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To the ones who watched,

thinking it would keep them close.

To the ones who loved too quietly,

and lost everything in the silence.

To every man who stayed

— long after she stopped needing him to.

This was never just a fantasy.

You knew that.

So did she.
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The resort was everything Gavin imagined it would be.

Warm salt air hugged him the second the cab door opened. Palm trees rustled overhead like lazy applause. A coral-pink bell tower loomed above the entrance with white stucco walls and gold trim — romantic, expensive, slightly gaudy. Just like the brochure.

Angelica stepped out first. The sun caught her bare shoulders and lit up the thin silk straps of her dress. Her hair curled slightly from the humidity, framing the soft curve of her face, that mouth still swollen from the way he’d kissed her on the plane. She was beautiful. Not just “I married up” beautiful. She was... untouchable. The kind of woman you lie to your friends about to make yourself seem worthy.

And she was his wife.

“You’re staring again,” she teased, glancing at him as she stretched, tits rising under the thin dress. No bra. He caught the outline of her nipples — hard from the breeze or the attention, he couldn’t tell.

“Can you blame me?”

“You’ve been staring since the gate in Newark.”

“Guilty.”

She smirked and turned toward the valet, her hips swaying in that impossible, graceful rhythm. Gavin stood behind her, carrying both suitcases.

Inside, the air conditioning hit hard. Cold marble floors. Flower arrangements. A concierge with a syrupy accent handed them a welcome drink with mint leaves and crushed ice. Gavin’s shirt stuck to his back. Angelica didn’t sweat — she glowed.

Their room was a beachside suite with tall glass doors opening onto the sand. King-size bed. A mirror on the ceiling. Champagne in a bucket by the window. Angelica walked in, spun slowly in the middle of the room, then peeled her dress over her head in one smooth movement.

“No unpacking?” Gavin said, trying to play it cool.

She was already naked. Her tan lines sharp from a pre-honeymoon beach trip with her friends. Her nipples hard. She walked toward the bed, slid onto it with a lazy stretch, thighs parting just enough for him to see that she was already wet.

“We’ve got two weeks to unpack,” she said. “Right now, I want to celebrate.”

He was on her in seconds. Their bodies moved with a rhythm they’d built over two years together — the first awkward Tinder messages, the second date that turned into an all-nighter, the time she introduced him to her vibrator like it was a challenge.

Gavin kissed her neck, her breasts, dragged his tongue along her stomach. She reached down, wrapped her fingers in his hair, and pushed his face between her legs without saying a word.

She was soft and swollen, the scent of her already familiar, addictive. He licked slow, patient, listening to every breath she let out. Her thighs tightened around his ears, pulling him deeper.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He kept licking until her thighs trembled and her back arched off the sheets. She came with a quiet shiver and a sigh, hand fisted in the sheets. Then she pulled him up and kissed him, tasting herself on his lips.

“Now fuck me,” she breathed.

Gavin slid into her slow, savoring every inch. She was tight, slick, warm. Perfect. Her fingers dug into his back, her heels locked around him. Their bodies slapped together in wet rhythm.

It was good. Better than good. Her pussy gripped him like it was made for him, the way it always had. But somewhere in the back of his mind — something whispered. A flicker of something unfamiliar.

She wasn’t moaning.

She wasn’t holding back, not exactly. But it was... measured. Like she was checking a box. Like this was something she owed him, not something she needed.

He shook the thought. He kissed her harder, pushed in deeper, watching her face for that look — the one where her mouth dropped open and her eyes fluttered.

It didn’t come.

She smiled when he came. Whispered that she loved him. Held him after, her breath warm against his chest.

He told himself that was enough.

Later, they sat on the balcony in robes, sipping champagne. The ocean spread out before them like a postcard. Moonlight shimmered off the water. He reached for her hand. She let him take it.

“I love you,” he said, looking at her.

She didn’t look back. She stared at the waves, lips parted slightly like she was thinking hard.

“I want to try something,” she said finally.

His stomach tightened.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “Like what?”

Angelica turned to face him then. Calm. Beautiful. Confident in a way that made him feel like a little boy.

“Just one night,” she said. “With someone else.”

Silence. Just the ocean.

“You’ll watch,” she added, softer now. “I want you to see it. All of it.”

Gavin blinked. A strange ringing filled his ears.

“You’re joking.”

She shook her head.

“No. I’ve thought about it. A lot.”

He laughed, but it was hollow. “You mean… like a threesome?”

“No,” she said. “Just me and him. You watch.”

His throat went dry. “Angelica, we just got married.”

“I know.”

“You’re saying you want to cheat on me?”

“No,” she said. “I’m saying I want to do it with you there. It’s not cheating if it’s part of the marriage.”

He stood up, pacing. “Where the fuck is this coming from?”

She stayed seated, robe parted just enough to show the tops of her thighs.

“I want it,” she said. “I love you. I married you. That doesn’t mean I don’t want to feel someone else. Just once. With you watching.”

He looked at her. Really looked.

She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t manipulating him.

She meant it.

And somehow…

His cock twitched.
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By ten, the sun was already fierce. Gavin had barely slept.

Angelica was out on the lounge chair, lying on her stomach, untied bikini top hanging loose around her back like it was just decoration. She was reading a book — something trashy, the kind with a ripped guy on the cover — her feet swaying gently behind her like a teenager’s. She’d woken up humming. No guilt. No questions. Like she hadn’t dropped a live grenade on their wedding night.

He sat next to her in the shade, shirtless but still damp with sweat, trying to make sense of the last twelve hours.

They’d had sex. Then champagne. Then… that conversation. Her request. Demand? No, not a demand. But not a fantasy either. She’d meant it. She had looked him dead in the eye and said she wanted to fuck another man. And that he would watch.

He thought maybe it would feel less insane in the morning. It didn’t.

“You’re quiet,” she said without looking up.

“Little hungover, I think.” He forced a chuckle. “You drug my champagne?”

She smiled lazily. “Just my pussy, baby.”

His stomach clenched. His cock twitched.

Fuck her.

He adjusted his sunglasses and looked out at the pool. A young couple was already half-drunk at the swim-up bar. A guy with tribal tattoos kept glancing over at Angelica’s ass from his lounger. Gavin didn’t blame him.

She rolled over and sat up, breasts fully exposed. She didn’t care. Not even a glance around.

“You going to swim?”

“In a bit,” he muttered.

She leaned over and grabbed her water bottle, her nipple brushing against his shoulder. Gavin’s pulse jumped. He wasn’t used to this version of her. Not after two years of careful routines, of private play, whispered fantasies. She’d always flirted, sure. Teased. She liked being wanted. But now…

Now it felt like she was inviting it.

“Jesus,” he said under his breath as a man walking by nearly tripped staring at her tits.

She smirked. “Relax. It’s a honeymoon resort. People are horny.”

“Yeah, for you.”

“Don’t pretend that’s not why you married me.”

He looked at her. She was sipping from her bottle, sweat trickling down between her breasts. Her bikini bottom was tiny, thin black straps resting high on her hips. He could see the curve of her shaved mound under the fabric. A different man might have covered her up. Gavin just shifted in his seat.

“You’re really serious about last night, huh?” he asked finally.

She lowered her sunglasses and looked at him, that same unreadable calm behind her eyes.

“Would you be this uncomfortable if I said I wanted a girl?”

He blinked. “I… maybe not. I don’t know. That’s different.”

“Because you’d get to touch her too.” She smirked. “Or maybe because you don’t feel threatened by women.”

“It’s not about that.”

“No?”

“You said you want to fuck another guy. Not just for fun. Like it’s something you’ve been thinking about.”

“It is.”

Her voice was soft. Honest.

“Was it supposed to wait until after the honeymoon?” she added, laying back down, hands behind her head. “Or after we’ve had two kids and stopped fucking altogether?”

Gavin stared at the pool. The man with the tattoos had moved closer now. Three chairs away. Pretending to read a newspaper like it was 1997.

“You looking for someone already?” Gavin asked.

She didn’t answer.

He turned to her. “Are you?”

Her lips curled. “Maybe.”

Jesus.

“Angelica—”

“I said it’d be one night. You agreed.”

“I agreed under duress.”

“Don’t be dramatic.”

He stood up. “You’re acting like this is just another excursion. Jet skiing. Ziplining. Getting railed by some stranger while your husband watches from the corner.”

Her eyes flicked up to meet his. Still calm. Still fucking beautiful.

“It doesn’t have to be a stranger.”

Gavin froze.

“What?”

She sat up again, tied her bikini top with a single tug, then reached for her sunglasses. “There’s someone I used to know. I saw him last night.”

His throat tightened. “Here? On the island?”

She nodded.

“Who is he?”

“Someone I used to fuck. Long time ago. But… I never forgot.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Why would I?”

He sat down hard.

“You’re telling me,” he said, voice low, “that on our first night here, you ran into some guy you used to fuck, and you’re thinking about⁠—”

“Not thinking. Considering.”

She leaned toward him, her tone changing. Gentle. Like she was explaining something to a child.

“I’m not asking for permission, Gavin. I’m telling you because I respect you. I want you to be there. I want you to see how it makes me feel.”

He stared at her.

“What if it makes me feel like shit?”

She didn’t blink. “Then we don’t do it again.”

He ran a hand through his hair, heat and confusion pulsing through him.

“You’re not worried it’ll… change things?”

Her answer was so fast it scared him. “I hope it does.”

They sat in silence. Behind them, waves crashed gently. The tattooed guy coughed, still glancing over.

Angelica stood.

“I’m going to the bar. Want anything?”

“No.”

She turned and walked away, ass swaying with every step. Every man at the pool was watching her now.

So was Gavin.
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Angelica returned with two drinks, only one straw.

“I got you pineapple something,” she said, then sat on the edge of Gavin’s lounge chair — not hers, his — thighs draped across his lap like they weren’t in public. Like she wanted people watching.

He sipped. It was sweet. Cold. Not enough rum to drown what was twisting in his gut.

She leaned back, sunglasses on, smiling at the sun like it had flirted with her. Gavin could smell her lotion, coconut and vanilla and something else — sweat. Sex. Her skin had that glow again. She radiated satisfaction. The kind you feel after fucking.

Or before.

He tried to keep it casual. “So who’s the guy?”

“What guy?” she said, tilting her drink toward her lips.

“The one you ‘ran into.’ The one you never forgot.”

She laughed softly, low in her throat. “Jealousy doesn’t look good on you, baby.”

“Not jealous,” he lied. “Curious.”

Angelica adjusted her legs on his lap, her toes brushing the bulge in his swim trunks. “He’s just a guy. Big. Black. Ex-military or something. Dominant.”

Gavin’s throat tightened. “You dated?”

“Not really. I just… used to let him fuck me.”

She didn’t even blink. She said it like she was reading off a weather report.

He nodded, looking down at the pool tiles. “Cool.”

“You okay?”

“Sure.”

She smiled. “You’re hard.”

He didn’t answer.

Her fingers curled gently around his thigh. “If you don’t want it, we won’t do it.”

“I didn’t say I don’t want it.”

She leaned in, close to his ear. “Then let me have my fun.”

He swallowed hard. Nodded once. She kissed his cheek and stood up.

“I’m getting in the water,” she said. “Try not to explode.”

She swam with a lazy elegance, hair slicked back, the wet bikini clinging to her like a second skin. She looked like a fucking movie star — the kind that ruins marriages and doesn’t apologize. Gavin tried to read, tried to focus on anything other than the way she flirted with two guys at the edge of the pool.

They were both in their thirties. One had a sleeve tattoo. The other had a beard and mirrored shades. Neither wore wedding rings. Both were locked in on Angelica like she was the only woman in the pool.

She laughed at something one of them said, tossed her hair back, and let her hand rest on Tattoo’s chest — just for a moment. Enough to claim the space. Enough to tell Gavin exactly where this was going.

He stared at the pages of his book, but nothing registered. Just her voice. Her laugh. The splash of water. The low thrum of his pulse in his ears.

After ten minutes, she climbed out. Water rolled down her body in little rivers. Her nipples were diamond-hard under the bikini. She didn’t dry off. Just walked toward Gavin, slow and swaying, hips rolling like she was on a runway.

“I invited them to join us for a drink,” she said, sitting back down.

