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Chapter 1
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Every man thinks he knows where his line is. Most of them only find out by stepping across it.

You often hear people ask what makes a great marriage last? The answers are usually respect or communication. But what if you have both, and yet the bedroom is completely dead?

That was what ultimately killed his marriage.

“It is what it is though,” Kan mumbled to himself as he stood in his front yard, sipping beer. His eyes were fixed on the pretty neighbor’s cheerleader daughter, Sydney.

She was wearing her university cheerleader uniform, the skirt so short it showed an obscenely long stretch of flawless, tanned legs.

“Hello!” Sydney waved cheerfully when she saw him.

“Hi Sydney. Practice today?”

“Yes, final rehearsal. Drinking early tonight, Mr. Kan huh?” She smiled and grabbed something from the back of her car.

“Yeah, just unwinding.”

“Don’t get too drunk, you’ll pass out right there.” She unlatched the gate. “Alright, gotta head back inside. Have a good evening.”

Kan knew she was just being friendly. Everyone in the neighborhood was.

Still, it was hard not to notice things.

Her parents were away more often than they were home, business trips that left her alone with the maid. He had noticed that whenever her parents were gone, her boyfriend would visit and stay overnight.

Sydney was twenty-two, so it was none of his business.

A short while later, Sydney came back out wearing a sweetheart necklined blue top and matching pastel blue silk shorts. She walked straight to his gate.

“Hey Mr. Kan, my parents are out again, and actually I want to have some beers too.”

“I only have this one,” Kan replied.

“Wouldn’t you buy me one?” She pouted, stepping onto his property.

“Don’t you think it’s dangerous drinking with your neighbor twice your age? Let’s go inside. I don’t want the other neighbors gossiping.”

He led her into the house and had her sit on the couch while he got her a yogurt soda instead — “close to a mocktail,” he joked.

“Oh gosh. It’s so refreshing!” She smiled, licking her lips. “Better than bitter beer.”

They chatted for a while about his recent divorce. Eventually Sydney suggested that maybe they could watch something together instead.

“I’d love to keep you company. I don’t like lonely people in my neighborhood,” she added.

“Are you serious?” Kan sat down next to her.

“Of course!” She took another sip, but some liquid dripped onto her blue top, right over her chest, making the thin fabric wet and see-through. “Oh damn! Sorry, I’m so clumsy.” She giggled and briefly covered it with her hand. “Anyway, I know you just got divorced, but I like romantic movies. But this isn’t too romantic! It’s more spicy.”

“Are you really OK with that?” Kan asked, raising an eyebrow.

Sydney beamed, still covering the wet spot on her chest with one hand. “Of course! It’s just a movie. Come on, it’ll be fun.”

She stood up quickly, and the damp fabric clung to her breast for a second, clearly outlining her hardened bud before she turned away. “I’ll pick something. You have a streaming account, right?”

Kan nodded and followed her to the living room TV, trying to keep his eyes on the floor. He sat on the couch first, and she plopped down right next to him.

She scrolled through the options, leaning slightly into him as she held the remote. “Hmm… this one. It’s called ‘After’ or something. People say it’s really intense. Lots of… chemistry.” She glanced at him sideways, biting her lower lip like she’s trying not to smile too much.

The movie started and only the glow of the TV lit them in the dim room. After ten minutes, Sydney moved again, tucking her legs underneath her so her knee rested against his thigh.

Every time a spicy scene came on — heavy breathing, lingering touches, clothes being pulled aside — she let out a soft little sigh or giggled nervously.

“Wow… they’re really going for it, huh?” she whispered during one particularly heated kiss scene. She stretched her arms up, arching her back slightly, which made the wet patch on her top stretch tighter across her chest. Then she “casually” rested her hand on the couch cushion between them, her fingers just barely brushing the side of his leg.

As the film progressed to a much spicier scene, the woman bent over and the man gathering her hair into a ponytail, the couch felt smaller.

“Oh god…” Sydney whispered breathily. “That’s too much. They’re really going at it, huh?”

“Yeah…” Kan managed.

Sydney’s hand slid slowly onto his thigh, fingertips grazing dangerously close to his crotch — which wasn’t helping the growing hardness straining against his pants.

“Are you still comfortable watching this, Mr. Kan? Or should we skip?” She asked, pausing the movie at the peak scene.

Kan swallowed hard. “Sure, um, I’ll, uh, just give me a second.” He stood up too quickly, angling his body away from her so she wouldn’t see the bulge straining against his pants. “Bathroom,” he muttered, already halfway down the hall.

In the bathroom, he pulled out his erection, squeezed it hard a few times, peed, washed it with cold water, and tried to calm down before returning.

“You took a little longer than I expected,” Sydney said with a small, knowing smile when he came back.

He simply shrugged and sat back down.

The movie played on, but neither of them was watching it anymore. Every few minutes Kan caught her glancing at him from the corner of her eye. At some point her body drifted closer, and then her head was resting against his shoulder, warm and light, her hair smelling faintly of almond shampoo.

About five minutes later, Sydney suddenly stood up.

“I think we should stop watching… It’s getting me really, really turned on. It makes me fantasize about wishing I was her… doing it right now.”

Just then, she noticed Kan’s hands firmly covering his lap.

“Why do your hands never leave your lap, Mr. Kan?” she asked playfully. “Are you hiding something?”

Kan blushed deeply, at a loss for words. He still felt half-hard there.

“Sydney, um, I’m actually about to make my dinner already, so you need to go home. Right now.” He forced himself to say instead.

Sydney stared at him for a long beat, her lips parting like she wanted to say something. Then she pressed them shut.

“Okay,” she said quietly.

She picked up her phone from the couch cushion and walked to the door. She paused with her hand on the knob, not turning around.

“Goodnight, Mr. Kan.”

As soon as Sydney was gone, he pulled his rod out on the couch and stroked furiously, imagining bending her over and taking her hard from behind just like the actress in the movie.

He came hard within minutes.


Chapter 2
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She said she was his wife for the night. He decided, somewhere between her mouth on him and her body going down onto his, that he didn’t care what she was as long as she didn’t stop.

Kan woke with a dry mouth, one arm hanging off the couch, and an empty bottle tipped on its side near his fingers.

He’d been drinking since their marriage fell apart, though some nights he’d managed to stick to two beers except that last night, he felt repulsive after fantasizing about his young neighbor next door so he drank himself away.

He dragged himself up and stumbled toward the bathroom. The light was harsher than he expected. It always was.

For a moment, he just stared at himself.

The beard had gotten out of control. It was uneven and patchy in places. He hadn’t noticed when it stopped being intentional and started being neglect.

He leaned over the sink and splashed water over his face. Then, almost on impulse, he reached for the razor. By the time he rinsed the last of the foam away, the man in the mirror looked sharper and more put together than he’d been in months.

* * *

At the office, nobody could tell.

Kan moved through his day the way he always did — reviewing floor plans and arguing with the junior designers about load-bearing walls that they kept trying to make decorative. He was good at his job. He’d been a senior architect at the firm for six years, and the work had a steadying weight to it.

