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I went to bed unable to stay up for another episode.
“I’ll be in soon, too,” Tara called over her shoulder and over the back of the couch, waving with fluttering fingers.
Cam, her “old friend,” nudged her in the ribs, murmured something in her ear, and snickered with her.
“Cut it out,” she murmured back, flaring her eyes at him, but also that wide grin of hers. She checked over her shoulder to see my progress to the bedroom.
They were always play-fighting, tickling, horsing around, something Tara explained was just “the way they were” together. “Seriously, he’s just a friend. You don’t have anything to worry about.”
Cam had shown up a few weeks earlier. I found him in our apartment kitchen when I got home from work one afternoon, where he was lounging in bare feet, loose shorts, and a tank top, drinking a lot of water. 
“Uh, can I help you?” I asked, tentative, my eyes narrowed, my face turned half away.
“Oh yeah, Tara’s just in the shower. I’m Cam, she didn’t tell you?”
I heard the shower water then. “No, not exactly, no.”
Cam laughed, shook his head, helped himself to a coffee mug from inside the cabinet, dropped a pod in the machine, and gripped the edge of the counter to lean over the steam like he was making a show of taking in the smell. “Not surprising, knowing Tar.”
“She said a friend was coming by, just not . . . ” I paused.
“Not some random big Black dude,” Cam said, and he laughed like a barrel rolling downhill.
The bathroom door swung open and Tara’s head popped out. She muttered “Shit!” and withdrew back inside, shutting the door. I turned to go find out what that was about, and she came out with a towel wrapped tightly around her chest and pulled up high under her arms.
“Um, Jon, right, meet Cam. Cam, so this is Jon,” she said, scurrying across the hallway to the bedroom in bare feet, leaving a trail of wet footprints, laughing to herself.
“She is a joker,” Cam said, swinging his head on his thick neck.
He was evidently not just “passing through town,” as had been earlier claimed, but was staying somewhere nearby “at a friend’s.” He and Tara had been going out for lunch, going out for “shows,” and even going out at night.
“It’s just a little strange,” I said one night in bed with Tara. “Like how long is he in town for?”
“We all hung out. It was acting school, you know what they’re like,” she said.
Now he’d come over to watch an entire series in one sitting that featured one of their mutual friends from those acting school days.
“You don’t have to watch with us,” Tara said. “I don’t think it’s that good,” she quietly confided to me with a roll of her eyes and crooked grin. 
“I’m interested,” I said.
“It’s just dumb acting stuff we’re going to talk about.”
“I want to share.”
“You’ll just get tired anyway and go to bed,” she said.
She was right, despite the fact that she and Cam were snuggled closely on the couch, a blanket pulled up to their necks, both their legs stretched out over the coffee table. I was going to bed.
Cam murmured something in her ear at one point. The room was dark and Tara nodded and flew out from under the blanket, dashing on her toes to the kitchen and returning with a bowl filled with Pringle chips. Before she tucked herself back under the blanket, I might have, or might not have, noticed that the button on her short white denim shorts was undone.
As promised, the show was pretty bad and I struggled to keep my eyes open. Tara glanced over at me several times as I faded in and out. I heard her whisper “Stop it!” to Cam, and Cam chuckle low and privately, both of them keeping the blanket high up over themselves, her knees pulled up to make a tent of it.
Eventually I made it to bed, but left the bedroom door open an inch. Tara came by on her way to the bathroom and closed it, telling me she didn’t want to keep me awake, that I looked so tired.
I was fast asleep, but after an hour, I woke up to something. Lifting myself on my elbows, I crooked my head and squinted to listen harder. There it was again, a soft, brief, high-pitched cry. Maybe something outside, maybe something on the show they were still watching. I could see the flicker of screen light under the bedroom door.
I tried to lay down and sleep again, but then came muffled snickers, a heavy breath or two, and another sharper, louder cry, cut off halfway through. It was definitely coming from the living room, and it was undoubtedly Tara’s voice.
I got up, crept silently across the bedroom floor, carefully squeezed the doorknob and twisted it slowly. I opened the door the width of my head, leaned out, and swiveled it to see up the hallway and into the living room.
The TV was still on, volume low, throwing dim light across the far wall and bouncing off the picture frames. I didn’t see them at first. The couch looked empty, until I realized the blanket had slid halfway off. Then I saw movement. Cam’s broad back, bare and dark against the flicker of the screen, curved over something low. I couldn’t see Tara, not fully, but her foot was up on the armrest, her leg bent awkwardly, and his body shifting between her knees.
A soft gasp came again, hers. I froze. Not because I didn’t want to stop it, but because it didn’t make any sense. My mind tried to explain it away. Maybe he was adjusting the blanket. Maybe she fell asleep and he was helping her up. But the shape of it, his position, the rhythm. Her foot twitched and slid, and I caught a glimpse of her pale thigh drawn up high, bare and gleaming.
Then her voice, low and breathless: “Oh my God, Cam . . . ” and a long in-drawn breath. His head was down between her thighs.
I shut the door and my hand let go of the knob and I backed away like the metal was radioactive.
In the dark, I sat on the edge of the bed and tried to tell myself anything else was happening but what I saw. I stared at the closed door. I could hear again soft, wet sounds, the low hum of her voice not making words, a noise like the couch cushions shifting under weight. And his voice too, gravelly and smooth, saying something I couldn’t make out but I knew I wasn’t supposed to hear.
I couldn’t go back to sleep. I sat on the edge of the bed, both feet flat on the floor, staring at the flickering sliver of light beneath the door. Everything else in the room felt irrelevant, it all faded under the slow, rising certainty of what I’d seen and heard. The shape of his back. The placement of her leg. Her voice. The back of his head.
I waited for it to stop. Part of me still believed it would, that it was just some ridiculous misunderstanding, and in a few seconds I’d hear them laughing again, too loud, maybe flirty as usual, but harmless, the way they always were together. They’d switch off the show, say goodnight and he’d leave.
But he didn’t leave and the sounds kept coming, though more subtle now and harder to make out, a shift, a sigh, a soft inhale. It wasn’t loud or rhythmic but intimate, the kind of silence that only exists between two people doing something they’re not supposed to be doing.
I stood up, moved to the door, and put my ear to the wood. Nothing, at first, then quiet whispering, his voice, low and lazy, hers, higher, almost laughing. There was a sharp inhale from her, followed by what sounded like a wet kiss, then a sound that wasn’t quite a moan, but it caught in her throat like one. A gurgle. A muffled, stuffed gag. A suctioning sound.
It wasn’t the show, the show was making completely other kinds of sounds.
The image of Tara on her back, legs open, came  to me so clearly I felt it in my stomach. Her head thrown back, eyes squeezed shut, one hand over her mouth to stifle a noise. His broad shoulders above her, that cocky smirk he wore suddenly making sense in a way I’d ignored until then.
She had shut the bedroom door. That detail stuck in my brain. She didn’t want to wake me, didn’t want me to hear.
I rubbed my face, leaned forward, elbows on my knees. I felt hollow inside. My heart wasn’t racing, there was no adrenaline spike, no urge to burst out and yell or confront, just a sick, heavy stillness.
Was this really happening? And had it already happened before tonight?
I thought about earlier, the shorts unbuttoned, her saying I’d just fall asleep, her body language when she darted to the kitchen for chips, too giddy, too casual, like they were already deep into some private joke I wasn’t part of.
I stood up and walked to the door, opened it agin just a crack. There was no sound now, no voices, no whispers. The TV still glowed, colors pulsing faintly on the far wall. Maybe they were done, maybe he’d left.
I stepped out, not far, just into the hallway. The floor was cold. I moved slowly trying not to make the wood creak, but I could feel it under me, the tension, like walking through a dream I didn’t want to be real.
I got to the corner where the hallway opened into the living room and paused, leaning toward the edge without revealing myself.
Cam was on the couch shirtless, his massive arm stretched out along the top cushion, his legs wide the way you sit when you  own the place. His shoulders glistened faintly in the TV light. Tara was sitting on the floor between his legs, back against the couch, her hair a messy curtain down her back, her shoulders bare.
He was talking low and her head was tilted like she was listening, then looked back and p at him with a soft laugh and she playfully shushed him, finger to her lips.
I couldn’t see what she was wearing.  She reached up and dragged her fingers lightly along the inside of his thigh. I ducked back in before I could see more. My heart didn’t pound, it thudded, slow and painful.
I went back to the bedroom and shut the door quietly and sat down again, my head in my hands. I should have walked out there, said something, blew it all up.
But I didn’t. I sat in silence, listening as Cam’s laugh rumbled again from the other room, and as Tara’s voice followed in half-whisper, half-whine in a light lilting feminine tone I’d never heard before.
Then there came a deep, rhythmic sound, subtle but steady. The couch made slow, steady creaks, not sharp or erratic but patient, with that low vinyl sigh that came when weight shifted over and over, the sound unmistakable once you knew what it was, and I did. I had no visual now, nothing to confirm what I was hearing, and yet the shape of it filled my mind with such clarity that seeing would have added nothing; it would only have sharpened what I already knew to the point of pain. Her knees must have been bent beneath her, her arms probably braced on the couch cushions behind her for balance, and his hands, those large, blunt-fingered hands, must have been anchored somewhere on her hips or waist, guiding her.
There was no urgency in it. That’s what struck me most, no mad scramble, no frantic hiding, no rushed, guilty fumbling in the dark. It was paced like something familiar, like a thing already done before and now being done again, this time with less hesitation and more confidence. Every second that passed built out the world I’d been refusing to believe existed, and I sat there in it, breathing air I couldn’t quite draw fully down into my lungs.
Tara made a noise that wasn't loud, but had shape, somewhere between a gasp and a sigh with a hint of strain in it, and then again a second time, softer, like she was being moved, not roughly, but deeply. That sound had weight and it meant something was happening to her that she could not or would not suppress. I had heard her in pleasure before, in our own bed, but this wasn’t the noise she made with me. It was lower, more surprised, like something was being uncovered in her body.
