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David heard Vanessa's heels on the hardwood before he saw her. She came around the corner from their bedroom wearing her black silk blouse that draped across her collarbones in a way that made men stare, paired with her charcoal slacks that hugged her hips. The blouse had buttons undone at the top, revealing an edge of black lace beneath. He recognized the bra. She bought it two weeks ago, he had seen it exactly once before, in a photo she sent to Garrett on a Wednesday, while David sat three rooms away tracking her messages on his laptop.

She stopped at the hallway mirror, turned her head to check her makeup. Her bronze eyeshadow caught the light, making her eyes look larger and darker than usual. She had done something different with her eyeliner, a subtle wing at the outer corners that made her look simultaneously sophisticated and dangerous. Her lips wore a deep wine color that he had never seen her apply for him. The tube sat on the bathroom counter with the cap off, evidence of her final touch-up before leaving.

"Client dinner tonight," she said, meeting his eyes in the mirror's reflection. Her voice carried the same easy warmth it always did, no hesitation, no crack in the performance. "Mark from the hospital group wants to discuss the new cardiac line. You know how these doctors are, they only have time after their shifts end."

David sat on the couch with his laptop closed beside him. He had read the truth at 3:47 PM when her text to Garrett came through on his monitoring software: "Tonight? I need you."

Garrett had responded within thirty seconds: "My place. 7:30. Wear something you know I like.”

"That's fine," David said. "How late do you think?"

She turned from the mirror, picked up her purse from the console table. The purse was new too, or at least he had never noticed it before. Small, black leather, expensive looking. She checked inside it with the efficiency of someone running through a mental checklist.

"Probably ten? Maybe later. You know how these things go, once the wine starts flowing." She smiled at him, the same smile that had made him fall in love with her three years ago. "Don't wait up if you're tired."

She crossed the room and leaned down to kiss him. Her perfume hit him first, not the light floral she usually wore, but something deeper, muskier, with notes of amber and vanilla. The scent wrapped around him as her lips touched his, brief and chaste and perfectly calibrated to communicate affection without promising anything more. When she pulled back. He could see the faint shimmer of highlighter on her cheekbones, another detail she never bothered with for him anymore.

"Love you," she said, already moving toward the door.

"Love you too."

The door closed behind her with a soft click. David remained on the couch, counting his breaths. He heard her car start in the driveway, heard the engine fade as she backed out and drove away. His laptop sat next to him, closed but not off. He knew if he opened it he would see her location beginning to move, the blue dot tracking north toward downtown, toward the wine bar with the apartment above it where Garrett waited.

He counted to sixty. At twelve minutes he stood, grabbed his keys, and walked out to his own car.

The drive took eighteen minutes through evening traffic. He knew the route without thinking about it, had driven it enough times in the past six weeks that his hands moved through the turns on muscle memory alone. The wine bar sat on a corner lot in a renovated warehouse district, red brick facade with large windows on the ground floor and residential windows above. Garrett's apartment took up the entire second floor. David had studied the building on Google Maps, had zoomed in on street view until he could identify which windows belonged to which rooms.

He parked across the street in a spot between a delivery truck and a sedan, far enough back that the shadows from the truck concealed most of his car. From here he had a clear view of the second floor windows. Lights glowed behind sheer curtains that did little to block the view. Garrett never closed his blinds. David had noticed this the first time he came here, had wondered if it was carelessness or intentional, if Garrett wanted the world to see or simply didn’t care who might be watching.

Vanessa's car sat in the small lot behind the building. He watched her park it there. She sat in the driver's seat for two minutes, checking her face in the rearview mirror, reapplying that wine-colored lipstick. Then she stepped out, smoothed her blouse, and walked to the side entrance that led up to Garrett's apartment.

The second-floor windows showed movement now. Two shadows merged near what David knew was the living room, backlit by warm interior lighting. He couldn't see details, couldn't make out faces or bodies, but he could see enough to know what the shadows meant. One shadow taller than the other. The taller shadow's arms reaching around the smaller one. The smaller shadow's head tilting back.

The lights in the living room dimmed. The shadows moved toward the back of the apartment, toward where the bedroom would be. A different set of windows glowed brighter for a moment, then those lights dimmed too, leaving only a faint amber glow that barely silhouetted the curtains.

David sat in his car with the engine off and watched the darkened windows. His heart hammered against his ribs in a rhythm that felt both panicked and excited, a combination that made his stomach turn even as blood rushed to his groin. He hated the response, hated that his body betrayed him this way, hated that knowing what was happening in that apartment made him hard, when it should have made him sick.

His hand moved to his lap without conscious decision. Through his jeans he could feel himself straining against the fabric, could feel the shameful evidence of his arousal. He pressed his palm against it, not stroking, just acknowledging, just confirming that yes, this was happening, yes, he was getting off on the knowledge that his wife was in another man's bed right now.

The clock on his dashboard read 7:51 PM, nineteen minutes since she had gone inside. Garrett didn't waste time with small talk. Vanessa didn't want small talk. She came to him for something specific, something she articulated clearly in her messages: "I need you to fuck me until I can't think." "I need your hands on me." "I need to forget everything except this."

David's breathing came shallow and fast. The windows remained dark except for that faint glow. He pictured the shadows he had seen merging, pictured them resolving into bodies, into Garrett's hands on Vanessa's silk blouse, into buttons coming undone, into black lace revealed and then removed.

The shame crawled up his throat like bile but he didn't look away from the windows. He couldn't look away. His hand pressed harder against his erection and he bit the inside of his cheek until he tasted copper, used the pain to try to anchor himself, to keep from unzipping his jeans right here in his car on a public street.

Fifty-three minutes passed. The windows stayed dark. His legs cramped from sitting motionless. His hand ached from the pressure. The knowing sat in his chest like a stone, heavy and solid and impossible to dislodge.

David closed his eyes and let the reconstruction take over like it always did, building the scene from fragments of texts he had memorized over six weeks of reading their messages. He placed himself in the corner of Garrett's living room, invisible, a ghost watching his own life disintegrate in high definition. He shut his eyes.

Vanessa knocked twice on the apartment door. Garrett opened it wearing dark jeans and a white t-shirt, barefoot, his hair still damp from a recent shower. She stepped inside and he closed the door behind her, his hand already reaching for her waist before the lock clicked into place. Their mouths met with the kind of urgency that came from anticipation, from text messages sent throughout the day building toward this moment. His hand slid up her ribcage to cup her breast through the silk blouse, his thumb finding her nipple through the lace bra and circling it until she made a sound against his mouth.

She had described that sound in a text once, responding to Garrett's question about what he did to her: "You make me whimper and I hate how much I love it." David heard it now in his imagination, a small desperate noise that she never made for him anymore, a sound that belonged entirely to Garrett.

Garrett's other hand gripped her hip, pulling her body flush against his. She could feel him hard through his jeans, pressing against her stomach. Her hands moved to his chest, fingers spreading over the muscles there, then sliding down to the hem of his shirt. She pulled it up and he broke the kiss long enough to let her drag it over his head and drop it on the floor.

His hands went to the buttons of her blouse, working them open one at a time with slowness despite the urgency of their kissing. When he reached the last button he pushed the silk off her shoulders and let it fall. The black lace bra stood out against her pale skin. Garrett traced the edge of it with one finger, following the curve of her breast, then reached behind her to unhook it with ease. It joined the blouse on the floor.

He bent his head to take her nipple in his mouth. Vanessa's head fell back, her hands coming up to tangle in his hair, holding him there. He used his teeth, gentle pressure that made her gasp, then soothed with his tongue. His hands worked at the clasp of her slacks, unzipping them and pushing them down over her hips. She stepped out of them and her heels at the same time, leaving her in nothing but black lace underwear that matched the discarded bra.

Garrett straightened and looked at her, his gaze moving over her body with open appreciation. She had texted him once: "I love how you look at me like you're going to devour me." He looked at her that way now in David's imagination, his eyes dark with want. Then he picked her up, her legs wrapping around his waist automatically, and carried her toward the bedroom.

David's invisible vantage point shifted, following them through the doorway into the room he had seen in background glimpses of photos Vanessa had. Garrett laid her on the bed, his body covering hers, his weight pressing her into the mattress. They kissed again, deeper now, his hips grinding against hers with clear intent. Her legs stayed wrapped around him, heels digging into the back of his thighs, pulling him harder against her.

He kissed down her neck, her collarbone, the valley between her breasts, her stomach. When he reached the black lace underwear he hooked his fingers in the sides and pulled them down her legs, his eyes never leaving her face as he watched her reaction. She was exposed now, completely naked while he still wore jeans. The asymmetry seemed intentional, a dynamic they both enjoyed. Her texts confirmed it: "I love when you're still dressed and I'm not. Makes me feel like I’m your little cum slut.”

Garrett knelt between her legs and put his mouth on her. Vanessa's back arched off the bed, her hands fisting in the sheets. He worked her with his tongue, using techniques she had described in messages to her closest friend that made David's chest ache to read: "He does this thing where he spells out words with his tongue and I come so hard I can't see straight." David watched her face in his mind, watched her mouth fall open, watched her eyes squeeze shut, watched the flush spread across her chest as the pleasure built.

Her whole body tensed, thighs clamping around Garrett's head, a cry torn from her throat that she tried to muffle by biting her own hand. Garrett didn't stop. He kept going through it, prolonging it, until she pushed at his shoulders gasping "too much, too much, I need a second."

He stood and unbuttoned his jeans, pushing them down with his boxers. David's invisible perspective gave him full view of Garrett's body, the evidence of his arousal, the size that Vanessa had referenced in texts with phrases like "I'm still sore from last time" and "I love how full you make me feel." Garrett reached into his nightstand for a condom, rolling it on with efficient movements while Vanessa watched him with heavy-lidded eyes.

He positioned himself between her legs again, this time kneeling upright. He gripped her hips and yanked her toward him, angling her body for his. When he pushed inside her, Vanessa's mouth opened in a silent gasp, her hands reaching up to grip the pillow beneath her head. He started moving with slow, deep thrusts that made her entire body shift up the bed with each stroke.

David watched her face. This was the image that haunted him most, the one he constructed in greatest detail from her descriptions: Vanessa's expression during sex with Garrett, the complete surrender there, the way her features went slack with pleasure, the way her eyes rolled back when he hit the right angle. She had never looked that way with him. Not ever.

Garrett increased his pace, his hands tightening on her hips hard enough to leave marks. Vanessa's small sounds became louder, less controlled. One of her hands left the pillow to reach between her legs, her fingers working in rhythm with his thrusts. He watched her touch herself, his jaw tight with concentration, his movements becoming more forceful.

"Look at me," he said, his voice rough. She opened her eyes and met his gaze. The intimacy of it was worse than the physical act itself. David watched them watching each other, connected in every possible way, present with each other in a manner that felt more like betrayal than the sex itself.

Her breathing turned ragged, her body tensing, her fingers moving faster between her legs. When it hit she cried out his name..."Garrett, fuck, Garrett," her back arching off the bed, her free hand clutching at his forearm. The sound of his name in her mouth, strangled with pleasure, was something David had heard in his nightmares since reading her texts where she described it: "I scream your name when I come and I don't even mean to."

Garrett hips stuttered, his grip on her body turning bruising as he buried himself deep and held himself there. His head fell back, tendons standing out in his neck, his whole body rigid with release.

They collapsed together, Garrett pulling out and discarding the condom before gathering Vanessa against his chest. She curled into him, her leg thrown over his hip, her face pressed against his neck. Their breathing slowed in unison. The lamp on the nightstand cast warm light over their intertwined bodies, over the sheen of sweat on their skin, over the absolute contentment on Vanessa's face.

David opened his eyes. The dashboard clock read 8:50 PM. The bedroom window on the second floor glowed brighter suddenly as if someone had turned on the overhead light. The show transitioning to intermission. His jeans felt too tight, his body responding to images his mind created, to a scene he had not witnessed but could picture with perfect clarity.

