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Chapter 1: The Video
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The blue glow of the laptop screen painted their faces in the dark bedroom. Outside, a late spring snow was falling past the window, the kind Edmonton shrugged off in May. Kyle felt the familiar weight of Hannah against his side, her head on his shoulder, her fingertips tracing idle patterns on his chest.

“Find anything?” he murmured, his voice rough with sleepiness.

“Just browsing,” Hannah said, her own voice soft. She clicked through thumbnails, a curated selection they’d saved for nights like this. The furnace kicked on, a low hum in the quiet house.

She chose one—a couple in a sun-drenched room, all slow kisses and murmured compliments. It was familiar, comfortable. Kyle turned his head, found her lips. The kiss started slow, a warm mirror of the screen. He felt her smile against his mouth.

As the video played, their own movements synced to its rhythm. His hand slid down the curve of her hip, over the soft cotton of her shorts. Her breath hitched, just a little. She kissed him harder, her tongue meeting his. Her own hand wandered, dipping below the waistband of his boxers, closing around him with a firm, knowing pressure. A low groan vibrated in his chest.

On screen, the man whispered something. The woman laughed. Then a second guy walked in, wearing only boxer shorts.

Hannah was clearly intrigued. Kyle was surprised, too, but he didn’t mind. He wondered if she’d switch the video. They’d never watched a threesome together before. Not that he cared if they did. Whatever got her in the mood was alright with him.

“God, they all look sort of the same, don’t they?” Hannah breathed between kisses, her eyes flicking back to the screen. “Same hair, same build.”

Kyle made a non-committal sound, too focused on the heat of her mouth, the clever pressure of her hand. He hadn’t paid that much attention to the guys. But he felt a shift in her—a new, electric tension in her limbs. Her kisses became hungrier, less choreographed, all teeth and claiming pressure. She moved on top of him, straddling his hips, never breaking the kiss. The laptop shifted on the duvet.

“Mind if we switch it? The video, I mean,” she panted, pulling back just enough to speak. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide in the dim light.

“Sure,” he said, his voice thick. A slight shrug. Why not?

Her fingers flew over the trackpad, a few quick clicks. The gentle, sunlit video vanished. The new scene was different. Grainier, darker. A hotel room. And there were three people: two men, unmistakably brothers—twins, even—with the same tawny hair and athletic shoulders, and a woman on her hands and knees between them. It wasn’t gentle. It was all possessive hands and driven intensity, a raw, focused energy.

Hannah watched, utterly still for a three-count heartbeat. Then a shudder went through her, a full-body tremor Kyle felt in his core. A sound escaped her, half-whimper, half-sigh.

“Kyle,” she begged, the word tearing from her throat. “Please. Now.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. The heat coming off her was incandescent. He moved behind her as she positioned herself on her knees, facing the screen. She didn’t look away from it, her back arched, a portrait of rapt attention. He entered her in one smooth, deep motion, and she cried out, a sound of pure release.

It was different. It was more. Her responses were sharper, her movements more urgent, dictated by the frantic rhythm on the screen. She met every thrust with a driven force of her own, her eyes glued to the laptop. He wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her back against him, burying his face in the sweat-damp hair at her neck. He could smell her shampoo and the scent of her arousal. The room filled with the sound of skin, their ragged breaths, and the low, urgent audio from the video.

When her climax hit, it was silent for a terrifying second before it broke—a sharp, gasping cry that seemed to surprise even her. He followed her over the edge, finishing inside her, holding Hannah tightly as the world dissolved into white noise.

After, they collapsed together onto the tangled sheets, a heap of spent limbs. The laptop, forgotten, played on silently. Kyle reached over and slammed it shut, plunging them into near-darkness. Hannah turned to him, her face flushed, her lips swollen. She kissed him then, hard and deep, a kiss that tasted like salt and possession. He kissed her back, a slow, lingering exploration, trying to decipher the new code he’d glimpsed in her.

“Wow,” she whispered against his lips, a drowsy, sated smile in her voice.

“Yeah,” he agreed, his mind a blissful blank.

They rearranged themselves under the covers, the ordinary ritual of it. She curled into her favourite position, her back to his chest, his arm around her. He nuzzled into her hair.

“Love you,” she mumbled, already half-asleep.

“Love you more,” he whispered back, the automatic response.

Within minutes, her breathing evened out into the deep, slow rhythm of sleep. Kyle lay holding her, the events of the last twenty minutes replaying in flashes—the click of the trackpad, the twins on the screen, the unprecedented fire in her touch. It had been unbelievably hot. The hottest they’d ever had? Maybe.

A vague, formless thought tried to surface—Where did that come from?—but it was swamped by a tidal wave of physical satisfaction and profound warmth. His eyelids grew heavy. The last thing he registered was the whisper of snow against the windowpane, and the perfect, familiar weight of her in his arms.

Sleep took him, and the detail, for now, was forgotten.
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Chapter 2: Going Out
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Months went by without so much as a mention of that night. That oh so fun, sexy night.

“Babe, are you almost ready?” Hannah called out to him.

“Almost, just need two more minutes!” Kyle called back to her from the downstairs bathroom.

They were headed out to a bar for a birthday. One of Hannah’s friends. Not someone Kyle was particularly close with. But someone he knew socially. An acquaintance, you might suppose.

He checked his reflection, smoothing a hand over his shirt. It was fine. He was fine. A night out was good. He joined Hannah in the front entryway where she was applying a final coat of lip gloss in the mirror by the door. She looked crisp, vibrant—dark jeans, a silky top, the small diamond studs he’d given her for their anniversary catching the light. The quick, efficient dance of a couple leaving the house ensued: he held her jacket, she passed him his wallet from the console table, he checked the thermostat, she tapped her pockets for her phone.

