked, desperate gasp. Her eyes flew wide, locked on his.

“This is mine,” he growled, his thrusts becoming faster, more frantic, losing their controlled rhythm.

“Clay, don’t—” Fred started, the words a weak whisper, the boundary from last night flashing in his mind.

But it was too late. With a final, brutal thrust that buried him to the hilt, Clay groaned, a long, ragged sound of surrender. His body shuddered, and Fred saw it—the unmistakable, pulsing release deep inside her, a second time. He held himself there, his hand still on her throat, for a long moment before collapsing beside her.

The room was silent, save for their ragged, gasping breaths.

Annie lay stunned, her chest heaving, her throat red from his grip. Clay rolled onto his back, spent.

And Fred, standing in the doorway, felt a storm of emotions. Shock. A flicker of betrayal. A nervous, fluttering panic in his chest. But overriding it all, undeniable and potent, was the hardest, most powerful erection of his entire life.
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Chapter 10: The Drive Home
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The goodbye at the cottage was surprisingly easy, a testament to the strange new normal they had forged over the weekend. There were no awkward pauses, no lingering, unspoken accusations. Clay stood on the porch, much as he had when they’d arrived, and waved them off with a genuine, easy-going smile.

“Drive safe, you two,” he called out. “Call anytime, alright?”

“You know it,” Fred replied, meaning it. “Thanks for everything, man.”

Annie, leaning against the passenger window, gave a sleepy, sated wave. “Bye, Clay. It was a perfect weekend.”

There was no hint of the feral intensity from the day before, only the comfortable warmth of a deep, if complicated, friendship. The cottage, and Clay, receded in the rearview mirror, swallowed by the dense green of the forest.

The car was quiet, filled with the hum of the tires on asphalt and the soft sigh of the air conditioning. Annie was asleep within twenty minutes, her head lolling against the window. The deep, untroubled rhythm of her breathing was a stark contrast to the whirlwind in Fred’s mind. She looked peaceful, content in a way he hadn’t seen in years, a slight, unconscious smile playing on her lips. She was utterly spent, and utterly happy.

As the kilometres ticked by, Fred’s thoughts began to churn, free from the need to perform or react. The initial, nervous panic he’d felt watching Clay cross that final boundary had subsided, leaving behind a tangled knot of emotions he now had to unravel alone.

He replayed the weekend in his head, not as a series of shocking events, but as a narrative. The anticipation, the first tentative flirtation, the raw shock of the first night, the hurt of being sidelined, the powerful connection of being asked for permission, and the breathtaking, brutal intensity of the final act. The image of Clay’s hand on Annie’s throat, of his final, claiming release inside her, should have filled him with anger. And a part of him, a small, possessive part, still twinged at the memory.

But it was a flicker, easily drowned out by a much larger, more undeniable truth.

The thrill.

The pure, undiluted excitement that had coursed through him as he watched. The way his own desire had mirrored theirs, a shared current that electrified the room. The sight of his wife, so desired, so pleasured, so alive, had been the most potent aphrodisiac of his life. The worry wasn’t about what had happened; it was about what it meant for the future.

How does this change us? he wondered, glancing at Annie’s sleeping form. Can we just go back to normal? Do we even want to?

The quiet of the car provided no easy answers. There was no road map for this. But as he drove south, leaving the wild freedom of the lake behind for the structured grid of the city, one resolution began to crystallize in his mind with perfect, simple clarity.

He had loved it. He had secretly, powerfully, loved every terrifying, exhilarating second of it.

His only regret was his own position on the sidelines. He had been a spectator, a curator, but not a participant. The thought of sharing her again sent a jolt of pure anticipation through him. But next time, he wouldn’t just be watching.

Next time, whoever Fred ended up sharing Annie with, would be sharing her with Fred. He would be a part of it. He would be right there.

A calm settled over him, the nervous energy finally burning out. He reached over, careful not to wake her, and gently brushed a strand of hair from Annie’s peaceful face. She stirred slightly, nuzzling against his hand before settling back into deep sleep.