The couch shifted again, a longer groan this time, and then the hushed slide of skin against fabric, a damp slap of impact muffled by the blanket or maybe her thighs, and I realized I was holding my breath the whole time.
I stepped toward the door and opened it slowly all the way this time, not just a crack. The hallway stretched out long in front of me like I was looking the wrong way through binoculars. Warm light flickered faintly at the far end where the TV was still casting its lazy glow. I stepped forward in silence, the air thick with sweaty odor, and when I reached the edge where the hallway bent into the living room, I looked like someone arriving late to something that had already passed the point of no return.
They didn’t notice me. Cam was seated, slumped low, legs spread wide and jaw slack, one hand gripping the side of Tara’s hip as she knelt over his lap facing him, the top of her head toward me, her face low against his chest as she moved slowly in a rocking rhythm. Her spine rolled fluidly as she moved over him and her arm extended behind her to brace her body on the couch. From that angle, I couldn’t see her expression, but her entire body was participating, nothing held back, no hesitation or reserve. Her movement wasn’t the shy twitching of a woman caught in a mistake; it was open, steady, and complete.
I didn’t speak or cough or knock on the wall or clear my throat. I stood there as though invisible watching my girlfriend fuck another man in our living room like it was something she’d done so many of times before.
He looked up at her with a kind of quiet pride, his hand sliding up her back, fingers spreading along the ridges of her spine, and then up into her hair, where he gathered a handful loosely and let it run through his grip. She tilted her head and moved faster for a moment, responding to something I couldn’t hear, and then slowed again, drawing it out. The couch made another noise, and I backed away a step, as though moving too close to a fire.
The hallway behind me felt like a different world. I could still hear her faintly, the sound of her breath catching now, a quiet stutter of air followed by a single, soft gasp. I didn’t need to see more but I stayed there anyway, outside the boundary of light, the dark hallway my hiding place.
I wondered then if she would come to bed afterward. If she’d tiptoe in, smelling clean from the shower and changed, maybe slipping under the blanket with her back to me, maybe kissing my cheek gently and telling me nothing happened. Or maybe she’d wait until morning, put on fresh pajamas, act normal. It struck me that this had happened before, not exactly this, maybe not this far, but enough that it wasn’t new. There had been other nights when I’d gone to sleep and she hadn’t come in until much later, or mornings where she seemed too alert, too light, too satisfied in some way she didn’t explain.
Cam exhaled loudly in the other room and her voice followed, hushed but tender, as if she were soothing him now, calming something down, bringing the moment in for a landing.
I didn’t stay to watch them finish. I returned to the bedroom, shut the door fully this time, and crawled into bed on my side, staring at the ceiling in silence while the last few sounds filtered faintly through the wall, until finally the TV went dark.
I don’t know how much time passed before I heard the soft creak of the floorboards outside the bedroom. The hallway light didn’t come on, but the air shifted the way it does when someone moves past your door in the dark. I kept my eyes open, fixed on the faint ceiling lines, pretending to sleep with a stillness so complete I could hear my own heartbeat in the pillow.
The knob turned with care, and the door cracked open. I didn’t lift my head, didn’t give her the satisfaction of a response. Tara slipped in on bare feet. I heard the whisper of fabric as she crossed the room, her movement quiet, like someone returning from the kitchen, or the bathroom, harmless errands she could explain.
But I knew. My mind wouldn’t loosen its grip on the image of her knees around his waist, the undulating curve of her back, the sound that had come out of her when he pulled her closer.
She slid into bed beside me like she always did, careful not to jostle the mattress too hard. She smelled faintly like lotion, not sex, not sweat, and not like another man. She was careful that way.
She rolled away, put her back to me and pulled the blanket up to her shoulders. I stared at the ceiling unblinking, trying to keep my breath measured, undetectable. But my pulse betrayed me. I could feel it in my neck, in my wrists, in my tongue.
What I felt most wasn’t rage, it was stunned, gripped in that cold embrace of watching someone you know become someone you don’t, right in front of you.
She fell asleep quickly, her breath deep and slow within minutes, her body softening into the mattress like someone who had been thoroughly and completely worn out.
I turned over slowly, careful not to shift the bed too much, and looked at her shape in the dark. Her hair was fanned out across the pillow. Her face was relaxed, lips parted slightly. Her arm curled beneath her cheek. She looked peaceful.
I wanted to hate her. I wanted to feel that hot fire of betrayal, the kind that gave you permission to walk out, to shout, to accuse. But all I felt was hollow.
I lay there watching her breathe, wondering what he’d said to her after, if he pulled her in close, praised her, joked with her. If she laughed against his chest, if he held her hair gently, whispered things. I wondered if she felt guilty, or proud, or nothing at all.
I eased out of bed quietly, walked barefoot to the bathroom and shut the door behind me. I sat on the closed toilet lid, elbows on my knees, staring at the darkened floor.
When morning came, she was up first. She stretched lightly beside me and slipped out of bed with a little hum in her throat, something pleasant, and made her way to the kitchen. I heard the clink of a mug, the rattle of a spoon. She was making coffee, same as always.
When I stepped out of the bedroom, she smiled like it was any other day.
“Hey, babe,” she said, glancing up from the counter, holding her cup in both hands. “You sleep okay?”
“Yeah,” I said and a nod, and gave the start of a smile that didn’t last long. Tara didn’t seem to notice. She turned her back to rinse the spoon and stood in the light of the kitchen window, hip cocked lazily. The top she wore was oversized for her, hung down her body long as a dress, and I didn’t recognize it.
She poured a second cup for me, added cream the way I liked, stirred it and set it on the counter without looking directly at me. I remained where I was, arms crossed over my chest, watching her move around like the night hadn’t happened, like she hadn’t come to bed with her thighs sticky.
“Want eggs?” she asked.
“Sure.”
She cracked them with practiced ease, flicked the shells into the sink and whisked in silence. Her hair was pulled up now in a lazy twist held by a clip. I watched the muscles in her arms move as she worked, watched her legs, bare, the little curve of skin below her shorts that I now saw differently.
Those legs had been spread around him.
I drank the coffee slowly, not tasting it. She glanced over once or twice as the pan sizzled. If she noticed anything in my face, she didn’t let on.
“What time did you come to bed?”
She paused for a fraction. “Not late. Maybe one?”
“You guys finish the show?”
“Two more episodes, then we got bored too.”
She wasn’t flushed or nervous. She didn’t avoid my gaze. But there was something in the corners of her mouth, the faintest tug, like she was holding a secret.
“Cam seemed comfortable,” I said.
She raised an eyebrow without turning from the stove. “Comfortable?”
“Just the way he was on the couch.”
She laughed. “That’s just him. He’s always like that. He sprawls. Acts like he owns the place.”
“Yeah,” I said. “I noticed.”
She slid the eggs onto plates and brought them to the table, set one in front of me, and sat down across from me.
We ate like it was a normal morning. The sun came in through the blinds, the coffee steamed between us, and Tara asked if I’d remembered to call my mom back about the dinner next week.
I nodded and answered. But my brain was split in two.
One half kept the conversation going, listened to her talk about work, nodded when appropriate, and asked if she needed me to pick anything up later. The other half watched her hands wrap around the coffee cup and imagined those same fingers splayed across Cam’s chest, her nails digging in while she rode him. It imagined her on her back, legs high, breath hitching, eyes closed.
She reached for the hot sauce. I noticed a faint red mark just above the edge of her tank top, high on her shoulder. She didn’t try to hide it.
After breakfast she said she was going for a shower. I said I might go for a walk. She nodded and stood, her shorts sliding down as she stretched her arms above her head. Her tank top rose just enough to show the smooth skin of her stomach. I heard the bathroom door click shut, the water begin to run.
I thought about asking her outright. I ran through the words I’d use, how I’d say it, whether I’d start calm or blow up. I imagined confronting her with the truth, seeing her lie, maybe watching her cry, or, worse, not crying. I imagined her telling me it was a mistake, that it meant nothing, and I imagined her not apologizing at all, too.
But the truth was, I didn’t want an explanation. I didn’t want the version of the night she’d be willing to admit to. I didn’t want the diluted confession, the words chosen for damage control. I didn’t want to hear her say “I didn’t mean for it to happen,” because I’d watched her mean it.
The water stopped and silence returned. She came out wrapped in a towel, her skin damp, hair combed back straight and dark. She disappeared into the bedroom.
I stared into the swirl at the bottom of my coffee cup. I knew she expected the day to go on like normal, that I would dress, she would dress, and maybe we’d go grocery shopping, or maybe she’d text Cam again, something breezy and coded, and he’d show up again, maybe tonight, maybe tomorrow.
I stood slowly, carried my cup to the sink, rinsed it clean. The act felt strange, too tidy, too civilized, like I was pretending not to be living in a moment that should have felt explosive. But there was no explosion. There was only this strange, dull clarity, like everything had slowed down just enough to be examined in full.
I returned to the hallway and stood just outside the bedroom door. She was half-dressed now, shorts pulled on but no shirt yet, still rifling through her drawers with her back to me. Her shoulder blades shifted under her skin as she moved, and I noticed faint lines along her waist, indents in her hips, marks that hadn’t been there last night.
“You going out?” she asked without turning.
“Yeah.”
“Pick up coffee beans at that place. We’re out.”
She pulled a bra from the drawer, clipped it behind her back in one motion, and reached for a blouse without looking at me.
I stepped inside the room, leaned my hand against the doorframe. “Are you seeing him again today?”
Her hand paused for the briefest second. “Cam?”
“Yeah.”
She slipped the blouse over her arms, her voice easy. “Not that I know of.”