He started his car. The engine turned over with a sound that seemed too loud in the quiet street. He pulled out of the parking spot and drove toward home, his hands shaking on the steering wheel, his throat tight with something that felt like grief and arousal twisted together into a single unbearable emotion.

He pulled into their driveway at 9:15, the house dark except for the porch light Vanessa had left on before she went to meet Garrett. He sat in the car for a moment, staring at the familiar shape of their home, before forcing himself to go inside.

The bedroom felt wrong without her in it, like a stage set waiting for actors who would never arrive. He went to her nightstand first, pulling open the drawer with hands that trembled. Beneath a stack of magazines and a sleep mask, he found the three more sets of lace in different colors, deep red, emerald green, champagne silk. He pulled out the red one and held it up to the light. The bra was sheer enough to see through, the panties nothing more than strategic strips of lace. The tags were still attached to the green set. She had bought it and never worn it for him, saving it for Garrett like everything else she saved for Garrett.

He dropped the light lingerie back in the drawer and walked to her laptop on the dresser. She left it here when she went out, taking only her phone. The laptop opened to her home screen, no password required because she trusted him, because she believed he would never violate that trust. The spyware icon sat buried in a folder of utilities, invisible unless you knew where to look. He clicked it and watched the dashboard load.

The text message archive appeared, hundreds of conversations between Vanessa and Garrett arranged chronologically. He scrolled to one from two weeks ago, Tuesday afternoon, and started reading.

Vanessa, 2:47 PM: I can't stop thinking about last night

Garrett, 2:49 PM: Yeah? What part?

Vanessa, 2:50 PM: All of it. But especially when you had me against the wall. I can still feel where your fingers dug into my hips

Garrett, 2:51 PM: You begged me not to stop

Vanessa, 2:52 PM: I'm begging you now. When can I see you again?

Garrett, 2:54 PM: Thursday. Wear that blue dress. Nothing underneath

Vanessa, 2:55 PM: Nothing?

Garrett, 2:55 PM: You heard me

Vanessa, 2:57 PM: Fuck. Now I have to sit through a meeting like this

Garrett, 2:58 PM: Like what?

Vanessa, 2:59 PM: Wet. Thinking about Thursday. Thinking about your hands on me

Garrett, 3:01 PM: Good. Think about my mouth too. Think about where I'm going to put it first

David's breath caught in his chest. He scrolled down to Thursday of that same week, found the messages from after their encounter.

Vanessa, 10:43 PM: Home. Showered. Still shaking

Garrett, 10:45 PM: You came four times

Vanessa, 10:46 PM: I lost count after three. That thing you did with your tongue should be illegal

Garrett, 10:47 PM: The thing where I spelled my name?

Vanessa, 10:48 PM: Yes. God. I thought I was going to die

Garrett, 10:49 PM: You didn't die. You screamed so loud I thought the neighbors might complain

Vanessa, 10:51 PM: I can't help it when you make me feel like that. I can't control anything when I'm with you

Garrett, 10:53 PM: I don't want you to control it. I like you wild. I want you loud. I want you exactly how you are when you're in my bed

Vanessa, 10:55 PM: I wish I was still there. I wish I didn't have to leave

Garrett, 10:56 PM: Next time stay longer

Vanessa, 10:57 PM: I will. I promise

David scrolled further, landing on an exchange from three weeks ago, Sunday morning.

Garrett, 9:23 AM: I want you today

Vanessa, 9:25 AM: I want you too but I can't. He's home all day

Garrett, 9:26 AM: Tell him you have errands

Vanessa, 9:28 AM: I used that excuse twice this week already

Garrett, 9:29 AM: So use it again. I don't care. I need to fuck you

Vanessa, 9:31 AM: You need to?

Garrett, 9:32 AM: Yes. Been thinking about it since you left Thursday. Been thinking about bending you over my couch. Been thinking about making you come with my cock in your ass

Vanessa, 9:34 AM: Jesus Christ Garrett

Garrett, 9:35 AM: You like when I talk like that

Vanessa, 9:37 AM: I love when you talk like that. I'm touching myself right now reading this

Garrett, 9:38 AM: Where?

Vanessa, 9:39 AM: Bathroom. Door locked. Trying to stay quiet

Garrett, 9:41 AM: Fuck yourself with your fingers. Pretend it's my cock

Vanessa, 9:43 AM: I am. I'm so wet. I wish you could see

Garrett, 9:44 AM: Take a picture

Vanessa, 9:46 AM: [image]

Garrett, 9:48 AM: Fuck. Come to my place. Now. I don't care what excuse you use

Vanessa, 9:51 AM: Give me an hour

David had seen that image. He had stared at it for twenty minutes when he first discovered it, unable to look away from the proof of her desire for someone else, from the visual evidence that she touched herself thinking about Garrett while David sat in the next room completely unaware. His hand moved to his crotch now, pressing against the hardness there, the same shameful response he had every time he read these messages.

He scrolled to another conversation, this one from last Tuesday, the day the wine bar was closed.

Vanessa, 11:17 AM: My two o'clock cancelled

Garrett, 11:19 AM: Come over

Vanessa, 11:20 AM: Now?

Garrett, 11:21 AM: Bar's closed. We'll have the whole place to ourselves

Vanessa, 11:23 AM: What do you want to do to me?

Garrett, 11:25 AM: I want to fuck you on the bar. Want to lay you out on that wood where people drink their wine and spread your legs and eat your pussy until you can't remember your own name

Vanessa, 11:27 AM: I'm leaving now

Vanessa, 12:52 PM: I can still feel the edge of the bar against my back. I'm going to have bruises

Garrett, 12:54 PM: Good. I want you marked. I want you to feel me every time you move for the next two days

Vanessa, 12:56 PM: You made me come so hard I cried. Do you know that? When you were inside me and I came that last time, I actually cried

Garrett, 12:58 PM: I know. I felt your tears on my shoulder. Most beautiful thing I've ever felt

Vanessa, 1:01 PM: I've never experienced anything like what you do to me. Never. My whole body is still humming

Garrett, 1:03 PM: You're addictive. I can't get enough of you. The sounds you make, the way you taste, the way your cunt grips my cock when you come

Vanessa, 1:06 PM: Don't talk like that. I have to go into a meeting in ten minutes and now I'm wet again

Garrett, 1:07 PM: Think about my cum dripping out of you during your meeting. Think about how I filled you up

Vanessa, 1:09 PM: You're terrible

Garrett, 1:10 PM: You love it

Vanessa, 1:11 PM: I do. God help me, I do

David unzipped his jeans with his free hand, the other still scrolling through messages. He found one more, from a month ago, late at night.

Garrett, 11:34 PM: You asleep?

Vanessa, 11:36 PM: No. Can't sleep

Garrett, 11:37 PM: Thinking about me?

Vanessa, 11:39 PM: Always thinking about you. He's asleep next to me and I'm thinking about your hands on my throat while you fuck me from behind

Garrett, 11:41 PM: You like when I choke you

Vanessa, 11:43 PM: I love it. I love how you make me feel completely owned. Like my body exists just for your pleasure

Garrett, 11:45 PM: It does. Every inch of you belongs to me when you're in my bed

Vanessa, 11:47 PM: Yes. God yes. I'm yours. Completely yours

Garrett, 11:49 PM: Touch yourself. Right now. With him next to you

Vanessa, 11:52 PM: I am. I'm so close already just reading your messages

Garrett, 11:54 PM: Come for me. Quietly. Don't wake him. Come thinking about my cock inside you

Vanessa, 11:58 PM: I just did. Bit my lip so hard I think I drew blood. Came thinking about you fucking me while he slept three feet away

David's hand moved faster, his breathing harsh in the quiet bedroom. He read that last exchange again, picturing Vanessa in their bed touching herself while he slept, getting off to thoughts of another man, finding her pleasure in the secret of it all. The image pushed him over the edge. He came with a stifled groan, spilling into his hand, his body shuddering with release even as his mind filled with self-loathing so profound it felt like drowning.

He sat there in the aftermath, his hand sticky, the laptop screen still glowing with evidence of his wife's affair, with proof of her desire for someone else, with messages that confirmed everything he already knew but tortured himself by reading again and again because the pain had become indistinguishable from the arousal and he no longer knew how to feel one without the other.

David heard Vanessa's car in the driveway at 10:47 PM. He had cleaned himself up and closed the laptop, positioning himself on the couch with a book he was not reading. The front door opened and she came in carrying her purse and jacket, her face glowing with the kind of satisfaction that came from good sex and the confidence that she had gotten away with it.

Her hair looked different than when she left. The careful styling had been replaced by a softer, slightly disheveled look, still damp at the ends from a recent shower. She had washed away the evidence, scrubbed Garrett's touch from her skin, but David could see the truth in the relaxed set of her shoulders, in the loose way she moved through the room. Her makeup had been reapplied but lighter this time, just enough to look natural, the wine-colored lipstick replaced with a nude shade. The perfume that reached him when she leaned down to kiss him hello was her usual floral scent, covering whatever muskier fragrance she had worn for Garrett.

"Hey," she said, her lips brushing his cheek. "Sorry I'm so late. That dinner went way longer than expected."

"No problem," David said, setting aside the book. "How was it?"

She dropped onto the couch beside him, kicking off her heels with a sigh of relief. Her eyes looked bright and clear, no guilt clouding them, just the easy contentment of someone who had gotten exactly what she wanted. The blouse she wore was the same one she had left in, but it looked different somehow, the silk rumpled in a way that suggested it had been removed and put back on without the same care the first wearing required.

"It was good, actually. We went to that new Italian place on Seventh, Marcello's. Have you heard of it?" She didn't wait for him to answer. "Mark brought his colleague, Dr. Patricia Chen. She's the head of cardiology at Mercy General. They're interested in switching to our new statin line but wanted to discuss the research behind it."

The details flowed without hesitation, each one specific enough to sound true. David watched her face as she talked, looking for cracks in the performance, finding none.

"I had the branzino," she continued, tucking her legs under her on the couch. "It was incredible, this lemon butter sauce with capers. Mark had the veal. Patricia got the risotto but she wasn't impressed with it, said it was too al dente even for risotto standards." She laughed, a light musical sound. "She's very particular about her Italian food. Apparently she studied in Rome for a year during med school."

"Sounds like it went well," David said.

"It did. They're going to schedule a follow-up meeting with the full committee next month." She reached over and put her hand on his thigh, her fingers warm through his jeans. "But I don't want to talk about work anymore. I've been in sales mode for four hours."

She stood and held out her hand to him. "Come to bed with me tonight? I feel like we haven't been close lately. I miss you."

The words should have meant something. Instead they felt like another transaction, another performance, another way to maintain the structure of their relationship while hollowing out everything beneath it. But David took her hand and let her pull him to his feet, let her lead him down the hallway to their bedroom.

She undressed with her back to him, peeling off the silk blouse and hanging it carefully in the closet. When she turned around, David saw the faint red marks on her hips, subtle enough that someone not looking for them might miss them, but clear enough that he knew immediately what they were. Garrett's fingers had gripped her there, had held her in place while he fucked her. The marks would fade by morning but right now they testified to how recently she had been touched by someone else.

She unhooked her bra and slipped out of her slacks, her movements efficient and unselfconscious. Her body looked the same as always, curves he had memorized over three years together, but there was a tenderness to how she moved, a slight carefulness when she bent to put her clothes in the hamper. She had been thoroughly used and her body remembered even if she pretended it didn't.

David undressed and joined her in bed. She came to him immediately, pressing her body against his, kissing him with more passion than she had shown in months. Her mouth opened under his and her tongue moved against his in a way that felt, rehearsed, like she was going through motions she knew would convince him she was present.

He rolled her onto her back and positioned himself between her legs. When he entered her she felt different, slicker and more open than usual, her body still accommodating Garrett's recent presence even with the shower between then and now. She made a small sound, not quite pleasure, more like adjustment, like her body was recalibrating to him after being with someone else.