Fred smiled, a slow, sure smile, and turned his eyes back to the road, driving them home.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review! It really helps small artists and creators like me better understand my customers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        Cheating: My Husband Doesn't Knowby Ms Naughtee
Debbie's marriage is cold. Her body? Burning.
With a husband too wrapped up in work and Wi-Fi to notice her anymore, Deb does what any neglected wife with a pulse might do—she hires a personal trainer. But Jeff is no ordinary gym bro. He's sculpted, smouldering, and sees Deb in ways her husband never has. Their workouts quickly turn into full-body contact... and Deb's guilty conscience doesn't stand a chance.
Sweaty gym sessions lead to backseat quickies, secret texts, and lust-fuelled rendezvous. Deb can't get enough—and neither can Jeff. But when her husband leaves town for a business trip, the tension finally snaps. No more sneaking around. No more guilt. Just four steamy days of unfiltered, no-strings passion. The kind that makes a woman forget she was ever married... until the cameras start rolling.
If you love taboo tension, dirty dialogue, and bedroom scenes that melt the screen, Cheating: My Husband Doesn't Know is your next guilty pleasure.
Download now and find out what really happens when the gym closes and the husband's away…


    
    





  	
	    
	      Also by Ms Naughtee

	    

      
	    
          
	      A History In Love

          
        
          
	          A History In Love

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      BLACKED

          
        
          
	          Blacked Friday: A Cuck/Hotwife Novel

          
        
          
	          Black Friday 2: Blacker and Darker

          
        
          
	          Interracial: One Wet Night

          
        
          
	          Interracial: Intertwined

          
        
          
	          Never Go Back: A Black/Interracial Novella

          
        
          
	          Never Have I Ever: An Interracial Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Tall Dark & Handsome: A Spicy Interracial Novella

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Collections

          
        
          
	          Cucked 2 Book Collection: Backyard Pool Party & A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Sexy St. Patrick's Day: 2 Book Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hotwife

          
        
          
	          Cuck: Backyard Pool Party

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Vacation

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Streamer Girlfriend

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Taking It All

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Firefighter Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Halloween Hijinks!

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Boudoir Photo Shoot

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Very Merry XXXmas

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared At Home

          
        
          
	          Cucked: A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The St. Patrick's Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Wife And Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Age Gap Affair

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Husband Doesn't Know

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Behind Closed Blinds

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Tattoo Artist

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cool Hiking

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Boudoir Photographer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Hedonism

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Neighbor's Son

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared at Sea

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Resort

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Shower Scene

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Dark Desires

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Cold Revenge

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cold Winter Night

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Away At College

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The New Year's Eve Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Unfaithful Wife

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: At The Cottage

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Into His Arms

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hot Summer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: How I Shared Her

          
        
          
	          Cheating: With The Hot New Neighbor

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lesbian

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Party: A Lesbian Romance Novel

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: My Forever Valentine

          
        
          
	          Girls Trip: A Lesbian Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Lesbian Pool Party

          
        
          
	          The Hot Tub: A Lesbian Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella

          
        
          
	          Beach Day: A Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          The Italy Trip: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Between Her Lips: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          FFF: A Lesbian Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love Letters

          
        
          
	          Love Letters: A Young Love Story

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 2: The Second Chapter

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 3: A New Beginning

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      MILF

          
        
          
	          MILF: Crossing The Age Gap

          
        
          
	          MILF: On The Naughty List

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Babysitter's Secret

          
        
          
	          MILF: My Busty Neighbour

          
        
          
	          MILF: No One Can Know

          
        
          
	          MILF: Books For Sale

          
        
          
	          Cougar: Single & Ready to Mingle

          
        
          
	          The Cougar and Her Cub: An Age Gap Fantasy

          
        
          
	          MILF: Eyes on the Prize

          
        
          
	          MILF: Full-Body Inspection

          
        
          
	          The MILF & The Pool Boy

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Cougar & Her Prey

          
        
          
	          MILF: An Unexpected Hookup

          
        
          
	          MILF: Public Seduction

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Wild Ride

          
        
          
	          MILF: Taken By The Fire

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Bar Pickup

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          MILF: First Time Blacked

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Secret Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pregnancy

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Suspense and Secrets

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: The Best Christmas Present

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Prenatal Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Threesome

          
        
          
	          The Threesome: MMF

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: By The Christmas Tree

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: A First Time For Everything

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: The Sharing Session

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: St. Patrick's Day

          
        
          
	          Gangbang After Dark: An Interracial Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Silent Springs Secrets

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Til Dawn Do Us Part

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Art Studio

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Blacker & Darker

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Portugal

          
        
          
	          The Blow Bang: A Group Sex Fantasy

          
        
          
	          The BBC Gangbang: From Fantasy to Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Trans

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Dark First Time (M To F)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Friendship Gone Right (Or Wrong)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: My Old Crush

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: Hookup At The Party

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Genie of Love

          
        
      

      
    
    



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/teaser_2937481_image.jpg
MY HUSBAND DOESN'T KNOW

Ms Naughtee





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/scene_break.png