His stomach dropped. “Why?”

“Because I’m married, not dead.”

He didn’t answer. She handed him her towel. He held it like it might burn him.

The guys arrived a minute later. Tattoo and Beard.

“Hope we’re not interrupting,” Tattoo said, already grinning.

Angelica smiled wide. “Not at all. This is Gavin. My husband.”

Beard blinked. “Oh. Shit. Nice to meet you, man.”

“Hey,” Gavin said flatly.

Angelica was already moving things around, making space between her chair and Gavin’s. The guys sat. They ordered shots. They talked.

Angelica turned it on.

Touching arms. Laughing. Crossing her legs high, letting the wet bikini flash just a little too much. Beard was trying to keep up. Tattoo was undressing her with his eyes. Gavin drank fast.

Then he saw him.

Across the deck. Near the towel station.

Him.

Taller than the other two. Dark skin. Thick chest, arms like stacked ropes. Clean haircut. Athletic shorts, no shirt. Tattoos down both forearms. He didn’t move like a guest. He moved like a man who’d fucked someone here. Recently.

Angelica hadn’t noticed him yet.

Then she did.

Her whole body changed. She froze mid-laugh. Eyes locked. She stood.

“Excuse me,” she said quickly, and walked straight across the deck.

Gavin turned his head slowly to watch. The guy saw her coming. Smiled before she even spoke. Like he knew she’d find him.

She touched his chest when she reached him. Tilted her face up, saying something Gavin couldn’t hear. The guy laughed. Loud. Open. He looked down her body, then back to her face.

Then his eyes flicked toward Gavin.

Right. Fucking. At him.

And he winked.

Gavin looked away fast. His face burned. His stomach was a pit.

Angelica was gone for ten minutes. When she came back, she looked high. Skin flushed. Eyes bright. Smile unstoppable.

“Who was that?” Gavin asked quietly.

“That’s Marcus,” she said.

“The guy?”

She nodded.

“Fuck.”

Angelica climbed onto his lap again, arms around his neck. Her lips brushed his ear.

“He’s even hotter than I remembered.”
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The door clicked shut behind them with a soft, final sound.

Angelica walked in first, tossing her sandals into the corner, her bikini already untied. The top hit the floor, and the bottom came down in one practiced motion. She didn’t look at Gavin as she crossed the room naked and unbothered, disappearing into the bathroom.

He stood by the minibar, still fully dressed, still buzzed from rum and the cold terror blooming deep in his gut.

She was different now. Or maybe she’d always been this way and he was just finally seeing it. The woman he’d thought he understood — the one who giggled during sex sometimes and made him playlists and said things like “I love that you’re the only man who really sees me” — was standing naked in the bathroom humming while she freshened her makeup so she could fuck someone else.

Gavin opened a beer and didn’t drink it.

She came out glowing. Hair brushed. Lip gloss on. No clothes. Just her naked body moving through the suite like she owned it, because she did. Every inch. Every moment.

He tried not to stare at her nipples.

“Don’t look so worried,” she said, flopping onto the bed, legs spread like an invitation he wasn’t allowed to accept. “You’re not losing me.”

“That’s not what I’m worried about.”

She tilted her head, watching him like a curious animal. “Then what?”

He sat at the edge of the bed, beer still in hand.

“I don’t know. That this won’t be what you expect. That it’ll… change things.”

She leaned forward, propped herself on one elbow. “You really think I’d pick someone who couldn’t handle me?”

“Do you even know what you’re asking me to do?”

“Watch,” she said simply.

“Why?”

“Because I want to see how far you’ll go for me.”

Gavin blinked.

She smiled. “And because I think it’ll turn you on.”

He didn’t have a response.

“I haven’t even kissed him yet,” she added, licking her bottom lip. “And I’m already soaked.”

He looked down. Her inner thighs were glistening.

“I’m going to call him,” she said. “You can stay. Or not.”

She didn’t wait.

She grabbed her phone off the nightstand and dialed without hesitation. Gavin stayed frozen, beer still untouched, every part of him tightening.

The phone rang once.

Then a deep voice answered.

“Damn, I thought you’d chicken out.”

Angelica’s smile widened. “I don’t chicken out, baby.”

Gavin felt his breath catch.

“You alone?” Marcus asked.

“No. Gavin’s here.”

A pause. Then a soft laugh. “Good. I want him to hear this.”

Angelica lay back on the bed, spreading her legs wider. She slid two fingers between them without ceremony, stroking herself as she talked.

“I’ve been wet since the pool,” she said, voice low, breathy. “You still fuck the way I remember?”

“Better,” Marcus said. “You still take dick like a fucking champ?”

She moaned, soft and real.

Gavin’s heart hammered in his chest.

Marcus kept talking. “You gonna suck my cock like a good girl, or do I have to fuck that mouth until you gag?”

Angelica’s fingers sped up. “Gag me.”

“You on the bed?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“You playing with that pussy?”

“Right now.”

Gavin stared. Her legs were spread. Her fingers moved fast and slick. Her other hand pressed to her breast, thumb rolling her nipple.

“Put the phone on speaker,” Marcus said.

She did.

His voice filled the room, deep and casual. “You listening, Gavin?”

Gavin didn’t answer.

Marcus chuckled. “She’s already soaking for me, man. You hear that? That wet sound?”

Angelica moaned louder. Her fingers were a blur now.

“Fuck,” Marcus groaned. “I can’t wait to stretch that pussy open again. You remember how I made you squirt, Angel?”

She gasped. “Three times.”

“That’s right. You think your husband ever made you do that?”

She didn’t answer.

“Did he?” Marcus pressed.

“No.”

Gavin felt like he’d been slapped.

“You gonna let me take your wife, Gavin?” Marcus said, like he was asking about borrowing a pen. “You gonna sit in the corner while I turn her inside out?”

Angelica’s back arched. Her moan broke into a sharp cry.

Gavin watched her come — hips jerking, pussy slick, her thighs twitching. It was real. It was raw. And it wasn’t for him.

She lay there catching her breath, phone still in her hand.

Marcus laughed. “She always did cum easy for me.”

Angelica’s voice came out husky. “Come over tomorrow night.”

“Say please.”

“Please.”

“You want my cock, Angel?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I want your cock. I want you to ruin my pussy.”

Gavin felt his cock pressing painfully hard against his shorts. He hated himself for it.

Marcus’s voice came through, satisfied and slow. “You’re a good fucking wife, Gavin. Thanks for letting me borrow her.”

Then he hung up.

Silence.

Angelica let the phone drop to the bed. She rolled onto her side, facing Gavin, her body still glowing with aftershocks.

“Still with me?” she asked.

Gavin nodded, barely.

She leaned in, kissed him softly on the lips. He tasted her. His cock twitched.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered. “Don’t jerk off tonight.”
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Gavin stared at the door like it might change its mind.

It was 9:58. The suite was too quiet. Air-conditioning hummed. Waves in the distance. A low bassy thud of music from the beach bar. Angelica sat at the vanity wearing a sheer black robe. That was all.

No bra. No panties.

Just that thin, see-through silk that clung to her skin like a whisper. She was doing her lip gloss. Slowly. Calm. Like she was getting ready for dinner.

Gavin sat stiff in the corner chair. He hadn’t spoken in ten minutes.

She stood, looked at him through the mirror.

“Come here.”

He stood.

She pulled the robe open and let it fall. Her nipples were already hard. Her pussy smooth, a thin glisten catching the light. She smelled like vanilla and need.

“Tell me I’m yours,” she said, grabbing his hand and placing it between her legs.

He swallowed. “You’re mine.”

She leaned in and kissed him, soft and deep. Then pulled away.

“Good. Now sit back down.”

She turned, walked across the room naked, and opened the door.

Marcus.

Six-foot-something. Wide shoulders. Black T-shirt stretched across his chest. Basketball shorts that didn’t hide the outline of what he was packing.

He stepped inside like he’d been here a thousand times. His eyes locked on Angelica. Then Gavin.

“Hey, man.” Casual. Dismissive.

Gavin nodded. “Hey.”

Marcus closed the door behind him. “Damn. You look even better than I remember,” he said, eyes raking over Angelica’s body.

She smiled, cheeks pink with something between pride and hunger.

Gavin stayed frozen in the chair.

Marcus dropped his bag near the door. Then walked up, grabbed Angelica by the waist, and kissed her like he owned her. Not a test. Not a tease. Full tongue. Full mouth. A claiming.

She melted. Her body pressed into his like a puzzle piece. She moaned softly against his lips.

Gavin’s chest tightened.

Marcus pulled back. “Damn. Still sweet.”

“You gonna keep talking?” she asked, reaching down and palming the thick outline in his shorts.

Marcus grinned. “Fuck no.”

She dropped to her knees.

No buildup. No seduction.

She yanked his shorts down, and his cock bounced free — thick, dark, heavy. Gavin’s eyes went wide. It hung there like a weapon.

Angelica moaned and licked the tip without hesitation.

Marcus groaned. “Fuck, I missed that mouth.”

She swallowed him inch by inch. Eyes closed. Both hands wrapped around the base. Sloppy, messy, loving it.

Gavin’s cock pulsed in his shorts. He felt like his lungs had stopped working.

Marcus looked at him. Just for a second. “She suck you like this?”

Gavin didn’t answer.

Angelica gagged a little, pulled back with spit dripping off her lips, then went right back down.

Slurp. Gag. Moan.

It echoed in the room like music.

“God damn,” Marcus groaned. “This mouth was wasted on one dick.”

She laughed, wiped her chin, and stood.

“Get on the bed,” he told her.

She did.

Hands and knees. Ass up. Pussy glistening in the light. Gavin saw a drip roll down her thigh. She was soaked already.

Marcus dropped the rest of his clothes, climbed behind her, and spanked her hard. Once. She gasped.

“Still tight?” he asked, lining himself up.

She looked over her shoulder and smirked. “Why don’t you find out?”

He didn’t ease in.

He slammed in.

Angelica screamed.

Gavin jerked in his seat. His breath caught. The wet sound of Marcus’s cock splitting her echoed in the room.

“Fuck, you’re gripping me,” Marcus growled, gripping her hips.

Gavin watched her mouth open in a silent moan. Her arms shook. Her back arched.

He couldn’t look away.

Marcus fucked her.

Deep, fast thrusts that made the bed rock, the headboard slam, Angelica’s moans rise higher and higher.

“Oh my god—fuck—yes!”

She clawed at the sheets.

“Take it, girl,” Marcus growled. “This what you needed?”

“Yes! Yes! More!”

Gavin’s hand twitched toward his cock. He stopped himself.

“You watching this, husband?” Marcus grunted, slamming into her harder.

Gavin’s mouth was dry. He nodded.

Marcus grabbed Angelica’s hair, yanked her head back. She gasped. Her tits bounced with every thrust.

“Look at him,” Marcus said.

She turned her head.

Their eyes met.

Gavin couldn’t speak.

“Tell him,” Marcus said. “Tell him whose pussy this is.”

Angelica moaned, voice shaking. “It’s yours.”

“Louder.”

“It’s your pussy!”

Gavin swallowed hard. His cock was throbbing.

Marcus reached under her, found her clit. She screamed. Loud. Wild. No shame.

She came like an earthquake. Legs shaking. Back arched. Cum soaking the sheets.

Marcus didn’t stop. He kept going.

“Again,” he said.

“No—fuck—too much⁠—”

“Again.”

Gavin watched as Marcus used her.

No mercy. No romance. Just raw, unstoppable fucking.

She screamed again. A second orgasm tore through her.

Her body collapsed. Marcus flipped her on her back. Entered her again. Missionary now. Kissing her. Deep.

Gavin felt something crack in his chest.

She kissed Marcus like she was in love with him.

He couldn’t move. Couldn’t think.

He was watching his wife fall apart under another man.

And she was loving every second.
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Angelica’s thighs were twitching.

Marcus had her pinned to the mattress, one hand around her throat, not squeezing, just holding — like a reminder. His other hand gripped her hip, guiding his cock as he plowed into her again and again, balls slapping, wet sounds echoing off the walls.

Gavin sat motionless in the chair. His chest tight. His cock hard. His entire body caught in some sick tension between horror and hunger.

Marcus leaned in close, his voice rough in her ear. “That pussy’s still choking me. You want another one?”