David started moving and Vanessa responded with the right sounds, the appropriate movements, but there was a distance in her eyes that no amount of physical proximity could bridge. She was here in body but her mind remained elsewhere, probably still replaying her evening with Garrett, probably comparing this to what she had experienced two hours ago in another man's bed.

He gripped her hips where Garrett's fingers had left marks and she winced just enough for him to notice. The wince sent a jolt through him, a dark thrill at touching the evidence of her betrayal, at putting his hands exactly where Garrett's had been. He pressed harder and she bit her lip, whether from pain or pleasure he couldn't tell and didn't care because in his mind he was picturing Garrett doing this same thing, gripping her harder, making her gasp, making her cry out his name the way she never cried out David's.

Vanessa's breathing grew faster but David could tell it was performance, could recognize the pattern of her faking because he had seen it enough times in recent months to know the difference. She moved her hips in rhythm with his thrusts, made breathy sounds that escalated right on cue, let her face go slack in a pantomime of pleasure. Then she tensed her whole body, let out a strangled moan, and dug her nails into his shoulders in what was meant to look like the involuntary response of orgasm.

"God," she breathed, her voice pitched with false satisfaction. "That was so good."

David knew it was a lie but he didn't call her on it because calling her on it would mean confronting everything else and he was not ready for that, might never be ready for that. Instead he kept moving, chasing his own release, thinking about Garrett's hands on her body, Garrett's mouth on her skin, Garrett's cock inside her while she screamed his name and meant it.

The images came faster now, vivid and explicit. Vanessa on her back in Garrett's bed, legs wrapped around his waist. Vanessa on her hands and knees while Garrett gripped her hips and pounded into her from behind. Vanessa with her head thrown back, mouth open in genuine ecstasy, her body responding to Garrett in ways it never responded to David anymore. The images pushed him over the edge and he came with a force that felt like it was being torn out of him, his whole body shuddering with release while his mind filled with pictures of his wife being thoroughly fucked by another man just hours ago.

He collapsed beside her, breathing hard. Vanessa curled against him immediately, her head on his chest, her arm draped across his stomach. Within three minutes her breathing deepened and slowed into the pattern of sleep, her body relaxed and satisfied in a way that had nothing to do with what they had just done together.

David lay awake staring at the ceiling, feeling her warmth against his side, smelling her shampoo and the faint trace of her perfume, and beneath it all detecting something else, something that might have been his imagination but felt like the ghost of Garrett's cologne still clinging to her skin despite the shower, despite her attempts to wash it all away. His body felt hollowed out and his mind would not stop showing him images of what she looked like when she actually came, when she actually wanted the person touching her, when she gave herself over completely to pleasure instead of performing it.

Sleep would not come for hours. He knew this from experience, from dozens of other nights lying awake beside her after sex that left him feeling more alone than if he had just stayed on the couch. The ceiling offered no answers and no comfort. It just stretched above him blank and white while Vanessa slept the satisfied sleep of someone who had gotten everything she wanted from the evening and felt no guilt about any of it.

David woke to an empty bed and the sound of Vanessa's car pulling out of the driveway. The clock read 6:42 AM. She had an early meeting with a hospital administrator in the northern suburbs, a real meeting this time, one she had mentioned the night before. He lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling where he had stared for hours after she fell asleep, then forced himself to get up.

The bathroom still smelled like her shower gel and the steam from her shower had not completely dissipated from the mirror. He walked back into the bedroom and saw her phone sitting on the nightstand, plugged into the charger. She had forgotten it in her rush to leave early.

David picked up the phone and unlocked it with the passcode he had memorized months ago when she still trusted him completely, when she had no reason not to trust him because he had never given her one. The home screen showed three missed texts from Garrett, all sent in the last ten minutes. He opened the messages and scrolled up to find what he had missed last night.

The timestamp read 12:17 AM, over an hour after Vanessa had fallen asleep next to him.

Vanessa, 12:17 AM: Are you awake?

Garrett, 12:19 AM: Yeah. Can't sleep. You?

Vanessa, 12:20 AM: Bathroom. Had to wait until he was really out

Garrett, 12:21 AM: How was your evening?

Vanessa, 12:23 AM: Fine. Normal. The usual

Garrett, 12:24 AM: Did he ask questions?

Vanessa, 12:25 AM: No. He never does anymore. I told him about a fake dinner and he just accepted it

Garrett, 12:27 AM: And after?

Vanessa, 12:29 AM: We had sex. He wanted to. I couldn't really say no without it being weird

Garrett, 12:31 AM: How was it?

Vanessa, 12:33 AM: It was fine. Quick. I faked it so he'd finish faster

Garrett, 12:35 AM: You thinking about me?

Vanessa, 12:37 AM: The whole time. I closed my eyes and pictured you. Pictured your hands instead of his. Your mouth. Your body

Garrett, 12:39 AM: Wish you were still here in my bed

Vanessa, 12:41 AM: Me too. I miss how you feel inside me. Miss how you make me come for real

Garrett, 12:43 AM: When can I see you again?

Vanessa, 12:45 AM: Sunday? I can say I'm visiting my sister

Garrett, 12:46 AM: All day?

Vanessa, 12:48 AM: And night if you want me that long

Garrett, 12:50 AM: I always want you that long. I'd keep you in my bed for days if I could

Vanessa, 12:52 AM: God I wish you could. I wish I could just stay with you

Garrett, 12:54 AM: You should get back to bed before he notices

Vanessa, 12:56 AM: I know. Goodnight. Dream about me

Garrett, 12:57 AM: Always do

David sat down on the edge of the bed, the phone in his hand, reading the exchange three times before he could process it fully. She had texted Garrett from their bathroom while he slept five feet away, had told Garrett about their sex, had admitted to faking her orgasm, had made plans to spend an entire day and night with him on Sunday. The casual cruelty of it struck him harder than the sexual details, the way she discussed him like he was an inconvenience to be managed rather than a person she claimed to love.

He scrolled back through weeks of messages, looking for the pattern he knew existed but had never fully documented. He found it immediately.

Three weeks ago, Wednesday night, 11:43 PM:

Vanessa, 11:43 PM: I can't stop thinking about this afternoon

Garrett, 11:45 PM: The wine bar?

Vanessa, 11:46 PM: Yes. The bar. The cellar. Against the wall. All of it

Garrett, 11:48 PM: You were so wet I almost came the second I got inside you

Vanessa, 11:50 PM: I've been wet all day just thinking about it. Wish I could come over right now

Garrett, 11:52 PM: What's stopping you?

Vanessa, 11:54 PM: He's here. Asleep in the next room. I can't just leave in the middle of the night

Garrett, 11:56 PM: Tomorrow then

Vanessa, 11:58 PM: Tomorrow. I promise. I need you inside me again

Two weeks ago, Thursday night, 10:37 PM:

Vanessa, 10:37 PM: Home. Showered. Wish I was still at your place

Garrett, 10:39 PM: You stayed three hours. I'm not complaining

Vanessa, 10:41 PM: I could stay three days and it wouldn't be enough. I'm already thinking about when I can see you next

Garrett, 10:43 PM: Saturday?

Vanessa, 10:45 PM: Can't. He wants to do something together. Maybe Sunday morning?

Garrett, 10:47 PM: Tell him you have errands

Vanessa, 10:49 PM: I will. I'll come over around 10

Garrett, 10:51 PM: Bring that red set I like

Vanessa, 10:53 PM: The one you ripped last time?

Garrett, 10:55 PM: I'll try to be more careful

Vanessa, 10:57 PM: No you won't. And I don't want you to be

One week ago, Tuesday night, 11:28 PM:

Vanessa, 11:28 PM: Today was perfect

Garrett, 11:30 PM: The bar's always closed Tuesdays. We should make it our regular day

Vanessa, 11:32 PM: I love having the whole place to ourselves. I love that you fuck me where anyone could walk by and see through the windows

Garrett, 11:34 PM: You like the risk

Vanessa, 11:36 PM: I like everything about being with you. I like how free I feel. How uninhibited

Garrett, 11:38 PM: You're not like that at home?

Vanessa, 11:40 PM: No. Everything at home is just routine. Comfortable. Safe. Boring.

Garrett, 11:42 PM: And with me?

Vanessa, 11:44 PM: With you I feel alive. Like my body is actually mine. Like I can be who I really am

Garrett, 11:46 PM: You can always be that with me

Vanessa, 11:48 PM: I know. That's why I keep coming back

Then four days ago, Sunday night, Vanessa, 10:52 PM: I'm sore everywhere and it's all your fault!

Garrett, 10:54 PM: You weren't complaining earlier

Vanessa, 10:56 PM: I'm not complaining now. I love it. I love feeling you for days after

Garrett, 10:58 PM: I want you to remember me every time you move

Vanessa, 11:00 PM: Trust me, I will. My hips are bruised. My thighs are shaking. I can barely walk straight

Garrett, 11:02 PM: Worth it?

Vanessa, 11:04 PM: I'd do it all again right now if I could

Garrett, 11:06 PM: Thursday?

Vanessa, 11:08 PM: Thursday. I'll tell him I have a client dinner

Garrett, 11:10 PM: He still buying that excuse?

Vanessa, 11:12 PM: He buys everything. I don't think he even pays attention anymore

And days ago, Tuesday afternoon, 2:15 PM:

Vanessa, 2:15 PM: I need to see you

Garrett, 2:17 PM: When?

Vanessa, 2:18 PM:  Today if possible. I'm going crazy thinking about you

Garrett, 2:20 PM: Bar's closed. I'm here alone

Vanessa, 2:22 PM: Perfect. I can leave work early. Say I have a migraine

Garrett, 2:24 PM: How soon can you get here?

Vanessa, 2:26 PM: Forty minutes

Garrett, 2:28 PM: I'll be waiting

Vanessa, 2:30 PM: I can already feel your hands on me. I get wet just thinking about you

Garrett, 2:32 PM: Don't wear underwear.

Vanessa, 2:34 PM: Already took them off in the bathroom. Leaving now

David set the phone down and opened his laptop, pulling up a new spreadsheet. He created columns for dates, then started filling them in from memory and from the messages he had just read. One column for when Vanessa saw Garrett. One column for when she had sex with David. He went back six weeks, documenting every instance he could remember or verify through texts.

The pattern emerged with brutal clarity. Every single time Vanessa initiated sex with David, it happened within twenty-four hours of seeing Garrett. Sometimes the same night after she returned home. Sometimes the next morning. Sometimes the following evening. But always within that window, and never outside of it. When more than two days passed since her last encounter with Garrett, she showed no sexual interest in David at all. She was affectionate, played the role of wife with ease, but didn't touch him, didn't suggest intimacy, didn't seek physical connection.

The sex was maintenance. It was cover. It was a way to keep David from asking questions, from noticing the distance, from suspecting that she was getting her needs met elsewhere. She fucked Garrett because she wanted to. She fucked David because she had to, because maintaining the relationship required it, because the house and the shared bills and the appearance of normalcy all depended on him not realizing what she was doing behind his back.

David stared at the spreadsheet, at the columns of dates that told a story more clearly than any of the explicit texts ever could. She was using him. She had been using him for months, maybe longer. Every "I love you" was a lie. Every moment of affection was performance. Every time she touched him she was thinking about Garrett, wishing she was with Garrett, counting down the hours until she could see Garrett again.

The phone on the nightstand buzzed with a new text from Garrett. David picked it up and read it.

Garrett, 7:03 AM: Good morning beautiful. Still thinking about Thursday night. When you coming back to me?

The message sat there unanswered because Vanessa didn't have her phone, because she was in her car driving to a meeting completely unaware that David was home reading through every text she had ever sent to her lover, discovering the full extent of her betrayal, and documenting it all with the same methodical precision he applied to his work.

He saved the spreadsheet and set the phone back on the nightstand exactly where he had found it, screen dark, plugged into the charger, waiting for her to come home and retrieve it and continue the double life she had constructed with such careful attention to detail that she believed he would never notice, never suspect, never know.