I knew how it would go, I knew her so well, I could tell how she would play it out. I could say. “You slept with him last night, did’t you,” with no tremor in my voice. I wouldn’t raise it, wouldn’t deliver it as a bomb. I would said it as a fact, as calmly as if I’d said it’s raining outside or we’re out of milk.
She wouldn’t answer. She would paused but continue buttoning her blouse, adjusting the collar. Then she would turn toward me, finally, her face composed.
“What are you talking about?”
I’d let a moment pass before I spoke. “Last night. After I went to bed. I heard everything. I saw enough. I know.”
Her mouth wouldn’t move. Her eyes wouldn’t flicker. But something behind them would shift as if she’d run out of one plan and had to decide whether to switch to another.
“You must have misunderstood,” she’d say.
I’d laugh. “Don’t do that.”
She would stand there blouse half-buttoned, arms loose at her sides. She wouldn’t protest and she wouldn’t get defensive. She’d just watch me, waiting to see what kind of man I was going to be about it.
“How long has it been going on?” I’d  ask.
But no answer.
“Since the day I found him in the kitchen?” I’d say. “Or was it already happening by then?”
She’d close her eyes, exhale through her nose, then sit down on the edge of the bed.
“You don’t understand him,” she’d say.
I’d tilt my head. “No, I guess I don’t.”
“He’s not like other guys. It’s not like that with him.”
“You mean you didn’t cheat?”
She’d looked up at me now, direct, eyes dry. “I didn’t plan it. It just . . . ”
“No,” I ‘d say, my voice rising. “Don’t say that. Don’t say it just happened. You shut the bedroom door. You got under a blanket with him. You moaned his name. You rode him on the fucking couch. That doesn’t just happen.”
She’d look down at the floor quietly. “I don’t know what you want me to say,” she’d murmur.
“I want to know first of all if it’s going to keep happening.”
Her silence would answer me that.
“You’re not sorry,” I’d said. “Not really.”
She’d look back at me then, her voice almost soft. “It didn’t feel wrong though.”
I’d turn away, walk to the hallway, stop at the edge of the kitchen. My chest wouldn’t be tight and my hands wouldn’t be shaking. I ‘d felt something colder, something final.
Behind me, she’d remain sitting.
I don’t know what I would do next. I don’t know if I would leave, or ask her to. I don’t know if I’d tell anyone. But I knew I couldn’t unknow it, I couldn’t unsee her body moving against his, I couldn’t unhear the way she said his name, or forget the way she had looked this morning, humming in the kitchen like nothing had happened, still warm from his hands.
I stood by the kitchen window barely seeing anything outside. The morning light was clear and sharp against the trees, the glass warming under my palm, and I let the sun hit me like it could burn something out of me if I stood still long enough. I kept replaying it, not just what she’d say, not just the moving shape of her body on him, but the part that twisted me worse than anything else, the fact that I hadn’t looked away.
I stood in the dark hallway and watched her move on him, watched the way her hips rolled into him, the curve of her back, the slow push and retreat of her body on his, the way she was responding to him.
I didn’t burst in, I didn’t shout or pull her off him, make a scene. I just stood there, my hand on the wall, heart pounding, my eyes wide open, until the image of them was burned into me like a scar that would never smooth out.
And the worst part, what I couldn’t even allow myself to put words to, was that some part of me was still back in that hallway, not furious, not betrayed, but watching.
Something cracked in me. I didn’t want her to have done it, but now that she had, the moment had rooted itself so deeply in me that I didn’t just hate it, I needed it to be remembered. Her body, reacting like that, her voice, shaped around another man’s name. I couldn’t unsee it, and part of me didn’t want to.
Even now, I could bring it back to mind in perfect detail, his hands gripping her thighs, the way her head tipped forward, the slight bounce of her knees. It was there when I blinked, playing behind my eyes like a film.
The fact that I had wanted to see more, that I had leaned in, even if only slightly, even if only for a second, that fact unsettled me more than anything she had done. I could never tell her that.
Maybe that’s why I hadn’t exploded. Maybe that’s why I hadn’t thrown her out, hadn’t called Cam out, hadn’t demanded some pitiful explanation. Because buried under the betrayal and the humiliation and the sheer unreality of it was the quiet throb of something darker, the need to see my girlfriend like that again. I couldn’t stop circling that moment of impact.
What had she whispered in his ear when she slid her arms around his neck? Had she wrapped her legs more tightly around his hips when she came, or had she opened wide, letting him in deeper, needing more?
My jaw clenched and I turned from the window, moved to the sink, ran the water just to hear something else. But the images didn’t leave me.
She came out of the bedroom dressed now, eyes bright, like the thing hadn’t left a mark on her. She stepped into the kitchen, picked up her phone from the counter, glanced at a message.
“Oop, work emergency,” she said, lifting her eyes. “They need me to come in for a bit.”
I nodded.
“Don’t wait on dinner, okay? Just go ahead without me.”
I didn’t answer.
She hesitated a second, then kissed her finger and tapped it lightly against my chest, a gesture she’d done a hundred times before, one that used to feel warm. Now it landed like a smudge, a reminder that whatever she’d done last night wasn’t something she saw as incompatible with loving me.
She left without rushing, the door closing softly behind her. After she left, I checked the couch, not because I expected to find anything, no condom wrapper, no obvious trace, but because I needed to touch the place where it happened. I straightened the pillow she always tucked under her arm, ran my hand along the blanket that had slid half off during the night. It was folded now. She must’ve done it this morning like she was clearing the evidence.
I opened the blinds and let the light in. If it happened again, if I let it, what would that make me? It was a question I couldn’t answer.
I went to the bedroom, sat at the edge of the bed, stared at her dresser. Hair ties, a couple necklaces, some forgotten receipts. I opened the drawer where she kept her extra toothbrushes, travel stuff, and small cosmetics. I found her spare key.
I’d given it to her months ago when she first started staying over full-time. I opened her nightstand drawer. Inside was her charger, her lip balm, a small pack of tissues, and, folded carefully, a card.
Cam’s handwriting on the front. “For T.”
I didn’t open it. It wasn’t the card that mattered, it was that she kept it there, tucked inside her space, where I wasn’t supposed to look.
Something twisted in me then. Not jealousy, not rage, but a kind of clarity. She’d made her choice.
But she hadn’t stopped loving me, that’s what made it worse. She still kissed my shoulder when she passed, still asked if I wanted eggs, still touched me like I belonged to her.
She just also wanted him, though. And maybe I couldn’t stop her. But I could watch.
If it was going to happen again, and I believed now that it would, I didn’t want to find out by accident. I didn’t want to be the man left behind, lying in the dark, imagining. I wanted to know. I wanted to see.
Tara liked moments to unfold in ways that felt spontaneous, but the structure was always there underneath. She’d need the right context. A reason for me to go to bed early again, for her to stay up with him, something with built in plausible deniability.
The same show wouldn’t work, they’d finished that. But another? Something nostalgic?
I opened the streaming app and scrolled through the options. I found another series they’d both mentioned before, some offbeat drama they said reminded them of their acting school days.
When Tara came home, she kissed me on the cheek and apologized for being gone so long. She smelled like the outside, like wind and lotion, and something faint. Maybe him, maybe nothing.
I told her about the show, asked if she thought Cam would like it too.
She lit up, said yes without hesitation, said it would be fun. She said it would be just like old times.
I could feel it coming together over the next couple of days, not with any sense of control or orchestration, but the way a current picks up beneath you in slow water, too gentle to feel at first, until your legs are moving without effort.
Tara didn’t seem different, not outwardly. She moved through the apartment with her usual casual grace, her presence still soft in the mornings and focused in the evenings. She kissed me goodbye on her way to work, sat beside me on the couch while scrolling her phone, and asked whether we should finally replace the bookshelf we both hated. Nothing about her suggested guilt or turmoil. That, more than anything, confirmed what I’d already understood, this wasn’t something she regretted. It wasn’t something she needed to confess. It was something she had folded into the fabric of her life, carefully, confidently, like a page tucked into a book she thought I’d never read.
When I mentioned Cam again on Thursday, I watched her closely. I brought it up as we were cooking dinner, stirring the pasta while she chopped garlic. I asked if she’d texted him, said we could queue up the show this weekend, maybe Friday night. She smiled without looking up and said she’d ping him, that he’d probably be down, and that it might be fun to order in like last time.
Last time. The phrase caught in my chest. Last time he was here, she’d straddled him on our couch and let him inside her with the television still glowing. Last time she’d tiptoed into our bedroom with her thighs damp and her conscience clean.
I let her talk, let her describe what she remembered about the show, the friend from acting class they used to tease for over-performing in every scene, the inside jokes they still made about his dramatic line reads. I nodded, asked questions, played the part I was supposed to play, but behind every word was the knowledge that I was preparing a stage.
Friday came fast. Cam texted her in the afternoon. I didn’t ask what he said. She turned her phone facedown on the counter and smiled into her coffee mug in that quiet, private way. She changed before he arrived, pulling on one of her softer tops, the kind that clung, and light gray shorts that came high on her thighs, the ones with the drawstring that always came loose. She wore her hair half-up, half-down, casually pretty, like she didn’t care if it got messy.
I noticed every choice.
When he knocked, she opened the door before I could move. He stepped in with a grin, handed her a bag of chips and a bottle of wine, and they started talking before he’d even crossed the threshold. I hung back in the kitchen a minute pretending to tidy the counter, then joined them on the couch. I sat at the far end giving them space to get comfortable.
Tara curled in beside him without hesitation, their bodies fitting easily together. We watched the first episode and I kept my eyes on the screen as much as I could. I laughed when they laughed, nodded when they pointed out some technical detail or recalled an inside joke. I was polite and present. I even offered to pour wine. Cam let me top his glass. Tara smiled at me when I handed hers.
By the second episode, she had pulled the blanket up over them again. Cam stretched his legs out, and she settled back against him with a familiar weight.