Straight lines.

Clean angles.

Problems that had solutions.

It was everything outside the office that had gone crooked.

The gym helped too. He’d been going four days a week since Bianca left, pushing iron until his muscles screamed louder than his thoughts. And when the gym wasn’t enough, and his body reminded him that he hadn’t been touched in months, long before the divorce made it official, he handled it.

A strip club here. An escort there.

He wasn’t proud of it, but he wasn’t ashamed either. Bianca had shut him out of their bedroom two full years before she shut him out of her life. He’d held out that entire time, white-knuckling it like some kind of monk. But since the divorce, he was done denying himself, so instead of driving home to an empty kitchen, he turned off the highway toward the Creamy Lounge.

He bought a VIP ticket and picked a beautiful dancer named Jade. She led him to the private room with her hand already on his belt.

“Lucky you,” she said, pushing him down into the leather chair. “I’m ovulating today. Makes me extra generous.” She dropped to her knees and looked up at him with a grin.

Kan let out a short laugh as she unzipped him.

“Let me give you the best blowjob.”

She wasn’t wrong. And she was good at her job — obscenely good. Wet, sloppy, no-hands deepthroat that made his toes curl against the carpet. She gagged twice and didn’t stop, just wiped her chin and went deeper, humming around him like she was enjoying it as much as he was. When he came, she swallowed every drop without flinching, then sat back on her heels and dabbed the corner of her mouth with her thumb.

“There. Better?”

Kan tucked himself back in. “Yeah.”

“Good.” She stood up, smoothed her outfit, and winked. “Come back when you need another tune-up. Ask for Jade.”

He smiled, tipped her double and left.

* * *

As soon as he closed the front door and tossed his keys on the counter, the knock came.

“Who’s there?”

“Syd.”

Kan opened the door.

Sydney stood there wearing an extremely tiny red pleated skirt and a loose white tank top with a deep plunging neckline that showed plenty of cleavage. She clearly wasn’t wearing a bra either. Her nipples obvious against the thin fabric. And since the skirt was so short Kan couldn’t help wondering if she was even wearing panties.

“Hey, Sydney. What’s up?”

She smiled shyly. “I saw your car pull in. Can I come in? Just for a little while?”

“Yeah, come in…” Kan said, stepping aside.

Sydney stepped inside, her tiny skirt swaying dangerously with every step. She sat on the couch and crossed her legs slowly, the skirt riding high up her thighs.

She looked at him and said softly, “You shaved… You look really good. Handsome.”

She patted the spot next to her.

“Come sit? It’s really warm in here tonight, don’t you think?”

Her fingers played with the hem of her barely-there pleats as she looked at him with those big, tempting eyes.

Kan sat down but this time with much distance.

“I know you probably feel awkward right now, but don’t be. Can we just have fun?”

“Depends on what kind of fun, Sydney.” He cleared his throat. “Play board games, yes. Safe fun, yeah?”

“That’s not fun,” she drifted closer to him, holding his arms, pressing it against her chest. He could feel the softness.

“W-well what kind of fun?” He stuttered.

“A roleplay fun. I can play as your wife and you can play as my husband.”

“Stop messing with me, Sydney.” He stood up.

“You’re so tense! Loosen up, Mr. Kan.” She walked to him and wrapped her hands around his neck. “I’m gonna admit that I have a thing for older men.”

“What?” He was utterly confused how she could be this bold.

“I have a thing for older men.”

“O-okay? But d-don’t you have a boyfriend?”

“I do, and he’s a cuck, so he doesn’t mind me having sex with someone else.” Her hands went to his chest, simply putting it there.

“Sydney… you don’t know what you’re doing.” His voice croaked.

“Oh I know damn well what I’m doing,” Sydney said confidently. “And like I said, I really want to roleplay as your wife. But unlike your ex-wife, I think I’m pretty much more fun.”

Her arms stayed wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer. The plunging neckline of her tank top pressed harder against his chest, letting him feel the soft, warm weight of her bare breasts underneath.

Kan watched too many adult films that he thought this only happened exactly in those films. But here, this young woman, his neighbor, scantily clad and asking him to play house with her.

Kan’s hands hovered at his sides.

“Sydney… this is dangerous,” he rasped, voice thick.

“I like dangerous,” she whispered, rising on her tiptoes so her lips were inches from his. Her breath smelled sweet, like cherry lip gloss. “I like the idea of being your naughty little wife while my parents are gone. Taking care of my husband the way your ex-wife never did…”

She slowly slid one hand down from his neck, over his chest, and lower, stopping just above his belt. Her other hand stayed behind his neck, fingers playing with his hair.

“Tell me, Mr. Kan… husband,” she smiled, testing the roleplay. “When was the last time your wife dropped to her knees for you? Or let you bend her over the couch and fuck her hard because she was dripping wet and couldn’t wait?”

Her fingers traced the edge of his belt teasingly. At the same time, she shifted her hips forward so her body pressed fully against his.

“I’m not wearing anything under this skirt,” she breathed against his ear. “I took them off before I came over. I’ve been wet since last night… thinking about you.”

Kan’s pole started getting stiff, straining painfully against his pants and now pressing directly against her stomach. Sydney let out a soft, pleased hum when she felt it.

“Mmm… there it is,” she whispered, grinding slowly against his bulge. “You don’t have to be a gentleman tonight. I want the version of you that really crave a woman’s curves, your wife’s body.”

She pulled back just enough to look him in the eyes.

“Touch me, husband,” she said softly, guiding his hand to her waist, then lower until his palm rested on the bare skin under her skirt. “Feel how wet your wife is for you.”

Her eyes were dark with lust, but she still had that playful, teasing smile.

“Or are you going to send me home again?” she challenged, gently biting her lower lip. “Because I don’t think you want me to leave this time…”

Kan felt dizzy.

How did this one sweet lady, who he had exchanged casual conversations with before, could suddenly seduce him… But his resolve started to crack.

His hands moved to her smooth thighs, caressing them firmly before squeezing, as if still fighting the urge. Ultimately, lust and novelty won as his palms slid higher under the tiny red skirt until he was cupping her bare cheeks.

It was even soft and perfectly plump. He squeezed both cheeks greedily, pulling her harder against him.

Sydney let out a soft moan.

“So you miss your wife so much?” she teased, her voice sweet and wicked. She reached up and loosened his tie, then slowly started unbuttoning his shirt. “Hmm?”

“Yes…” Kan answered, voice thick with need.

“God, I love hearing that,” she whispered.

She finished unbuttoning his shirt and pushed it off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Her hands explored his chest and stomach, fingers playing with the hair on his chest as she pressed her body against him.

Kan’s hands kept kneading her bare ass, occasionally dipping between her thighs from behind, feeling the heat of her core. She was soaking wet.

Then, Sydney tilted her head up and finally kissed him. Her tongue slipped into his mouth as she moaned against his lips. While they kissed, she reached down and palmed the huge bulge in his pants, stroking him through the fabric.

“Mmm… you’re so hard for me, husband,” she purred between kisses. “I can feel how much you need this.”