“Okay,” she said, turning to him, a bright, expectant look on her face. “Ready?”

He nodded. “Let’s do it.”

She flipped the main light switch, plunging the front hall into darkness save for the porch light glowing through the sidelight window. The familiar, quiet warmth of their home was abruptly sealed behind them as the door clicked shut, the lock engaging with a solid thunk. The switch was always a bit jarring.

The June evening air was cool, carrying the smell of cut grass from a neighbour's lawn. Their driver waited in the driveway. In the space of three breaths, they’d gone from the private, muted world of their home to the edge of the public night.

“Your chariot,” Kyle said, opening the Uber’s door for her. The interior light came on, another small, stark pool of artificial brightness in the dark. They said their hellos to the driver, and before they knew it, they were on their way.

—
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THE BAR WAS ALREADY pulsing when they pushed through the heavy door, the thump of bass meeting them like a wall. A fog of perfume, beer, and shouted conversations hung in the air. Kyle followed Hannah as she weaved through the crowd, her hand reaching back to find his.

He spotted them first: a compact, glittering cluster of women at a high-top table near a speaker. As they drew closer, the details resolved. They were, almost uniformly, blondes—honey, platinum, ash—and generally on the shorter side, a fact accentuated by their heels and the tall stools. Their laughter was sharp and carried over the music, a sure sign of pre-drinking.

“Hannah! Over here!” shrieked a woman with a sleek ponytail. It was Jenna, the birthday girl, her face already flushed.

The group erupted in greeting as Hannah arrived, a chorus of shrieks and air kisses. Kyle hung back, offering a general wave and a “Happy Birthday, Jenna,” which earned him a blown kiss before she immediately turned back to Hannah.

“You made it! We started without you, obviously,” said Chloe, pushing a shot glass of something clear toward Hannah. She was the petite, curvy one with the raspy laugh.

“Obviously,” Hannah laughed, throwing it back without hesitation. She grimaced, then smiled, sliding into the ecosystem of her friends with an ease Kyle always admired. He leaned against the table’s edge, the designated anchor point.

The ladies were rowdy in the way of close friends who’d had a head start. Stories were told in loud, overlapping fragments, punctuated by laughter that bent them double. He caught snippets—a disastrous date, a work drama, a mutual acquaintance’s questionable life choices. Their energy was a contained cyclone, and Hannah was at its centre, glowing.

In the meantime, Kyle said hello to their respective partners. Only Jenna and Mia had their boyfriends there that night.

The guys decided to split a pitcher, ordering one quickly from a passing server. Once it showed up, they split the beer into three separate glasses and each sipped them, content to watch what the ladies were up to.

“Cheers, fellas,” Kyle said. They responded similarly.

Kyle’s eyes moved from face to animated face: Jenna, Chloe, Sophie, Mia. He knew them all, but from a distance, like characters in a show his wife starred in. They were a unit, bound by a history that predated him by a decade.

He couldn’t help but wonder what kind of crazy stuff the lot of them got up to in their younger years.

His gaze settled on Hannah. The bar lights caught the gold in her hair. She was arguing playfully with Chloe about a song, her hands moving through the air. She looked vibrant, electric. The memory of the video, of her intensity that night, flickered in the back of his mind—a dormant, private heat against the public cool of the bar.

The girls ordered some more drinks, and soon, the men and women meshed together, beginning to share conversations, instead of having their own private ones.
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Chapter 3: The Guy
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The merged conversation flowed easily enough. Kyle found himself discussing the NHL and NBA playoffs with Jenna's boyfriend, Mark, while the music thumped around them. It was standard bar talk, a pleasant buffer against the more piercing notes of the women's laughter. His attention, however, kept drifting like a compass needle, pulling back to Hannah.

He saw him before Hannah did.

The guy was leaning against the bar, scanning the room with a casual confidence. When his eyes landed on their group, they lingered. He wasn't startlingly different; that was what registered first. He was like a version of Kyle that had been dialled up slightly—maybe an inch taller, the shoulders under his dark henley a bit broader, the jaw a touch more defined. He had the same sort of brown hair, though his was styled with a deliberate, product-assisted carelessness Kyle never bothered with.

Kyle watched as the guy pushed off the bar and made his approach, not towards Hannah, but towards Sophie, one of the only two single women in their circle tonight. He introduced himself with a smile. His name was Xavier. The exchange was brief, polite. Then Sophie, grinning, gestured to Jenna and said something that made Xavier's eyebrows lift.

"Birthday girl?" he said, his voice carrying just enough over the music.

Jenna nodded, waving a little sheepishly. That was all the opening he needed.

A few minutes later, a server arrived at their table carrying a small tray crowded with shot glasses, each filled with a pale gold liquid. "From the gentleman at the bar," she said, nodding towards Xavier. "For the birthday girl and her friends." The guys noticed there were only enough shots for the ladies.

A collective, delighted shriek went up from the women. "For us? Oh my God!" Chloe squealed. They all reached, hands darting in to claim their respective glasses. Jenna beamed, raising hers in a toast towards Xavier, who lifted his own beer in a silent, easy salute.

Kyle watched, his own pint suddenly feeling pedestrian. He saw Hannah take her shot, the quick tilt of her head, the slight gasp after. And then he saw it: as she set the glass down, her eyes found Xavier's across the space, and a slow, knowing smirk touched her lips. It was there and gone, but Kyle caught it. It was the same smirk from their X-rated video night—private, intrigued, a spark of something that bypassed polite conversation entirely.

The group of women absorbed Xavier seamlessly. He slid into the space near Sophie, but his attention, Kyle noted, was magnetic, pulling gradually towards the vortex of energy that was Hannah. Soon, they were talking. He was leaning in to hear her over the music, his head dipping close to hers. Hannah was laughing—not her polite, social laugh, but her deep, genuine one, the one that made her shoulders shake and her eyes squeeze shut. She threw her head back once, exposing the line of her throat.