She tried to speak. Couldn’t.

“Answer me.”

“Y-yes.” Her voice broke. “Yes, yes—make me cum again, please⁠—”

Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her heels dug into his back. She arched up to meet him thrust for thrust. Her nails clawed the sheets.

Gavin’s cock throbbed in his shorts.

Marcus shifted position, pulled back, and flipped her again — rough and practiced — dragging her to the edge of the bed. He grabbed her ankles, spread them wide. Her pussy was dripping, folds swollen and red, a mess of slick and cum. She looked destroyed.

He slid in again, bottoming out with a groan.

Angelica screamed.

Not a fake porn scream. Not performance.

A raw, helpless sound.

Gavin flinched.

“You watching this?” Marcus asked without looking. “You see how she’s taking it?”

Gavin nodded once, barely breathing.

“She’s made for this shit. You kept her locked up too long.”

Angelica thrashed under him, gasping. “F-fuck—oh my god⁠—”

Marcus leaned forward, pinning her wrists. His cock pumped deep, slow now — grinding — hitting that spot. Her back arched, her mouth dropped open, and a flood of wetness spilled down between her thighs.

She was cumming again.

Third. Maybe fourth. Gavin had lost count.

Her body trembled. Her breath came in short, desperate pants.

“Good girl,” Marcus said, still inside her, still hard. “Now be a slut and take the last one.”

She nodded, eyes rolled back. “Yes—yes—please—cum in me⁠—”

Gavin shook his head slightly, like that would undo it. Like this wasn’t real. Like she didn’t just beg a man she used to fuck to finish in her while her husband watched.

Marcus pulled out just long enough to drag her closer, bending her legs all the way up, her knees nearly touching her shoulders.

“Watch this, Gavin.”

He slammed back in, deep, and started fucking her with everything he had. The bed groaned. The headboard smacked the wall. Angelica sobbed from the pleasure, her hands gripping the sheets like she was holding on for life.

Marcus grunted. His rhythm stuttered.

Then he growled — a long, low sound as his hips slammed into hers one final time.

He held there. Deep. Buried.

Angelica cried out.

Gavin knew what was happening.

Marcus was filling her.

His wife. Cuffed at the knees. Legs up. Head thrown back. Taking another man’s load.

Not pulling out. No condom.

Raw.

Angelica moaned softly as she felt it. Her fingers touched her belly. “So much…”

Marcus didn’t move. He stayed there, breathing hard, then kissed her.

And it wasn’t quick.

Their lips met like lovers. Slow. Intimate. Tongues deep.

Gavin sat forward slightly, like the kiss broke something in him.

That wasn’t part of the game.

This wasn’t supposed to mean something.

But Angelica kissed Marcus back with her whole body. Her hands moved to his jaw. She moaned into his mouth. Her hips rolled.

They weren’t fucking anymore. They were together.

Marcus finally pulled away, still hard, still inside her. “Shit.”

Angelica giggled breathlessly. “Still got more?”

“Maybe.”

“Give it to me.” She kissed his neck, ran her nails down his back.

Gavin stood. He couldn’t sit there any longer. His cock was painful in his shorts. His skin felt too tight.

Angelica looked at him then — really looked — and her smile softened.

“Hey,” she said, voice hoarse. “Come here.”

He stepped forward like a ghost.

Marcus didn’t move.

Angelica reached out and took Gavin’s hand.

“You okay?” she asked.

He didn’t answer.

She pulled him closer, and for a second, he thought she was going to hug him. Instead, she brought his hand between her thighs.

“Feel that,” she whispered.

His fingers touched her slit. Hot. Soaked. Oozing with cum.

“That’s what he gave me,” she said.

He felt it. Thick. Warm. Not his.

“I want to keep it inside me,” she whispered.

Marcus pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with her juices. He slapped it once against her pussy, then stepped back and grabbed a towel.

Gavin stood there, dazed, hand still between his wife’s thighs.

Angelica grinned.

“You hard?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Good.”


3




The door clicked shut with a soft finality.

Marcus was gone.

The room felt different. Warmer. Wetter. Like the air hadn’t finished catching its breath.

Gavin stood near the edge of the bed. The sheets were twisted. A dark wet patch soaked through the center. The scent of sex clung to everything — thick, unmistakable, male.

Angelica lay sprawled on her back, one leg bent, the other stretched lazily across the mattress. Her lips were swollen. Her thighs glistened. Her eyes were half-lidded, soft, dreamy.

She looked like she’d been fed.

Gavin didn’t speak. Neither did she.

He sat slowly on the edge of the bed. She didn’t move.

For a long moment, he just looked at her. Every part of her. Her nipples were still hard. Her stomach still rose and fell with slow, deep breaths. The inside of her thighs was slick, cum slowly dripping down onto the sheets.

His mouth opened. Nothing came out. He reached forward, hand trembling, and touched her leg.

She turned her head toward him. Smiled. Gentle. Loving.

He slid his hand up her thigh, slow, hesitant. She let him.

He kept going, fingers trailing over her damp skin, until they reached the slick heat between her legs. He stroked her once. Then again.

Her body didn’t react.

“I want to taste you,” he said. Quiet. Almost a plea.

She sat up slowly and kissed his cheek.

“No, baby. Not tonight.”

His hand froze.

“I just—” he started, but she was already moving. Standing. Walking toward the bathroom with cum still dripping down her legs.

“I need a shower,” she said, not looking back.

The door closed behind her. The water turned on.

Gavin sat on the bed, fingers still sticky with another man’s seed.

Ten minutes later, she came back wrapped in a towel.

She was humming again. Same song she’d hummed this morning. Carefree. Happy.

He was still sitting where she left him.

She dropped the towel and climbed into bed like nothing had happened. She didn’t avoid his gaze — just didn’t think it necessary to explain.

Gavin turned to face her. “Was it everything you wanted?”

She looked at him for a second. Then nodded. “Yes.”

He swallowed hard.

“You… kissed him.”

“Yes,” she said again.

“Not like a hookup. That was…”

“Intimate?” she offered.

He nodded.

She touched his hand. “I like kissing. Always have. You know that.”

“That wasn’t just kissing, Angelica.”

She smiled. “You’re right.”

He looked down at her hand on his.

“Are you in love with him?”

“No,” she said quickly. Too quickly.

“You sure?”

She leaned in, kissed his knuckles. “I married you.”

“Then why did it feel like I wasn’t even here?”

She didn’t flinch. “Because I wasn’t doing it for you.”

That hurt more than he expected. He flinched.

She squeezed his hand. “That’s not a bad thing.”

“It felt like it.”

“I didn’t ignore you, Gavin. I just… needed it. For me. My body. My pleasure. You saw how it made me feel.”

He looked at her. “Yeah. I saw.”

“Did it turn you on?”

He hesitated.

“Yes.”

Her smile softened. “Then it’s okay.”

He looked down at her again. “Can I hold you?”

She nodded.

He slid into the bed beside her, pulled her close. Her skin was clean now, but the scent was still faint. Her hair smelled like coconut shampoo. Her breath was slow, even.

She felt far away.

They lay there in silence.

“Are we okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

But it didn’t sound like a promise.
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The sun was too fucking bright.

Gavin squinted behind his sunglasses, nursing a watery mimosa at the poolside bar, counting the minutes. Forty-two and climbing.

Angelica had said she was going to the spa. “Just a facial,” she’d said. “I’ll meet you by the pool after.” Then she'd kissed him like nothing had happened the night before. Her lips were warm. Still slightly swollen.

That was over an hour ago.

He tried to ignore the voice in his head.

The voice that whispered: She’s not at the spa.

The voice that hissed: She went back to him.

He stirred his drink with the straw, sweat trickling down the back of his neck. The same ache pulsed behind his eyes — not quite a headache, just tension with nowhere to go. Every couple that passed him felt like a mockery. Every bikini looked like a threat.

His phone buzzed.

A text. From Angelica.

"Be there in ten. Love you."

He stared at it for a long time. The words made him feel sick.

She didn’t even pretend.

Not “sorry it took longer”. Not “ran into someone”. Not “you okay?”

Just “Love you.”

Like he was an afterthought.

He drained the mimosa in one gulp, left the glass on the counter, and walked back to the suite.

The room was cool and dim. The bed was made. Her bag was open on the couch, towel from the spa rolled on top like a perfect lie.

He stood there, hands on his hips, heart thumping.

Then he saw her phone.

Unlocked. Sitting face-up on the edge of the vanity, like bait.

He hesitated. Swallowed hard. Then picked it up.

No passcode.

Photos.

Last taken: Today. 11:18am.

He tapped.

And there it was.

Her face. Kneeling. Naked shoulders. Hair pulled back.

Cum on her lips.

Not a little. Not accidental.

Thick, white ropes across her mouth, cheek, chin.

Her eyes glazed. Her tongue just barely out.

She was smiling.

Gavin’s fingers tightened around the phone. His stomach dropped through the floor.

The timestamp was twenty minutes after she left him.

His hand shook.

The photo had been taken by someone else. The angle was too low to be a selfie. She hadn’t even tried to hide it.

She’d gone to him.

Alone.

Behind his back.

And she’d smiled for the picture.

The door opened.

Angelica walked in like nothing was wrong.

Sundress. Big sunglasses. Flip flops. Her hair still damp. She carried a folded towel and a bottle of cucumber water.

“Hey,” she said brightly. “Sorry, that took longer than I thought.”

Gavin turned, phone in hand. His mouth was dry. His pulse thundered in his ears.

She paused. Saw the phone. Her face didn’t change.

“You went to him,” Gavin said.

Her sunglasses stayed on. “Yeah.”

His voice cracked. “That wasn’t the deal.”

She set the water on the table. “It was never about a deal.”

“You said one night. You said I’d be there.”

Angelica slid her sunglasses off and finally looked at him. Calm. Clear. No guilt.

“I wanted to feel him again,” she said. “And I didn’t want to perform.”

Gavin laughed once. Dry. Bitter. “So I’m a fucking audience now?”

“No,” she said, walking closer. “You’re my husband. But this—” she gestured between them “—this marriage doesn’t mean I stop needing other things.”

He stepped back. “So what, I just pretend it didn’t happen?”

“You don’t have to pretend.”

“There’s a photo, Angelica.”

“I know.”

“You let him cum on your face. You smiled.”

She didn’t flinch. “Because it made me feel good.”

He stared at her. “Do you even care what this does to me?”

She stepped forward. Put her hand on his chest.

“I care more than you know.”

He slapped her hand away. “You lied to me.”

“No,” she said, “I spared you.”

His face twisted. “Fuck you.”

She stood there, watching him.

And then, calmly, softly: “Did you jerk off to it?”

Gavin’s eyes widened.

She kept going. “When you saw the photo. When you saw my mouth full of another man’s cum. Did you get hard?”

He said nothing.

She stepped closer.

“Is your cock hard now?”

He looked away.

She smiled. “That’s what I thought.”

She didn’t apologize. She didn’t cry.

She undressed slowly, piece by piece, and walked to the shower without another word.

He stood there, shaking.

She hadn’t broken the rules.

She’d changed them.
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Gavin held the paper map in both hands like it meant something.

He was standing in the resort lobby, squinting at the faded colors and cartoonish compass rose printed in the corner. There were dolphins near the top. A smiling sun. A labeled dock.

“Look,” he said, pointing. “Boat rental. They’ve got a reef tour.”

Angelica was scrolling her phone. She nodded but didn’t look up.

“They said it’s two hours,” he continued. “They take you around the south side of the island. Just us, the captain, and the open sea.”

“Sounds cute,” she murmured. Her thumbs kept moving.

“You want to do it?”

“Sure.”

She didn’t ask when. She didn’t ask why.

Gavin folded the map, stuffed it into his pocket, and watched her from the corner of his eye.

Her body was still humming from Marcus. He could feel it. Not just in the faint red marks on her thighs or the way she moved with unbothered ease — it was in her glow. She walked softer. Smiled to herself. Wore the kind of dresses that didn’t bother with underwear anymore.

She was text-flirting. He knew it. The way her eyes lit up, the little smirk she failed to hide. Not for him. Not anymore.

“You hungry?” he asked.

“I’m okay.”

“I could grab us something. We could take it back to the room.”