She dropped to her knees right there in the living room, looking up at him with those big, innocent-yet-filthy eyes. With practiced fingers she unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and pulled them down along with his boxers.

His towering member sprang free, inches from her face. Sydney’s eyes widened with clear appreciation.

“Oh my god… you’ve got a supreme carrot,” she breathed as she held the base and gave him a gentle, teasing stroke. “Look how hard my husband is.”

She then leaned in and ran her warm, wet tongue slowly up the underside of his shaft from balls to tip, then swirled it around the pinkish head.

Kan groaned deeply, one hand going to the back of her head.

Sydney smiled up at him and took him into her mouth — hot, wet, and eager. She bobbed her head slowly at first, taking more of him each time, her tongue working the underside while her hand stroked the base.

Kan felt his need growing further as he reached down and pulled her plunging tank top lower, fully exposing her perky tits. He cupped one breast, pinching her stiff nipple as she sucked him.

After a few minutes of her sloppy, enthusiastic blowjob, Sydney pulled off with a loud pop.

She stood up, turned around, and bent slightly forward, flipping her red skirt up over her ass.

She looked back at him over her shoulder, voice breathy.

“Touch your wife’s pussy. Feel how wet I am for you.”

Kan’s fingers slid between her legs from behind. She was drenched, her smooth, puffy lips dripping. He rubbed her clit in slow circles, then pushed two thick fingers inside her tight, warm fuckhole. Sydney moaned loudly, pushing back against his hand.

“Yes… just like that,” she gasped. “Finger me while I’m still wearing this little skirt.”

Kan’s two thick fingers pumped slowly in and out of her tight heat As he added a third finger, stretching her, he curled them upward.

“You’re so wet,” he growled. “This tight little pussy is dripping all over my hand, wife.”

Sydney moaned loudly, her knees shaking. “Mmm… yes, husband. Keep calling me that. I’m your wife tonight. Your young, horny little wife who needs her pussy played with.”

Kan reached around and cupped one breast firmly, squeezing it hard, then the other, kneading and groping them as he continued fingering her from behind.

“These tits are perfect,” he muttered, squeezing her boobs harder, pinching both nipples between his fingers and tugging them.

“Ahh yes! Squeeze them harder.” Sydney whimpered in pleasure, pushing her chest into his hands. “They’re yours now. Play with your wife’s tits while you finger-fuck her.”

Kan obeyed, mauling her breasts roughly while his three fingers thrust faster and deeper into her soaked cunt. The lewd squelching sounds filled the living room every time he pumped them in and out, and as he pinched and rolled her nipples, making her moan even louder.

“You’re such a dirty girl,” he breathed hotly against her ear. “Coming over here in this tiny skirt with no panties. You’ve been thinking about this since last night, haven’t you?”

“Yes…” Sydney moaned, grinding back against his fingers desperately. “I’ve been wet for you all day. I touched myself last night after you sent me home, thinking about your big cock. But your fingers feel so much better…OHHHH!”

Kan curled his fingers again, rubbing her G-spot relentlessly while his thumb found her swollen clit and circled it firmly. At the same time, he kept squeezing and slapping her tits lightly, watching them bounce in his hands.

“You’re clenching so tight around my fingers,” he groaned. “Such a greedy little pussy. You want to cum already, don’t you, baby?”

Sydney’s breathing was ragged. She nodded frantically, her voice turning into desperate whimpers.

“Please… make your wife cum. Rub my clit faster while you squeeze my tits. I’m so close— fuck, Mr. Kan… husband… I’m gonna cum on your fingers if you keep doing that!”

Kan squeezed her left breast hard, pinching the nipple sharply as his fingers fucked her faster and his thumb pressed on her clit. Then without warning, he sat her down on the couch and spread her legs. He looked at her goods as he rubbed his turgid length. He had such a pretty pussy. Her inner lips had opened up, looking inviting.

He then kneeled, gave it a kiss before spitting on it and giving it a one long stripe.

“Oh yessss…” she whimpered.

One, Kan liked eating a woman out especially when she was hairless down there. Second, she smelled nice. Just the sweet musky aroma of her juices filling his nose. He wouldn’t mind getting buried there.

He licked her left inner thigh first, then the other one keeping the tension thicker. Then he ran his tongue on either side of her outer labia, avoiding the clit.

Throughout this, he kept his eyes on her.

Sydney looked back, running her fingers on his hair. Giving his tongue a break, he put his two fingers in a “V” just sliding it up and down her slit, barely grazing her perky pinkish nub.

“Please…” Sydney moaned.

Kan smiled and finally touched her clit with a gentle tap of his middle finger.

“Please… more…”

Kan rubbed her clit then sideways, and when he leaned in and closed it in his mouth, giving a gentle suction before twirling his tongue, Sydney squirmed and folded her legs. He kept at it, switching between sucking and twirling, until she was pushing him away, then pulling him back again, not knowing exactly what to do.

When he eased back, he gave her mound a warm-up slap.

“Tell me if you want more.”

Sydney nodded, lost in the sensation. Kan slapped her pussy once more then more, getting harder and louder until it was pink and Sydney was nodding her head in pleasure and pain. He went back down and licked her clit again and again until she was wailing.

“I’m close… ”

Kan then put his fingers inside her and fingered her furiously.

“Cum for me, wife. Soak my hand,” he growled.

Sydney’s body tensed. Her moans turned into desperate, broken cries as her orgasm crashed over her.

“Oh fuck! I’m cummin, I’m cumming ugh!”

Her tight pussy clenched around his three thick fingers, pulsing and fluttering as her juices gushed down his hand and wrist. Her legs shook helplessly as Kan kept fingering her through the waves of her orgasm. She whimpered and moaned, completely lost in pleasure, her head falling back.

“Fuck… that was intense,” she whispered as the peak passed.

Kan slowly pulled his soaked fingers out of her and brought them to her lips. Sydney obediently sucked them clean, tasting herself while looking at him with lust-filled eyes.

Without another word, Kan scooped her up and carried her to the bedroom. He laid her down on his king-sized bed, then stood back for a moment, admiring the sight again — her tiny red skirt flipped up, tank top disheveled exposing her tits, pussy glistening from her ecstasy.

“My turn to please my husband.” Sydney sat up on her knees, looking hungry.

She pushed him onto his back and climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She took his thick, leaky stick in both hands, stroking it slowly as she positioned herself.

“I want you inside me,” she confessed, rubbing the swollen head up and down her folds, coating him with her wetness. “You’re so much bigger than my boyfriend…”

Then, with a soft moan, Sydney slowly sank down onto him.

“Ahhh… fuck…” she moaned as inch after thick inch stretched her open. She took her time, savoring every moment, her mouth falling open in pleasure until she finally sat fully on his rock-hard meat, bottoming out with a shudder.

“You’re filling your wife so perfectly.”

She started riding him. Her perky tits bounced with every movement as she leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest. Kan reached up and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them roughly as she rode him harder.

“Yes yes, ride your husband’s cock,” he groaned. “Just like that… you feel incredible.”

Sydney’s pace quickened. She started bouncing faster, slapping against his skin with every downward thrust. Her moans grew louder and more shameless.