Every now and then, as if on a timer, her gaze would flicker back to Kyle. Each time, that smirk would reappear, a little brighter, a little more charged. It wasn't a look of apology or a check for permission. It was a look of shared, secret excitement. Look at this, it seemed to say. Look at me.

Kyle felt a strange cocktail of sensations—pride, possession, and a low, unsettled stirring that was the twin brother of the heat he’d felt months ago. He took a long, slow drink of his beer, the taste suddenly flat.

The night wore on, the bar getting louder. Xavier was telling a story, his hands moving, and Hannah was hanging on every word, her posture turned fully towards him. Kyle stood with the other boyfriends, a silent sentry. He saw Mark nudge Mia’s boyfriend, David, and nod towards the scene. David just shrugged and took a drink.

Then Mark clapped a heavy hand on Kyle’s shoulder, leaning in. His breath smelled of hops. "Dude," he said, his voice a slurry stage-whisper. "You should go get your girl. That guy's circling."

Kyle looked at Hannah. She was glowing under the bar lights, alive in a way that was both familiar and suddenly, acutely, directed elsewhere. The memory of the twins on the screen, of her whispered pleas, now crashed over him with the force of a closed door.

He set his empty glass down on the table with a decisive clink. He gave Mark a tight nod. The noise of the bar seemed to fade into a tunnel, focusing down to a single point: the space between him and Hannah. He took a step forward, then another, weaving through the crowd. His heart was a steady, heavy drum in his chest.

He didn't know what he was going to say or do. He just knew he had to reach her.
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Chapter 4: Jealousy
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The three steps it took to reach them felt like crossing a canyon. The music, the laughter, the clinking glasses—it all condensed into a dull roar in Kyle’s ears. Hannah’s back was to him, her body angled toward Xavier as he finished his story. She hadn’t seen him approach.

Xavier did. His eyes, a shade lighter than Kyle’s, flicked up over Hannah’s shoulder, registering Kyle’s presence. The easy smile on his face didn’t falter, but it shifted, just a degree, into something more assessing.

Hannah followed his gaze and turned. Her expression morphed from absorbed amusement to warm recognition. “Hey, you!” she said, her voice bright. She reached out, her fingers brushing Kyle’s arm, a casual claim. “This is Xavier. Xavier, this is my Kyle.”

My Kyle. The possessive should have been a balm. Instead, it felt like a label.

“Xavier,” Kyle said, forcing his hand out. Their grips met—Xavier’s was firm, predictably so, with a calloused palm. A working man’s hand, or a gym rat’s. Kyle squeezed back, a fraction harder than necessary. “Good to meet you. Thanks for the shots for the girls.”

“Hey, man. No problem. Birthdays are a good excuse,” Xavier said, his tone relaxed. His eyes held Kyle’s for a beat too long before he released the handshake and turned his attention back to Hannah, as if the introduction were a minor formality now complete. “So, as I was saying, the transmission just gave out, right there on the Yellowhead...”

Kyle stood there, a fixture in his own scene. The dismissal was subtle, but it was there. He watched Hannah nod, her interest re-engaged. A cold knot tightened in his stomach.

“Babe,” Kyle said, his voice cutting through Xavier’s next sentence. He saw a flash of something—annoyance?—in Hannah’s eyes before she blinked it away. “Let’s go get a proper drink. Together.”

It wasn’t a question. Hannah looked at him, then at Xavier, then offered an apologetic smile. “Duty calls. Be right back.”

Xavier just nodded, that same easy smile in place. “Catch you later.”

Kyle steered her by the small of her back toward the main bar, away from the high-top table, away from the group. The touch was proprietary, and he knew it.

“So,” he said, once they were wedged into a sliver of space at the crowded bar. “Having fun?”

“Yeah, loads,” she said, signaling the bartender. “It’s a good night. Jenna’s loving it.” She ordered a vodka soda. Kyle got another pint.

“That Xavier seems... friendly,” Kyle ventured, the words tasting a little sour as they left his lips.

Hannah shrugged, taking her drink from the bartender. “He’s alright. Good storyteller. He’s an apprentice heavy-duty mechanic, apparently. Just moved here from Red Deer.” She said it innocently, a simple exchange of facts. She took a sip and looked at Kyle, her eyes searching his face. “You okay? You seem tense.”

“I’m fine,” he said, too quickly. “Just... making sure you’re fine.”

“I’m great,” she said, leaning in to kiss his cheek. Her lips were cool from her drink. “We’re good. Just having fun. Don’t be such a worrywart.” She punched his arm playfully, the way she always did when she thought he was overthinking.

The knot in his stomach loosened, just a little. This was Hannah. His Hannah. They were a team. He was being an idiot, letting some random guy with broad shoulders get under his skin. He managed a smile. “Okay. Good.”

She smiled back, and for a moment, it was just them again in the noisy bar. He took a long pull of his beer, feeling foolish.

Then, her eyes drifted past his shoulder, back toward their table. Her smile turned secretive, that damn smirk playing at the corners of her mouth again. “One sec,” she said, patting his chest. “I just wanna say something to Sophie. I’ll be right back.”

Before he could respond, she was gone, weaving through the bodies with practiced ease. He watched, frozen, as she didn’t stop at Sophie. She went straight back to the spot she’d vacated, sliding in beside Xavier, who was now chatting with Mia and Jenna as well. Hannah said something, and he threw his head back and laughed. One of her girlfriends said something, and Hannah responded, but her body remained turned toward Xavier, her posture open, engaged.

Kyle stood alone at the bar, his beer turning warm in his hand. The cold knot was back, but now it was a spreading chill, a void opening in his chest. She hadn’t done a thing wrong. She’d introduced him, she’d come for a drink, she’d checked in.