Saturday afternoon brought unseasonably warm weather that pulled half the city outdoors. Vanessa suggested they go to the farmer's market downtown, then maybe walk through some of the boutiques on Main Street. She seemed lighter than usual, more present, her hand finding his as they walked from the parking lot toward the rows of vendor stalls selling produce and flowers and handmade crafts.

She wore jeans that hugged her hips and a loose white cotton shirt that slipped off one shoulder, casual and effortless in a way that made heads turn as they passed. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she had minimal makeup on, just enough to enhance without looking like she was trying. She pointed out tomatoes at one stand, squeezed peaches at another, laughed at something a vendor said about the weather. The performance of wife, of partner, of woman content with her Saturday morning routine, played out with absolute conviction.

David held her hand and felt the warmth of her palm against his and tried to reconcile this version of Vanessa with the one who texted Garrett from their bathroom at midnight, who faked orgasms and planned elaborate lies and compartmentalized her life so completely that she could stand here smiling at him while planning to fuck another man tomorrow.

They were examining handmade pottery at a ceramics booth when a woman's voice called out behind them.

"Vanessa! Oh my god, hi!"

Vanessa turned, her face arranging itself into delighted recognition. "Melissa! Hey! I didn't know you came to the farmer's market."

The woman was about Vanessa's age, professionally dressed even on a Saturday, carrying a canvas bag already full of vegetables. She hugged Vanessa briefly, then smiled at David. "You must be David. I've heard so much about you."

"All good things, I hope," David said, shaking her hand.

"Of course." Melissa turned back to Vanessa. "I've been meaning to text you. I saw you Thursday night at that wine bar on Fourth Street. Marcello's? No, wait, what's it called. The one with the gorgeous exposed brick."

David felt Vanessa's hand tighten on his for just a fraction of a second, an almost imperceptible squeeze that could have been anything, could have been nothing. Her face showed no change, no flicker of panic, no hint that the comment had landed like a grenade in the middle of their pleasant Saturday morning.

"Oh right, yeah," Vanessa said, her voice carrying the same warm enthusiasm it had held a moment before. "I had a client meeting there. The head of cardiology at Mercy wanted somewhere quieter than a restaurant, and one of my colleagues recommended it. Gorgeous space, right?"

"Beautiful," Melissa agreed. "The wine selection is incredible. My husband and I go there sometimes for date night. I almost came over to say hi but you looked deep in conversation so I didn't want to interrupt."

"That's sweet of you. Yeah, Dr. Chen is intense when she gets going about research data. I barely got a word in edgewise." Vanessa laughed, easy and natural. "But she signed on for the new statin line, so mission accomplished."

"That's great! Congratulations." Melissa shifted her bag to her other arm. "Well, I should let you guys get back to your shopping. So good to see you both."

They said their goodbyes and Melissa disappeared into the crowd. Vanessa turned back to the pottery display, picking up a small bowl and examining it like nothing had happened, like she had not just constructed an elaborate lie in real time, like her pulse had not even elevated at the close call.

"That glaze is beautiful," she said, tilting the bowl to catch the light. "What do you think? For the entryway table?"

David looked at her profile, at the slight smile on her lips, at the complete absence of guilt or nervousness or anything that might indicate she had just lied to her coworker's face about where she had been Thursday night. The performance was flawless. Not a single crack showed.

"Sure," he said. "It's nice."

They bought the bowl and continued walking through the market. Vanessa's hand stayed in his, warm and comfortable, her thumb occasionally stroking across his knuckles in a gesture of casual affection. They stopped for coffee at a stand near the end of the market, found a bench in the shade to sit and drink it.

Vanessa's phone buzzed in her purse. She pulled it out, glanced at the screen, and her whole face changed. Not dramatically, not in a way anyone not watching closely would notice, but David was watching closely. Her lips curved into a small private smile, the kind of smile that came from the inside out, genuine pleasure lighting her features from within. Her thumbs moved across the screen with quick movements, typing out a response without hesitation.

David watched her face while she texted. The small smile never faded. Her eyes stayed soft and focused on the screen. She bit her lower lip slightly while she waited for a response, then smiled wider when it came through. Her thumbs flew again, another message, this one longer. She hit send and tucked the phone back into her purse, the smile lingering on her face for a few seconds longer before she took a sip of her coffee and asked David if he wanted to check out the bookstore down the street.

They spent another hour browsing shops, buying nothing, just walking and talking about surface things, safe things, things that required no depth or honesty or real connection. Vanessa talked about work, about a difficult client, about her sister's upcoming birthday and what they should get her. David made appropriate responses, asked follow-up questions, played his role as well as she played hers.

When they got home that evening, Vanessa started making dinner while David retreated to his laptop in the guest room. He pulled up the spyware dashboard and navigated to the afternoon's messages.

Garrett, 2:47 PM: Thinking about you

Vanessa, 2:49 PM: Good thoughts I hope

Garrett, 2:50 PM: Very good thoughts. Specifically about Thursday night. About your mouth on me

Vanessa, 2:52 PM: I love how hard you get for me

Garrett, 2:54 PM: When can I see you again?

Vanessa, 2:56 PM: Tomorrow afternoon? I'll tell him I'm visiting my sister

Garrett, 2:58 PM: How long can you stay?

Vanessa, 3:00 PM: All day. All night.

Garrett, 3:02 PM: I always want you. You know that

Vanessa, 3:04 PM: What should I wear?

Garrett, 3:06 PM: That black dress. The one that buttons down the front. Easy access

Vanessa, 3:08 PM: Nothing underneath?

Garrett, 3:10 PM: Nothing. I want to unbutton it slowly and find you bare underneath

Vanessa, 3:12 PM: God you make me wet just texting about it

Garrett, 3:14 PM:  Show up wet. Show up ready. I'm going to fuck you the second you walk through the door

Vanessa, 3:16 PM: Promise?

Garrett, 3:18 PM: Promise. Against the door. Then the couch. Then the bed

Vanessa, 3:20 PM: I can't wait. I'm already thinking about it

Garrett, 3:22 PM: Think about it tonight. Think about my cock inside you while you're lying next to him

Vanessa, 3:24 PM: I will. I always do

David closed the laptop and leaned back in the chair. Tomorrow, sunday afternoon. She would leave here around eleven, would tell him she was driving to her sister's place three hours away, would instead drive fifteen minutes to Garrett's apartment and spend the next twenty-four hours in his bed.

He pictured it in his mind with the same detail he had constructed Thursday night. Vanessa would come down the stairs around ten-thirty wearing the black dress Garrett requested she wear, the one with buttons down the front that she claimed to wear for client meetings but had never worn around David. She would have her overnight bag packed with toiletries and a change of clothes to maintain the fiction of visiting her sister. She would kiss David goodbye, tell him she loved him, promise to text when she arrived safely.

Then she would get in her car and drive to Fourth Street, park in the small lot behind Garrett's building, walk to the side entrance with her heart already racing in anticipation. She would climb the stairs to the second floor, knock twice on Garrett's door. He would open it and the smile on her face would be real, unguarded, full of genuine desire and excitement and all the things she used to feel for David and now reserved entirely for someone else.

Garrett would pull her inside and press her against the door before it even fully closed, his mouth on hers, his hands already working the buttons of her dress. She would gasp against his lips when he discovered she had followed his instructions, had worn nothing underneath, had made herself available and ready just like he demanded. The dress would fall open and his hands would be on her bare skin and she would wrap her arms around his neck and give herself over to it completely, no faking, just pure honest desire.

He would fuck her against the door just like he promised he would, her back pressed against the wood, her legs wrapped around his waist, her mouth open in genuine cries of pleasure. Then they would move to the couch, barely making it that far before he needed to be inside her again. Then the bed, where they would spend hours exploring each other with the kind of unhurried attention that came from having all the time in the world and no need to rush.

David could see it all playing out in his mind, could picture every detail from the texts he had read, from the patterns he had documented, from the intimate knowledge of her body combined with the explicit descriptions she sent to Garrett about what he did to her and how it made her feel. He would penetrate her and her back would arch, he would grind deeply into her, and she would cry. Tomorrow afternoon while David sat in this house alone, Vanessa would be experiencing the kind of pleasure she never let herself feel with him, giving herself completely to another man, existing in a world where David didn't exist except as an excuse she had to make in order to justify her absence.

From the kitchen he heard Vanessa humming while she cooked, heard the sound of cabinet doors opening and closing, heard her call out asking if he wanted wine with dinner. Her voice sounded light and happy, a woman content with her life, a woman looking forward to tomorrow for reasons her boyfriend would never suspect.

David closed his eyes and let the mental images continue, let himself sink into the detailed and tortured reconstruction of what tomorrow would bring, let the shame and arousal twist together in his gut until he couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

Sunday morning arrived with clear skies and the kind of light that made everything look cleaner. David sat at the kitchen table with coffee he was not drinking, listening to Vanessa move around upstairs getting herself ready. Her footsteps crossed the bedroom, went into the bathroom, returned to the closet. Drawers opened and closed. The shower ran for fifteen minutes. He tracked her morning routine by sound alone, each familiar noise marking time until she would leave.

She came down the stairs at 11:23 carrying an overnight bag, wearing the black dress with buttons down the front. It fit her perfectly, skimming her curves without clinging, the hemline hitting just above her knees. The fabric moved with her body in a way that suggested nothing underneath, just skin and the thin cotton of the dress. She had left the top three buttons undone, showing the hollow of her throat and the beginning of her collarbone. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, still slightly damp from the shower, and she wore minimal makeup except for the deep red lipstick that made her mouth look fuller.

She looked beautiful. She looked like a woman preparing to spend the day in bed with her lover.

"I'm heading out," she said, setting the bag by the door and crossing to where David sat. She leaned down to kiss him and he smelled her perfume, the expensive one she saved for special occasions, mixed with the scent of her shampoo. "I should be at Sarah's by two-thirty, maybe three with traffic."

Sarah was her sister, the one who lived three hours north in a city Vanessa had not actually visited in over a month despite claiming to go there regularly.

"Drive safe," David said.

"I will. I'll text you when I get there." She kissed him again, her hand resting briefly on his shoulder, warm and familiar and completely convincing in its affection. "Love you."

"Love you too."

He watched her walk to the door, watched her pick up the overnight bag, watched her step outside into the bright morning. Through the window he tracked her progress to the car, watched her put the bag in the passenger seat, watched her check her reflection in the rearview mirror before starting the engine. The car backed out of the driveway and disappeared down the street, heading in the opposite direction of her sister's house, heading toward Fourth Street and the wine bar and the apartment above it where Garrett waited. She didn’t even bother to hide it.

David gave her five minutes, then went to his laptop and opened the spyware dashboard. The messages started appearing as she drove.

Vanessa, 11:34 AM: Leaving now. Be there in twenty minutes

Garrett, 11:35 AM: Door's unlocked. Come straight up

Vanessa, 11:37 AM: I'm already wet thinking about you

Garrett, 11:38 AM: Did you wear what I told you?

Vanessa, 11:40 AM: Black dress. Nothing underneath. Just like you wanted

Garrett, 11:42 AM: Good girl. I'm going to have that dress off you in thirty seconds

Vanessa, 11:44 AM: I'm counting on it. I need you so badly

Garrett, 11:46 AM: Drive faster

Vanessa, 11:52 AM: Almost there. Five minutes

Garrett, 11:53 AM: I'm hard already just thinking about you walking through that door

Vanessa, 11:55 AM: Pulling in now

Then nothing. The messages stopped. David refreshed the dashboard but no new texts appeared. He checked her location and saw the blue dot fixed at Garrett's address, unmoving.

They were together now. The texting was over because they didn't need phones anymore, didn't need the distance of screens and typed words when they could have each other in the flesh.

David leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes and let his mind build what was happening right now, what had happened in the eight minutes since her last text, what would continue happening for the next two hours while he sat here alone in their house tracking her location on a screen.