She paused. Looked up. “You trying to feed me or distract me?”

“Neither.”

He lied. Of course he was trying to distract her. From him. From the giant, grinning cock that had wrecked her two nights in a row. From the knowledge that his wife moaned louder for Marcus than she ever had for him.

“I just want time with you,” Gavin said.

Angelica smiled — genuinely — and leaned in to kiss his cheek. “You’ve got time with me.”

Then her phone buzzed again.

And just like that, her eyes were gone.

Back in the suite, Gavin put on a playlist. Soft music. Something they used to fuck to, back when she needed him for that.

She stood at the open doors to the balcony, letting the wind play with the hem of her sundress. The view was perfect. But her phone was still in her hand.

Gavin approached from behind, slid his arms around her waist.

“Missed this,” he said softly, kissing her shoulder.

She leaned into him. For a second, his heart lifted.

Then her phone buzzed again.

And she pulled away.

“I’m going to shower,” she said.

“Together?” he asked.

She gave him a look. Not annoyed. Just... surprised. Like he still didn’t get it.

She didn’t answer.

He sat on the bed, staring at the spot where she’d been.

Angelica hadn’t said Marcus’s name. She hadn’t said anything. But the silence was thicker than any truth.

She was waiting.

Not for a shower. Not for a boat ride.

For a message.

And they both knew it.
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She emerged from the bathroom in a towel again.

But this time, it was for him.

Not Marcus. Not the mirror. Not the camera on her phone.

Just him.

Angelica’s hair was damp and curling at the ends. Her skin steamed faintly from the heat. She crossed the room barefoot, slow and casual, and sat beside Gavin on the bed.

He’d been pretending to read. His phone was off. His cock had been hard for half an hour with no relief.

She looked at him without speaking. He stared back, wary, wanting. Waiting.

Then she said it. Calm. Gentle. Certain.

“He wants to fuck me again.”

No name. Just he.

Marcus didn’t need to be mentioned anymore. He was a fact.

Gavin’s fingers tightened on the edge of the mattress.

“Already?” he asked. Like he didn’t know the answer. Like she hadn’t been texting him all day.

Angelica reached down and peeled the towel open. Her breasts came free — soft, still flushed from the heat, nipples taut.

“I didn’t say yes yet.”

Gavin’s mouth went dry.

Her hand found his thigh.

“I wanted to tell you first.”

He flinched. “To ask me?”

“To tell you,” she corrected, her voice like silk on glass. “But if it matters… you can say no.”

He looked at her. Really looked.

Her face was warm. Soft. Honest. No venom. No cruelty. Just a simple truth behind her eyes:

You won’t say no.

And they both knew it.

“You said one night,” he muttered.

“I know.”

“You already had him again. Alone.”

“I know.”

“And now you want another round.”

“I need another round,” she said, voice quiet but sharp. “And I think you need it too.”

His breath caught. “Need what?”

“To see me like that again.”

He blinked. “Like what?”

She leaned in. Kissed his jaw. Her breath was warm against his skin.

“Split open. Gutted. Owned.”

He shivered.

“Don’t,” he whispered. “Don’t talk like that.”

“Why not?” she asked, her lips brushing his ear now. “Isn’t that what you loved? Holding my leg while he pounded me? Feeling my whole body shake while he bred my pussy?”

Gavin’s cock twitched violently beneath his shorts.

She pulled back, smiling. Saw it. Knew.

“Your body knows the truth, baby.”

He looked down. Couldn’t meet her eyes.

“I don’t want to feel like this,” he said, voice cracked.

“But you do,” she said. “Because it frees you. You don’t have to compete anymore. You don’t have to pretend you can give me everything.”

He closed his eyes. Her words wrapped around his spine like chains made of honey.

“You’re my husband,” she whispered. “But I’m his fucktoy.”

He whimpered. Couldn’t stop it.

She kissed him. Soft, slow. Then deeper. Her hand cupped the back of his head.

“I’m going to ride his cock tonight,” she said. “You can be in the room. You can hold me. Or you can sit in the corner. That part’s up to you.”

Gavin exhaled slowly. “I won’t stop it.”

She smiled.

“You never could.”

The room was darker now. Lights dimmed. A bottle of wine half-finished on the dresser.

Angelica sat cross-legged on the bed wearing nothing but a crimson thong and lip gloss. Her legs were oiled. Her nipples hard. Her skin glowed like a sex dream in human form.

Gavin sat across from her, facing the balcony. Shirtless. Hard. He hadn’t touched himself since she told him. Every minute since had been one long, brutal ache.

She checked her phone.

“He’s almost here,” she said softly.

Gavin’s jaw tightened.

“I want to do something new,” she added.

He looked up.

“New?”

“I want you involved.”

“I was already⁠—”

“Not like that,” she said. “Tonight, you don’t just hold me.”

His heart pounded. “What do you mean?”

Her eyes lit up. She licked her lips.

“You’ll kneel at the edge of the bed. While he fucks me.”

His face flushed. “Why?”

“So I can see your eyes,” she said. “So I can watch you fall deeper while he stretches me open.”

Gavin swallowed hard.

“And when I cum,” she added, “I want your hands on me. Holding my thighs while I squirt on his cock.”

“Jesus,” he whispered, cock throbbing painfully in his shorts.

“You want it,” she said.

He nodded.

She stood up slowly, peeled off her thong, and handed it to him.

He brought it to his nose without thinking.

It was soaked.

The knock on the door didn’t feel real.

Angelica opened it without hesitation.

Marcus stepped in, already grinning. Already half hard in mesh shorts. He didn’t acknowledge Gavin. Just walked straight up to Angelica and kissed her like she hadn’t been gone.

Tongue deep. Hands greedy.

Gavin stood still, frozen in the corner, Angelica’s soaked thong clenched in his fist.

She moaned into Marcus’s mouth, her hands sliding under his shirt. His cock was already tenting his shorts, long and heavy.

When she pulled back, she turned and looked at Gavin.

“Take off your clothes.”

He obeyed.
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Marcus stripped like he had every right to.

He kicked off his sandals, peeled his mesh shorts down, and stood naked with zero hesitation, his cock already semi-hard and thick with blood. Gavin stood at the foot of the bed, nude and trembling, fighting not to look — and failing.

Marcus wasn’t hard yet, and still, his dick hung long, fat, veiny, swinging heavy between his thighs. Gavin’s gut turned. Not with jealousy. Not anymore.

With dreadful, addictive arousal.

He’d watched Angelica swallow it once. He’d seen it disappear inside her. But now it was right there. Right in front of him.

Angelica was already on the bed.

Hands and knees. Ass up. Hair tied back. Skin glistening from the oil she’d rubbed in minutes before. Gavin could see the faint marks from the night before still ghosted across her thighs. Her pussy was open and wet — ready in a way no lube could fake.

She looked over her shoulder and grinned. “Come here.”

Gavin moved without thought.

Marcus climbed onto the mattress behind her and gripped her hips. He didn’t rush. He looked over at Gavin.

“You’re gonna help this time.”

Gavin blinked. “Help?”

“You’re not just watching anymore, cuck.”

Angelica moaned. “He’s gonna hold me. Aren’t you, baby?”

Gavin nodded, throat dry.

“Get on your knees.”

He dropped beside the bed, trembling.

“Grab her leg,” Marcus said.

Gavin reached up and took hold of her left thigh. Her skin was soft and slick, still warm from her shower. His fingers sank into her. He was holding his wife open for another man.

His cock twitched.

Marcus lined himself up. Pressed the fat head of his cock to her soaked opening.

Angelica gasped. Her whole body tensed in Gavin’s grip.

Then Marcus slammed in.

All at once.

Angelica screamed.

Gavin felt her leg jerk, her muscles seize.

Marcus groaned. “Tight little hole still remembers me.”

He started thrusting immediately — no warm-up. Deep, hard strokes that echoed in the room with every slap of his hips against her ass.

Gavin held her thigh steady as Marcus split her open.

He could feel it. The shock of each thrust through her body. The wet noises between her legs, the way her slick drooled down and dripped to the sheet.

“You okay, baby?” Gavin asked, voice small.

She looked at him. Her eyes wild. Mouth open.

“Harder,” she panted.

Marcus grabbed her waist and gave it to her.

The headboard slammed against the wall.

Angelica’s cries rose in pitch.

“She’s creaming on me already,” Marcus growled.

Gavin looked — and yes, her pussy was foaming. White slick bubbling at the corners, his cock vanishing inside her like a piston.

Marcus reached around and rubbed her clit with two fingers.

“Make her cum,” he said.

Gavin’s pulse spiked.

He leaned up and brought his fingers between her thighs, brushing Marcus’s hand as he touched her.

Angelica squealed.

Her legs shook.

“Cum for me, baby,” Gavin whispered. “Let it go.”

She did.

With a sharp, breathless scream, her body convulsed.

Gavin felt her muscles seize around Marcus’s cock.

Her thighs clenched, and she squirted — a sudden splash that soaked Gavin’s chest.

Marcus laughed. “Fucking geyser.”

She collapsed face-first into the sheets, still twitching.

Gavin stayed there, fingers still resting on her mound, cock aching.

Marcus pulled out and flipped her. Gavin caught her as she rolled onto her back, helping guide her legs apart again.

Marcus lined back up and shoved in, missionary now.

She moaned. Eyes glazed.

Gavin stayed kneeling, holding her left leg wide while Marcus fucked her.

Their bodies slammed together above him, and Gavin could feel the tremble in her thigh with each thrust.

“You like that, cuck?” Marcus sneered. “Like helping me fuck your wife?”

Gavin didn’t speak.

“Say it.”

“I… like it.”

“Say what you are.”

Gavin looked up at Angelica. Her fingers were gripping the sheets, her face lost in ecstasy.

She met his eyes. Nodded.

“Say it,” she breathed.

“I’m your cuck,” Gavin said. “I’m… your little cuck husband.”

Marcus grunted. “Damn right.”

He started pounding harder. Faster. Her tits bounced wildly. Her head thrashed side to side.

Gavin held her leg open, his hand slipping slightly from her wet skin.

Marcus reached down, thumb on her clit, and pressed hard.

Angelica screamed again — a sound so guttural it barely sounded human.

She arched. Her whole body seized. And she came.

Violent.

Soaked.

Squirting again — all over Gavin’s chest.

He flinched, but didn’t move. He deserved it.

Marcus didn’t stop. He groaned, hips slamming erratically.

“I’m gonna nut, bitch.”

“Do it,” she sobbed.

“You want it?”

“Fill me! Fuck, yes! Give me all of it!”

Gavin watched Marcus slam one final time, balls tight, cock buried to the root.

He grunted, long and low, and came inside her.

Gavin saw her body react. The shiver. The tremble. The way her thighs quivered under his grip.

Marcus stayed inside. Breathing heavy. Dripping sweat.

Angelica lay limp, legs spread wide, cum already leaking out.

Marcus pulled out slowly. A thick string of seed followed, drooling from her wrecked pussy to the sheets.

Gavin released her leg.

She looked at him. Smiled weakly.

“You held me so well.”

He stared at the mess between her thighs. Her used cunt. The flushed skin. The drops of another man’s cum on her belly.

He wanted to cry.

But instead, he nodded.

Marcus grabbed a towel, wiped off, and didn’t even glance at Gavin as he dressed.

He kissed Angelica once, deep, then grabbed his shorts and left.

The door shut.

Silence.

Angelica lay there, legs still spread, ruined.

“Come up here,” she said softly.

Gavin climbed onto the bed.

She pulled him close. Let him rest his head between her thighs.

He didn’t ask to lick.

He just did.

Tasting cum. Sweat. Her.

And she held him there.
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Gavin woke up on his knees.

He’d fallen asleep at the edge of the bed, head resting on the mattress, arms wrapped around a pillow that still smelled like her. His neck ached. His knees were numb. His mouth was dry.

When he lifted his head, sunlight was already cutting through the sheer curtains, bright strips landing across the floor. The bed behind him was empty.

Angelica’s side of the sheets was a wreck — dark wet patches, a faint streak of something dried near the center. The smell was unmistakable: sex, sweat, him, her, Marcus.

Gavin swallowed and sat back on his heels. His cock was already half-hard, sticky from dried pre-cum. He’d never even gotten himself off last night. Not after Marcus left. He’d been too dazed, too gone. He’d crawled into her spot, pressing his face where she’d been, breathing it in until he’d passed out.