The TV flickered. The wine lowered. The bag of chips emptied. And then I did what I had told myself I would do.
Halfway through the third episode, I stood up and said I had enough, I was heading to bed. I kept my voice neutral, even light, something she could laugh off. She glanced up, blinked like she hadn’t expected it this early, then said, “You sure? It’s just getting good.”
I shrugged. “You’ve got company. I’m just slowing the commentary down.”
She smirked and said, “Fair.” Then she turned, “Close the door so you don’t hear us,” she said, and I caught her eyes glinting in the light of the screen before she turned back to the screen.
I walked to the bedroom, left the door open an inch again, just enough to hear the rise and fall of their voices, to catch the pitch of the show, the cadence of their banter. I lay on the bed, eyes open in the dark, and waited.
The episode ended. Another began. Their laughter got quieter, their words fewer. At some point, the blanket rustled. The sound of movement changed.
There was no clear moment when the switch happened, no line between watching a show and doing what they were really there to do, just the gradual fade of dialogue, the soft hush of bodies shifting into new positions, the brief, unmistakable sound of skin against skin, followed by her voice, muffled, breathy, already lost.
I stared at the ceiling and listened, let the sounds play across my mind like a confession. Let the tension settle into me like a bruise. I stayed in bed with my eyes open, staring into the dark until the shapes in the ceiling softened into nothing. I could hear the show still playing in the other room, the voices rising and falling with that artificial rhythm only actors use.
But layered underneath it was something slower, more organic, a cadence that didn’t belong to dialogue or plot. There were no loud sounds, nothing theatrical or obvious, just the subtle shift of fabric, the soft creak of weight shifting, and the occasional pause in the show's audio that made everything else more distinct.
I didn’t need to press my ear to the door or risk being caught watching. The shape of it was already known to me. I had heard it before, I had stood in the hallway and burned it into memory, and now it returned not as a surprise, but as a certainty, predictable, unfolding with the same slow confidence as last time.
Tara’s voice came through in fragments, a sigh muffled into the back of her hand, maybe, or into the pillow pressed beneath her chest, a breath that trembled slightly, but enough to betray that something was happening to her. Cam didn’t speak much, at least not in words I could make out, but once or twice I caught the low roll of his voice, something brief and deep and close to her ear, followed by the sound of her responding, not with speech, but with a hitch in her breath, a quiet rustle as her body shifted to make room for more of him.
I stayed still with the blanket folded low on my hips, my hands pressed together against my stomach, breathing through my nose like I was trying to slow my pulse. But every small sound from the living room carried into me with a clarity that felt almost rehearsed. The distance between us wasn’t enough. The walls weren’t thick enough. I could hear the rhythm change, her body being taken, steadier now, something deeper in it, and the tempo rising just enough to become unmistakable. She wasn’t stopping him, she wasn’t embarrassed, she wasn’t worried about being heard.
I closed my eyes and let it settle over me. I couldn’t keep watching it in my mind without being pulled back into the hallway, back into that exact position as before, watching her ride him in those slow circles with her hips while he sat back and let her use his body the way she wanted.
There was something in it I hated myself for needing, the knowing, the hearing, the closeness of it. The confirmation that it was real, not a suspicion, not paranoia, but something happening in real time a few steps away. I didn’t want to catch them. I didn’t want to end it. What I wanted was only that it had to keep happening, and that I had to know it was happening. That I had to feel it, even from here, like a phantom limb.
When her voice broke, sharp, then swallowed, it wasn’t shock I felt, it was the same still, frozen ache I’d felt before, but threaded now with something else. Not desire exactly, but a heat that wouldn’t dissipate, a tight pull low in my body. I could picture her clearly, even without light: her legs open, her back arched, the waistband of those soft shorts long since discarded, her arms twisted into the blanket as her body rocked forward, breathless and eager.
And then came that silence, the heavy, charged pause that always followed, the moment where everything slowed, when they were close, pressed against each other with ultimate intimacy. I heard the couch shift, a soft grunt, the sound of her adjusting her position on him.
It was paced, clean, hidden only by the smallest margins. They knew I was home and they didn’t care. Or maybe they assumed I had truly fallen asleep, like last time. Maybe that was part of it for her now, the knowledge that I was down the hall, unconscious or too tired to wake, that she could get away with it. Maybe that thrill was part of what made her body open for him, what made her hips roll the way they did, for him.
I let the night pass like that, absorbing every sound she made, every creak of the couch, every breath. I didn’t reach for my phone, I didn’t get up to interrupt, I didn’t let anger rise, because it never came. All I felt was the weight of it: the fact that I had set this in motion and was now living inside it, that I had left the door open, and was now pretending to be asleep while listening to the woman I loved get filled by someone else.
I heard them move, slower now, the way bodies do when urgency has passed but contact remains. There was no more rhythm, no sharp intake of breath, only the soft shuffle of limbs rearranging and the long, even sighs that followed something complete. The show had stopped playing, either paused or finished, it no longer offered even the pretense of distraction. What lingered in its absence was more telling than any sound, the quiet confidence of two people no longer hiding.
I stayed on my back, the bedroom dark except for the faintest thread of hallway light cast under the door, and I wondered how close they were now, whether she was tucked into his side, her leg draped across his thigh, whether his hand was stroking the back of her neck, fingers idly playing with strands of her hair, or resting lower, more possessively, not quite holding her in place but not letting her go either.
The thought should have filled me with rage. But it didn’t. What I felt instead was that same fractured pull, resentment braided so tightly with fascination I couldn’t tell them apart. I tried to replay moments from our own relationship to force myself back to something familiar, some memory of her intimacy for me. The weekend we stayed in bed from Friday to Sunday, ordering food and watching terrible movies. The time she surprised me with a weekend away, her body hungry and warm against mine every night like she couldn’t get close enough.
But each memory collapsed under the weight of what I had seen her become. I couldn’t conjure her laugh without hearing the sound she made when Cam pushed into her. I couldn’t remember the feel of her mouth on mine without also picturing it slick and parted for his cock, her eyes shut, her hand pressed to his chest.
I turned onto my side slowly, not to get more comfortable but to face the direction of the door, the hallway, the source. I listened, not because I needed confirmation but because I couldn’t not. She was still out there, sill with him, still on the other side of the wall, unbothered by the proximity of her boyfriend sleeping, or pretending to, while she lingered in the warmth of another man.
The hallway creaked and I held my breath. Then silence. A door clicked softly, not the front door, not him leaving, just the bathroom. Water ran.
I heard her footsteps next, lighter now, padding into the bedroom, careful again like she had been last time. She must have assumed I was deeply asleep because she made no attempt to mask her return. She moved around the edge of the bed, slipped under the blanket, turned away from me.
She slept easily beside me, or at least she made it sound that way. Her breathing settled into that slow, steady rhythm I knew by heart, the one I used to find comforting, the one I used to match with my own until we drifted off together. Now I lay beside her, eyes wide open, listening not to her breath but to the absence of everything else. No guilt, no restless shifting, no nervous tension in her muscles. She was at peace. Whatever they had done out there, whatever she had allowed, whatever she had offered, had not left her shaken. If anything, she seemed calm.
I could feel the warmth of her body at my back and the faint scent of the lotion she’d used after the shower she must have taken. She hadn’t come to bed with sweat on her skin, she’d cleaned it all away, wiped herself down, made herself fresh again, and tucked the evening back into her quiet drawer of secrets. But I had heard enough to know she hadn’t just let it happen. She had been the one making sounds. She had been the one shifting her hips, murmuring his name again, urging him to stay quiet, gasping into his shoulder.
I didn’t know if he had come inside her. I didn’t know if she had let him finish or if she had pulled away at the end, whispering that it was too risky. But I knew the way her voice had broken, and I knew the way the silence had followed, deep and slow and complete.
I thought about reaching for her out of the simple need to confirm, to feel the heat still lingering at the center of her, to slide my hand down and touch the same skin he had touched. I wondered if she would tense up, if she would stop me, if she would move toward me out of guilt and try to offer something to me, a consolation.
I imagined the moment when it started, when their knees touched under the blanket, when his hand slid over her thigh.. I imagined the slow shift of her hips, the tilt of her head, the way her lips parted as she pretended to watch the show. I imagined her standing to stretch, lifting her arms overhead, pulling her top a little too high, exposing just enough to be an invitation. I imagined her sitting on his lap, slowly testing the balance, and how he must have groaned against her neck as she pressed herself down and rocked to let him feel everything.
I imagined what I hadn’t seen, what I would never see unless I gave myself fully to this thing. I imagined her looking back toward the hallway for a second, to check if I was there, if I was watching if I was awake. And maybe part of her had wanted me to be. Maybe part of her wanted the weight of it to land fully on me.
She shifted in her sleep, her thigh brushing mine. I let her touch me, let the warmth of her body reach into mine like we were still together, like she hadn’t just wrapped her legs around someone else and held him as close as me. Her breathing stayed even. She wasn’t dreaming, she was sleeping deeply.
By morning she was already moving with a new confidence. She didn’t smother me with affection or pretend to be sweeter than usual. It was subtler than that, almost the opposite. She was looser, calmer, like a burden had been lifted from her. There was no sense of transgression in her movements. No tension around her shoulders. When she pulled her hair into a knot at the base of her neck, she did it in the mirror with the same quiet satisfaction as someone admiring the result of a long, private victory.
She glanced at me once while she was dressing, catching my eyes in the reflection. Nothing direct, just a flicker of connection, enough to test whether I was still watching her, still present, still here in the bed we shared. I held her gaze for a moment.
She wore jeans that morning, tight ones that she had to shift her hips to pull up fully. She faced away from me and zipped them and I could see the faint arc of red on the back of her thigh, the kind of flush that only came from long, sustained pressure. She didn’t cover it. She reached for her phone and walked out of the room with a lazy wave and a quiet, “Back in a bit.”