Vanessa parked in the small lot behind the building and would have taken a moment to check her face in the mirror, to smooth her dress, to take a breath before getting out. She walked to the side entrance with her overnight bag, her heels clicking on the pavement, her heart already racing with anticipation. The door to the stairwell was unlocked like Garrett promised. She climbed the stairs to the second floor and found his apartment door standing open a few inches.

She pushed it open and stepped inside. Garrett was there immediately, closing the door behind her and pressing her back against it before she could even set down her bag. His mouth found hers in a kiss that was all hunger and need, his hands coming up to frame her face, his body pinning hers to the door. She dropped the bag and wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him back with equal desperation, the kind of kissing that came from wanting someone for days and finally having them within reach.

His hands left her face and moved down to the buttons of her dress, working them open with quick efficient movements. One button, two, three, four, exposing her body inch by inch. When he reached the fifth button he pushed the dress open and found exactly what he expected, bare skin, no bra, no underwear, just Vanessa naked beneath the thin black fabric.

"Fuck," he breathed against her mouth, his hands immediately covering her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened. "You're perfect."

She made a small desperate sound and arched into his touch. His mouth left hers and moved to her neck, kissing and biting the sensitive skin there while his hands continued their exploration. One hand slid down her stomach to the apex of her thighs and found her wet, slick with arousal, ready for him just like she had texted she was.

He stroked her there, his fingers moving through her folds with knowledge of what she liked, what made her gasp and press harder against his hand. Two fingers slid inside her easily and she moaned, her head falling back against the door, her hips rolling forward to take him deeper.

"Garrett," she gasped. "Please. I need you inside me."

He withdrew his fingers and worked his belt, unzipping his jeans and pushing them down just enough to free himself. He was hard and thick and ready, exactly as he had promised in his text. He gripped her thigh and lifted her leg, wrapping it around his hip, opening her up. Then he positioned himself and pushed inside with one smooth thrust that buried him completely.

Vanessa cried out, her hands clutching at his shoulders, her body stretching to accommodate him. He didn't give her time to adjust, just started moving immediately, hard fast thrusts that pressed her harder against the door with each stroke. The sounds filled the apartment, her gasps and moans, his labored breathing, the rhythmic impact of their bodies meeting, the wet sounds of him moving inside her.

David could see it in his mind, could picture her face the way it looked in those moments based on descriptions she had sent Garrett, based on his own memory of what her pleasure looked like when it was real. Her mouth fell open, her eyes squeezed shut, her whole body tensed like a drawn bowstring. Her inner muscles clenched around Garrett's cock and she made a sharp cry, her leg tightening around his hip, her nails digging into his shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

Garrett kept thrusting through her, prolonging it, pushing her higher. When she finally went limp against the door he slowed but didn't stop, just changed the angle, hitting somewhere inside her that made her gasp and open her eyes.

"Again," he said against her neck. "I want you again."

"I can't," she breathed. "Too much."

His hand moved between their bodies and found her clit, circling it with his thumb while he continued to move inside her.

Her body responded even as she protested, the pleasure building again despite the sensitivity. His thumb pressed harder and she whimpered, the rush rising fast and overwhelming. It hit her like a wave, rolling through her body in pulses that made her shake, made her cry out his name over and over, made her cling to him like he was the only thing keeping her upright.

When it finally released her she sagged against the door, boneless and spent. Garrett pulled out and lowered her leg back to the floor, supporting her weight with his hands on her waist.

"Bedroom," he said, his voice rough with his own unfulfilled need.

He took her hand and led her through the living room to his bedroom, leaving her dress and his jeans discarded by the front door. She followed on unsteady legs, still trembling, already anticipating what would come next.

In the bedroom he laid her out on his bed and took a moment to just look at her, sprawled naked and writhing on his sheets, her skin flushed, her hair spread across his pillow, her chest rising and falling with quick breaths. Then he climbed over her and positioned himself between her thighs.

This time he entered her slowly, letting her feel every inch as he pushed deep. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him closer, her hands running over his back, his shoulders, his arms. They moved together with a different rhythm now, slower and more, savoring sensation instead of chasing release.

Garrett braced himself on his forearms and looked down at her face while he moved inside her. She met his gaze and held it, something intimate and vulnerable passing between them that had nothing to do with the physical act and everything to do with genuine connection. This was what David never saw in her eyes anymore, this complete presence, this total surrender not just of her body but of herself.

"You feel so good," she whispered, her hands sliding into his hair. "So perfect."

"So do you." He kissed her, deep and slow, his tongue moving against hers in the same rhythm as his hips. "I could stay inside you forever."

"I wish you could."

They moved together like that for long minutes, the pace building gradually, their breathing synchronizing. Garrett shifted the angle and Vanessa gasped, her back arching off the bed. He hit that spot again and again, watching her face, reading her responses, knowing exactly what she needed.

It built differently than the first two, slower and deeper, spreading through her entire body instead of hitting all at once. When it finally crested she didn't scream or cry out, just made a long low sound of pure satisfaction, her body rippling around him, her eyes locked on his face.

The sensation of her coming undone beneath him pushed Garrett over the edge. He thrust deep and held there, his own tearing through him, his body going rigid as he spilled inside her. His head dropped to her shoulder and she held him there, her hands stroking his back, both of them breathing hard in the aftermath.

They lay tangled together, still connected, neither wanting to move. Garrett's weight pressed her into the mattress and she welcomed it, her legs still wrapped around him, her hands still touching him wherever she could reach.

David opened his eyes. The reconstruction faded but the images remained burned into his mind, more vivid than any photograph, more real than anything he had actually witnessed. The clock on his laptop showed 1:47 PM. Two hours and fifteen minutes since Vanessa's last text. Two hours of them together while he sat here building their encounter in pornographic detail, torturing himself with mental images that made him hard despite the shame, despite the pain, despite everything that should have killed his desire but somehow only intensified it.

He looked down and saw the evidence of his arousal straining against his jeans, his body betraying him the same way it always did, responding to the knowledge of her infidelity with a twisted excitement he couldn't control and didn't understand except to know that it owned him completely.

At 2:15 PM David's laptop chimed with a new message notification. He had been sitting there for the past half hour, staring at the blank dashboard, waiting for evidence that they were still alive, still existing in the world beyond the bubble of Garrett's bedroom.

Vanessa, 2:15 PM: That was incredible. I'm still shaking

The single line appeared on the screen and David read it three times, parsing the subtext, the timing, the implication that whatever had been happening for the past two and a half hours had finally paused long enough for her to reach for her phone and tell Garrett what he already knew from her body's responses.

Then nothing again. The silence stretched. David knew what it meant. They were lying in bed together now, her head probably on his chest, his fingers tracing patterns on her skin, both of them recovering in the drowsy contentment that came after prolonged sex. They would rest for a while, maybe doze, maybe talk in low voices about nothing important. Then they would start again because they had all day, all night, no reason to rush or ration their time together.

David closed the laptop and tried to do other things. He made lunch he didn't eat. He turned on the television and watched nothing. He picked up a book and read the same page five times without absorbing a single word. The afternoon crawled by in slow torture, every minute expanding into something unbearable, every hour marked by checking the spyware dashboard to see if new messages had appeared.

They had not. Vanessa and Garrett existed in a space beyond phones, beyond the digital breadcrumbs David had come to rely on. They existed only with each other, their attention focused entirely on the physical reality of their bodies in the same bed, the same room, the same carefully constructed world where David didn't exist except as an obstacle to be worked around.

At 7:40 PM the laptop chimed again. David had it open on the coffee table, the dashboard refreshing automatically every sixty seconds, waiting for exactly this moment.

Garrett, 7:40 PM: Hungry?

Then more  silence. David stared at the last message, at the timestamp that marked when they had stopped texting and started touching, when words became unnecessary because they had more direct ways to communicate desire. He checked her location for the dozenth time that evening and found the blue dot exactly where it had been all day, fixed at Garrett's address like a pin through a map, marking the place where his wife was fucking another man for the fourth time in less than nine hours.

The clock moved forward with agonizing slowness. David sat frozen on the couch, his laptop open, his body tense with anticipation he hated himself for feeling. He checked her location again. Still there. Still at Garrett's apartment at 10:04 PM on a Sunday night when she should have been driving home, should have been getting ready to return to their house and their bed and the life they supposedly shared.

David closed his eyes and constructed the scene happening right now in real time, not hours ago like his earlier reconstructions, but this exact moment at 10:04 PM while he sat on their couch reading texts and she lay in Garrett's bed deciding whether to betray him even more thoroughly than she already had.

They wold be in bed together, the sheets tangled around their bodies from earlier encounters, the room smelling of sex and sweat and the residue of the day they had spent wrapped up in each other. Garrett was inside her again, moving with slow thrusts, in no hurry because he thought he had all night, thought he might have tomorrow morning too if he could convince her to stay.

Vanessa was on her back beneath him, her legs wrapped around his waist, her hands gripping his shoulders. Her face showed the same expression of complete surrender David had imagined earlier, mouth open, eyes half-closed, features slack with genuine pleasure. The sounds she made were soft and breathless, small gasps and moans that punctuated each thrust, each movement of Garrett's hips driving deeper inside her.

Garrett braced himself on one forearm and used his free hand to touch her, his fingers finding her breast, circling her nipple, then sliding down between their bodies to where they were joined. His thumb found her clit and pressed there in rhythm with his thrusts, giving her both sensations at once, the fullness of him inside her and the direct stimulation that he knew would make her come.

Her breathing changed, became faster and more ragged. Her hands tightened on his shoulders, nails digging into his skin. She was close, building toward another orgasm, her fourth or fifth of the day, David had lost count of how many times Garrett had made her come in the hours since she arrived at his door.

"Look at me," Garrett said, his voice rough with exertion and his own rising pleasure.

Vanessa opened her eyes and met his gaze. The intimacy of the eye contact, the connection between them while he moved inside her, while his thumb worked her clit, while her body tightened around him in preparation for release, it was more than David could bear to imagine and yet he couldn't stop constructing the scene in vivid detail, couldn't stop torturing himself with the mental image of them together right now at this exact moment.

It hit and her whole body arched off the bed, her back bowing, her inner muscles clenching around Garrett's cock in rhythmic pulses. She cried out his name, her voice breaking on the second syllable, her hands clutching at him like he was the only solid thing in a world gone liquid and formless.

Garrett kept moving through her orgasm, his thumb still circling her clit, prolonging the sensation until she pushed weakly at his hand, oversensitized and overwhelmed. Only then did he remove his hand and brace himself on both arms, increasing his pace, chasing his own release now that he had given her another one.

She watched his face while he fucked her harder, watched the concentration there, the tension building in his jaw, his neck, his shoulders. When he came he buried himself deep and held there, groaning her name, his whole body rigid with the force of his orgasm. She felt him pulsing inside her, felt the warmth of him filling her, and wrapped her arms around his back to hold him close.

They collapsed together in a tangle of limbs and sweat-dampened skin. Garrett rolled to his side, pulling her with him so they stayed connected, neither wanting to separate yet. Her leg draped over his hip and his hand stroked lazy patterns on her back while their breathing slowed and their heart rates returned to normal.

This was the moment, David realized. This was when she would decide. Lying there in the aftermath of sex, her body still humming with satisfaction, Garrett's arms around her, the bed warm and comfortable and infinitely preferable to getting dressed and driving home to a boyfriend who asked no questions and suspected nothing.

David opened his eyes. The laptop screen glowed in the darkening living room. His hand had moved to his crotch at some point during the mental reconstruction and he found himself hard again, straining against his jeans, his body responding to images of his wife being fucked by another man with the same shameful arousal that had defined the past six weeks of his life.

He unzipped his jeans and freed himself, his hand wrapping around his erection with familiarity. He kept his eyes on the laptop screen, watching for new messages while he stroked himself, while he imagined Vanessa and Garrett in bed together right now, while he pictured her face during orgasm and Garrett's hands on her body and the casual way they inhabited their affair like it was the most natural thing in the world.