But in that moment, watching her lean toward another man—a man who looked like a pumped-up reflection of himself—Kyle felt a jealousy so pure and sharp it stole his breath. It wasn’t about suspicion. It was about attention. Her laughter, her spark, the vibrant energy that had drawn him to her a decade ago, was being siphoned away, poured into a stranger. And she was letting it happen. More than that—she was glowing from it.

He was just her Kyle. And he was standing alone.
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Chapter 5: Dancing
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The bass line of a familiar pop song thudded through the floorboards, a tangible pulse cutting through the layered noise of talk and laughter. The small, tiled square by the DJ booth, previously ignored, began to shimmer with movement as a few brave souls ventured out.

“C’mon, birthday girl!” Mark shouted over the music, pulling a giggling Jenna by the hand. Mia and David followed, shrugging at each other with smiles.

Kyle saw his opening. It was a reset button, a chance to reclaim the rhythm of their night. The image of Hannah standing with Xavier, turned away from him, was a splinter in his mind. This could pry it loose.

He didn’t overthink it. He moved to the high-top table where Hannah was still talking, though the circle had opened up. He didn’t look at Xavier. He simply took Hannah’s hand, his fingers lacing through hers. Her skin was warm.

“Let’s go dance,” he said, his voice leaving no room for discussion. It wasn’t a question. It was a declaration.

Her eyes, bright from drink and conversation, met his. For a second, he saw hesitation—a flicker of calculation. Then it melted into a wide, surrendering smile. “Okay!”

On the dance floor, she was all over him. It was everything he’d needed. Her arms wound tightly around his neck, her body pressing flush against his, moving with the music in a way that was meant for him alone. The sweet, familiar scent of her perfume mixed with the bar’s sweat and spilled beer. She looked up at him, her eyes soft, and kissed him. It was deep, claiming, a kiss that tasted of vodka and belonging. He kissed her back, one hand splayed on the small of her back, holding her there.

Finally, he thought, the word a prayer of relief in his head. The tension in his shoulders began to unknot. This was them. The connection was still there, hot and immediate. She laughed against his mouth, her hips swaying with his. He was so happy he felt dizzy with it. Things had turned. He’d steered them back.

The song blended into another, a faster track with a driving synth line. The dance floor filled a little more. Out of the corner of his eye, Kyle saw a new presence enter their peripheral space. He didn’t need to turn fully to know who it was; he saw the change in Hannah’s face first. Her gaze shifted over Kyle’s shoulder, and her smile took on a different, more public energy.

Xavier stepped onto the tiles, moving with an unselfconscious, rhythmic ease. He caught Hannah’s eye and raised a hand in a casual wave, a friendly hey.

Hannah’s dancing slowed. She gave Kyle an apologetic squeeze. “Be right back,” she said, her voice barely audible over the music. “Just gonna say hi.”

And just like that, she unwound her arms from his neck and slipped away. The space she left against his body felt instantly cold, a vacuum. He stood frozen, watching her go the three steps to meet Xavier. He watched as Xavier said something, and Hannah laughed, throwing her head back. He watched as Xavier gestured to the music, and Hannah nodded, beginning to dance again—a looser, more playful style, facing him.

Kyle was stranded. Around him, the other couples moved in their own orbits: Mark and Jenna in a clumsy, cheerful embrace, Mia and David laughing as they tried to match the beat. He was the only one standing still, a statue in the centre of the storm.

The realization didn’t dawn; it crashed. It was no longer a suspicion, a vague jealousy. It was a cold, hard certainty. Something was going on. It wasn’t about anything she’d done wrong. It was about a pull, a gravitational shift he could feel in the space between them. She was following a new orbit, and for the second time that night, she had left him alone in the crowd to do it. The happiness of moments ago curdled into something bitter and hollow in his chest. He knew, now, for sure.

Something was up. And Kyle wasn’t enjoying it.
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Chapter 6: The Sneak Out


[image: ]


Retreat was the only option that didn’t involve making a scene. Kyle shouldered his way back to the bar, the thudding music now a mockery of the silence inside his own head. He ordered another pint, not tasting it, and stared at the bottles lined up against the mirrored wall. His reflection looked pale, unmoored. The cold certainty from the dance floor had settled into a hard, heavy lump in his gut. He was an idiot for thinking a dance could fix it.

He felt a touch on his elbow.

Hannah was there, her cheeks flushed, eyes blazing with an intensity he hadn’t seen all night. And she wasn’t alone. Her fingers were wrapped around Xavier’s wrist, pulling him along in her wake like a trophy. Xavier followed, looking pleasantly confused, a half-smile on his face.

“Kyle,” Hannah said, her voice bright but edged with something urgent. She leaned into him, her body a warm line against his side, and put her lips directly to his ear. Her whisper was a hot, secretive rush that cut through the bar noise. “Don’t freak out.”

He stiffened. Her breath smelled of sweet liquor and mint.

“I know you’ve always said your fantasy is to be with two women. You’ve always been quite open about that,” she whispered, the words coming in a frantic, confessional spill. “I have the same fantasy, but with guys. I’ve just never said anything... I guess maybe I’ve been too nervous.”

Kyle’s mouth went dry. The noise of the bar receded into a distant buzz. He felt the blood drain from his face, then flood back in a hot, prickling wave.

She kept talking, her voice low and pleading. “Let me bring Xavier home with us. Please... I’ll literally give you anything. We can have another girl over next week. I promise. Whatever you want.”

He turned his head just enough to look at her. Her eyes were wide, desperate, gleaming with a wild hope. He glanced past her at Xavier, who was scanning the crowd, completely oblivious to the negotiation happening inches away. She hadn’t even broached it with him yet. This was all for Kyle’s blessing.