“Mmm, yes! Use your wife’s tight pussy,” she panted. “It’s yours tonight. Stretch me… claim me. I want to feel you so deeply.”

She leaned down, pressing her bouncing tits against his chest as she kissed him sloppily, still fucking him with long, rhythmic strokes. Every time she slammed down, she ground her clit against his pelvis, chasing another orgasm.

Then she sat back up, arching her back beautifully as she rode him harder, her hands behind her on his thighs for leverage. Her tits bounced wildly while she looked down at him with pure lust.

“Tell me how good your young wife’s pussy feels,” she begged breathlessly, clenching around him on every upstroke. “Tell me you love fucking me more than your ex-wife…”

“I do.”

Hearing that, Sydney rode him harder, bouncing on him with shameless abandon. Her perky tits clapped as she slammed down again and again, her soaked walls gripping his length firmly.

“I’m gonna cum again if you keep filling me like this…”

Kan’s hands dug into her hips as the pressure built rapidly. The sight of this young, beautiful girl riding him so eagerly was too much.

“Shit… Sydney… I’m close,” he groaned, voice strained.

“Don’t hold back,” she panted, riding him even faster. “Cum inside your wife. Fill me up!”

Kan’s lust turned primal. He suddenly flipped her over onto all fours, her face pressed into the mattress and her ass up high and flipped the tiny fabric fully over her back. Then he grabbed her hips hard and slammed back into her entrance.

“Oh my god—!” Sydney cried out, moaning loudly as he took full control.

Kan started fucking her hard from behind, exactly like the scene in the movie. Deep, brutal strokes that made her ass ripple with every impact.

“Fuck… I can’t stop,” he growled, gripping her hips tighter as he railed her. “Your pussy feels too good.”

Sydney pushed back against him, moaning helplessly with every thrust.

“Yes, yes! Fuck your wife harder!” she cried, looking back over her shoulder at him, her face flushed with pleasure. “Cum inside me… please… I want it.”

Kan’s hands dug into the meat of her ass and he took her the way he’d been wanting to take someone for two years. Long, deep strokes. Every one bottoming out with a wet, heavy smack that made Sydney blabber into the pillow. She started pushing back against him, meeting each thrust, and that was what finished him.

He ground himself in to the root, then he was spilling into her in slow, warm spurts, groaning low against the back of her neck.


Chapter 3
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Every addict has the speech. They rehearse it. They deliver it. They mean every word of it, while they are saying it. That is what makes it an addiction.

In the weeks that followed that intense night, everything changed between Kan and Sydney. What started as one forbidden evening quickly turned into a secret routine.

Whenever her parents were away on business trips, Sydney practically lived with him. She acted like his wife in every way that mattered.

She cooked dinner for him almost every night. She wore one of his oversized shirts and nothing else while moving around the kitchen, humming softly as she prepared his favorite meals. After dinner, she would clean up, then crawl into his lap on the couch, kissing him deeply before they ended up in bed, where she let him use her however he wanted.

She had broken up with her boyfriend the very next day after their first time.

“He was boring anyway,” she told Kan with a satisfied smile while straddling him. “I only want my real husband now.”

When her parents were home, the game became even riskier and more thrilling.

Sydney would sneak over late at night after everyone was asleep. She’d text him a simple “Coming over” and slip through the side gate. Sometimes she’d still be in her pajamas — tiny shorts and a thin top — and climb straight into his bed, whispering “Your wife missed you” before sinking down onto his cock.

Their sex was addictive.

Some nights she rode him slowly and sensually. Other nights he bent her over the kitchen counter or fucked her hard from behind in the shower. She really loved calling him “husband” during sex and begged him to cum inside her every single time.

One quiet Saturday afternoon though as Kan was in his front yard watering the plants Rodney, Sydney’s father, walked over with a friendly smile and two cold beers.

“Hey Kan! Got a minute?”

They shook hands and sat on the patio chairs. Rodney cracked open the beers and handed one over.

“Sydney’s been doing incredibly well lately. Her grades have shot up these past few weeks. She’s focused, happy, and really motivated. We’re so proud of her,” Rodney said warmly.

Kan took a slow sip of beer, keeping his face neutral even as his stomach tightened.

Rodney continued proudly, “In two years she’ll be graduating as a nurse. Can you believe it? She is all grown up and going to help people. She’s even been staying home more and helping around the house. Whatever’s gotten into her lately… it’s working.”

He laughed and clapped Kan on the shoulder. “You’re a good neighbor too, always looking out for her when we’re away. Sydney said so. I really appreciate that. It makes us feel safer knowing she has someone responsible next door.”

Kan forced a smile, nodding. “No problem at all, Rodney. Happy to help.”

Inside, the guilt and thrill mixed dangerously. Just last night, while Rodney and his wife were sleeping thirty meters away, their daughter had been bent over his bed with her face buried in a pillow to muffle her moans as he pumped load after load into her.

Rodney took another sip and sighed contentedly. “She even mentioned she broke up with that boyfriend of hers. Good riddance. She deserves someone better, someone who can actually take care of her.”

Kan nearly choked on his beer.

“Yeah…” he replied, voice slightly hoarse. “She deserves the best.”

Rodney smiled, completely oblivious. “Anyway, thanks again. Let’s grill sometime soon, yeah? Bring some steaks over.”

“Sounds good,” Kan said, forcing another smile as Rodney walked back to his house.

The moment his neighbor disappeared inside, Kan exhaled heavily and looked toward Sydney’s window.

She was standing there behind the curtain, watching him with a naughty little smile. She blew him a kiss and mouthed the words: “See you tonight, husband.”

“Fuck…” Kan muttered under his breath, the weight of guilt pressing down on his chest like a concrete slab.

He went inside, grabbed a pack of cigarettes and a cold beer from the fridge, then headed straight to the backyard pool. The late afternoon sun had turned golden, casting long shadows across the turquoise water.

Kan dropped into one of the lounge chairs, lit a cigarette, and took a long, slow drag. The smoke curled up into the warm air as he cracked open the beer and took a deep pull. The cold liquid did nothing to ease the knot in his stomach.

Rodney is a good man, he thought bitterly. A decent, hardworking father who trusts me. And here I am… barebacking his twenty-two-year-old daughter every chance I get.

He took another drag, harder this time, and exhaled sharply.

Guilt gnawed at him, but so did something darker and hungrier. Even now, just thinking about what they did last night made his prick twitch inside his pants. He hated how badly he wanted her again.

How quickly this had become an addiction.

Was he simply thrilled by the wrongness of it, or was he using her as a coping mechanism to forget his ex?

The sun dipped lower, painting the sky in deep oranges and purples. Kan finished his first beer and opened another. The nicotine and alcohol mixed in his blood, but they only dulled the edges of his conscience — they didn’t erase it.

He stared at the calm surface of the pool, watching the ripples from the filter.

“What the fuck am I doing?” he whispered to himself. “She’s half your age. She’s your neighbor’s daughter. She calls you ‘husband’ like it’s a game… and you’re letting her.”