To go where? She didn’t say.
When she got back, she took a shower with the door unlocked. She left it open on purpose, maybe because she wanted to reclaim normalcy, or maybe because she was daring me to come close. I stood in the hallway long enough to hear her hum something under the water, slow and soft and self-satisfied.
She came out wrapped in a towel, glanced at me without breaking stride, her hair dripping, skin flushed, eyes sharp.
That night she changed into a looser top with no bra. She poured wine before I had the chance, asked if I wanted to put something on, and when I offered to queue up a movie, she shrugged and said, “Sure, unless Cam wants to come by again?”
I said, “Could ask.”
She smiled faintly and took a sip, stood barefoot in the kitchen, one hand curled around the stem of the glass, her hip leaned against the counter.
She wasn’t testing me for a reaction, she wasn’t even pretending to gauge my interest. She was floating above it all, already sure she could do whatever she wanted and that I wouldn’t stop her. And she was right.
Cam arrived just after nine carrying nothing this time, no wine or snacks. Tara opened the door before he knocked, her hand already on the latch like she’d been waiting for the sound. She didn’t rush into him, didn’t hug him or kiss his cheek, but the space between them closed instantly, the air tightening with it, and I felt it from the kitchen where I stood pretending to rinse a glass.
“Hey,” she said, easy, casual.
“Hey yourself,” Cam replied, his voice warm and unhurried, his eyes flicking past her shoulder briefly to where I stood before returning to her face. “You guys still watching garbage television?”
“Absolutely,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. “Cam has questionable taste.”
I smiled faintly and said, “I like watching,” and Cam laughed, that deep, rolling sound that filled the room without effort.
They settled onto the couch while I lingered at the counter, pouring myself a drink. Tara tucked her legs beneath her, leaned back into the cushions, and Cam stretched out beside her, his arm draped along the back of the couch behind her shoulders. It was the same position as before, casual, but now I knew what lived inside that space, what could unfold from that exact angle once the lights dimmed and my presence faded.
The show played and dialogue scrolled by unheard. Tara commented once or twice, pointed out an actor she knew, laughing softly when Cam teased her about being dramatic back then. I joined in enough to keep the rhythm normal, but I could feel myself drifting already, my role thinning as theirs grew denser.
At one point Cam glanced over at me and said, “You look wiped, man. Long day?”
“Something like that,” I replied, meeting his eyes and holding them just long enough for something to pass between us.
Tara looked at me then, really looked, her head tilted slightly, eyes sharp and searching. “You don’t have to stay up,” she said lightly. “We’ll probably just watch another episode and call it.”
There it was again, that familiar phrasing, that careful invitation wrapped in consideration. We held each other’s gaze for two whole seconds.
“I might crash,” I said, my voice steady. “I’m not really following this anyway.”
She smiled, warm and approvingly, and reached out to squeeze my knee briefly, the touch light, almost affectionate. “Sleep well,” she said, and turned back to the screen.
I stood, stretched like I was tired, and walked down the hall with normalcy. I went into the bedroom, closed the door most of the way, and waited long enough to let them forget me.
When I came back out, I moved slowly, keeping to the shadows, stopping just short of the living room where the back of the couch cut off most of my view. From here, I could see only parts of them, fragments and movement, the edges of what mattered.
Tara had shifted closer to him. Her legs were no longer tucked beneath her, but stretched out along the cushions, her calves resting across his thighs. Cam’s arm had dropped from the back of the couch, his hand now settled loosely at her waist, fingers relaxed, unguarded. The show continued to play, but neither of them was watching it anymore.
She laughed at something he murmured, a quiet, breathy sound, and turned her head toward him, her hair falling forward to hide her face from where I stood. His head dipped toward hers, not fully touching, but close enough that I could see the line of his jaw shift as he spoke.
“What?” she whispered, her voice low, teasing.
“You know exactly what,” he replied, and his hand moved then, sliding enough that her body responded immediately. Her shoulders lifted with a small inhale and her knees drew closer together for a moment before relaxing again.
She didn’t pull away and she didn’t look toward the hallway. I stayed where I was, my breath shallow, my pulse loud in my ears, watching the way she leaned into him now, her weight settled fully against his chest, her arm coming up to rest across his stomach. I couldn’t see her face but her body told me everything.
The blanket shifted. I heard the soft rasp of fabric as it slid over skin. Cam’s hand disappeared from view, and Tara’s head tipped back exposing the long line of her throat. She made a small sound then, not a moan, but something unmistakably pleased.
“Be quiet,” she murmured, though there was no real warning in it, no urgency.
He chuckled under his breath and said something I couldn’t hear, and her hand came down to his wrist, not to stop him, but to guide him, pulling him closer, anchoring him where she wanted him.
I shifted my weight carefully, leaning just enough to see the movement of her hips beneath the blanket, the slow, deliberate way she rocked, testing, and then again, more confident. Cam leaned back into the couch, his free hand gripping the cushion, his head tipping forward as she moved against him.
I watched her disappear into it, watched the way her body took over, the way her back arched subtly, the way her breathing changed. I could see the rise and fall of her shoulders, the tension gathering there, the moment when her head dropped forward again and her hair fell like a curtain, hiding her face completely.
She was riding him like she knew I wasn’t supposed to see and didn’t care enough to stop. I remained silent, invisible, watching the back of the couch and everything it failed to hide, feeling the night close in around me with a pressure that was no longer just dread or shock, but something sharper, more dangerous, something that had begun to want this, even as it broke me open.
I stayed where I was, half hidden by the wall and the tall back of the couch, letting my eyes adjust to what little the room gave me, because everything I could see mattered now, every partial angle and blocked line turning into something more vivid than a full view ever could.
From here, the couch cut her in half, stealing her face and most of her torso, but it left me with the truth of her body, the language of it, the way her hips shifted under the blanket in a slow, measured roll that had nothing to do with comfort and everything to do with intention. Her knees were angled outward, her thighs braced against the cushion, and I could see the fabric of the blanket lift and fall with each movement, rising just enough to betray the depth of her motion as she settled herself more fully onto him. Cam’s legs were spread wide beneath her, planted, unmoving, like a base she was working against, and every time she rocked forward I saw the muscles in his thighs tense, the line of his knee shifting as he absorbed her weight and gave it back to her.
Her shoulders were toward me, but I could read her through them, the slow articulation of her spine as she leaned forward and then drew herself upright again deliberate and almost curious, like she was paying attention to what each angle did to him. One of her hands came up briefly, fingers disappearing into her hair as she adjusted it back over her shoulder, and that small, domestic gesture made the rest of it feel even more unreal, the way she treated her body as if this were a private moment she was free to inhabit fully, even with me just down the hall and now standing close enough to hear the soft slide of skin against skin beneath the blanket.
Cam’s hand reappeared at her waist, his fingers spreading and then tightening, not pulling her down or pushing her back, but anchoring her, letting her set the pace and I watched the way her hips responded, the roll growing deeper, slower, more assured, until the blanket shifted again and I could see the outline of her thigh lifting slightly, her knee pressing into the cushion as she adjusted to take more of him.
The sounds came next, not loud enough to be theatrical, but intimate enough to make my chest tighten, her breath slipping out in short, controlled exhales that grew less controlled as she continued, each one timed unconsciously to the movement of her body. I could hear the faint wetness of it now, the quiet, unmistakable evidence of what she was doing and how far gone she already was, and when she leaned forward again, resting more of her weight against his chest, her back curved in a way that exposed the full line of her hips to me, the way they tilted and then pressed down, holding there for a fraction of a second before lifting again, as if she were testing how long she could stay right at the edge of something before needing to move.
Cam said her name, low and close, and even though I couldn’t see her face, I saw the effect of it ripple through her immediately in the way her shoulders lifted and then dropped, her hips stuttering for just a moment before resuming their slow, relentless rhythm.
I leaned a fraction closer, careful not to let the floor betray me, and from this angle I could see the slight sheen on her skin where the light caught it, the faint flush creeping up the backs of her thighs, the way her body was opening to the moment without restraint. One of her hands reached back then, disappearing behind her, and I knew without seeing it that she was guiding him, drawing him exactly to where she wanted him, because her hips responded instantly, the movement changing, becoming tighter, more focused, her weight settling lower as she took him deeper and held there again, longer this time, long enough that her breath broke free of whatever control she’d been trying to keep. The sound she made then was softer than a moan but fuller than a sigh, something pulled out of her rather than offered.
She wasn’t chasing an orgasm. She was sinking into something deeper, into the rhythm itself, the control of it, the full awareness of what she was doing and how completely she was getting away with it. Every lift of her hips, every long, careful descent told me she wasn’t rushing. She knew she could take her time. She had taken me out of the equation and made space for something else, and now she was living inside that space, building it with each breath, each quiet, wet shift of skin beneath the blanket.
Cam’s hand braced behind her back and the other rested low at her hip, steadying her, holding her where she could do what she was doing with freedom. She arched a little more now when she rocked forward, pushing down slower, the blanket dragging with her movement, enough that I could see the shape of her thigh flexing, the curve of her hip dipping lower, and then lifting again in a wide, patient circle. Her breath changed, no longer short or restrained, but deeper, heavier, like she was drawing the air in through her whole body. She was murmuring now, too low for me to catch the words, if there even were words, but the tone of it was raw.
She adjusted her knees, lifting slightly, rebalancing, and as she did, I caught a glimpse beneath the hem of the blanket, the flash of her bare skin, the pale line of her inner thigh, and for one suspended moment, the dark base of where they were joined. It was only a second, barely visible, but the image rooted itself in me instantly, a perfect, unbearable confirmation of everything I had already known but had never truly seen. He was inside her. She was straddling him completely, riding him in slow, perfect motion, their bodies aligned, her weight pressing him deep enough that she needed to shift her whole frame to rise off him again.