His mind, traitorously, leapt. Two women. The fantasy he’d voiced in lazy, hypothetical pillow talk. Hannah had remembered. And now she was offering it as a trade, a currency for her own desire. The image was instantaneous and devastatingly hot. The lump of jealousy in his gut twisted, melted, and reformed into something else—a volatile, thrilling compound of shock, betrayal, and a raw, undeniable arousal.

He looked back at Hannah. Her lower lip was caught between her teeth. He saw the woman he’d married, and he saw the woman from their night with the laptop, fused into one terrifying, irresistible creature.

“Fine,” he whispered back, the word grating out of his tight throat. He put his lips to her ear, his own whisper a harsh counterpoint to hers. “But we need to sneak him out of here so nobody else sees. No drama. I don’t want anyone else finding out about this.”

The grin that broke across her face was pure, unadulterated triumph. She looked so grateful it hurt to see. “I have a great plan,” she whispered rapidly. “Say you two are going out for a smoke. When you and Xavier go outside, walk away from the door a bit and order us an Uber. I’ll go say a quick bye to the girlies, and we’ll be on our way. Nobody will suspect a thing, then we’ll all be long gone before anyone can even see.”

His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs. It was insane. It was humiliating. It was the most electrifying thing she’d ever asked of him.

He gave a single, sharp nod.

Her smile softened. She squeezed his arm, then turned to Xavier, pulling him close. Kyle watched as she stood on her toes and whispered into his ear now. Xavier’s expression shifted from polite confusion to surprise, then to a slow, dawning understanding. He glanced at Kyle over Hannah’s shoulder, his eyes questioning. Kyle met his gaze and gave the same tight, almost imperceptible nod. A silent pact.

A moment later, Hannah melted back into the crowd towards their friends. Kyle drained his pint, the beer nearly tasteless. He jerked his head towards the exit. “Smoke?” he said to Xavier, his voice strangely calm.

“Yeah,” Xavier said, a new cautiousness in his tone. “Sure.”

They shouldered out the heavy door into the cool night air. The silence was abrupt. They walked a dozen paces away from the entrance, the bass from inside becoming a dull thump. Kyle didn’t smoke. He pulled out his phone, his fingers trembling slightly as he opened the ride-share app.

“She’s something else, your girl,” Xavier said quietly, not looking at him.

Kyle merely said, “Yeah, she is.” He selected the destination: Home. The app began its search. Two minutes later, headlights turned into the parking lot. A silver sedan.

The bar door opened again, and Hannah slipped out, a sleek shadow detaching itself from the glow. She glanced back once, then hurried towards them, her heels clicking a swift, secret rhythm on the asphalt. She didn’t say a word. She just smiled, a wild, free thing in the dark, and slid into the backseat of the waiting car.

Kyle looked at Xavier. Xavier looked back, then shrugged, a ‘what-the-hell’ gesture, and got in after her.

Kyle took one last look at the pulsating bar, the home of a normal night that had ended an eternity ago. Then he got in, closed the door, and sealed them all inside the quiet, moving dark.
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Chapter 7: Home with a Stranger
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The ride home had been a capsule of charged silence, the city lights sliding past the windows. Kyle sat in the front passenger seat, a chauffeured stranger in his own life. The quiet murmur of conversation from the backseat was indecipherable, just the low rumble of Xavier’s voice and Hannah’s soft, answering laughter. He didn’t turn around.

Their house was dark and still when they entered, a stark contrast to the bar’s chaos. They kicked off their shoes by the door, a small, domestic ritual that felt absurdly normal. The pile of footwear—his worn loafers, her strappy heels, Xavier’s scuffed boots—looked like evidence.

Hannah flipped on the kitchen light, the sudden fluorescence making them all blink. She was vibrating with a nervous, giddy energy. “Can I get you anything, Xavier? A water? A beer?” she asked, her voice overly bright, playing the part of a gracious host in a surreal play.

“I’m good, thanks,” Xavier said, shoving his hands into his pockets. He stood in the middle of their kitchen, looking large and out of place beside the fridge plastered with their grocery lists and a postcard from Tofino.

The awkwardness was a physical presence, thick and humid. Kyle leaned against the counter, arms crossed, watching. Hannah flitted, adjusting a perfectly straight dish towel, her eyes darting between the two men.

She moved to Kyle, closing the distance. She pressed against his side, her mouth finding his ear once more. Her whisper was a tremor of excitement and fear. “You ready?”

He could feel the rapid thrum of her heart where her body met his. He looked over her head at Xavier, who was politely studying a photo on the wall of them skiing at Sunridge. This was the point of no return. The bar was one thing; this, their home, was another. He swallowed, his throat tight. “Yeah,” he whispered back, the word barely audible. “I think so.”

It was all the confirmation she needed. The hesitation vanished from her posture. She turned from Kyle, a conductor facing her orchestra. Her gaze settled on Xavier, and her smile turned warm, intentional, stripping away the last pretense of a social visit.

“So,” she said, her voice dropping into a lower, more intimate register. “Would you like to see the bedroom?”

Xavier’s eyes flicked to Kyle, a final, unspoken question. Kyle didn’t even react. He didn’t move at all.

A slow smile spread across Xavier’s face. “Sure,” he said.

Hannah stepped forward and took his hand. Her fingers, which had been wrapped around his wrist at the bar, now laced through his with a deliberate intimacy. She turned, leading him, but paused at the kitchen doorway. She looked back over her shoulder, her eyes finding Kyle’s in the shadowy hall. They were dark, glittering, full of a promise and a challenge that made his breath catch.

“Come, boys,” she said, her voice a gentle command that brooked no argument. “Follow me.”