The bathroom door was closed. Water running.

He heard her humming. Same soft tune. Not a care in the world.

She came out a few minutes later wrapped in a towel, hair damp, skin steaming faintly. She moved with a lazy grace, towel slipping at the top just enough to flash a wet nipple. She didn’t glance at him right away; she went to the balcony, pushed the curtains open, and let the sun in.

“Morning,” she said.

He cleared his throat. “Morning.”

“You sleep?”

“Sort of.”

“I slept like a baby,” she said, stepping out into the light. The towel clung to her hips, but her legs were bare, and he could see a faint trace of dried slick on her inner thigh. Marcus’s. Not his.

He stood slowly, stretching the stiffness from his body. “You’re… okay?”

“I’m great.” She turned, smiling at him. “You?”

He hesitated. “I don’t know.”

She walked back inside, sipping from a bottle of water she’d brought from the mini fridge. Her eyes roamed his naked body, lingering on his cock, still semi-hard.

“You didn’t cum last night,” she said.

He shook his head.

“You want to now?”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“Then do it.”

He blinked. “Here?”

“Where else?” she said softly, setting the bottle down. “You watched me cum how many times last night?”

“Three,” he whispered. “Four.”

“Five,” she corrected, smirking. “And you didn’t even touch yourself. That’s impressive.”

He shifted his weight. “I didn’t want to… ruin the moment.”

She tilted her head. “You thought it would ruin it?”

“I don’t know what I thought.”

She stepped closer, towel falling looser around her body. She let it slip just enough for her breasts to show, nipples dark and stiff from the cool air. She was still glowing, skin flushed at the chest, her eyes heavy-lidded.

“Show me,” she whispered. “Show me how you jerk off thinking about me and him.”

His cock hardened fully. He looked at her, trembling, then reached down and wrapped his fist around himself.

She smiled and sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed at the knee. The towel parted enough for him to see the soft curve between her thighs. She’d showered, but a tiny drop of cum still clung just inside her lips. She didn’t wipe it. She let it be there.

“Tell me what you see,” she said softly.

“I see…” his voice cracked. “You. Last night. On your knees. Taking him. Moaning his name.”

She exhaled slowly. “And you like that?”

“I like it,” he whispered, stroking slowly now.

“Tell me what you are.”

He hesitated. She waited.

“I’m your cuck,” he said.

“Say it again.”

“I’m your cuckold.”

She leaned back on her hands, spreading her knees a little wider. The towel slipped further, falling to the floor. She was naked now, skin still damp, lips swollen from use. Her clit peeked out, puffy and sensitive. He could see it pulsing.

“Good boy,” she said softly.

His stroking quickened. He moaned under his breath. He couldn’t stop looking at her pussy — the faint sheen of leftover slick, the way she didn’t even bother to hide that she’d been filled, used, marked.

She watched him with calm eyes. Not taunting. Not cruel. Just expectant.

“Come for me,” she said. “Come thinking about him inside me.”

He groaned and obeyed.

Thick ropes shot onto the tile at his feet. He gasped, body jerking, hand still working himself until the last drops smeared across his knuckles.

He stood there, panting. Sweat on his forehead. Cum on the floor.

Angelica rose slowly, walked up to him, and cupped his cheek in her damp hand.

“Feel better?” she asked.

He nodded.

She kissed him on the mouth. Soft, slow. No tongue. Just lips.

Then she stepped back.

“Shower,” she said, heading toward the balcony. “We’ve got brunch reservations.”

In the shower, water hot against his skin, Gavin leaned his forehead to the tile and closed his eyes.

He should’ve felt rage. Humiliation. The kind of shame that burns.

But what he felt was… relief.

Relief at not pretending. Relief at being told what to do. Relief at not being enough — and being allowed to stay anyway.

He realized with a slow, crawling certainty that he didn’t just tolerate what was happening. He didn’t just get hard from it.

He needed it.

They sat across from each other at a patio table overlooking the sea, the white tablecloth fluttering in the breeze. Angelica wore a yellow sundress and nothing underneath. Gavin could see the outline of her nipples against the thin fabric every time the wind pressed it to her chest.

The waiter flirted with her shamelessly. She flirted back, smiling. Gavin sipped his coffee and didn’t intervene.

It wasn’t jealousy anymore.

It was something else.

A pulse low in his gut. A craving that built with every glance, every hint, every possibility.

He didn’t hate Marcus. He didn’t even resent him.

He envied him.

And more than that — he envied her. The way she glowed. The way she was free.

He wanted to be free too.

Back at the room, she didn’t ask him if he wanted to stop.

She didn’t reassure him.

She simply undressed, tossed the dress onto the chair, and walked to him naked.

“You’re mine,” she said softly.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“You’ll watch me cum again?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll hold me?”

“Yes.”

She smiled and kissed him.

It didn’t feel like forgiveness.

It felt like ownership.
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The room was too quiet. Too still.

Gavin stared at the ceiling, arms crossed on his chest, trying not to glance at the empty half of the bed. The sheets beside him were untouched. Crisp. Cold.

It was almost 1 a.m.

Angelica had left around ten.

“Just going to the bar,” she’d said, sliding on that black dress — the one with the low cut in front and the higher cut in back. No bra. No panties. She hadn’t looked at him when she slipped on the heels. Just grabbed her clutch and left him sitting on the bed, shirtless, hard, confused.

She hadn’t texted. Hadn’t returned.

She didn’t have to.

Gavin stared at the digital clock, the neon red numbers burning into his retinas.

He could’ve called her. He could’ve demanded to know where she was.

But he already knew.

At 1:18 a.m., he left the suite.

The hallway outside was dim and hushed, the plush carpet swallowing his bare footsteps. He didn’t know where he was going. Not really.

But his body knew.

He turned left at the elevators. Passed the empty ice machine. Down two more hallways.

Marcus’s room wasn’t far.

He’d seen the number. Angelica hadn’t bothered to hide it from him. She hadn’t needed to.

Suite 218.

He stopped in front of the door.

The hall was silent except for the low hum of central air.

Then he heard it.

A thud. A muffled moan. A whimper. Skin on skin. Wet slaps. The distant rhythm of bodies colliding.

Gavin’s breath caught in his throat.

He leaned closer. Just enough.

Then he heard her voice.

Not words. Just sounds.

Broken moans. The strained edge of sobbing pleasure. And above it all, Marcus — groaning low, laughing sometimes, calling her filthy names. "You fucking whore—" then the slam of something. The headboard?

Gavin’s cock hardened instantly. He closed his eyes and leaned his forehead to the door.

Another moan. Higher-pitched. Angelica.

Then: “Yes—yes—more—fuck, yes, daddy⁠—”

He gasped. His knees nearly buckled.

His hand drifted down, slid into the waistband of his sweatpants.

He didn’t fight it.

He started stroking himself. Slow. Desperate. Right there in the hallway, outside Marcus’s door.

Every slap of wet flesh made his breath catch.

Every scream from Angelica made his balls tighten.

He wanted to die. He wanted to cum. He wanted to crawl inside that room and kneel while they ruined each other.

Her voice rose again.

“Fucking fill me—please—ruin this pussy⁠—”

Then Marcus, louder now. “Gonna stretch that hole wider, bitch—take it—take all this dick⁠—”

Gavin came.

Hard.

In silence.

Thick ropes spilled into his waistband. His legs trembled. His hand stayed locked around his cock until the last pulse faded.

He leaned against the door. Panting. Sweating.

He wanted to knock.

He wanted to beg to be let in.

But he didn’t.

He wiped his hand on his shirt and turned back down the hall, walking barefoot through the empty hotel with cum still leaking into his pants.

He didn’t sleep.

He lay on his side of the bed, eyes wide, staring at the faint glow of the nightlight in the bathroom.

He didn’t check the time again. He didn’t try to text.

He just waited.

At 3:47 a.m., the lock clicked.

The door opened softly.

Angelica stepped in, heels in hand, bare feet whispering across the carpet. She wore the same black dress — but now it was wrinkled, wet at the hem, clinging to her hips like a second skin. Her hair was a mess. Her makeup was smeared. Her thighs…

Gavin stared.

Her inner thighs were shiny.

Slick. Sticky. Smelling faintly of sweat and cum.

She caught him staring. She didn’t smile. She didn’t speak.

She walked to the bathroom, tossed her clutch on the counter, and turned on the shower.

He heard the water run. Heard her sigh. Heard her hum.

She came back ten minutes later wrapped in a towel, fresh and glowing, face clean, skin damp.

She climbed into bed and pulled the covers up over her.

Gavin didn’t speak.

Neither did she.

She rolled toward him. Kissed his shoulder.

“You okay?” she whispered.

He nodded.

She curled into him.

And slept like a fucking angel.

He stayed awake the rest of the night, cock hard under the sheets, thighs still sticky.

He didn’t touch himself again.

He didn’t have to.
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The smell of coffee filled the room.

Angelica sat cross-legged on the chaise lounge, wearing an oversized resort T-shirt and nothing else. Her legs were bare, knees slightly apart, the bottom hem riding up high enough to flash the base of her thighs. She was scrolling on her phone, slowly spooning yogurt into her mouth between texts.

Gavin stood near the kitchenette, wearing boxers and a loose tee. His cock was still soft, finally, but his body buzzed with nerves.

She hadn’t said a single word about the night before.

Not about coming back past three a.m.

Not about the fact that she hadn’t texted.

Not about the fucking noise he’d listened to through the door.

And he hadn’t brought it up either.

That felt like a line he couldn’t cross. Or maybe wouldn’t.

Maybe… didn’t want to.

“You want eggs?” he asked, voice flat.

She shook her head. “Just this.”

She stirred the yogurt and licked the spoon slowly, eyes still glued to her phone. Gavin watched her mouth. Remembered the photo. The cum on her lips. The way she’d looked smiling through it.

His cock twitched in his boxers. Again.

“Did you sleep okay?” he asked.

She glanced up. “Mm-hmm. You?”

He nodded.

“Liar,” she said with a smirk.

He didn’t deny it.

She looked at him for a long second — that gaze she had, the one that didn’t just see him, but sized him up.

“Did you wait outside the room?” she asked, her voice even.

Gavin froze.

“What?”

Her lips curved. “Marcus said he thought he heard something in the hall. A soft moan.”

He turned away, heart spiking. “I… I couldn’t sleep.”

“So you walked all the way to his door?”

Gavin stared at the countertop. “I didn’t knock.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

She stood slowly, bare feet padding across the floor, spoon still in hand. She walked up behind him, set her yogurt on the counter, and kissed the back of his neck.

“I’m glad you did.”

He exhaled hard, but didn’t move.

“I want you there,” she said softly. “But not in the room next time.”

He turned. “What do you mean?”

She licked the spoon clean. “I want you outside. I want you to listen. That’s all.”

He blinked. “Not watch?”

She shook her head. “Not for this one.”

“Why?”

She raised her eyebrows. “You really need to ask?”

Gavin looked away. “So I’m being phased out now?”

“No,” she said gently. “You’re being put where you belong.”

That hit like a gut punch — but it also made his cock swell.

She saw the reaction. Of course she saw it.

“Don’t lie to yourself, baby,” she said. “You came harder last night listening at the door than you ever did watching me. Didn’t you?”

He nodded slowly.

Her fingers traced the waistband of his boxers.

“I want you to feel what it’s like to know what’s happening… but not see it. Not control it. Just be left alone in the hallway. Hard. Desperate.”

His breath hitched.

“You’ll jerk off, won’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“You’ll listen to me get fucked like a slut and stroke your little cock outside the door.”

He bit his lip. “Yes.”

“And you won’t cum until I scream.”

He moaned. “Okay.”

Angelica leaned up and kissed his cheek.

“Good boy.”

The rest of the morning unfolded with impossible normalcy.

She showered. He made coffee. They talked about snorkeling. She showed him a boutique on the resort’s map where she wanted to buy a new dress.

Not once did she mention Marcus. Not directly.

She didn’t need to.

She wore Gavin’s surrender on her like perfume.

At lunch, she sat across from him in a breezy white sundress — no bra, no panties. Every time she shifted, he caught a glimpse of bare skin between her legs. She knew. She let him look. Encouraged it.