He finished the second beer and lit another cigarette. The smoke burned his lungs.

This had to end.

He would end the dangerous game they’d been playing.

No more playing house.

No more sneaking around.

This had gone too far. It had to end.

Kan stayed by the pool until the sky turned deep indigo and the first stars appeared. The alcohol buzzed warmly in his veins, but his mind felt clearer than it had in weeks. He rehearsed the words in his head: Sydney, this has to stop. We can’t keep doing this. It’s wrong.

Simple. Direct. Final.

By 11:30 PM, the lights in the Rodney house had gone out. Kan sat in his dimly lit living room, nursing one last beer, waiting. His heart beat heavier than usual when the soft, familiar knock came on the side door — three light taps, their secret signal.

Kan took a deep breath, steeling himself. He walked to the door and opened it.

Sydney slipped inside quickly, wearing a tiny black silk slip that barely reached the top of her thighs. Her hair was loose and slightly messy.

The moment the door closed, she smiled up at him with that familiar mix of innocence and hunger, rising on her tiptoes to kiss him.

“Hey, husband,” she whispered against his lips, pressing her soft body against him. “I missed you today.”

Kan gently but firmly put his hands on her shoulders and took a step back, breaking the kiss.

“Sydney, we need to talk.”

She blinked, tilting her head. The playful smile slowly faded as she read his serious expression.

“What’s wrong?” she asked softly, suddenly looking younger and more vulnerable in the dim light.

Kan rubbed the back of his neck, forcing the words out. “This has to stop. All of it. The sneaking over, the roleplay, the… everything. Your dad came to talk to me today. He’s so proud of you. He trusts me. I can’t keep fucking his daughter behind his back like this. It’s fucked up. I’m fucked up for letting it go this far.”

Sydney stared at him for a long moment, her big eyes searching his face. The silence stretched between them.

Then she stepped closer again.

“You don’t really want to stop,” she said quietly, almost sadly. “You say that… but every time I come over, you end up taking me.”

She reached out and gently placed her hand on his chest, right over his racing heart.

“I broke up with my boyfriend for you. I cook for you. I let you fuck me raw every single night because I love how it feels when you lose control and fill me up.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “And you want to throw that away because you feel guilty?”

“Tell me honestly, Kan,” she continued. “Right now, are you hard just from seeing me in this little slip?”

She waited, standing there in the moonlight coming through the window, looking equal parts hurt and dangerously tempting.

“I’m saying no, Sydney.” Kan’s voice came out strong and final. “This ends tonight. You’re young. You don’t know what you’re getting into. I’m not doing this anymore.”

Sydney froze. The soft, seductive expression on her face shattered. Hurt flashed across her eyes, quickly replaced by anger and disbelief.

She stared at him for a long second as her lips trembled.

“Fuck you. Fuck you, Kan.” She said, pointing her middle finger up then yanked the door open and stormed out into the night without another word. The silk slip fluttered around her thighs as she disappeared through the side gate.


Chapter 4
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Affairs begin in pleasure. They end in consequences. The interesting part is always in between, where the two become the same thing.

Kan’s head pounded viciously, and his mouth tasted like ash and regret.

“Fucking hangover,” he muttered.

The morning light stabbing through the curtains felt like needles in his eyes. He groaned, reached for his phone, and called the office.

“Hey, it’s Kan. I’m not coming in today… Yeah, I caught some kind of bug. I’ll catch up tomorrow.”

He dropped the phone back on the nightstand and lay there for a long moment, staring at the ceiling. Today would be a rest day.

No work.

No pretending to be okay.

Just him, the house, and the heavy silence left behind after last night’s fight with Sydney.

Eventually he dragged himself out of bed, threw on a plain gray T-shirt and shorts, and went outside to take out the trash. The sun was already high and unforgiving.

As he wheeled the bin to the curb, his eyes drifted next door.

There was Marnie, the Rodneys’ live-in maid, pushing the lawnmower across the front yard. She was a petite Asian woman in her late thirties, usually cheerful and polite. Today she wore old denim shorts and a simple white tank top.

When their eyes met, Kan raised his hand and gave her a small, friendly wave with the best smile he could manage.

Marnie stopped the mower for a second, waved back, and smiled… but it didn’t reach her eyes. There was something guarded there, almost wary. She quickly looked away and went back to mowing, pushing the machine with more force than necessary.

Kan’s stomach tightened.

Did she know? he thought. Has Sydney told her? Or maybe she heard something…

The possibility made his hangover feel ten times worse. He turned around and went back inside, closing the door a little harder than he meant to.

He then made his coffee and took it out to the backyard and sank into the same lounge chair by the pool where he’d sat the night before. The water sparkled under the bright sun, but it brought him no peace. Every few minutes his mind replayed the look on Sydney’s face when he told her it was over.

“Fuck you, Kan.”

He rubbed his face with both hands and sighed deeply.

Part of him hoped she would come over anyway tonight. Another, bigger part prayed she wouldn’t. He didn’t know which outcome would be worse.

As he sat there nursing his coffee and headache, he heard the distant sound of the lawnmower stop. A few moments later, he caught a glimpse of Marnie through the fence carrying gardening tools toward the back of the Rodneys’ property. She glanced in his direction once more — that same uneasy look — before disappearing behind the house.

Kan leaned back and closed his eyes.

This was supposed to feel like relief. Instead, it felt like emptiness.

Kan finished his coffee and decided he couldn’t just sit around the house all day drowning in guilt and silence. He needed to move.

He changed into workout clothes, grabbed his gym bag, and drove to Iron Haven Fitness, a high-end gym downtown. The pounding bass of the music and the clanging of weights greeted him like an old friend.

He pushed himself hard, sweat pouring down his back as he tried to burn away the memory of Sydney’s hurt face and the sound of her saying “Fuck you.”

Halfway through his session, a familiar voice called out.

“Kan! There you are, you ghost.”

Richard, his old college buddy and fellow architect, walked over with a towel around his neck. They had been gym partners for years.

The two men shook hands and spotted each other on the bench press.

“So,” Richard said casually between sets, “how’ve you been holding up since the divorce, man? We haven’t really talked properly since Bianca moved out.”

Kan wiped sweat from his face and loaded more plates onto the bar.

“I’m doing fine, actually,” he answered, surprising himself with how steady his voice sounded. “It was for the best, really. We grew apart. The dead bedroom killed whatever was left.”

Richard nodded slowly, watching him. “You sure? You look a little… rough today.”

Kan lay back on the bench and pushed out eight hard reps before answering.

“Yeah, just a rough night. But honestly? I haven’t thought about Bianca much lately.”

The words landed heavier than he expected. It was true. For weeks now, almost every free thought in his head had been occupied by Sydney. His ex-wife had become a distant memory.

Richard raised an eyebrow but didn’t push. “Well, good for you if you’re moving on. Just don’t rush into anything crazy, yeah?”

Kan forced a laugh. Too late for that.

After the gym, he drove to the upscale grocery store a few blocks away. His pantry was nearly empty. Another reminder of how much Sydney had been cooking for him lately. He wandered the aisles pushing a cart, absentmindedly picking up ingredients.