His breathing grew faster. His hand moved with increasing urgency. The shame and arousal spiraled together into something overwhelming, something he couldn't control or understand except to know that it owned him completely. He came with a stifled groan, spilling over his hand, his body shuddering with release while his mind filled with images of Vanessa choosing to stay another night with Garrett, choosing him over David again and again and again.

David stared at the screen, his hand still wrapped around his softening cock, his chest heaving with exertion and something that felt like grief. She had made her choice. She was staying. She was choosing Garrett over him one more time, extending the lie, deepening the betrayal, and David sat here on their couch with his dick in his hand getting off on the knowledge of it like the pathetic cuckold she had called him in texts she thought he would never see.

Vanessa pulled into the driveway at 6:33 PM on Monday evening, more than twenty-four hours after she had left for her fake visit to her sister's house. David watched from the living room window as she got out of the car, moving with the loose easy grace of someone completely at peace with herself and the world. Her skin seemed to glow in the early evening light, that particular radiance that came from a full day of sleep and sex and being exactly where she wanted to be.

She wore clothes David had never seen before, gray sweatpants that sat low on her hips and a black t-shirt with white text across the chest that read "Barrel & Vine" in elegant script, Garrett's wine bar. The shirt was too large for her, clearly men's sizing, the sleeves falling past her elbows and the hem hitting mid-thigh. She had rolled the sleeves up and tied a knot in the fabric at her hip to make it fit better, but there was no disguising whose shirt it was or why she was wearing it.

Her hair fell in waves around her shoulders, the kind of natural texture that came from air-drying without product, from not bothering with a blow dryer because she had been too busy doing other things. No makeup touched her face except what looked like the remnants of mascara she had not fully removed, giving her eyes a slightly smudged appearance that somehow made her look younger and more vulnerable. She carried her overnight bag over one shoulder and her purse in the other hand, walking toward the house with unhurried steps.

David met her at the door. She dropped both bags and wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him with the kind of easy affection that suggested she had missed him, that she was happy to be home, that the past twenty-four hours had been exactly what she claimed and nothing more.

"Hey," she said against his mouth, her lips warm and soft. "I missed you."

The lie came so naturally, wrapped in such genuine-seeming warmth, that anyone who didn't know better would have believed it completely.

"Missed you too," David said, because what else could he say, what else could he do except play his role in this performance they had both committed to without ever explicitly agreeing to the terms.

She pulled back and picked up her bags, heading toward the bedroom. David followed, watching her move through their house in another man's shirt, watching her drop the overnight bag on the bed and start unpacking it with the casual efficiency of someone who had nothing to hide.

"How was Sarah?" he asked, leaning against the doorframe.

Vanessa pulled dirty clothes from the bag and tossed them toward the hamper. "She's good. Stressed, but good. You know how she gets when she's trying to organize something." She glanced up at him, her face open and friendly and completely convincing. "She decided to clean out the entire garage this weekend. Like, everything. Thirty years of accumulated stuff her and mom's stuff from before the divorce, old furniture, boxes of god knows what."

Her hands moved while she talked, gesturing to illustrate the chaos she was describing. She pulled out her toiletry bag and walked it to the bathroom, still talking, her voice carrying through the open door.

"I got there Sunday afternoon and she had already pulled half of it out into the driveway. Just piles everywhere. We spent like four hours sorting through it all, deciding what to keep, what to donate, what to throw away. Found some hilarious stuff, her old prom dress, my roller skates from when I was twelve, this insane ceramic cat lamp our grandmother used to have."

She came back into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, pulling off her shoes. The gesture was casual, comfortable, like she was settling back into her own space after being away.

"We ordered pizza around eight because neither of us wanted to stop and cook. Got it from that place on Main Street she likes, Antonio's? I had the margherita and she got her usual pepperoni and mushroom. We ate it sitting on the garage floor surrounded by boxes like we were kids again." She smiled at the memory she was inventing, the false nostalgia playing across her features with perfect authenticity.

David watched her face while she lied. Her eyes stayed steady on his, no darting away, no tells that she was constructing fiction. Her expressions matched the story, amused when describing the ceramic cat, affectionate when mentioning childhood memories, slightly exasperated when talking about the scope of the project.

"We worked until almost midnight, then crashed. She made up the guest room for me but honestly I was so tired I barely remember my head hitting the pillow." She stood and walked to her dresser, pulling out clean pajamas. "This morning we finished up, took everything to Goodwill, then grabbed brunch at that cafe she loves. The one with the good french toast."

"Sounds productive," David said.

"It was. Exhausting, but productive. Sarah feels so much better having it done." Vanessa pulled Garrett's shirt over her head in one smooth motion, standing there in just her bra and the sweatpants. David saw marks on her body that had not been there when she left Sunday morning. Faint bruises on her hips in the shape of fingers. A small reddish mark on her collarbone that could have been a bite or just irritation. The evidence of rough sex, of passionate sex, of being thoroughly used by someone who was not her boyfriend.

She seemed completely unbothered by her semi-nakedness, by the visible evidence on her skin. She unhooked her bra and tossed it toward the hamper, then pulled on a clean t-shirt, one of her own this time, soft and worn from many washings.

"I'm going to shower," she said, walking past him toward the bathroom. "I still feel like I smell like garage dust."

She smelled like sex and Garrett's cologne and the particular musk of another man's bed, but David didn't say this. He just nodded and listened to the water turn on, listened to her step into the shower and start washing away the evidence of where she had actually been, what she had actually done.

That night after they had eaten leftover takeout and watched television in comfortable silence, Vanessa turned to him on the couch and ran her hand up his thigh.

"Come to bed with me?" she asked, the same invitation she had extended Thursday night, the same pattern playing out exactly as David's spreadsheet had predicted.

In bed she was responsive but careful in how she moved, a subtle tenderness to her body that suggested soreness, muscles used in ways they were not accustomed to, the residual ache of marathon sex. David positioned himself above her and she wrapped her legs around his waist, but when he gripped her hips she winced just slightly before catching herself and smoothing the expression into something more neutral.

He moved inside her and thought about Garrett doing this same thing last night, this morning, throughout the endless hours she had spent in his bed. Thought about Garrett's hands on her hips leaving the bruises David could see even in the dim bedroom light. Thought about how many times Garrett had made her come, how many times she had cried out his name, how thoroughly he had claimed her body as his own.

Vanessa made sounds beneath him but they were muted, performative, designed to encourage rather than express genuine pleasure. Her face stayed composed, pleasant, engaged enough to be convincing but distant enough that David knew her mind was elsewhere. She was going through the motions because the pattern required it, because having sex with David after seeing Garrett was part of maintaining the structure that allowed her affair to continue undetected.

She didn't come. She didn't even attempt to fake it this time, just touched his face and whispered "it's okay, I'm just tired" when he slowed and looked at her questioningly. The permission to finish without her released him and he came quickly, his orgasm sharp and almost painful, his mind filled with images of Garrett inside her while David thrust into a body that had been someone else's possession for the past day and night.

After he rolled off her she curled on her side and was asleep within minutes, her breathing evening out into the deep rhythm of exhaustion. David lay beside her staring at the ceiling, waiting the obligatory twenty minutes before getting up and going to check his laptop.

The spyware dashboard showed one message sent at 11:43 PM, after they had finished having sex, while Vanessa must have slipped to the bathroom claiming she needed to pee.

Vanessa, 11:43 PM: Home. In bed with him. Missing you already. Thank you for this weekend. It was perfect.

David read the message five times. The casual cruelty of it landed fresh each time, that she would fuck him and then immediately text Garrett about missing him, that she would lie in their bed and think about Garrett's bed, that "perfect" described her weekend with her lover while her actual boyfriend rated no mention at all except as an obstacle she had successfully navigated.

He closed the laptop and went back to bed, sliding under the covers next to Vanessa's sleeping form. She didn't stir when he settled beside her, didn't reach for him in her sleep, didn't do anything except breathe steadily and dream about whatever women who lived double lives dreamed about when they finally allowed themselves to rest.

David lay awake until almost three in the morning, his mind replaying every detail of the lies she had told about her sister's garage, about pizza from Antonio's, about french toast at a cafe that might not even exist. The lies were so specific, so confident, so completely believable that he found himself almost admiring the construction of them even as they destroyed something fundamental in his ability to trust his own perception of reality.

When sleep finally came it brought dreams of Vanessa in Garrett's shirt, Vanessa in Garrett's bed, Vanessa choosing to stay one more night because Garrett's bed was where she wanted to be and David's was just the place she had to return to in order to maintain the fiction that their relationship still meant something beyond convenience and shared bills and the path of least resistance.

Tuesday morning David sat at his desk in the guest room with his laptop open, ostensibly working on a security audit for a client but actually tracking the blue dot that represented Vanessa's location as it moved through the city. She had left at seven-thirty for what she claimed was a full day of back-to-back client meetings, starting with breakfast at a hospital in the northern suburbs and ending with an evening presentation at a medical center downtown.

The blue dot moved north as expected, stayed stationary for forty-seven minutes at the hospital location, then began moving again. David watched it track south through mid-morning traffic, expecting it to head toward her next appointment at a clinic on the east side. Instead, at 9:03 AM, the dot turned west and began moving toward a location David knew without needing to check the address.

His phone vibrated with the text notification at the same moment the dot stopped moving.

Vanessa, 9:07 AM: My 10 o'clock just cancelled. Are you at the bar?

Garrett, 9:08 AM: Yeah. Closed today. Why?

Vanessa, 9:09 AM: Can I come over?

Garrett, 9:10 AM: Always. You need something?

Vanessa, 9:12 AM: I need you. I can't stop thinking about this weekend

Garrett, 9:13 AM: How long do you have?

Vanessa, 9:14 AM: Two hours. Maybe three if I push my lunch meeting

Garrett, 9:15 AM: Side door's unlocked. Come straight down to the bar

Vanessa, 9:16 AM: The bar? Not your apartment?

Garrett, 9:17 AM: The bar. I want you down here. We have the whole place to ourselves

Vanessa, 9:19 AM: God yes. Be there in five minutes

The messages stopped. David stared at the blue dot on his screen, perfectly still at Garrett's address, and felt his chest tighten with the familiar combination of dread and dark anticipation. Tuesday was the bar's closed day. They would be completely alone in the space, no customers, no staff, no one to interrupt or witness or care what they did in the empty building.

The minutes crawled past. Nine-fifteen became nine-thirty became nine-forty-five. No new messages appeared. The blue dot didn't move. David's hands remained frozen over his keyboard, the security audit forgotten, all his attention focused on constructing what was happening right now in the wine bar three miles away.

Vanessa parked in the lot behind the building and walked to the side entrance, the one that led directly down to the bar level rather than up to Garrett's apartment. The door was unlocked as promised. She stepped inside and descended the stairs, her heels clicking on the concrete steps, her heart already racing with anticipation of what was about to happen.

The bar spread out before her in the dim natural light filtering through the front windows. Garrett had not turned on the overhead lights, leaving the space in atmospheric shadow. The bar itself ran along the left wall, rich dark wood polished to a gleam, brass fixtures catching what light there was. Leather booths lined the right wall, deep burgundy upholstery worn soft from years of use. Small tables filled the center space, each with two chairs, intimate and carefully arranged. At the back, a heavy wooden door led to the wine cellar, the space below where Garrett kept his inventory.

Garrett stood behind the bar, waiting for her. He wore jeans and a black t-shirt, casual and comfortable in his own space. When Vanessa appeared at the bottom of the stairs his face showed exactly what she needed to see, pure desire, uncomplicated want, the look of a man who had been thinking about her since she left his bed yesterday afternoon.

She crossed the space between them and he came around the bar to meet her. Their mouths crashed together in a kiss that held none of the gentle affection she performed with David, just raw need and hunger and the freedom to take what they wanted from each other. His hands went to her waist, then slid down to grip her ass through her skirt, pulling her body flush against his.