He stayed hard the entire meal.

The waiter flirted again. This time, she flirted back harder.

Gavin didn’t say a word.

She didn't push it further — not yet. But something in her eyes told him she was thinking about it.

Back in the suite, she climbed into bed, stretched out like a cat.

He stood there awkwardly, unsure.

She patted the spot beside her. “Come.”

He lay down next to her, tense.

She slid her hand down his chest, over his stomach, into his boxers.

“You didn’t cum this morning,” she said.

“No.”

She pulled his cock out. It was already rock hard. Sensitive.

She began stroking him slowly. Not looking at him. Just touching.

“You’re addicted now,” she said.

He didn’t deny it.

“You need to hear me get used.”

“Yes.”

“You want to jerk off outside the door.”

He moaned. “Yes.”

“You want to be locked out while I cum.”

He gasped. “Yes.”

She stroked faster, twisting her wrist at the top.

“You want me to forget you while I’m screaming his name.”

His balls tightened. “Yes.”

She leaned in close, lips brushing his ear.

“You don’t deserve to be in the room anymore.”

He exploded.

Thick ropes sprayed across his stomach, his chest, her hand. He moaned into the mattress, legs shaking.

She wiped her hand on his shirt.

Then kissed him on the forehead.

“You’ll wait outside tomorrow night.”
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He made breakfast.

Nothing fancy — just fruit and toast from the mini-bar tray, juice poured into wine glasses to make it feel like something else. The balcony doors were open, and the wind off the ocean brought in just enough cool to take the sting out of the sun. He laid the towels over the balcony chairs like place mats, folded the napkins into triangles. He even found a little Bluetooth speaker and put on jazz.

He was trying. He really was.

Angelica walked out in one of his T-shirts — the faded gray one with the stretched collar — and nothing else. No bra. No panties. Just bare legs and soft, slow steps that said you’re still mine, even when she didn’t speak.

She smiled when she saw the setup. “What’s all this?”

“Breakfast,” Gavin said.

She padded over and sat down, folding one leg under her. Her pussy flashed pink as she crossed her thighs. He looked away. She saw him and smirked.

“You trying to romance me, baby?”

He shrugged. “Trying to… reset a little.”

She popped a piece of pineapple into her mouth and chewed. “Reset?”

“I don’t know.” He sipped his juice. “Just felt like we could use something normal. Something… just us.”

She tilted her head. “You miss me?”

“Of course I do.”

“I never left.”

He didn’t answer.

She picked up a strawberry and dragged it across her tongue slowly, watching him the whole time. “You’ve had me every night.”

“Not like before.”

She smiled again. “You like it better now.”

“That’s not the point.”

She set the berry down, wiped her fingers, leaned on her elbow.

“Tell me what is the point, then.”

Gavin’s mouth opened. Closed. “I want to be close to you.”

“You are.”

“Emotionally.”

“You are.”

He looked at her. Really looked. “Angelica, are you falling for him?”

She blinked, surprised — but not offended.

Then she leaned back in her chair, fingers laced over her bare thigh.

“I’m falling for how I feel with him,” she said softly.

The words stung. But they were honest.

He nodded slowly.

“Does it bother you?”

She smiled. “Not as much as it turns you on.”

He laughed under his breath. Bitter. “Maybe you’re right.”

“I’m always right.”

They walked the beach together afterward. Angelica wore a string bikini under a sheer wrap — every time the wind blew, he got a flash of skin. She didn’t hold his hand. Didn’t pull away either.

A few couples passed them, smiling. Normal. On honeymoon.

Gavin couldn’t tell which couple he belonged to anymore.

Later that afternoon, he booked them a couples massage.

It was a nice room — candlelit, low music, oil warm. The therapist was a woman. Angelica stripped down casually and laid on her stomach, bare ass peeking out under the towel. Gavin couldn’t stop staring.

Midway through the massage, the therapist left to “give them a moment alone.” Probably a honeymoon package thing.

Angelica rolled onto her back. The towel slipped off her tits.

Gavin was already hard, face flushed. She saw it. Smirked.

“You’re cute when you try to win me back,” she said.

“I’m not trying to win you.”

“No?”

“I’m trying to feel you.”

She tilted her head. “You always feel me, baby. That’s the problem.”

He didn’t know what to say. So he just watched her nipples stiffen in the cool air.

She dragged her fingers down her stomach, teasing her skin.

“Want to taste?” she asked, spreading her legs just enough.

He nodded and dropped to his knees between her thighs, forgetting everything, his face buried in her before he realized he’d said a single word.

She came. Twice. Slow. Quiet. Her fingers in his hair.

When she was done, she kissed his forehead and whispered, “Still mine.”

And somehow… that was enough.

For now.

That night, she wore white lace to dinner. The kind that didn’t even pretend to hide anything. Gavin walked behind her, hard the entire time. Waiters stared. She didn’t care. She smiled wider.

Gavin knew the cycle.

This was the calm before the next drop.

But he played along.

Because he still wanted to believe he mattered.

Even if he was just the one who watched her come back.
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The shower ran for too long.

Gavin stood outside the door, arms crossed, heart thumping. The water had been on for over twenty minutes. He could hear her humming again — soft and off-key — the same song she always hummed after she came hard.

He closed his eyes. That tune was starting to haunt him.

He walked back to the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, and tried not to look at the clock.

It was just after 1 a.m.

She’d left at 10:15.

She didn’t say where she was going.

Not the bar. Not the pool. Not for a walk.

Just: “Don’t wait up.”

No kiss. No explanation. She’d stepped into a black cocktail dress, pulled her hair back tight, applied a soft, dark lipstick Gavin hadn’t seen before, and walked out.

He hadn’t said a word. Neither had she.

But he’d waited.

Of course he waited.

He noticed her phone on the nightstand just after the water shut off.

It wasn’t locked.

It never was anymore.

Like she didn’t care if he saw anything.

Or maybe… she wanted him to.

He stared at the black screen for a full minute before picking it up.

His hands were shaking.

He opened the photo roll.

The first one was from earlier today — her at brunch, smiling with her mimosa. Innocent. Cute.

The next was timestamped 12:17 a.m.

Less than an hour ago.

And it was her.

Close-up.

Kneeling.

Hair wet and stuck to her face.

Mascara smudged.

Eyes half-lidded.

Lips parted.

Cum dripping off her chin.

Thick.

Heavy.

Stretching in strands between her tongue and her chest.

No filter. No caption. No attempt to glamorize it.

Just raw fucking proof.

His wife. Covered.

Used.

Marked.

Gavin dropped the phone onto the bed like it had burned him.

His cock throbbed in his shorts, twitching against the fabric.

He hated himself.

He reached down and squeezed it through the cotton.

The sound of the bathroom door opening made him jerk upright.

Angelica walked out in a towel, skin pink and glowing, hair twisted in another towel wrap.

She stopped when she saw the phone. Saw his face.

She knew.

And she didn’t blink.

“See something you like?” she asked softly.

He said nothing.

She walked to the bed, sat beside him. Her thigh touched his.

“Why’d you go through my phone?”

“You left it unlocked.”

“That’s not an answer.”

He turned to her. “You didn’t tell me you were seeing him tonight.”

She smiled gently. “I didn’t need to.”

“I thought you were going to tell me.”

“You didn’t ask.”

He shook his head. “You just let me sit here like an idiot.”

“You’re not an idiot,” she whispered, leaning in. “You’re my cuck.”

He shivered.

“You knew where I was,” she said.

He looked down.

“You wanted to know,” she added.

His cock was rock hard now, straining against the fabric.

Angelica’s towel slipped slightly. One breast exposed. She didn’t adjust it.

“He took the photo,” she said. “Said I should show you. Said you should see the mess he made.”

Gavin’s breath trembled.

She reached down and palmed his cock through the shorts.

“You came to the door last time. This time, I wanted you to stay right here. And think about me with him. Alone. Moaning for him. Begging.”

He moaned. Couldn’t stop it.

Her hand slipped inside. Skin to skin. Her fingers curled around him.

“Want me to tell you what happened?”

He nodded.

She leaned in. Her breath warm in his ear.

“He used my mouth,” she whispered. “Fucked my throat until I gagged. Then told me to hold my tongue out.”

Gavin gasped.

“And he painted my face,” she continued. “All over. Shot so deep I almost choked. Then he took that picture.”

Her hand stroked him slow. Cruel.

“You should’ve seen how much I loved it.”

“I saw it,” Gavin said, voice breaking.

She kissed him softly on the cheek.

“Good.”

She pushed him onto his back.

Stripped the towel off.

Climbed onto his chest, naked and dripping water.

Her pussy was inches from his mouth.

“You want to clean me?”

“Yes,” he breathed.

She lowered onto his face without another word.

He tasted nothing but her.

She came on his tongue. Twice.

When she was done, she didn’t kiss him.

She didn’t thank him.

She just climbed off, laid beside him, and turned off the light.

Gavin stayed awake.

Hard.

Ruined.

Home.
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The bathroom mirror didn’t lie.

Gavin stared into his own eyes, one hand gripping the sink, the other wrapped around his cock.

He wasn’t even pretending to hide it anymore.

He was naked. Hard. Leaking pre-cum onto the cool tile floor.

His reflection looked like a stranger. Pale. Hollow-eyed. Lips parted. Chest heaving.

There was no anger left. No shock. No protest. Just… this.

Need.

Shame.

Longing.

He spit in his hand and stroked faster.

The image of Angelica from last night looped in his head:

Her on her knees.

Her mouth full of another man’s cum.

Her smile.

He groaned and leaned closer to the mirror.

He hated that he loved it.

He loved that he hated it.

He wanted to crawl inside the moment and never leave.

And then he heard her behind him.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t gasp. Didn’t scold.

She just leaned against the bathroom doorway in a loose robe, arms crossed. Watching.

He locked eyes with her in the mirror.

His hand didn’t stop moving.

She raised one brow. “Don’t let me interrupt.”

He moaned. “I’m— I was⁠—”

“You’re jerking off to him fucking me again.”

He nodded, shame blooming bright and hot across his cheeks.

“You can’t stop, can you?”

“No.”

“Good.”

She stepped inside, bare feet on the tile. The robe was open just enough to show her cleavage, the faint marks on her neck, the soft curve of her thigh.

She moved behind him.

Whispered into his ear.

“You saw the photo.”

He moaned.

“You heard me scream the night before.”

He nodded.

“And now you can’t cum unless you’re thinking about me on my knees for him.”

His hand jerked faster. “Yes.”

“Tell me what you are.”

“I’m your cuck.”

“Again.”

“I’m your pathetic, cum-drunk cuckold.”

Her hand slid between his legs and cupped his balls, gently tugging.

“Cum for me.”

He cried out — sharp, helpless, broken — and shot onto the mirror. Thick, white streaks marked the glass, his thighs, the counter.

His knees buckled slightly.

Angelica kissed his shoulder.

Then turned on the faucet beside him, like nothing had happened.

They didn’t talk for a while.

She made a smoothie. He sat on the edge of the bed, still naked, wiping himself down with a towel.

Eventually she sat beside him and sighed.

“I’m going out tonight.”

He nodded. Of course she was.

“I’m not coming back until late.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll text you.”

“Will you?”

She smiled. “Maybe.”

He exhaled. “Is it him?”

“Yes.”

Silence.

Then: “Another hotel room?”

“No,” she said. “A restaurant.”

Gavin turned to look at her.

“A restaurant?”

She nodded. “He’s taking me to dinner.”

Gavin blinked. “Like a… a date?”

She laughed softly. “You make it sound so scandalous.”

“You’ve never gone on a date with him before.”

“I didn’t need to,” she said. “But now I want to.”

“Why?”

She looked at him for a long second. Then leaned in, kissed his temple.

“Because he makes me feel like a woman.”

Gavin’s stomach twisted.

“Not just a hole to fuck,” she added. “Not just a toy.”

His voice broke. “That’s what I thought I was doing.”

She smiled sadly. “You tried. But you don’t challenge me. You don’t make me want. You worship me. And that’s beautiful.”

She stood up and stretched, the robe parting just enough to show the curve of her ass.

“I’ll be back late,” she said again.