What should I even make for lunch and dinner tonight? he thought. Steak? Too much effort for one person. Maybe salmon and some vegetables. By the time he finished shopping it was already eleven in the morning. The sun was bright and hot as he pulled into his street. And as he approached his house, his stomach dropped.

There, behind Sydney’s parked car, was Sydney — back in her cheerleader uniform, hair neatly braided down her back — locked in a deep kiss with her ex-boyfriend. The same guy who used to sneak over at night. His hands were on her waist, while she had her arms around his neck.

Kan’s grip tightened on the steering wheel.

He tried to look straight ahead as he opened his gate, but it was impossible not to see them.

Just as he was about to drive into his garage, Sydney pulled away from the kiss and turned her head. Her eyes locked directly onto his. A sharp, defiant little smile curved her lips.

“Having a great day so far, Mr. Kan?” she called out loudly, her voice sweet but dripping with venom.

Her ex-boyfriend glanced over at him curiously.

Kan didn’t answer. He simply nodded once, then quickly drove into his garage. He sat in the car for a long moment, groceries forgotten in the trunk.

“Shit,” he muttered.

Finally, he killed the engine and got out. He popped the trunk and started unloading the groceries with sharp, angry movements. Milk. Eggs. Salmon fillet. A bottle of wine he didn’t even remember picking up.

Each item he slammed onto the kitchen counter felt heavier than the last.

She didn’t waste any time, did she? The thought twisted like a knife in his gut. One night after I tell her it’s over and she’s already back with that little prick. Kissing him right in front of my house like she wanted me to see.

He ripped open a bag of vegetables, breathing harder now.

Last night, she was calling me “husband”. Now she’s shoving her tongue down her ex’s throat in broad daylight.

Jealousy coiled hot and ugly in his chest, spreading like poison. He pictured the ex-boyfriend’s hands sliding under that tiny cheerleader skirt, touching the same pussy Kan had claimed repeatedly. The same tight, wet pussy that sat on his face. The same girl who had cooked for him, ridden him, and whispered filthy things in his ear.

His grip tightened on a head of broccoli until it nearly snapped.

She’s doing this to hurt me. She knows I’m watching. That little smile… that fucking smile.

He slammed the fridge door so hard the bottles inside rattled. The sound echoed through the quiet house.

Part of him knew he had no right to feel this possessive. He was the one who ended it. He was the one who told her to leave. And yet the rage and jealousy were overwhelming. The thought of another man touching her — especially someone her own age — made him want to punch something.

Kan leaned both hands on the kitchen counter, head hanging low.

“You stupid old fuck,” he whispered to himself. “You had her. You had her every night. She even broke up with him for you… and you threw her away because of guilt.”

He looked at the salmon and vegetables on the counter. Cooking for one suddenly felt pathetic.

And somewhere next door, Sydney was probably laughing with her ex-boyfriend, knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

Kan lost all motivation. He threw the fresh ingredients into the fridge and ordered a sandwich delivery instead. While waiting, a darker, pettier thought took root.

If she wants to move on so fast, then so can I. And she would play the wife for him.

He opened his phone, went to a high-end escort site he had used once during the divorce, and booked someone. Two hours later, the gate camera showed a car pulling up.

Miranda arrived and she was stunning. A tall, confident woman in her late twenties with long, wavy chestnut hair that cascaded down her back. She wore a tight, fiery red mini-dress that clung to every curve. The dress had a deep plunging neckline that displayed an enormous, perfectly enhanced rack. Her waist was tiny, flaring out into wide, child-bearing hips and a thick, round ass that swayed hypnotically with every step. Long toned legs ended in strappy red heels. She looked like the ultimate porn star fantasy — exaggerated hourglass figure, full lips, smoky eyes, and sun-kissed skin.

Kan greeted her at the door.

“Miranda, right?” he said, voice already rough.

“Yes.”

“Nice to meet you. And I wanna be straight. I want you to act like my wife. Call me husband. Be affectionate. Tease me like you’ve been mine for years.”

Miranda gave him a sultry smile, already slipping into character. “Of course, husband. I missed you today.”

They moved to the backyard pool as the sun began to set, painting the sky in deep oranges and pinks. Miranda sipped chilled white wine from a crystal glass, looking every bit the perfect fantasy wife. She sat close to him on the wide lounge chair, playfully feeding him bites of fresh strawberries and grapes, her fingers occasionally brushing his lips. Her other hand traced slow, teasing patterns along his thigh, inching higher with every pass.

The tension thickened quickly.

Kan reached out and boldly groped one of her heavy breasts through the thin red fabric, squeezing the soft, massive globe in his palm. It was full and heavy, overflowing his hand.

“I wanna see these tits of yours stroking my cock,” he said, voice rough with lust.

Miranda’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Yes, husband.”

She set her wine glass down, slid to her knees between his legs, and pulled his shorts down. His length sprang free, and she wasted no time. Her head bobbed gracefully, alternating between spitting and bobbing then stroking his cock with her two hands. Up and down. Up and down.

After a few minutes, she pulled off, pushed her massive breasts together, and wrapped them around his hard meat. The soft pillowy flesh enveloped him completely. Miranda looked up at him with playful eyes as she began sliding her heavy tits up and down his shaft in long, smooth strokes, occasionally licking or sucking the swollen head whenever it emerged from between her cleavage.

“Like this, husband?” she asked, squeezing her tits tighter around him. “You love fucking your wife’s big tits, don’t you?”

Kan groaned deeply as he enjoyed the view of his cock disappearing between her enormous, bouncing breasts. Gorgeous breasts made for fucking. After several minutes of it, Kan stood up.

“Take that dress off,” he commanded. “Everything. I want to see my wife completely naked.”

Miranda stood and peeled the red mini-dress over her head, and let it drop as well as her thong. Her body was breathtaking — massive, firm breasts with puffy pink nipples, a tiny waist, dramatically wide hips, and a smooth, shaved pussy. Her ass was thick and juicy, the kind that jiggled perfectly with every movement. She looked like a goddess built for pure sex.

She stepped out of her heels, gave him a teasing smile, and dove gracefully into the pool.

Kan stripped quickly and followed her in, naked. The water felt cool against his heated skin.

They met in the middle. Miranda wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him torridly. Her tongue danced with his as her huge tits pressed softly against his chest. She was an incredible kisser, moaning softly into his mouth while grinding her body against him underwater.

It didn’t take long for both of them to get fully turned on again.

They climbed out of the pool, water dripping from their bodies. Kan barely gave them time to grab towels before he bent Miranda over one of the wide lounge chairs.

He spread her legs, lined up his thick cock, and thrust into her soaked pussy in one hard stroke.

“Fuck, husband!” Miranda moaned loudly, pushing back against him as he started pounding her from behind on all fours. Her massive tits swung heavily with every thrust, and as he gripped her wide hips and fucked her harder, he heard a sharp gasp.

He looked up.