I saw her folds, glistening and grasping, seal around his shaft, dark and thick, pull up leaving him wet, and sink down, plunging around him. So there it was, I thought, in case I had all along been imagining it. But no, I saw the man’s cock tight up inside my girlfriend’s pussy.
Cam grunted, his hand rising briefly to grip the back of her neck and she pushed down harder into him, her body pressing down in one long motion that didn’t lift again. Her head fell forward, hair falling again like a curtain over her face, and she stayed there, grinding on him, her hips twitching, a tremble running through her legs as the sound she made shifted from breath to something else, lower, fuller, a gasp with no sharp edge, just release.
She was coming, I could see it. I could feel it in the room, the way she pressed herself flush to him, the way her body sank deeper, motionless except for that faint pulsing in her thighs, the way his hands tightened, not pulling her off, not speeding her up, but anchoring her again as she rode out the full wave. Her breath was shaky now, drawn through her teeth, her chest rising in small bursts as she came down from it, her arms curling inward like her whole body needed to close around the feeling.
She rested there, slumped against him like someone satisfied, grounded, utterly spent in the best possible way. Cam exhaled into her hair, his hands roaming now in slower, more open patterns, one tracing up her back and the other smoothing over her thigh. She tilted her head, pressed her mouth to his neck or his shoulder, I couldn’t see exactly where, and held there, quiet, their bodies still joined beneath the blanket, her weight still resting fully on him.
She hadn’t gotten off him. She was still sitting there, full of him, gently rocking every so often in lazy, contented aftershocks. And I was still watching, silent and unseen, eyes fixed on the back of the couch that had now become something else entirely, a site of betrayal so intimate and slow that it felt less like destruction and more like surrender, hers, and increasingly, mine.
I turned away then, went to bed and I slept without dreams.
The apartment was silent when I woke. Light had already begun to stretch across the bedroom floor, soft and cold through the window. I got up slowly, not out of fatigue, but because I wasn’t sure what I’d find. The bed was empty. My chest felt tight before I even opened the door, as if some part of me already knew the shape the morning would take.
The hallway was still. The kitchen empty. But when I stepped into the living room, I saw him, Cam, asleep on the couch, one arm draped over his head, his body stretched across the cushions with the blanket kicked down to his waist. He hadn’t left.
I stood for a few seconds not moving, just looking at him, letting the weight of it settle. The couch still held its shape from the night before, the cushions askew and slightly sunken where their bodies had pressed. There was a glass on the coffee table with a faint print of lipstick on the rim.
I turned to go make coffee, more for the sound and ritual than for the drink itself. I needed something that still belonged to me, some gesture of normalcy that hadn’t been repurposed.
I didn’t hear Tara come in until she spoke. “He didn’t want to drive.”
I turned halfway, found her standing just outside the hallway, dressed in leggings and a hoodie, hair pulled back, her face bare and calm.
“He asked if he could crash here,” she continued, brushing past me toward the cupboard for a mug. “I said it was fine.” She put fresh milk in the fridge.
She didn’t wait for a reaction, didn’t check my face before she poured coffee and took a sip. She moved through the kitchen like it was any other morning, like this was just what people did, let their old friends sleep on the couch after a late night. And I guess they did.
She leaned against the counter and looked at me, finally, her voice soft but even. “Do you mind if he stays for a few days?”
I looked at her, and for a moment, everything slowed. Not because I didn’t know what to say, but because I was trying to find out if she was serious, if she really meant it, if she was really standing here, asking me to let him stay under our roof, sleep in our shared space, after everything she had done.
“He’s having trouble at the place he was crashing,” she added, as if this was just logistics, as if the reason this mattered had nothing to do with the fact that I had stood behind that couch less than eight hours ago, watching her sink onto him in silence and stay there.
She hadn’t asked because she needed permission. She had asked because she wanted to see whether I would play along. And the sickest part was, I already knew I would.
“How many days?” I asked, my voice steady.
“Just a few,” she said. “Until he sorts out the other thing.”
“What other thing?”
She hesitated, but not long. “It doesn’t matter. It’s temporary.”
I nodded.
She stepped closer, brushed her hand against my arm as she passed to refill her mug. “Thanks,” she said, and that was it. Not an apology, not an explanation, just gratitude, as if I were doing her a small favor, like taking in a stray.
Cam stirred then, a soft grunt from the couch, and I turned away instinctively, as if I hadn’t been looking at him at all. I returned to the sink and let the water run, watching it swirl in the basin, trying to stay there inside something mundane and manageable.
She was making room for him and I had just agreed. Not because I wanted it exactly, but because some part of me needed to know what would happen when she stopped hiding anything at all.
It didn’t happen all at once, but in a series of small shifts that added up to something irreversible. Cam’s bag appeared first, just a backpack slouched near the front door with a pair of shoes beside it. The next morning, it was his phone charging on the counter, the cord snaking past the toaster like it belonged there. By the third day, there were two used towels hanging in the bathroom, both slightly damp, both used without apology.
Tara didn’t explain. She didn’t offer context or pretend it was still a temporary arrangement. She moved through the space as if the decision had already been made. Cam took up the couch during the night and the corner of the kitchen during the day, leaning with his arms folded while Tara moved around him like she knew exactly where he’d be. He wasn’t a guest anymore, he was part of the furniture now, embedded in the routine, in the background noise of mornings and the quiet rituals of night.
They shared references I didn’t follow, shorthand from a version of her life I hadn’t lived, inside jokes passed between them like breath. Sometimes I caught the edges of what they were saying, but not enough to track it. She laughed with him in that unguarded way. He teased her constantly, small jabs, playful flicks at her waist, that obnoxious grin he always wore when he got the reaction he wanted.
And she gave it to him. Always.
She leaned into him when they stood together in the kitchen. She threw her legs across his lap when they watched something on the couch. I saw her pass him a drink once and brush her fingers along his arm on the way back, a touch so familiar it didn’t look like anything to anyone who didn’t know, but I knew. I saw it for what it was, the kind of intimacy that didn’t need to be spoken anymore, the kind that didn’t need to be excused.
They weren’t sneaking around now, they weren’t hiding. They didn’t have to. I had let him in, and now they were living as if they belonged to each other.
One night I came home later than usual, and the place smelled like garlic and wine. Tara had cooked, Cam was doing dishes. She stood beside him barefoot, sipping from her glass, her hip resting against the counter. Her top was oversized, slipping slightly off one shoulder, her hair pulled up, cheeks flushed with that post-dinner warmth that used to be mine. She didn’t look up right away when I came in. When she did, it was with a smile, warm, practiced, untouched by any sense of impropriety.
I recognized the top. It was one of his shirts.
“We saved you a plate,” she said.
Cam glanced over his shoulder and gave a lazy nod. “Pasta’s good, man. She makes it the old way.”
I nodded, shrugged out of my jacket, walked into a home that no longer felt like mine. I sat at the table where they had just eaten, my plate waiting, a glass already poured. Her glass, his fingerprints, her lipstick.
I ate and they kept talking behind me, small, quiet sounds, the kind you make when you’ve already said everything that matters and are just filling space now. She brushed past me at one point to grab something from the fridge, her hand briefly touching my back. It was muscle memory, not tenderness. She didn’t pause.
Cam slept on the couch again that night. I lay in bed, listening to the quiet creak of the cushions under his weight.
The next morning, his jacket was hanging from one of our kitchen chairs. His razor was beside the sink. His scent was in the hallway.
And Tara, Tara walked barefoot across the apartment in one of his t-shirts and poured coffee like this had always been the arrangement.
They kept making more space for each other, one object at a time, one shared look at a time, until the air between them was so thick I could barely move through it without feeling like I was trespassing in my own life.
It didn’t stop with the t-shirt. The next day she was wearing only panties and a hoody, his, as she padded around the apartment brushing crumbs from the counter, sipping from the mug he always used, her hair up in the messy twist she only did when she was too comfortable to care what she looked like. She didn’t announce that she’d borrowed his clothes. She didn’t joke about it or pretend it was temporary. She didn’t even glance at me when she moved around the kitchen in them, like I wasn’t supposed to notice, or like it didn’t matter if I did.
Cam came out of the bathroom while she was rinsing out the coffee pot. He was in a towel damp from the shower, wiping his face with another. He looked at her first, then me, gave a nod, said nothing. He moved past her, brushing his hand along her lower back as he passed, casual touch, a private gesture.
She didn’t even pause in what she was doing. I stood at the hallway entrance long enough to see it, then turned away without reacting. I walked outside and stood on the steps for a while breathing in the cold air and trying to understand what was happening to me, how something so obvious could keep unfolding in front of me while no one acted like it needed to be addressed.
When I came back in, she was on the couch, legs tucked under her, wearing that same soft shirt of his, sleeves pushed up to her elbows. Cam was on the floor this time, seated between her knees, and she was rubbing his shoulders, slow, absent strokes like it was nothing more than habit. They were watching something with the volume low. I stood there for maybe ten seconds before either of them acknowledged me.
“You want to watch the next one with us?” she asked, not pausing what she was doing.
Cam didn’t turn around.
I told her I had work to catch up on. She nodded and her fingers kept moving across his back, small slow circles near his neck, dipping under the collar of the shirt he’d put on after his shower, pushing down deep in his back.
I spent the rest of the evening in the bedroom, not able to read, not able to work, just lying on the bed trying to decide if I had already made my decision without realizing it.
That night, she didn’t come to bed. I left the door slightly open. I couldn’t sleep and instead listened to the couch. I listened to the way the sounds shifted when the lights were low. I could hear his voice, low and easy, a kind of hum through the floor. Hers, softer, sometimes a laugh, sometimes silence. I didn’t go check. I knew what I would see if I did. I could picture her on top of him again, or under him, or wrapped around him with the blanket twisted around her waist, bare legs thrown over the arm of the couch, her mouth against his neck.