Then she walked to the bathroom, closed the door, and left Gavin sitting there, alone, with the taste of his own cum still faint on his tongue and a realization cold in his chest.

She wasn’t just fucking Marcus.

She was starting to belong to him.
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She picked the red dress.

Not the one she wore to tease him. Not the sheer thing she wore when she needed a quick fuck.

The real dress.

Tight. Smooth. Velvet that clung to her curves like heat. Cut just low enough in the front to show the very tops of her breasts, the bare hint of areola when she leaned forward. Gavin had bought it for her last Valentine’s Day. She hadn’t worn it once.

She was wearing it for Marcus now.

He sat on the edge of the bed, fully dressed in a plain T-shirt and jeans, but feeling more naked than ever.

Angelica stood by the full-length mirror, adjusting her earrings. Hair tied up. Eyes dark. Lips painted wine-red.

She looked like a fantasy.

Someone else’s fantasy.

“Do I look good?” she asked.

He cleared his throat. “You look incredible.”

She smiled without turning. “That’s not what I asked.”

“You look like you’re about to make him fall in love with you.”

She finally turned.

“And if I am?”

Gavin said nothing.

She picked up her heels. Slipped them on slowly. Her calf muscles flexed. She stood taller. Fiercer.

She looked like she belonged somewhere else.

“He’s taking me to that place on the water,” she said. “The one you said was too expensive.”

“I remember.”

“He made the reservation this morning.”

“Of course he did.”

She walked toward the door, heels tapping lightly on the tile.

Then paused.

“Do you want to kiss me before I go?”

He looked up.

She didn’t wait for an answer.

She stepped in close. Tilted his chin up. Pressed her lips to his.

It wasn’t passionate.

It wasn’t angry.

It was pitying.

And then she was gone.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t pace.

He sat for five minutes.

Then he opened his phone and checked her location.

She was already en route. The pin pulsed along the coast, heading toward the candlelit restaurant at the edge of the resort.

He told himself he wouldn’t check again.

Then checked again anyway.

He opened the resort app. Browsed movie listings. Bar specials. Tried to distract himself.

Nothing worked.

Ten minutes later, he was out the door.

He didn’t know what he was doing until he was already walking down the sand-covered path between the resort suites and the main dining area.

It was a warm night. Couples passed him on their way to dinner. No one looked twice at him. But he was sweating.

Her dot had stopped moving.

She was inside.

He stood across the promenade and stared at the restaurant.

Then walked closer.

Close enough to see the front windows.

The dining area was dim, lit by strings of hanging lights and flickering candles.

Then he saw her.

She was sitting across from Marcus in a corner booth, laughing.

Her hand rested lightly on his forearm. She was leaned in close, her dress hugging her body like a promise.

Marcus was grinning, teeth bright in the warm glow.

He said something that made her toss her head back and laugh harder.

Gavin stopped walking.

He stared through the glass like a beggar outside a feast.

Her fingers slipped from Marcus’s arm to his hand.

She was playing with his fingers. Tracing them. Interlacing.

Marcus leaned in and kissed her.

Right there. Soft. Slow.

Not a fuck.

Not a bite.

A kiss.

Something tender.

Gavin felt like his lungs collapsed.

Then she looked up.

And saw him.

Their eyes met through the window.

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t wave.

She didn’t look surprised.

She just smiled.

A slow, knowing smile.

The kind that said stay there.

Watch this.

Learn.

Then she turned back to Marcus like Gavin didn’t exist.

He stood there for ten minutes. Maybe more.

Watching her laugh. Sip her wine. Run her fingers through her hair. Lean into Marcus’s shoulder when he whispered something in her ear.

And for the first time…

He realized he wasn’t angry.

He was hard.
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The ocean was loud.

Louder than he remembered.

Waves crashed in slow, heavy sets, foam rolling up the beach and sinking back into the dark. Gavin walked barefoot along the wet sand, jeans rolled to his knees, shirt unbuttoned and fluttering behind him. The wind off the water chilled his skin and turned every hair on his arms to wire.

He didn’t know how long he’d been walking.

It didn’t matter.

The restaurant was long behind him now. He didn’t want to be near it. Not near them.

But the image stayed.

That smile. That kiss. Her fingers threading through Marcus’s.

He tried to shake it. But it had already fused to him.

And worse — far worse — it turned him on.

He found a hollow in the dunes and sank down into the sand, half-shielded from the view of the walking path. Just him and the sea and the moon.

He didn’t even fight the urge anymore.

He unzipped. Freed his cock.

Rock hard. Aching.

He stroked it slowly with sandy fingers, wincing at the texture but not stopping. The pain made it real.

He pictured her. Red dress hitched up around her hips. Panties peeled off under the table. Marcus’s hand between her legs while the waiter poured more wine.

Gavin gasped.

He imagined her excusing herself to the bathroom — but only after whispering in Marcus’s ear, "Give me two minutes."

He imagined Marcus following her in. Locking the door.

Fucking her against the marble sink while she moaned into her own fingers.

Gavin spat into his palm, gripped harder, pumped faster.

He imagined her coming back to the table flushed, no panties, and cum still dripping down her thigh.

He imagined Marcus feeding her dessert while she licked her lips clean.

He groaned. Loud.

His toes curled in the sand.

Then he saw her in his mind — not moaning, not gasping — but looking at him.

The same look she gave through the restaurant window.

That smile.

That fucking smile.

He came.

Hard.

Sticky ropes across his own shirt. A few drops hit his wrist, his jeans. He didn’t care.

His whole body slumped.

His breathing slowed.

He wanted to cry.

He didn’t.

Not anymore.

Footsteps crunched behind him.

He froze.

A woman passed on the upper dune, dressed in a shawl and sandals, holding her heels in one hand. Maybe a guest from the resort. Maybe just a wanderer like him.

She glanced down.

Saw him.

Saw what he was doing.

She didn’t stop.

She didn’t yell.

She didn’t run.

She just looked at him — eyes curious, unreadable — then gave a slight nod.

Like she understood.

And kept walking.

Gavin stayed in the sand, cock still out, chest still sticky, staring at the dark line where the ocean swallowed the sky.

He wasn’t humiliated.

Not anymore.

He was just… empty.

And maybe that was the point.
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The door opened slowly.

Soft click. Quiet breath of air. The heavy scent of her — perfume, smoke, and something muskier — drifted into the suite ahead of her body.

Gavin was already awake.

He hadn’t moved from the couch.

He just sat in the dark, staring at the door, waiting like a dog.

Angelica stepped in, backlit by the hallway light, her silhouette a dream or a nightmare. The red dress hugged her hips like it had been painted on. Her heels clicked twice before she kicked them off near the door — except they didn’t fall.

Gavin caught them.

He was already kneeling.

“You didn’t have to wait up,” she murmured, a little slurred.

“I wasn’t tired.”

She smelled like alcohol and cigarettes. Not hers — Marcus’s, probably. His cologne clung to her skin like a second scent.

He didn’t ask where she’d been after the restaurant.

He didn’t need to.

Her thighs were bare. Her lipstick was smudged. Her hair was fucked sideways.

He kissed her knee.

“You’re drunk,” he whispered.

“A little,” she giggled, leaning on the doorframe. “Marcus ordered this wine… god, what was it called… I don’t know, French. Heavy.”

“You liked it?”

She laughed. “I liked him.”

Gavin’s heart clenched — not in anger, not anymore. Just a dull throb.

She swayed, and he caught her waist.

“Let me help you.”

“I can walk.”

“But you don’t have to,” he said.

She let him guide her to the bed.

He set her down gently. She leaned back, laughing softly to herself, fingers toying with the hem of her dress.

Her thighs parted slightly. Her pussy was bare — shaved smooth. No panties.

She never wore them anymore. Not for Marcus.

“You look like shit,” she teased.

“I feel fine.”

“You didn’t go out?”

“I did.”

“Alone?”

He nodded.

“You touch yourself?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes softened.

“Good boy.”

He peeled the dress off her slowly. She raised her arms lazily, let him undress her like a doll.

Her bra unclasped with a whisper. Her nipples were still hard. The skin around them flushed, lightly bruised. Bite marks. Suck marks.

Gavin swallowed hard.

Then knelt again.

He wiped her legs with a towel from the foot of the bed. Slow. Tender. She smelled like latex, sweat, cum.

He didn’t ask if she’d swallowed.

She never needed to tell him.

When she was clean, she pulled him into bed beside her. Naked. Still sticky from his time on the beach.

She curled against his chest like nothing had happened. Like they were still newlyweds. Like the air between them didn’t reek of another man’s cum.

He held her anyway.

Because she was still his wife.

For now.

“I love you,” she whispered.

His breath caught.

“What?”

“I said I love you.”

He blinked. “I love you too.”

She smiled against his throat. “Good.”

Her breathing slowed. Her body melted into his.

Sleep took her in waves.

And just before her lips went still, just before her mind slipped under…

She murmured a name.

Not his.

“Marcus…”

Gavin didn’t move.

Didn’t cry.

He just lay there, cock hard again, arms wrapped around her, body burning.

He was holding the woman he loved.

While she dreamed of the man she wanted.

And somehow… that felt right.
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The sky was red-orange through the balcony glass, a blood-drenched sunset soaking the suite in firelight. Gavin stood at the kitchenette, hands braced on the counter, staring down into a half-empty wine glass. His jaw was clenched. He hadn’t shaved. The mirror told him he looked older this week.

Angelica sat cross-legged on the bed behind him, in a white silk robe — the one she wore on their first night. The belt was loose. Her bare thigh peeked through the opening. She sipped her wine with perfect calm, watching him over the rim of the glass.

“You’re quiet tonight,” she said.

“So are you.”

“Maybe I’m tired of talking.”

“Maybe I’m tired of listening.”

She smirked. “I don’t think you are.”

He turned slowly. His eyes found the spot where the robe parted.

“You wore that for me?”

“I wore it because it fits.”

He didn’t speak.

She tilted her head. “You want me tonight?”

“Always.”

“No Marcus.”

“I know.”

“No watching.”

“I understand.”

She stood.

The robe whispered to the floor.

Underneath: nothing.

Just soft skin, smooth curves, the faintest bruise on her hip where someone had held her too hard.

Gavin swallowed. His cock thickened.

She walked to him — barefoot, unhurried — and stood so close he could smell her. Not perfume. Not soap.

Her.

“What if I let you have me tonight?” she asked. “Just you.”

His eyes flicked up. “What’s the catch?”

She smiled. “No catch.”

He didn’t believe her.

But he nodded.

She let him lead her to the bed.

Let him kiss her neck. Her shoulder. Her stomach.

She moaned — but softer than usual. Like she was pretending to forget someone else.

He kissed her thighs. Licked her slowly. Tried to make her writhe.

She arched her back. But her eyes never closed.

When he pushed into her, she gasped.

He wanted to believe it was real.

He fucked her slowly at first. Then harder. Then desperate.

Her legs wrapped around him.

But her hands never clutched.

Her nails didn’t dig.

He moaned her name.

She whispered his back — once.

Just once.

He came too fast.

The moment built like a storm and cracked apart before he could stop it. A burst of heat, a rush of failure. He collapsed on top of her, sweat-drenched, cock twitching inside her still.

Her body was warm. But it wasn’t with him.

She didn’t kiss him.

She didn’t laugh.

She stroked his hair once, like a mother might.

“You okay?” he asked.

“I’m fine,” she whispered.

“Was that okay?”

“It was what it was.”

He closed his eyes.

He wanted to cry.

He didn’t.

Not in front of her.

She rolled onto her side, facing away from him.

He stayed behind her, arm draped across her waist, breathing in her scent, still hardening again. Even now. Even like this.

She didn’t speak for a long time.

Then: “You’re not enough anymore.”

The words were soft. Kind, even.

But they split him open.

He nodded. She couldn’t see it — but he knew she felt it.

“I tried,” he whispered.

“I know.”

“I wanted this to work.”

“So did I.”

“Then why did it change?”

She turned slowly.

Her eyes met his.

“It didn’t change, Gavin. You did.”

He shook his head.

“No. You changed. You let him in.”

“I let myself in,” she said. “I finally let the part of me out that you tried to keep buried.”

He stared at her.

She touched his cheek. Thumb under his eye. Gentle.