Sydney was standing at the edge of the pool deck, eyes wide, mouth hanging open in pure shock. She had used the access code he had given her weeks ago. He pulled out of Miranda with an audible sound and quickly grabbed a towel to cover himself. He tossed another towel to Miranda, who wrapped it around her body awkwardly.

“Sydney,” Kan said with disdain. “What the hell are you doing in my property?”

Sydney’s shock slowly melted into fury. Her fists clenched at her sides.

“Send this bitch home,” she snapped, voice shaking with anger. “Right now. We need to talk.”

Miranda looked visibly uncomfortable. She gathered her red dress and heels from the lounge chair. “I’ll… take a shower,” she muttered awkwardly.

Kan guided her to the outdoor shower beside the pool, turned it on for her, then walked back.

Sydney was still standing in the exact same spot, arms crossed tightly over her chest, breathing fast. Her eyes were glossy with a mixture of rage and hurt.

“What do you want to talk about?” Kan asked coolly. He walked over to the small table, poured himself another glass of chilled white wine, and took a slow sip.

Sydney’s jaw tightened. “I’ll talk to you about it when she’s gone.”

Kan let out a low, humorless breath and shook his head.

“I’m afraid we still have a few more hours together. It’s better if you leave now and wait in your house until she’s gone.”

The words hit Sydney like a slap. Her fiery eyes widened, then narrowed dangerously. For a moment, it looked like she might scream at him. Instead, she spun on her heel, her long brown hair whipping behind her.

“Fine,” she hissed under her breath as she stormed out of the pool area.

Kan stood there in silence, still holding his glass of wine. He could hear the water still running in the outdoor shower where Miranda was cleaning herself.

He took another slow sip, but the wine tasted bitter.

Soon after, Miranda emerged already in her dress she peeled off, the towel wrapped around her hair.

“Sorry about that.” Kan apologized and held her hand.

“It’s okay, hope you still had fun.” She gave him a kiss. “Do you have a hairdryer?” She then laughed. “Silly me, a guy like you won’t have one.” She unwrapped the towel from her hair then. “All right I gotta go, husband.” She winked.

Kan led her outside and paid for her taxi back home. He went back to the pool, just finishing the wine. It was already getting dark by the time he headed inside to take a shower. As soon as he was finished, Sydney was back again looking him up and down.

“Sydney, welcome back.”

“I’m pregnant.”

The words couldn’t have been more shocking.

“What?”

“I’m pregnant, Kan.”

She was pregnant?

“Don’t make a fucking joke Sydney.”

“Do you think I am joking?”

He heard that pain in her voice again.

“You did this on purpose.” Kan hissed, walking past her straight to the fridge to get a glass of water.

“I did not! We did it without protection, and now you’re saying I did this on purpose? Surely you could have wrapped your dick?”

Kan knew she was right, but he thought she was careful enough to take birth control.

“I thought you were using birth control for how willing you wanted me to finish inside you.” He snapped at her.

Sydney stood closer to him. “I did, but it failed.”

“Yeah right. But somehow you never got pregnant by your ex—hmm, boyfriend?”

“Okay fine! I admit that I wasn’t very consistent with taking it. Sometimes I forgot, but goddamn it Kan! What do we do?”

“It’s your body, your choice Sydney. Do whatever you want.” He said harshly.

Sydney’s eyes started to well up. She slapped his face and walked in long stride toward the front door. Kan’s face stung from the sharp pain, but before Sydney could open the door, he grabbed her hand and pinned her against it.

With her tears flowing, Kan felt both hate and lust all at once. He hated that she was pregnant, yet she was kissing her ex. He hated that she was pregnant while her parents trusted him. Everything was more complicated.

Kan wiped the tears from her cheeks with his thumb, then roughly tilted her chin up and kissed her. It wasn’t gentle. It was punishing and full of frustration.

Sydney pushed against his chest, breaking the kiss. “Let me go!” she gasped, eyes still wet with angry tears.

But Kan didn’t let go. He pinned her harder against the door with his body, his towel barely hanging on his hips.

“I know you want my cock, Sydney,” he growled against her ear, voice low and mocking. “Don’t play hard to get now. You’re still my obedient little wife, aren’t you?”

“No,” she hissed, but her breath hitched when he pressed his growing erection against her stomach.

She shoved him again, but this time her hands lingered on his chest. Kan grabbed both her wrists, pinned them above her head with one hand, and used the other to yank her leggings down.

Sydney’s breathing grew ragged. “I hate you,” she spat, even as her hips rolled forward against him.

“Good,” Kan snarled. “I hate you too right now.”

He kissed her again. This time Sydney kissed him back just as violently, biting his lower lip hard enough to draw a growl from him.

Kan then spun her around suddenly, pressing her chest against the door. He yanked her leggings and panties down her thighs in one rough motion.

“You came back here knowing exactly what would happen,” he growled into her ear, kicking her legs apart. “Didn’t you?”

“No,” Sydney hissed breathlessly, still defiant.

But the moment Kan reached between her legs and rubbed his long fingers along her slit, her denial broke. A sharp, involuntary moan escaped her lips.

“Ah—!”

Kan let out a dark, satisfied chuckle against her neck. “No? Your pussy says otherwise, wife.”

“Don’t call me your wife, while you fucked someone else and called her your wife too!” She hissed and bit her lip hard, trying to hold back another moan as he stroked her engorged bean with teasing circles, while his mouth was making love to her shoulders.

“So you’re jealous? Huh?” he taunted, replacing his finger with the swollen head of his cock harder against her slit.

“No!” she hissed again through gritted teeth.

Kan suddenly spun her around to face him, yanked her top up roughly, and pinned both her wrists above her head against the door with one hand. He lowered his mouth to her breast and sucked hard on her nipple, flicking it with his tongue before biting down just enough to make her cry out.

“Kan… ugh, fuck you…” she moaned, her back arching.

“Yes, I’m gonna fuck you,” he said, mouth still full of her nipple. He sucked it again, harder, then bit down, mixing pain and pleasure until her knees buckled.

Sydney’s head fell back against the door with a thud.

“Kan… please…” she whimpered, the fight in her voice starting to crack.

He pulled his mouth off her swollen nipple and looked straight into her teary eyes.

“Please what?” he demanded, rubbing his thick cock between her thighs, coating himself in her juices but refusing to enter her yet. “Say it.”

Sydney’s hips kept rolling against him, chasing his cock. Her pride was crumbling fast.

“Fuck me now…” she finally broke, voice shaking with need and frustration. “Just fuck me, you asshole.”

Kan smirked darkly. Without another word, he released her wrists, grabbed her by the waist, and lifted her up. Sydney instinctively wrapped her legs around him as he slammed her back against the door.

In one brutal thrust, he buried his entire thick length inside her drenched sex, drawing out a long, broken moan from deep in her throat.

“OHHHH!” Sydney cried out.

Kan didn’t hold back. He pounded her against the door with savage, punishing strokes. Each powerful thrust made her body jolt violently, her full breasts mashed and bouncing between their chests.

“Is this what you wanted?” He slammed into her again and again. “You come here pregnant and pissed off, but all you really want is to get fucked like a slut?”