She led Xavier into the hallway, toward the soft, distant glow of the nightlight from their room. Kyle pushed himself off the counter. His legs felt heavy, but a current of electricity was crackling up his spine, burning away the jealousy, the confusion, the fear, leaving behind only a raw, anticipatory hunger.

He followed the sound of their footsteps and the faint scent of her perfume, down the dark hall toward the bedroom.
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Chapter 8: Her Fantasy
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The bedroom air was still and close, charged like the moment before a lightning strike. The soft glow from the ensuite bathroom painted everything in monochrome shadows. Hannah stood between them, the axis around which the room turned.

She looked at Kyle, her eyes holding his for a long, silent moment. It wasn’t a question of desire; it was a request for the final, irrevocable sanction. “Okay?” she breathed, the word barely a sound.

He nodded, his throat too tight for speech. Permission granted.

She turned to Xavier. Her hands, which had trembled in the kitchen, were steady now. They rose, hovering for a second over the hem of his dark henley, then slipped beneath it. The fabric strained as she peeled it up, revealing the defined planes of his stomach, his chest, the taut lines of his shoulders. Kyle watched, a spectator in his own bedroom, as the more muscular version of himself was unveiled. Xavier raised his arms, helping her, and the shirt was tossed to the floor.

“Your turn,” Hannah whispered, her voice husky.

Xavier’s hands were sure, almost reverent. He found the hem of her silky top and drew it up slowly, exposing the delicate lace of her bra, the familiar slope of her back. She shivered as the cool air hit her skin, and the top joined his on the floor.

It became a ritual, a slow, deliberate striptease for three. Her fingers on his belt. His hands on the button of her jeans. Kyle, forgotten for stretches of seconds, had to undress himself, his own movements clumsy and hardly observed. Each removed item shifted the balance, the chemistry in the room coalescing not into a triangle, but into a volatile, magnetic line between Hannah and Xavier. Her excitement was a palpable force—it was for the newness, for the forbidden shape of him, for the audacity of what she was doing. Kyle was the familiar landscape; Xavier was the uncharted territory.

When they were down to their underwear, the tension snapped.

Hannah didn’t look at Kyle for guidance. She rose onto her toes, placed a hand on Xavier’s chest, and kissed him.

It wasn’t a tentative exploration. It was hungry, deep, and all-consuming. Xavier’s arms wrapped around her, pulling her flush against him. Kyle stood naked and forgotten, watching his wife get lost in another man’s mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair. A low moan escaped her, a sound Kyle realized he hadn’t elicited in years. The kiss seemed to last an eternity, a private universe from which he was excluded.

When they finally broke apart, breathless, Hannah’s eyes were glazed. She seemed to remember Kyle then. She crossed the space and kissed him, her lips still wet from Xavier’s. It was familiar, sweet, but it felt like an afterthought, a courtesy. The spark was elsewhere.

The moment shattered with a sharp, sudden crack.

Xavier’s open hand connected with the curve of Hannah’s ass, a playful, possessive spank that made her gasp into Kyle’s mouth. She broke their kiss, a wild laugh bursting from her. In one fluid motion, she scrambled onto the bed, dropping onto her hands and knees. The submission was instant, instinctive. She didn’t hesitate. She crawled straight to where Xavier stood, her gaze fixed on him with a devotion that stole the air from Kyle’s lungs.

She nuzzled against him, her mouth finding him through his briefs, then freeing him, warming him with a focused, eager attention that Kyle watched in stunned, aching silence.

Kyle had never seen her blow another man before.

The sight triggered something primal in Kyle. He moved behind her, the view of her arched back, presented and waiting, obliterating all thought. He pulled down her panties. She helped crawl out of them. Hannah was already soaked, her arousal slick and hot when he pressed against her. He teased her, sliding himself through her folds, the friction maddening for them both. She whimpered around Xavier, her hips pushing back, seeking more. Xavier unclasped her bra as he continued to enjoy her oral servicing.

Kyle was still behind her. Teasing her pussy with his member. Rubbing it with his fingers. Finally, Kyle was poised, ready to sink into the sanctuary of her, to reclaim her in this one basic way.

Then Xavier smiled down at her, a dark, commanding curl of his lips. He stroked her hair. “Be a good girl and turn around,” he murmured, his voice calm.

And she obeyed. Immediately. Hannah released him, pivoting on the bed until she was facing Kyle, her back now to Xavier. Her bra fell off her completely now, her tits practically staring at Kyle. Kyle’s mind reeled. He was being given the gift he loved—to watch her face, to see her eyes as she took him. But it was a gift issued by another man.

Before he could process it, Xavier entered her from behind. Hannah’s eyes flew open, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as she was filled. The force drove her forward onto Kyle, and he sheathed himself inside her welcoming mouth in the same relentless motion.

The mechanics of it overwhelmed him. He was inside his wife, looking into her ecstasy-stricken face, feeling her clench around him, but every thrust was dictated by the man behind her, pushing her onto Kyle like a wave. He was a passenger in their union. And Xavier... he was bigger. Kyle felt it in the way Hannah’s body was stretched, in the deeper, guttural cries she made with each of Xavier’s movements. A petty, burning jealousy seared through the pleasure.

Then, the screams began. Not of pain, but of a shattering, mindless rapture. They were torn from Hannah with each of Xavier’s thrusts, raw and uninhibited. She was past words, past conscious thought. Her nails dug into Kyle’s thighs, her eyes wide and unseeing, her mouth a perfect ‘O’ of continuous, vibrating sound. The screams rolled through her body and into his, a feedback loop of intense sensation. He began to move in time with them, with him, the jealousy burning up in the furnace of shared sensation. The pleasure was simply too immense. He was part of the machine now, driving her toward the edge.