I imagined her breathing into his ear. I imagined her body still loose from the shower, still warm from the towel, her skin pressed against his with that quiet confidence she carried now. She didn’t look at me with guilt anymore.
The next morning she stood at the stove cooking eggs while Cam leaned against the fridge drinking orange juice from the bottle. She glanced back at me when I walked in and said, “Morning,” like she hadn’t skipped our bed last night, like she hadn’t slept curled against someone else with her back to the hallway, sure I wouldn’t interrupt.
Cam looked over at me and grinned. “There’s more if you want some.”
I nodded, said nothing.
By the end of the week, I stopped asking whether Cam was staying anymore. His things were now in the apartment like they’d always been there, his shoes by the door, his keys on the hook beside ours, a jacket draped casually over the back of the dining chair. Tara no longer offered explanations, and I no longer waited for them. She woke before I did most mornings, already out of bed and moving around the kitchen, the low clink of mugs and cabinet doors opening and closing as the two of them passed each other in practiced silence.
Sometimes I stood just outside the bedroom long enough to see it, the way she’d lean her hip against him while he reached behind her to grab something from the fridge, the way her hand would find his waist for balance as she poured coffee. Not clinging, not dramatic, just intimate, fluid, and familiar.
I came home one night to find her sitting on the kitchen stool, legs crossed, head tilted back laughing at something Cam had just said. He was slicing vegetables like it was his kitchen, his hand moving fast and confident over the cutting board. There were two wine glasses on the counter, one empty, one full.
Tara looked over and smiled. “Oh, you hungry?” I said I’d already eaten.
She nodded and turned back to Cam, sliding the full glass across the counter toward him with a glance that held nothing casual.
I went into the bedroom, closed the door, and stood there for a long time without turning on the light. Later, after they’d eaten and washed up, they drifted back to the couch. I could hear the show they were watching, the murmur of commentary between them. I heard Tara laugh. I heard Cam groan in mock frustration, the kind he used when she teased him.
They sounded like a couple. Not playing at it, not hiding it, but living it. I didn’t expect her to come to bed that night, and she didn’t.
Around midnight, I walked back out quietly, barefoot on the hallway floor, and leaned against the wall just far enough to see the outline of the living room. The lights were off, the screen still glowing faintly, and on the couch, I could just make out the shape of their bodies, Tara stretched along Cam’s side, her head tucked under his chin, one leg thrown over his, the blanket drawn high around them.
They were asleep. Her mouth rested near his collarbone, one hand tucked beneath his shirt. His hand cupped her thigh.
It was the kind of position you fall into without thinking, the kind that comes only after doing it more than once, after belonging to someone.
I stayed there for a long time, watching the stillness of them, watching her body tucked into his like it had always known how to find that exact place. It wasn’t that I didn’t recognize her anymore. I did. Too well.
I came home too early another afternoon, rain still clinging to my jacket, when I heard it, the unmistakable burst of Tara’s laughter echoing from the bathroom, high and open and unguarded, voices overlapping, then Cam’s laugh, deeper, slower, a reply in that lazy, teasing rhythm they’d fallen into so easily now, like they’d always spoken this way in private.
The bathroom door wasn’t closed. From the hallway I could see the light pouring out across the tile, the edge of the vanity, their clothes in a pile near the doorway, her bra looped over the doorknob, his shorts on top of her jeans. The glass of the shower was fogged, but not enough to hide their shapes. Her silhouette was facing him, arms lifted around his neck, his body close against hers, and the sound of the water was nothing compared to the sound of her voice when she told him to “shut up and rinse my hair if you’re going to stand there hogging all the water!”
He made some remark in return, too low for me to catch, but she laughed again, louder this time, playful, breathy. There was no tension in it, no shame, no concern that I might walk in and see what I was seeing.
I walked past without speaking, not because I didn’t know what to say, but because nothing I said would matter now. I went to the bedroom, changed in silence, sat on the edge of the bed while the sound of their shower carried through the walls.
That night at dinner, they cooked together, bumping hips at the stove, fighting over salt, tasting each other’s forks. Tara was wearing one of Cam’s undershirts again, tied at the waist, no bra, hair damp from the shower, skin glowing. Cam leaned over and licked something from her neck as she stirred a pan, sauce maybe, or just an excuse, and she giggled without even looking at him.
When I walked in, she glanced back and said, “Perfect timing,” like we were still a three-person household and not something else entirely.
She handed me a plate like nothing had changed. She sat next to Cam at the table, legs tucked under herself, shoulder brushing his every time she moved. They kept feeding each other bites, “Try this,” and “Wait, this is better”, passing the same fork back and forth between their mouths. She wiped his lip once with her thumb. He kissed the inside of her wrist.
She never once looked over to check how I was taking it.
Later that night, they curled up on the couch, not watching the screen, just wrapped up in each other. Her legs were draped across his lap again, his hand resting on her calf, thumb brushing slowly back and forth. She lay against his chest, head under his chin, her hand splayed over his stomach beneath his shirt, skin to skin.
He kissed her while the show played on, not one kiss, and not quick either. A long, deep kiss that she melted into, her fingers curling into his side, her lips parting for him, slow and open, like they were alone in the apartment and nothing existed beyond that couch.
She didn’t pull away when I stood in the hallway and saw it. She didn’t even flinch. She looked over briefly, met my eyes for less than a second, then turned back to him and kissed him again.
It was after midnight when she finally stood up from the couch. She stretched slowly, arms overhead, her shirt riding high enough to bare the smooth skin of her stomach, and she looked over at Cam with that soft, private smile I’d seen a hundred times by now, except this one lingered a little longer. Her fingers brushed through his hair as she passed behind him, her pace unhurried, completely comfortable. I was sitting at the table pretending to read something on my phone, not because I needed a distraction, but because I couldn’t keep watching the way they touched each other.
She didn’t say anything to me as she crossed the room. She didn’t explain. She didn’t make an announcement. She simply reached down and took Cam’s hand, curling her fingers around his and tugging gently until he stood. There was no conversation between them, no hesitation or side glance. He stood, gave a quick backward stretch of his arms, and followed her like it had been decided hours ago. Which it probably had.
They walked past me together, hand in hand, close enough that I could hear the whisper of her bare feet on the hardwood, close enough to feel the air shift as they passed. She didn’t look at me, not even a flicker. She walked him straight through the apartment, across the hallway, and into the bedroom we used to share like it was the most natural thing in the world. And when they crossed that threshold, she turned just long enough to close the brftoom door behind them.
I didn’t move. I sat at the table staring at the dark screen of my phone, my heart pounding slow and hard in my chest, each beat reminding me that I had done nothing to stop this. That I had seen it coming, allowed it to unfold, and now it had taken the shape of something I couldn’t undo.
The bedroom door stayed closed. The light beneath it glowed faintly for a few minutes, then dimmed as they turned off the lamp. The silence that followed wasn’t peaceful, it was dense and charged. It was not the kind of quiet that means people are sleeping, but the kind that means they’ve moved into something deeper, something more private.
I could hear her voice first, low, hushed, but not restrained. She wasn’t trying to be quiet for my sake. There was a softness to it, the kind of sound a woman makes when she’s already undressed, already in bed, already reaching for what she wants. Then Cam’s voice, lower and closer, and then nothing for a long moment but the creak of the mattress and the dull thud of movement against the frame.
I stayed in my chair for a while, refusing to move, trying to convince myself I didn’t care, that it was better this way, that I had already given up any right to feel anything about it. But I couldn’t lie to myself with any real success anymore. I cared. Not with anger. Not with jealousy, but with something colder, something deeper, a hollowing-out that came not from what they were doing but from how easy it had become for them to do it here, in our space, in my bed, with no effort to hide or explain.
Eventually I stood and walked to the couch. I sat for a while, then eased down slowly, my body stiff and aching, every part of me aware that I was lying where he used to sleep and he was now where I used to be. I faced the ceiling, eyes wide in the dark, listening, and I pulled the blanket over myself.
The rhythm began faintly, quiet movements that barely registered at first. The shift of weight. The soft gasp that escaped her lips when he touched her the way she liked. I knew that sound. Now I only heard it through a closed door, filtered by drywall and distance. She wasn’t faking anything. Her breath rose and fell in small, uneven bursts, then steadied into something deeper, more desperate, as the bed began to move under them.
The headboard tapped the wall once, then again. Then faster. Her voice broke open into something fuller, not a scream, not a cry, just surrender, that sound women make when they’ve stopped thinking, when they’ve stopped calculating what’s allowed, and are just feeling everything.
I lay on my side facing the the back of the couch, unable to close my eyes. Every movement, every sound, every whispered instruction from him or breathless response from her settled into my body like heat I couldn’t shake. The creak of the mattress became steady. Her voice, higher now, caught in her throat. Then a sharp gasp, half-cut, followed by the rhythmic press of the frame against the floor, slow, deep, relentless. No giggling, no pretending, just the sound of my girlfriend being fucked in our bed while I lay still and listened to it.
There was no moment where it was announced. No conversation, no agreement. Just one morning, I woke up and realized Cam wasn’t sleeping on the couch anymore, and hadn’t been for days. His things had migrated from the corner of the living room into the bedroom. His shoes were lined up neatly beside Tara’s by the closet. His gym bag was unzipped and emptied on the bedroom floor, one of his watches charging on my nightstand. My nightstand. Except it wasn’t mine anymore.
The drawers in the bathroom had shifted too. His razor now lived in the same spot mine used to. His cologne on the shelf. One of his shirts hanging behind the door. Tara’s towel next to his, the two of them layered together like they had always been a pair. She didn’t talk about it.
He cooked breakfast in the mornings. Sometimes for her, sometimes for both of them, depending on whether she’d already gone to work or was still lounging around in her robe, drinking coffee with her knees tucked up in a chair, one of his hoodies slipping off her shoulder. She answered the door in his clothes. She answered texts with his laughter in her voice. She walked barefoot across the floor and leaned into him at the counter like it was just what her body did now.