Sydney nodded between moans, while Kan’s grip on her ass tightened almost painfully as he drove into her even harder. After a few more savage thrusts, he suddenly pulled out and carried her to the couch. He threw her down onto it, grabbed her legs, and folded them back toward her shoulders, spreading her wide open.

He slammed back inside her in a single stroke, even deeper than before. The new angle made her scream in pleasure.

“God… Kan!” she gasped, her nails raking down his back.

He held her legs firmly, almost pinning her in half as he fucked her with raw, angry power. The couch creaked loudly under them as she made desperate, filthy moans.

“You’re such a fucking whore,” he snarled between heavy breaths, sweat dripping down his chest. “One minute you’re kissing your ex, the next you’re spreading your legs for me and begging for my cock. You really are pregnant with my child and still acting like this?”

Sydney’s eyes were glassy with lust and lingering anger. She reached up and grabbed his hair, pulling him down roughly so she could bite his bottom lip.

“I hate you,” she moaned against his mouth, even as her hips bucked up to meet every thrust. “I hate how good your cock feels… I hate that I need it… Fuck me harder, you bastard!”

Kan gave her exactly what she asked for. He fucked her mercilessly, driving his thick prick as deep as possible with every stroke.

“Say it again,” he demanded. “Tell me you hate me while you’re creaming all over my cock.”

“I hate you— ahh, fuck! I hate you so much!” Sydney cried out, her body starting to shake. “But don’t stop… please don’t stop… I’m gonna cum!”

Her back arched sharply as her orgasm hit her. Kan kept fucking her straight through it, prolonging her climax until her legs were trembling uncontrollably.

The next day, the tension between them felt heavier than ever.

Sydney skipped her morning classes and showed up at Kan’s house just after nine AM. She let herself in using the access code she still had, looking exhausted. She was in an oversized hoodie and leggings. Her hair was in a messy bun.

Kan was in the kitchen drinking black coffee when she walked in. The moment he saw her, the memories of last night flashed through his mind. He set his mug down slowly.

Sydney stood awkwardly near the island counter, fidgeting with the sleeves of her hoodie.

“I’m five weeks pregnant,” she said quietly, cutting straight to the point. Her voice was calmer than last night, but still thick with emotion. “I went to the clinic yesterday morning before… everything. They confirmed it.”

Kan stared at her for a long moment, the weight of her words sinking in. Five weeks. That meant it happened during the very first intense weeks they started sleeping together.

“Shit,” Kan sighed deeply.

They both stayed silent for a while.

Just then, through the kitchen window, Kan saw Marnie, the Rodneys’ maid, carrying a basket of laundry toward the side entrance of their house. She glanced over at Kan’s place, clearly noticing Sydney had gone inside. Their eyes met for a brief second. Marnie quickly looked away and hurried inside, pretending she saw nothing.

“Does she know?” Kan asked, voice low.

“Who?”

“Your maid.”

Sydney glanced toward the window, then shrugged weakly.

“I guess, but she’s good. She keeps to herself. She won’t say anything.”

Kan nodded, but the paranoia still gnawed at him. He walked over and leaned against the counter across from her.

“So what now, Sydney?” His tone was tired, not angry. “We can’t keep pretending this is just some secret game anymore. You’re carrying my child. Your parents are right next door. Your father trusts me. This is… this is completely fucked.”

“I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice small. “I’m scared, Kan. I’m only twenty-two. I still have two years of nursing school left. But…” She placed a protective hand over her still-flat stomach. “I don’t think I want to get rid of it. I know it’s crazy. Everything about us is crazy… but it’s ours.”

She looked up at him, vulnerable but determined.

“I’m not asking you to play house or be my ‘husband’ anymore if you don’t want to. But I’m keeping this baby. I just… I need to know where you stand. Are you going to be here with me? Or are you going to pretend none of this ever happened?”

Kan stared at her, a storm of emotions swirling inside him — fear, guilt and responsibility.

“But then why were you kissing him?”

“I wanted you to be jealous. I know it was stupid of me. But we’re not back together.”

“Sure.” He raked his hand through his hair. “You can keep it, and I’ll support you, but I don’t think I’m ready to be a father and break this to your dad, Sydney. Can you say you got pregnant by your ex?”

Sydney went quiet as she looked out the window.

“Yeah, but I don’t want to lie Kan.”

“We don’t have a choice…”

“We can tell the truth.”

“Not now.”

“Then when?”

“I don’t know! Just not now,” Kan’s voice rose sharply, echoing through the kitchen.

Sydney flinched at his tone but didn’t back down. She stared at him with hurt and frustration burning in her eyes.

“So you want me to lie?” she asked, her voice trembling. “You want me to tell my parents that I’m carrying my ex-boyfriend’s baby? That I let him knock me up after we supposedly got back together? While the real father lives right next door and pretends nothing happened?”

Kan looked away, jaw clenched tight. The guilt was eating him alive.

“I’m trying to protect you,” he said, quieter now but still tense. “If we tell your dad the truth, everything explodes. He’ll hate me. He might even press charges. I’m twice your age, Sydney. This isn’t just some scandal. It’s going to destroy lives. Yours, mine, and your family’s.”

Sydney’s hand stayed protectively over her stomach. Tears welled up again, but this time she let them fall freely.

“I’m the one who has to carry this baby for nine months,” she whispered. “I’m the one whose body is going to change. I’m the one who might have to drop out of nursing school or explain this to everyone. And you’re still only thinking about how this affects you.”

Kan stepped closer, his expression softening just a fraction.

“I’m not only thinking about me,” he said, voice rough. “I’m thinking about all of us. You’re so young… you still have your whole future ahead of you. And I’m the selfish asshole who kept cumming inside you because it felt too good to stop.”

A heavy silence fell between them.

Sydney wiped her tears with the back of her hand and looked him straight in the eyes.

“I’m keeping this, Kan. That’s not up for discussion. You can either be involved… or you can stay out of it. But if you choose to stay out of it, then stay the hell away from me completely. No more hate sex. No more ‘just one last time.’ No more anything.”

She took a shaky breath.

“I deserve better than being your dirty little secret forever. And so does our child.”

Kan felt like the floor had dropped out from under him. He stared at her, torn between fear, resentment, and an unexpected surge of protectiveness.

“I need time to think,” he finally said, voice low. “This is too much, too fast. Give me a few days.”

Sydney nodded slowly, but the disappointment in her eyes was clear.

“Okay,” she whispered. “A few days. But I’m not waiting forever.”

She turned and walked toward the door. Before she left, she looked back at him one last time.

“And Kan… if Marnie already knows, it won’t be long before my parents find out too. You should prepare yourself for that.”

The door closed softly behind her.

Kan stood alone in the kitchen, staring at the spot where she had been standing, his coffee now completely cold.

* * *

Coming up in Book 2.

Sydney gave Kan a few days to think about her pregnancy. The clock is already running. Book Two of the Messy Affair series continues with the fallout — a therapist who doesn’t judge, an ex-wife who wants back in, and a secret that won’t stay buried much longer.
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Also by Cherry Hart

More titles coming soon. Stay tuned!
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