“Mmmm! Mmmmmmmm! MMMMMM!” Hannah groaned, unable to speak. The vibrations on her lips were too pleasurable. Kyle couldn’t remember another blowjob ever feeling quite this good.

Then, he felt it. A surprise from deep within himself. “Oh fuck!” Kyle cried out.

He came first, the climax ripped from him by the sheer visual and physical chaos. He spilled across her face and chest with a choked shout, marking her in the most primal way he could.

Xavier didn’t ask. He didn’t pause. He drove into her with several final, deep thrusts, his own release a low groan against her mid-back, his body shuddering against hers. Kyle saw the hot, intimate pulse of both their bodies, knowing he’d cum deep inside her, a violation and a completion that left him hollow and stunned.

It ended as abruptly as it began.

Xavier withdrew. Kyle slipped out. Hannah collapsed forward between them, onto the soaked sheets, her body trembling violently. She was panting, gasping for a breath that wouldn’t come, her skin sheened with sweat and streaked with the evidence of both men. She was utterly spent, dripping with them, a beautiful, ruined territory they had conquered together.

No one spoke. The only sounds were the ragged symphony of their breathing and the distant, indifferent hum of the furnace. The new gravity of the room held them in its silent, devastating orbit.
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Chapter 9: The Counter
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The silence was a living thing, swollen with spent energy and the ghost of screams. Hannah lay between them for a long minute, the rise and fall of her back slowing gradually. Then, she pushed herself up on trembling arms. Her hair was a wild dark tangle, her skin flushed and gleaming. She looked from Xavier to Kyle, and a slow, dazed, utterly satiated smile spread across her face.

“Wow,” she breathed, her voice hoarse. “Just... wow.”

The guys smirked back, a mirrored expression of male pride. Kyle felt a bizarre surge of camaraderie with the other man. They had done this. They had survived it. The pressure that had coiled in his chest since the bar—the jealousy, the fear of the unknown—dissipated, leaving behind a buzzing, post-adrenaline lightness. He was simply, overwhelmingly happy the world hadn’t ended. It had felt so serious before, but here they were, intact. More than intact. Triumphant.

He watched as Hannah’s eyes, still dark with residual desire, settled on Xavier. She bit her swollen lower lip. “So,” she said, her voice regaining a playful edge. “You down for round two?”

Xavier let out a low, surprised chuckle. He looked from her to Kyle, as if checking the rules of this new game. “Absolutely,” he said, the word a confident rumble.

Kyle’s own smile faltered for a second. A second round? So soon? He’d assumed a collapse, a hushed discussion, maybe sleep. The relentless pace of her desire was a new frontier.

Before he could process it, Hannah turned her luminous gaze on him. “Babe,” she said, her tone shifting to one of sweet, conspiratorial request. “May I try another fantasy of mine?”

He shrugged, the motion feeling loose in his relaxed body. “Sure. What is it?”

Instead of answering, she stood, a little unsteady on her feet. She reached for Xavier’s hand. “Come on.”

She led him, not back to the bed, but out of the bedroom, down the dark hall they’d walked together less than an hour before. Kyle followed, a spectator once more, his bare feet cool on the hardwood.

In the kitchen, under the harsh, unforgiving fluorescence, the scene became surreal. Hannah stopped in the middle of the room, the same spot where she’d offered Xavier a beer. She turned to face him, her back to the granite countertop.

“I want you to take me on the counter,” she said, the words clear and direct.

Xavier didn’t hesitate. His hands went to her hips, fingers digging in, and in one smooth, powerful motion, he lifted her and set her down on the cold stone. She let out a small, startled giggle, the sound echoing in the sterile space.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded, his voice dropping.

Kyle stood frozen in the kitchen doorway, stunned anew. The domesticity of the room—the coffee maker, the magnet holding their pizza coupons—clashed violently with the raw, graphic act unfolding. Hannah obeyed, hooking her heels on the edge of the counter, opening herself completely. Xavier moved between them, and Kyle watched, helpless, as he entered her again, a groan torn from both their throats.

This time, Hannah held him close, her arms wrapping around his broad shoulders, her face buried in his neck. Then, she turned her head. Her eyes, over Xavier’s shoulder, found Kyle’s. They held his gaze, wide and unblinking, as Xavier began to move. She was watching him watch her being taken in their kitchen.

A tightness returned to Kyle’s chest. He realized with a jolt that there was no room for him in this position, no role to play. He was purely an audience.

Her voice, slightly muffled against Xavier’s skin, broke the rhythm of their grunts and the soft slap of skin. “Babe?” she called out, sweetly. “I don’t know if we’ll ever do this again... so... would you mind taking some pictures?”

Kyle’s mind blanked. “A-are you sure?” he stammered, his voice unfamiliar to his own ears. “Are you serious?”

Over Xavier’s shoulder, she nodded, a simple, decisive dip of her chin. Yes.

Numb, Kyle fumbled for his phone on the charging pad by the fridge. He opened the camera app, his hands trembling. The screen framed them: the stark contrast of their joined bodies against the pale cabinets, the intense focus on Xavier’s back, the glimpse of Hannah’s rapt face. The flash was off, but the clinical kitchen light was merciless. He took a picture. The soft click sounded obscenely loud.

He watched through the screen as Xavier kissed her neck, his movements growing more urgent. Kyle’s own body, forgotten, reacted traitorously. He reached down, touching himself, a pale and lonely mimicry of the powerful union before him. He was documenting his wife’s ecstasy at the hands of another man, and it was the most confusingly arousing thing he had ever done.

Just as he settled into the strange rhythm of it, Xavier changed the game again. With a deep groan, he pulled out of her, then hooked his hands under her thighs. In one fluid, shockingly strong motion, he lifted her clear off the counter. Hannah gasped, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist as he held her aloft, impaled on him, her full weight supported by his grip and their connection. He began to move again, deeper, more possessive, each thrust jolting through her suspended body.