"I missed you," she breathed against his mouth.

"You just saw me yesterday."

"I know. I still missed you."

He backed her toward the bar, his hands already working the buttons of her blouse. She helped him, shrugging it off and letting it fall to the floor. Her skirt had a zipper at the side and he found it without looking, sliding it down and pushing the fabric over her hips. She stepped out of it and her heels at the same time, leaving her in matching black bra and panties that she had chosen this morning knowing exactly where she would end up, knowing exactly who would be removing them.

Garrett lifted her and set her on the bar, the polished wood cool against her skin. He stood between her legs and kissed her again while his hands roamed over her body, relearning curves he had spent the entire weekend exploring. He unhooked her bra and added it to the pile of clothes on the floor, then stepped back to look at her sitting there on his bar, half-naked in the middle of his closed establishment.

"Turn around," he said. "Hands on the bar."

She slid off the edge and turned, placing her palms flat on the polished wood surface, bending at the waist, presenting herself to him. The position put her ass in the air and her face close to the bar, her hair falling forward to brush the wood. Garrett pulled her panties down her legs and she stepped out of them, now completely naked except for her jewelry while he remained fully dressed.

His hands ran up the backs of her thighs, over the curve of her ass, along her spine. She arched into his touch, her breath coming faster, her body already responding to the anticipation of what came next. She heard him unzip his jeans, heard the rustle of a condom wrapper, felt him position himself behind her.

When he pushed inside her she gasped and her fingers tightened on the edge of the bar, gripping hard as her body stretched to accommodate him. He didn't give her time to adjust, just started moving immediately, his hands gripping her hips exactly where the bruises from the weekend had barely begun to fade. The angle was deep and intense, hitting places inside her that made her cry out with each thrust.

"Fuck," she gasped, her face close to the bar's surface. "God, Garrett, yes."

He increased his pace, one hand leaving her hip to tangle in her hair, pulling her head back slightly, making her arch her spine more. The new angle made everything more intense and she could feel her orgasm building fast, the familiar tension coiling low in her belly.

"Touch yourself," he ordered, his voice rough. "I want to feel you come on my cock."

Her hand slipped between her legs and found her clit, fingers working in rhythm with his thrusts. The dual stimulation pushed her rapidly toward the edge and she came with a sharp cry, her whole body tensing, her inner muscles clenching around him. Garrett kept thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it until she was shaking and gasping and barely able to hold herself up against the bar.

He pulled out before he came, turning her to face him. "Wine cellar," he said, taking her hand and leading her toward the back of the bar. She followed on unsteady legs, still trembling from her orgasm, her naked body moving through the dim space like something from a dream.

At the wine cellar door he pressed her back against the heavy wood and lifted one of her legs, wrapping it around his waist. He entered her again in one smooth thrust and she wrapped her arms around his neck, holding on while he fucked her against the door. The solid wood pressed into her back with each impact of his hips, the sensation mixing pleasure with slight pain in a way that made everything more vivid, more real.

Her second orgasm built quickly, her body still sensitive from the first. She buried her face against his neck and came again, softer this time, a rolling wave rather than a sharp peak, her muscles fluttering around him while he continued moving inside her. When she went limp in his arms he slowed but didn't stop, just adjusted his grip and kept going, chasing his own release now.

"Where do you want me to come?" he asked against her ear.

"Inside me. Please. I want to feel it."

He thrust deep and held there, his body rigid as his orgasm hit. She felt him pulsing inside her, felt the warmth even through the condom, felt the intimacy of the moment in a way that made her tighten her arms around him.

They stayed like that for a long moment, both breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Then Garrett lowered her leg and pulled out, disposing of the condom in a trash can behind the bar. He led her to one of the leather booths and they collapsed onto the burgundy upholstery together, her body draped across his lap, both of them catching their breath.

The leather felt cool and smooth against her bare skin. She could feel the seams pressing into her back, could smell the particular scent of old leather mixed with wine and wood polish that defined this space. Garrett's hands moved over her body in lazy exploration, no longer urgent, just touching for the pleasure of touching.

"How much time do you have left?" he asked.

She glanced at her phone on the floor where it had fallen out of her purse. "An hour. Maybe a little more."

His hand slid between her legs again, fingers moving through the wetness there. "Because I'm not done with you yet."

She spread her legs wider, giving him access, her body responding despite having just come twice. He worked her with his fingers while she lay across his lap, her head thrown back against the booth, small sounds escaping her throat. When he felt her getting close again he positioned her so she was straddling him, her knees on either side of his hips on the leather seat.

He was hard again already and she sank down onto him without hesitation, taking him deep in one smooth movement. The position gave her control and she used it, setting a slow rolling rhythm that made them both groan. His hands gripped her ass, guiding her movements, and she braced her hands on the back of the booth behind his head.

They moved together like that in the empty wine bar, surrounded by bottles and polished wood and the burgundy leather that would hold the impression of their bodies long after they left. She came a third time while riding him, her movements becoming erratic, her rhythm breaking as the pleasure overwhelmed her ability to coordinate. Garrett took over, gripping her hips and moving her the way he wanted until he came again with a groan muffled against her neck.

David's phone buzzed at 12:04 PM, pulling him out of the vivid reconstruction that had consumed the past ninety minutes.

Vanessa, 12:04 PM: Hey babe. Meetings running long. Going to grab lunch solo then head to my 2 o'clock. Love you

He stared at the message for a long moment, then typed his response with fingers that trembled just enough to notice.

David, 12:06 PM: No problem. Love you too

The blue dot on his laptop screen remained fixed at Garrett's address. David looked down and saw that he was hard again, his body responding to mental images of Vanessa being fucked in multiple locations throughout the wine bar, her naked body against wood and leather, her face showing genuine pleasure, her voice crying out Garrett's name in the empty space where no one could hear except the man making her come over and over again.

He didn't touch himself this time. He just sat there with the ache of arousal and the sharper ache of something that felt like his chest being slowly crushed, staring at the blue dot that represented his wife's location, knowing exactly what she was doing, knowing exactly how thoroughly she was betraying him, and knowing with absolute certainty that he would do nothing to stop it.

Thursday evening David found himself parked across from Garrett's building for what felt like the hundredth time in six weeks, watching Vanessa's car appear in the lot behind the building at 7:14 PM. She had used the client dinner excuse again, the same words delivered with the same casual confidence, and David had accepted them with the same hollow acknowledgment that defined all their interactions now.

He watched her walk to the side entrance and disappear inside. Watched the second-floor windows light up. Counted the minutes while his heart hammered in his chest and his hands gripped the steering wheel hard enough to make his knuckles white.

At 7:32 PM he unbuckled his seatbelt and got out of the car.

The walk across the street felt surreal, like moving through water or through someone else's dream. The wine bar occupied the ground floor of the building, separate entrance from the residential space above, large windows showing the interior bathed in warm amber light. David pushed open the door and stepped inside.

The space was exactly as he had imagined it during Tuesday's mental reconstruction, but seeing it in person added details his mind had not been able to conjure. The bar ran along the left wall, dark walnut polished to a mirror shine, backed by floor-to-ceiling shelves holding hundreds of wine bottles arranged by region. Pendant lights hung at intervals above the bar, casting pools of golden light. The leather booths along the right wall were indeed burgundy, the leather cracked and softened with age. Small tables filled the center, most of them occupied by couples leaning close in conversation, by groups of friends sharing bottles, by the kind of people who came to wine bars on Thursday evenings.

David walked to the bar and took a seat on one of the leather-topped stools. A young woman behind the bar approached with a smile, dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, wearing the same black shirt with "Barrel & Vine" logo that Vanessa had worn home Monday evening.

"What can I get you?" she asked.

David glanced at the wine list printed on a small card in front of him, the names and regions meaningless. "Red wine. Something full-bodied."

"I'd recommend the Barolo. It's excellent."

"That's fine."

She poured the wine and set the glass in front of him. He paid and she moved on to other customers, leaving him alone at the corner of the bar with a glass he had no intention of drinking and a clear view of the door behind the bar that he knew led to the stairs up to Garrett's apartment.

The bar hummed with conversation and soft music playing from speakers David couldn't locate. Everyone seemed content, absorbed in their own worlds, completely unaware that the man sitting alone at the end of the bar was tracking his wife's location on his phone while she fucked the owner of this establishment in the apartment directly above their heads.

At 8:10 PM the door behind the bar opened and Garrett emerged.

David recognized him instantly even though they had never been formally introduced, had only made brief eye contact that one time weeks ago on the street outside this building. Garrett was taller than David had estimated from shadows and distant glimpses, probably six-two, with broad shoulders and the kind of build that suggested he stayed in shape without obsessing over it. He wore dark jeans and a gray henley with the sleeves pushed up to his elbows, casual and confident in his own space. His hair was dark and slightly disheveled, like he had been running his hands through it, and he had the kind of face that women probably found handsome, strong jaw, straight nose, eyes that looked almost black in the bar's dim lighting.

He moved behind the bar with the easy grace of someone who had done this thousands of times, exchanging a few words with the female bartender, checking on something in the register. Then his gaze swept the bar and landed on David.

Recognition hit immediately. Garrett's expression didn't change dramatically, just a slight tightening around his eyes, a pause in his movements that lasted maybe two seconds before he resumed whatever he had been doing. He finished his conversation with the bartender and then walked down the length of the bar to where David sat.

"Can I get you anything else?" Garrett asked, his voice calm and measured, giving nothing away.

David met his eyes. "I think you've already taken everything."

Garrett's jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. He glanced around the bar, confirming that no one was paying attention to them, then leaned against the back counter with his arms crossed. "You want to have this conversation here?"

"Where else would we have it?"

A long pause. Then Garrett said, "Follow me."

He led David through the door behind the bar and up a narrow staircase that David had only imagined before now. At the top was a small landing with a single door standing slightly ajar. Garrett pushed it open fully and stepped inside. David followed, his heart racing, his mouth dry despite the wine he had barely sipped.

The apartment was exactly what the glimpses through windows had suggested, open floor plan, exposed brick walls, hardwood floors, large windows overlooking the street. A sectional couch dominated the living area, a modern kitchen occupied one corner, and through an open doorway David could see the bedroom, could see the unmade bed with sheets twisted and pillows scattered, evidence of what had been happening there less than an hour ago.

Garrett closed the door and turned to face David, maintaining a careful distance, his posture neither aggressive nor defensive. "How long have you known?"

"Six weeks."

"Six weeks." Garrett processed this information, his expression shifting to something that might have been respect or might have been pity. "And you haven't said anything to her."

"No."

"Why not?"

David had no good answer to that question, had asked it of himself hundreds of times without arriving at anything that made sense. "I don't know."

Garrett moved to the kitchen and pulled a bottle of whiskey from a cabinet, poured two glasses without asking if David wanted one. He handed one to David and kept the other, taking a drink before speaking again. "She doesn't know you know."

It was not a question but David answered anyway. "No."

"How did you find out?"

"Her laptop. She left it open. I saw messages between you two."

"And then you started reading all of them."

"Yes."

"Every text. Every photo. Everything."

"Everything."

Garrett took another drink, his eyes never leaving David's face. "I suspected you knew. That day outside the building, three weeks ago. We made eye contact. The look on your face told me everything I needed to know."

David remembered that moment, had replayed it countless times, the split second of recognition, of understanding passing between them, before both of them had looked away and continued walking in opposite directions.

"Why didn't you tell her?" David asked.

"Not my place. This is between you and her. I'm just the person she comes to when she needs something she's not getting at home."

The casual acknowledgment stung more than cruelty would have. "Is that how you see yourself? Just a service provider?"

"No." Garrett's expression hardened slightly. "I see myself as someone who cares about her. Someone who gives her what she needs without making her feel guilty about wanting it. Someone who doesn't ask her to choose because I'm secure enough in what we have not to need that validation."

"You're fucking my wife."