They moved around each other with total ease, passing dishes, brushing arms, disappearing into the bedroom mid-afternoon with the door shut and emerging an hour later looking flushed and relaxed. She didn’t hide her scent when she came out. She didn’t fix her hair. Once she walked past me still retying the drawstring on her shorts, bare legs warm and pink from the sheets, and smiled like nothing had changed.
They made out openly now. Not in front of me constantly, but in the same room, without hesitation. She’d slide onto his lap while he was sitting at the edge of the couch, wrap her arms around his neck, and kiss him long and slow, her hands curled behind his head. I’d be across the room, half turned away, pretending to be busy. She didn’t stop, she didn’t glance over. Her body moved against his like mine wasn’t even in the building. She went down on him where he sprawled in the couch, bobbed on him until he came in her mouth, and she laughed, catching it in her palm where it ran out her mouth.
They shared a blanket when they watched TV. She laid her head in his lap, or turned on her stomach, face in his lap now, rising and falling. He massaged her feet while she scrolled on her phone. Sometimes, when she was especially tired, she’d lie across the couch entirely and he’d sit on the floor beside her, her hand resting on his chest as they talked in low voices.
I had moved fully into the laundry room by then, where a cot with a sleeping bag could fit. Not that anyone told me to. I just stopped returning to the one that used to be ours. There was nowhere left for me in the place. The closet was full. The bed was full. The space beside her was full.
She still acknowledged me, said good morning, asked if I wanted coffee, offered to pick things up if they were going out, hands around each other’s waist. But there was a distance now, not cold exactly, just complete, like we were roommates who’d never had history, like what used to exist between us had been replaced so gradually that even she couldn’t remember what it had been.
Cam didn’t gloat. He was just there, but that was enough. The silence between us said everything. He’d nod if we passed in the hallway. He’d offer me a beer if he opened one. He acted like a man who belonged, because he did. He had her, he had the bed, he had the rhythms of her body, the sounds she made, the soft things she whispered when they thought I couldn’t hear.
At night, when their laughter faded and the door clicked shut again, I lay awake on the small cot in the laundry room, staring at the ceiling, letting the hum of their voices, cries and gasps, bleed through the walls. The sheets were different. The air smelled different. The entire apartment had shifted its weight toward them.
The morning came quietly. The light crept in through the kitchen window and spread across the counter in a thin, pale band, catching the steam as Tara poured hot water over the coffee grounds. She moved without hurry, barefoot, hair loose, wearing one of Cam’s shirts again, long enough to brush the tops of her thighs. It wasn’t meant for me. It was simply what she reached for now.
Cam was still asleep in my bed. I knew that without checking, because that was how mornings worked now. He slept late. She let him. She liked the way he took up space even when he wasn’t awake.
I sat at the small table with my mug cupped in both hands, watching her lean her hip against the counter as the coffee finished dripping. My chest felt tight, but not with panic. This was the moment that had been building all week, and some part of me had already accepted that it was inevitable.
She turned, filled a second mug, and brought it over, setting it down in front of me before sitting across from me.
“You look like you want to say something,” she said.
I nodded once. “We need to talk.”
She didn’t flinch at the word. She wrapped her hands around her mug and took a slow sip, eyes never leaving mine. “Okay.”
I swallowed, feeling the heat of the coffee I hadn’t touched. “Cam’s not visiting anymore. He’s living here. He’s sleeping in my bed. And I need to understand what you think is happening.”
She considered that for a moment, not defensively, not nervously, but thoughtfully, like she was choosing how precise she wanted to be.
“What’s happening,” she said calmly, “is that I’m with him now.”
“And me?” I asked.
She tilted her head slightly. “You’re here, for now, too.” She shrugged.
I laughed quietly, without humor. “That’s it?”
She didn’t soften it. “That’s the truth.”
I stared down into my coffee, watched the faint ripple of my reflection shake. “So explain it to me,” I said. “Explain it.”
She didn’t hesitate. That was the part that hurt. “Because he excites me,” she said. “Because when he walks into a room, I feel it immediately, not in my head, not as an idea, but in my body. Because when he touches me, I don’t have to guide him or translate myself or pretend something’s working when it isn’t.”
I looked up then, and she met my eyes without apology.
“With him,” she continued, “I don’t feel careful. I don’t feel responsible for managing the moment. He takes me seriously as a woman who wants things, not as someone to be accommodated.”
I felt my jaw tighten, but I didn’t interrupt.
“You’ve always been kind,” she said, and there was no cruelty in it. “You’ve always wanted to do things right. But Cam doesn’t approach me like a problem to solve. He approaches me like something he wants to experience.”
She leaned back slightly in her chair, crossing one leg over the other, completely at ease.
“And physically,” she went on, her voice lowering just a fraction, “he feels right in a way I’ve never had to talk myself into. His body is bigger, heavier. When he’s behind me, I feel held in place, not pinned, not controlled, but constrained. Like my body finally matches the moment.”
My fingers tightened around the mug.
She watched my face as she spoke, not to hurt me, but to make sure I understood.
“And the reason I didn’t hide it,” she finished, “is because I stopped wanting to live a divided life. I don’t want to sneak or lie or pretend this is temporary. This is what I want. This is who I want. It’d been going on for awhile, you should know, long before you met him.”
I sat there feeling something in me finally give way, not in a dramatic collapse, but in a slow, quiet release.
“And if I can’t accept that?” I asked.
She held my gaze, steady and unafraid. “Then you’ll have to decide what you do next for yourself.”
From the bedroom down the hall came the low, unmistakable sound of Cam turning over in his sleep, the bed creaking softly under his weight, his morning groan.
She stood, picked up her mug, and said, “I’m going to wake him up now,” like she was talking about a normal morning routine, and walked past me without another word.
She didn’t look back at me when she walked down the hall. The bedroom door this time was not closed, the gap cutting the hallway light into a pale wedge across the floor, and Tara made no move to push it shut when she went inside. I stayed where I was, standing in the kitchen, my body heavy and still, listening to the soft sound of the mattress as she knelt on it and the quieter sound of her moving on top of him.
She spoke first, low and easy, her voice already changed, already slipping into that tone I now recognized as something she only used with him. Cam laughed under his breath, a slow, satisfied sound, and I heard the faint rustle of fabric as she moved closer.
From where I stood, I could see only parts of it. Her bare legs, the line of her calf as she shifted her weight, the way her shoulders angled forward as she leaned over him, her body language unmistakable even without seeing her face. Cam’s hand came up into view briefly, settling at her hip, fingers spreading with familiarity, with ownership, and she responded immediately, closing the space without hesitation, hip to hip.
She made a small sound and the bed creaked again, deeper this time, and her breathing changed, growing slower, fuller, the way it does when a woman stops talking and starts focusing entirely on sensation. Cam said her name, low and approving, and she answered with a sound that made it clear she was already lost in it, already committed to what was happening.
I didn’t move. I stood there and watched through the doorframe, watched the shadow of her body shift as she straightened, then moved back toward him, watched the rhythm of it take shape in the subtle, relentless motion of her hips as she gave herself to him without reservation.
Cam’s voice stayed low, steady, grounding, and she responded to it instantly, her body answering his without delay, without doubt. The bed pressed rhythmically against the wall, slow at first, then deeper, more certain, until the doorframe itself seemed to carry the weight of what they were doing.
I leaned back against the wall. I could hear everything. And the worst part wasn’t that she was with him. It was that she was happy.
I stood in the hallway, half-shadowed by the frame of the bedroom door, the soft creak of the wood under my heel the only sound I made. I could see everything: Tara’s knees spread wide on the mattress, her bare thighs clenching Cam’s hips as she moved on him with lazy, drawn-out confidence, like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing and exactly who was watching. She was completely naked, as was he.
The morning light poured through the half-drawn curtains and painted the room in soft gold, catching her shoulder blades, the slope of her back, the damp cling of sweat on her skin as she rode him in long, deep strokes. Her hands pressed against his chest for leverage, fingers flexing, nails dragging lightly across him in a rhythm that was hers, not his. She wasn’t matching his pace, he was matching hers.
Cam’s hands gripped her waist and he groaned, low and contented, but it was Tara’s voice that froze me where I stood, a sound from deep in her throat, not loud but unmistakably hers. That laugh, slow and breathless, not playful anymore but full of pleasure.
She was completely at ease, like this was hers now, this room, this man, this kind of sex.
Her hair clung to her back in damp strands and she reached up absently to push it out of her face as she sat up straight on him, her back arching in, her eyes half-lidded and unfocused as she kept moving, her body flexing in a pattern I’d never seen. She didn’t even glance toward me, her tits jiggling, her mouth hanging open.
And then, she did. It happened without pause, her rhythm never breaking. Her eyes flicked up and found me. That was all it took.
Her expression didn’t shift. No shock, no apology, just that same breathless, flushed look, but with a sharp edge now. She kept riding Cam like I wasn’t standing there watching it, like I hadn’t lived in this apartment first, like she hadn’t once whispered my name the way she was moaning his now.
And then she said it. “Jon.” She didn’t stop moving on him, didn’t even slow on him, her whole body engaged, rippling and buckling, her back arching deeply, her eyes glassy.
“It’s time for you to go, Jon,” she cried out. Cam’s foot shot out from the bed and kicked the door shut. A moment later I heard my girlfriend orgasm deeply and loud, and Cam too, grunting hoarsely, growling deep and long, the slap of their bodies echoing through the whole apartment, the slosh of his cum flooding out of her thick and loud.
Silence followed for a while and then I heard them both laugh with a, lazy, worn out, and contented joy.
And so I did. I went.



cover.jpeg
JL Sanders

}n
il.

Movie Nights with Her "Friend”

The better man series