“Oh, God... yes,” Hannah cried, her head falling back.

This time, Xavier didn’t pull out. Not even for a second.

He plowed her. Railed her. Right in front of Kyle, as his beautiful wife practically floated in the kitchen.

“Fuck! Fuck me Xavier! Just like that!”

“Yeah baby, you love that don’t you?” Xavier teased back.

“Yeah, I do. I fucking do!”

“Yeah! You love that big dick deep inside you, don’t you?” Xavier practically screamed.

“Yes! Yes Daddy, take me! Make me yours!”

Kyle couldn’t believe his ears. His erection betrayed him, growing to full mast.

Then, just as he slowly returned to trying to take more pictures, Xavier drove into her with his final thrusts.

On the last one, he cried out ‘Fuck’ again, then shuddered massively and held Hannah there, pressed tightly against him, his release pumping into her depths. Kyle saw the moment of completion in the tense arch of Xavier’s back, in the choked sound Hannah made against his shoulder.

For a long moment, Xavier held her off the ground, both of them breathing raggedly, fused together. Then, slowly, he lowered her until her feet touched the floor. She clung to him, wobbling. His seed already began to drip out, some trailing down her legs but blobs splattering on the floor.

Xavier turned his head, his gaze finding Kyle, who still held the phone limply and lowered now. A smug, satisfied smirk played on Xavier’s lips. His voice was a low, deliberate rumble in the quiet kitchen.

“Make sure you get a picture of that!”

A hot, prickling flush—a pinkish hue of pure, undiluted jealousy—rose from Kyle’s neck to his cheeks. The camaraderie was gone, burned away in the glare of the kitchen lights. He was holding the evidence, and the other man was demanding he frame the shot.
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Chapter 10: Finally Over
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The night was finally over. At least, the part with Xavier in it.

They’d said their goodbyes to him. Hannah had given him one last long, deep hug. A brief sense of jealousy overcame Kyle, but quickly faded. Being jealous over a hug was silly. They’d just done far more intimate things than that.

Then, the front door clicked shut with a finality that echoed through the still house. The sound of Xavier’s Uber faded down the street, absorbed by the night. And then, there was silence. True silence. The kind that felt heavy and dense after hours of panting breaths, groans, and the violent smack of skin.

They stood in the hallway, dressed in bathrobes now, two survivors surveying the quiet wreckage. The kitchen light was off, the bedroom door closed on the rumpled sheets. It was just the two of them.

Kyle let out a breath he felt like he’d been holding since the bar. “So,” he said, his voice rough. “What did you think?”

Hannah leaned against the wall, her face clean of makeup, her expression soft and unguarded in the dim light from the living room. “Honestly?” she said, a slow, private smile touching her lips. “I loved it.” The smile faltered as she searched his face. “How was it for you?”

He didn’t have a prepared answer. The truth tumbled out, raw and unfiltered. “It was... a lot. Honestly, at the bar, and then on the dance floor, and even in there...” He gestured toward the bedroom. “I was jealous. Really jealous. I felt... ignored. Left out. Like a stagehand in my own life.” He met her eyes, needing her to see it. “Parts of it were still pretty hot. But I didn’t like being an afterthought.”

She listened, her gaze not leaving his, absorbing his words. When he finished, she nodded slowly. “I know,” she said, her voice small. A flush of guilt coloured her cheeks. “I could see it. And I’m sorry. I’m really, really sorry, Kyle. I just... I got so caught up in the fantasy. I wanted it so badly at the bar, and once it started, everything else just... went out the window. That’s not an excuse. I should have been more present for you. I’m sorry.”

The apology was genuine. He could hear it in the tremor of her voice, see it in the way she hugged her arms around herself. The tight knot of resentment in his chest began to loosen.

“It’s okay,” he said, and meant it. “It was new. For both of us.”

She pushed off the wall and stepped into him, wrapping her arms around his waist, resting her head on his chest. “I meant what I said, you know,” she murmured into his robe. “About next week. I can ask around, see if any of the single girls are... curious. Or, worst case, we can try a bar. It’s your turn.”

He held her, the familiar shape of her a profound relief. “I appreciate that,” he said, and he did. It wasn’t just about the promise; it was the acknowledgment, the attempt at balance.

She tilted her head back and kissed him. It was a deep, slow kiss, different from any they’d shared that night—not hungry or desperate or performative, but tender. A homecoming.

They shuffled to bed, exhaustion hitting them both like a delayed shock. The sheets were cool where they hadn’t been touched. Hannah crawled in, a long yawn cracking her jaw. Kyle got in beside her, the events of the night playing behind his eyes like a surreal film.

A thought surfaced. “Hey,” he said softly. “Did you want to see any of the pictures?”

She was already half-submerged in the duvet, her eyes closed. She shook her head, a sleepy, dismissive motion. “No,” she mumbled, her voice thick with impending sleep. “I’m too tired. We can both take a look at them tomorrow.”

Tomorrow. The word held a simple, profound promise. There would be a tomorrow, and they would face it together.

Kyle switched off the lamp, plunging the room into a soft grey dark. He turned onto his side and draped his arm around her, pulling her back against his chest. He kissed her temple, breathing in the scent of her shampoo beneath the lingering notes of sweat and sex.

Her breathing evened out almost immediately, a soft, trusting rhythm in the dark. He lay awake a little longer, listening to it. The world hadn’t ended. The bullet, whizzing with jealousy and neglect and raw, unvarnished desire, had somehow missed them. They were scuffed, a little shaken, but intact. More than intact. They had a secret now, a dangerous, complicated one, but it was theirs.

He held his wife, and in the quiet, he knew with a certainty that felt deeper than any fantasy: they would be alright.
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