"I'm aware." Garrett refilled his glass. "You want me to apologize? I won't. She came to me. She keeps coming to me. If she wanted to stop, she would stop."

"You could have said no."

"So could you. You could have confronted her six weeks ago. Could have ended it. But you didn't. You just kept watching, kept reading the texts, kept letting it happen."

The words landed with brutal accuracy. David drained his glass and Garrett refilled it without comment.

"Why are you still with her?" Garrett asked. "If you know what she's doing, why stay?"

"Why do you think?"

"I think you get off on it. I think some part of you likes knowing she's with me. Likes the pain of it. Likes feeling like a victim."

David wanted to deny it but couldn't find the words because they both knew it was true, had probably known it from the moment their eyes met on the street three weeks ago.

"She's upstairs right now," Garrett said, his voice softer now. "In my bed. Waiting for me to come back. You could go up there. Tell her you know. End this whole thing tonight."

David looked toward the bedroom door, imagination filling in what he couldn't see, Vanessa in Garrett's bed, probably naked, probably checking her phone wondering where Garrett had gone, completely unaware that her boyfriend was standing fifteen feet away having this conversation.

"Or," Garrett continued, "you could leave. Go home. Let this continue. Keep reading the texts and imagining what we do and getting off on the knowledge of it while your relationship slowly disintegrates into something neither of you recognize anymore."

"What do you want me to do?"

"I want you to make a choice. Any choice. Because what you're doing now isn't sustainable. It's destroying you and she's going to notice eventually if she hasn't already."

"She hasn't noticed anything."

"You sure about that? Because I'm not. She asked me two days ago if I thought you suspected something. Said you'd been acting different lately. Distant."

David's chest tightened. "What did you tell her?"

"I told her you probably knew and were too much of a coward to confront her about it."

The brutal honesty should have sparked anger but David felt only a dull resignation. "And what did she say?"

"She said that was impossible. That you trusted her completely. That you'd never stay with her if you knew."

They stood in silence for a long moment, two men connected by the same woman for completely different reasons, both aware that whatever happened next would fundamentally change the strange equilibrium they had all been maintaining.

"She's going to wonder where you are," David said finally.

"She can wait." Garrett leaned against the kitchen counter. "I want to know what you're going to do. Are you going to tell her you know? Are you going to leave her? Or are you going to keep doing what you've been doing and hope that somehow this resolves itself without you having to make any difficult decisions?"

David looked at his empty glass, at the apartment that held evidence of his wife's affair in every corner, at the man who had been fucking her for weeks with full knowledge that she had a boyfriend waiting at home.

"I don't know," David said, the words tasting like defeat. "I honestly don't know."

Garrett set his glass down on the counter with care, the sound sharp in the quiet apartment. "You should leave her."

"You have a vested interest in that outcome."

"Maybe. But I'm also right. Look at yourself." Garrett gestured toward David with one hand. "When's the last time you slept through the night? When's the last time you ate a full meal? You look like you've aged five years in the past six weeks. This is destroying you and you're letting it happen."

David had avoided mirrors lately for exactly this reason. He knew what Garrett was describing was true, the hollows under his eyes, the weight he had lost, the constant tension he carried in his shoulders that made everything ache. The knowing had consumed him, had become more real than eating or sleeping or any of the other maintenance tasks that kept a person functioning.

"How would you know what's destroying me?" David asked, but the words came out weak, unconvincing.

"Because you're sitting in my apartment at eight o'clock on a Thursday night drinking whiskey while your wife waits for me in my bed upstairs. That's not the behavior of someone who's doing fine. That's not even the behavior of someone who's coping. That's the behavior of someone who's completely unraveling and has been for weeks."

David opened his mouth to respond but Garrett's phone buzzed on the counter between them, the screen lighting up with a notification. Garrett glanced at it, then picked it up and turned the screen toward David.

Vanessa, 8:31 PM: Where did you go? Come back to bed

The words sat there on the screen, casual and intimate, a message sent from his wife to her lover while David stood ten feet below the room where she waited. The immediacy of it made his stomach turn, she was right there, right now, wondering where Garrett had gone, probably naked under his sheets, probably checking the time and wondering if he had gotten caught up with something at the bar.

"She's right upstairs," Garrett said, setting the phone back down. "In my bed. Wearing nothing. Waiting for me to come back and fuck her again." He paused, letting the words sink in. "You could walk up there right now. Open that door. See for yourself what you've been imagining for six weeks. Tell her you know. Make her face what she's been doing. End this."

David looked toward the stairs that led from the living room up to what had to be the bedroom level. A simple staircase with maybe ten steps, a turn, a door at the top that probably was not even locked. Ten seconds of walking and he would be there, would see with his own eyes what he had only been able to construct in his mind.

"Or," Garrett continued, his voice steady and measured, "you walk out that door to the street. Go home. Wait for her to come back in a few hours with her hair wet from my shower and her body still tender from my hands. Accept whatever lie she tells you about where she's been. Keep doing what you've been doing, reading the texts, tracking her location, building scenes in your head, destroying yourself slowly with the knowledge of something you refuse to actually confront."

David's hands trembled slightly and he shoved them in his pockets to hide the response. His mind raced through both scenarios, building them with the same vivid detail he had applied to every mental reconstruction over the past six weeks.

Walking up those stairs. Each step on the hardwood would announce his approach. The door at the top would open into the bedroom he had only seen through windows, the space he had imagined Vanessa occupying dozens of times but never witnessed directly. She would be in Garrett's bed, the sheets probably pulled up to her waist but her torso bare, her hair spread across Garrett's pillows. The room would smell like sex and her perfume and Garrett's cologne all mixed together.

When the door opened and she saw David standing there, her face would go through a progression of expressions in rapid succession, confusion at the unexpected interruption, then recognition, then the dawning horror of understanding that he knew, that he had always known, that the careful structure of lies she had built over months was collapsing in a single moment.

She would pull the sheet higher, an instinctive gesture of modesty despite the fact that David had seen her naked thousands of times, despite the fact that her nakedness in another man's bed was exactly the point. Her mouth would open but no words would come at first, just that stunned silence that came from having your worst fear realized without warning.

The room around her would tell its own story, the rumpled sheets, the pillows on the floor, the wine glasses on the nightstand, the black dress with buttons down the front draped over a chair where Garrett had removed it hours ago. All the evidence laid out in physical space instead of confined to text messages and location tracking and mental images.

David could see it all with perfect clarity. Could see the moment of confrontation playing out exactly as it would happen if he chose to walk up those stairs. Could see Vanessa's face, her fear, her attempt to explain or justify or minimize. Could see the end of their relationship happening in real time, messy and painful and irrevocable.

The alternative played out just as clearly. Walking out of Garrett's apartment and down the stairs and out the door of the wine bar. Getting in his car and driving home through streets that would look exactly the same as they always did, as if nothing had changed, as if the world had not just tilted on its axis. Sitting in their house waiting for Vanessa to come home around eleven, her hair wet and her skin flushed and her body carrying all the evidence he had learned to recognize.

She would kiss him hello and tell him about the fake client dinner, would invent details with the same confidence she always did, and he would nod and accept the lies and they would go to bed together and maybe she would want sex and maybe he would give it to her while thinking about Garrett doing the same thing hours earlier.

The pattern would continue. The knowing would continue. The slow destruction of everything he thought he understood about himself and relationships and trust would continue until something finally broke, either him or the relationship or the fragile equilibrium that all three of them had been maintaining without ever explicitly acknowledging.

David stood up. The whiskey had made his head feel light, disconnected from his body. He looked at the stairs leading up to the bedroom. Then at Garrett standing by the kitchen counter watching him with an expression that held no judgment, just a kind of clinical interest in what David would choose.

Then he looked at the door that led back down to the wine bar, back out to the street, back to his car and his house and the life he had been living for six weeks with the knowledge sitting in his chest like a stone.

In his mind both futures existed simultaneously, the confrontation and the continuation, the ending and the perpetuation, the choice to know openly versus the choice to keep knowing secretly. Both paths led to pain. Both paths led to the destruction of something fundamental. The only question was whether that destruction would be quick and clean or slow and cancerous.

Garrett's phone buzzed again.

Vanessa, 8:44 PM: Everything okay down there? You've been gone a while

"She's getting impatient," Garrett said, glancing at his phone. "I should go back up. So you need to decide. Are you coming up with me? Are you leaving? Or are you going to stand here frozen while I go upstairs and fuck your wife for the third time tonight?"

David's feet felt rooted to the floor. His body would not move toward the stairs. His body would not move toward the door. He stood suspended between both choices, paralyzed by the weight of actually having to make a decision after six weeks of passive observation, after six weeks of letting things happen to him instead of making things happen.

"I can't," David said, the words barely audible.

"Can't what? Can't confront her? Can't leave? Can't do anything?"

"I don't know."

Garrett shook his head, something that looked almost like pity crossing his features. "Then you're going to stand here and watch me walk up those stairs and go back to your wife. You're going to stand here knowing exactly what I'm about to do to her. And then you're going to leave and go home and keep pretending like you don't know. Is that what you want?"

What David wanted was for this to not be happening. What David wanted was to go back six weeks to before he saw Vanessa's laptop, before the knowing, before the addiction of tracking and reading and imagining had rewired something fundamental in his ability to function as a human being in a relationship.

But that option didn't exist. That door had closed the moment he installed spyware on her phone, the moment he chose surveillance over confrontation, the moment he decided that knowing was somehow better than not knowing even though the knowing was destroying him in ways he couldn't fully articulate or understand.

Garrett waited another ten seconds, then set his glass in the sink and walked toward the stairs. He paused at the bottom step and looked back at David. "Last chance."

David's mouth opened but no words came out. His body remained frozen between choices, between futures, between versions of himself he could become if he just moved in one direction or the other.

Garrett took the first step. Then the second. Then he was climbing the stairs and David was watching him go, watching the distance increase between them, watching his opportunity to confront Vanessa slip away with each of Garrett's ascending footsteps.

At the top of the stairs Garrett paused again, his hand on what must be the bedroom door. He looked down at David one more time, his expression unreadable in the dim light.

Then he opened the door and stepped inside and closed it behind him, and David stood alone in the apartment listening to the muffled sound of Vanessa's voice saying something he couldn't make out, followed by Garrett's lower response, followed by the kind of silence that meant they were no longer talking.

David stood there for another minute, maybe two, his feet still refusing to move in any direction. Above him he could hear the faint creak of bedsprings, could hear sounds that might have been voices or might have been something else. The knowing that had consumed him for six weeks sharpened into something almost unbearable, they were right above him, right now, and he was standing here listening instead of stopping it, instead of ending it, instead of doing literally anything except bearing witness to his own humiliation.

His feet finally moved. One step toward the door that led back down to the wine bar. Then another. Then he was descending the stairs, passing through the bar where customers still sat drinking wine and talking and living their uncomplicated lives, pushing open the door to the street.

The night air hit his face, cool and sharp and somehow not enough to cut through the fog in his head. His car sat across the street exactly where he had left it. He walked toward it on legs that felt mechanical, disconnected, like he was operating his body from somewhere far away.

He got in the car but didn't start the engine. Just sat there with his hands on the steering wheel, staring at Garrett's building, at the second-floor windows where lights glowed warm behind sheer curtains. He knew what was happening up there. Could picture it with the same vivid detail that had defined every mental reconstruction for six weeks.

But he had not seen it with his own eyes. Had not confronted it. Had not chosen the ending or the continuation, had just chosen to remain suspended in the knowing, in the space between action and inaction where he had been living since the moment he discovered Vanessa's messages.

David started the car. Put it in drive. Pulled away from the curb and headed toward home, toward the house he shared with a woman who was currently in another man's bed, toward the life he had chosen to keep living despite knowing exactly what that life actually was beneath the surface of normal routines and polite lies.

Behind him Garrett's building receded in the rearview mirror but the knowing didn't recede, didn't diminish, didn't release its grip on his chest where it had taken up permanent residence six weeks ago and showed no signs of ever letting go.
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