“You didn’t make me like this,” she said. “You just didn’t know how to hold it.”

They lay there in silence.

Outside, the sea roared.

Inside, Gavin’s heart cracked.

And for the first time — he didn’t ask her to stay.
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He heard the closet door open before he saw her move.

The soft click of a hanger sliding. The low shuffle of silk against skin.

Gavin sat on the edge of the bed, nude, elbows on his knees, staring at the carpet like it held answers. His cock was soft now. Tired. Heavy with blood and shame.

Angelica crossed the room in silence, wrapped in a black halter dress — a newer one. Something she hadn’t worn yet this trip.

No zipper. Just a slit down the back. Tight at the waist. Loose at the thighs.

Her heels clacked once on the tile as she passed behind him.

He didn’t look up.

She paused at the counter.

Found her lipstick.

Applied it slowly.

He heard the cap click shut.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t need to.

“Are you going out again?” he asked finally.

Her reflection in the mirror smiled.

“I’m not staying in.”

He nodded.

She adjusted the neckline, checking how far her cleavage dipped.

He didn’t ask who she was meeting.

She didn’t offer.

“I thought tonight was mine,” he said quietly.

She glanced over her shoulder. “It was.”

“Not even the full night?”

She turned to face him.

“Did you think a few weak thrusts and a desperate kiss would wipe it all clean?”

His jaw tensed. “I didn’t try to wipe anything.”

“You tried to compete.”

“I didn’t want to lose you.”

She walked slowly toward him.

Her heels stopped two feet from the bed.

She looked down at him — still sitting, bare, smaller than her somehow.

“You already did.”

His throat tightened.

“You still love me,” he whispered.

“I do,” she said.

“But not like you love him.”

She didn’t answer that.

She didn’t have to.

She stepped out of her heels.

Reached under her dress.

Slid her panties down her legs.

Lace. Black. Thin enough to breathe through.

She walked to the bed.

And laid them on his pillow.

Not folded.

Not handed over.

Just placed. Like a receipt.

And then she turned and walked to the door.

Gavin stared at the panties.

They were still warm.

Still damp.

The smell hit him before the realization did.

She’d already started.

“Angelica,” he said.

She paused at the door.

“I need to know something.”

“Then ask.”

He swallowed.

“Are you ever coming back?”

She looked over her shoulder.

Not cold. Not cruel.

Just honest.

“I don’t know.”

Then she was gone.

The door clicked shut.

Gavin didn’t move.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t scream.

He just slid his hand across the pillow, curled his fingers around the lace, and brought it to his nose.

It still smelled like her.

Not just her pussy.

But her decision.

His cock stirred.

Not fast. Not desperate.

Just… inevitable.

He laid back on the bed, panties in one hand, stroking with the other.

The sheet was still damp where she’d lain hours before.

He used that, too.

He pictured her walking into another man’s room — without words, without shame — lifting her dress, revealing bare skin and need, slipping onto his lap like she belonged there.

He imagined her texting Marcus from the bathroom during their failed night together.

He imagined her planning this all along.

He imagined Marcus sliding inside her before she even knocked.

He came quietly.

Shuddering.

Eyes wide open.

His chest heaved. His thighs flexed. His fingers clutched the panties tight enough to rip.

And when it was over…

He brought them to his lips.

And slept on her side of the bed.
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The bed was cold.

That was the first thing Gavin noticed.

He reached for the warmth out of habit — for her body, her hips, her breath on his shoulder — but his fingers touched only sheets. Flat. Cool.

His eyes opened slowly. The light coming through the balcony doors was soft, gray with morning haze. No red. No gold. Just dull daylight and the faint echo of waves rolling onto sand below.

He turned onto his back.

Stared at the ceiling.

Breathed in.

Nothing.

No perfume. No sweat. No her.

He sat up.

His heart stumbled.

The pillow was empty.

And not just empty.

Cleared.

The panties were gone.

The ones she left last night. Black lace. Damp. Still scented. He’d held them to his face when he came. Slept with them curled in his fist like a holy relic.

Gone.

Not kicked away. Not lost under the sheets.

Taken.

She’d been here.

Sometime in the night. Quiet. Deliberate.

And she took back the only thing she’d left him.

He stood.

The sheet stuck to his thigh — dried cum. He peeled it off slowly and dropped it onto the floor.

The suite was silent. The minibar unopened. The shower untouched.

Her bag was still here.

But lighter.

He opened it.

Some things were missing.

No note.

He picked up his phone from the charger. Unlocked it.

One message.

Angelica

7:52 a.m.

It’s better this way.

That was it.

No “I’m sorry.”

No “We need to talk.”

No “I still love you.”

Just that.

He read it five times.

It didn’t change.

He sat on the edge of the bed, phone in his lap, heart pounding in that hollow, high way — like it was trying to fly out of his throat.

The words weren’t cruel.

They weren’t even cold.

They were truth.

And that was worse.

He typed back.

Nothing long.

Nothing begging.

Just:

Are you gone?

The bubble blinked.

Then stopped.

No reply.

He opened her location.

Unavailable.

She’d turned it off.

Gavin stood slowly and walked to the mirror.

Looked at himself.

Not just naked — stripped.

Pale skin. Soft jaw. Bloodshot eyes. A body that used to hold pride but now just looked… forgotten.

He still had her cum-stained shirt from three nights ago.

He lifted it to his face and inhaled.

It smelled like nothing now.

Like the ocean washed it clean in his sleep.

The bed was unmade.

The room was quiet.

There were no footprints left on the tile.

Just that text.

It’s better this way.

He thought he would rage.

He thought he’d scream, break something, feel something.

Instead, he lay back down in the middle of the bed, arms spread wide, naked, soft.

Not defeated.

Just…

Owned.

And left behind.
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The wine was still in the fridge.

Half a bottle of cabernet they’d opened two nights ago — maybe three — when things still pretended to feel like a honeymoon. Gavin stared at it every time he opened the door, and every time, he shut it again.

He hadn’t eaten.

He hadn’t showered.

He’d spent most of the morning in bed, checking her location even though she’d disabled it. Re-reading the text.

It’s better this way.

He read it like scripture.

Not sacred. Just final.

By afternoon, he made it to the balcony.

He sat there shirtless, towel around his waist, sweating under the tropical sun like a corpse in waiting.

Other couples passed below. Laughing. Holding hands. Wearing sandals and straw hats, flipping each other off with sunscreen-streaked fingers.

Gavin felt like a ghost watching a world that had already moved on without him.

She hadn’t come back.

She hadn’t messaged again.

She hadn’t even bothered to block him.

That was what made it worse.

She just… didn’t need to.

At 4 p.m., a resort staff member knocked to ask if he needed anything. Towels. Food. Help.

Gavin told him no without getting up.

The young man gave a polite nod. He didn’t ask where Gavin’s wife was.

He probably already knew.

By 5:30, the sun dipped low.

Shadows crept in through the sliding door, reaching across the floor like fingers trying to pull Gavin into night.

He finally stood. Got dressed.

Not for dinner.

Not for company.

Just for something.

The beach was quieter than usual.

Most of the guests were at the open-air bar or in their rooms. The waves were low, lapping gently, more suggestion than threat.

Gavin walked barefoot, jeans rolled to mid-calf, the sand cool between his toes. A few crabs skittered across the tide line, the last birds calling out across the fading sky.

He wasn’t looking for her.

He told himself that.

But his eyes scanned every silhouette. Every couple. Every shape.

And then he saw them.

They were down the beach, maybe forty yards ahead, where the bonfire pits were set up for the evening crowd.

Marcus was barefoot, pants rolled, button-down open at the chest. He held Angelica’s sandals in one hand, the other wrapped loosely around her waist.

She was barefoot too.

Her long dress — new, soft blue, the color of a first kiss — danced around her ankles as she walked beside him. Not leaning. Not clinging.

Just there.

With him.

Gavin stopped walking.

The sand stuck to his feet.

He watched them step toward the water. Angelica let go of Marcus’s hand and sprinted ahead, laughing, kicking at the foam. Her voice carried just far enough.

Gavin felt it in his spine.

Then Marcus jogged after her. She shrieked — delighted — and let him scoop her up from behind.

She wrapped her legs around his hips like it was second nature.

He spun her once in the surf.

She buried her face in his neck.

That used to be his.

That laugh.

That grip.

That joy.

And then she saw him.

Her head lifted. Her eyes found Gavin.

The laughter stopped.

Not abruptly. Not dramatically. Just… ended.

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t wave.

And she didn’t smile.

Gavin stood motionless.

His throat tightened.

He didn’t cry.

Didn’t run.

Didn’t scream her name.

He just stood there, one man watching the woman he loved — the woman he married — in the arms of someone she now chose without apology.

Angelica turned away.

Marcus kissed her neck again.

She let him.

Gavin turned.

And walked back the other way.

The stars came out one by one as he wandered. He didn’t go back to the suite. Not right away. He walked until his feet ached, until the staff started extinguishing the lanterns lining the paths, until the laughter behind him became someone else’s night.

When he finally returned, there was a folded note under the door.

Not typed.

Not left with the front desk.

Handwritten.

He picked it up with trembling hands.

No envelope.

Just his name on the back.

He unfolded it.

Five words.

Don’t wait up this time.

He pressed the paper to his forehead.

And smiled.

Not from joy.

Not from pain.

Just because now… he understood.
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He didn’t remember making the choice to walk there.

One minute he was back in the suite, pacing barefoot across tile that still smelled faintly of her, hands trembling as he poured a shot of something brown and cheap. The next — he was in the hallway. Third floor. Past the spa. Near the suites with private balconies and larger windows.

He wasn’t even sure which one was Marcus’s. But he knew the hallway.

He’d followed her once. Weeks ago.

Back then it was curiosity.

Now it was need.

The lights were low. Mood-lit, like everything here — soft shadows, golden glow. There were no voices. No music. Just the muted thump of Gavin’s heartbeat and the softest rhythmic creak coming from somewhere ahead.

Then he saw the door.

Suite 3B.

Not open. But not closed.

Just a few inches ajar.

A breeze from the AC inside made it sway slightly, enough to whisper.

Enough to invite.

He stepped closer.

He didn’t think.

He didn’t knock.

He just leaned into the gap.

And saw everything.

The suite was larger than theirs.

The lights were off, save for the lamp on the nightstand — warm, dim, casting amber across the foot of the bed.

Angelica was on her stomach.

Her face buried in the pillow.

Arms stretched above her head.

Hair wild and messy.

She was nude. Entirely.

The backs of her thighs glistened.

Marcus knelt behind her.

One hand gripping her hip. The other laced into her hair.

He moved slow. Deep. Methodical.

This wasn’t porn.

It wasn’t fucking.

It was ownership.

Gavin didn’t breathe.

He couldn’t.

His mouth opened slightly. His eyes blurred, not from tears — from not blinking.

He watched Marcus pull back. Thrust. Pull back again.

Not hard. Not showy. Just… complete.

Angelica moaned softly.

Not loud.

Not wild.

Just that gentle, surrendered sound a woman makes when she knows she doesn’t have to fake it anymore.

Marcus leaned over her, whispered something Gavin couldn’t hear.

Angelica turned her head, kissed him.

Then arched her hips slightly.

As if to say: more.

Gavin’s cock throbbed.

Hard.

Painful.

He didn’t touch it.

Not this time.

The bed creaked again. The sheets bunched.

Marcus shifted. Rolled her onto her back, staying inside her.

She laughed — that light, breathless laugh Gavin used to know. Used to chase.

She pulled him down on top of her, hands around his back, heels locking behind his thighs.

He kissed her again.

She moaned into his mouth.

This wasn’t a scene for Gavin.

They weren’t putting on a show.

They didn’t even know he was there.

This wasn’t a performance.

It was their reality.

His knees buckled slightly.

He caught himself on the doorframe.

Didn’t make a sound.

Angelica’s head turned again, hair stuck to her cheek.

Eyes closed.

She smiled.

A slow, sleepy smile.

Like she was home.

And Gavin?

Gavin was on the outside of the door he used to be inside.

Watching the woman he married be made love to by someone who didn’t need to prove anything anymore.

And it wasn’t the sex that broke him.

It was the way she looked afterward — glowing, still, content.

Like she had nothing left to chase.

Because she’d already found it.

He turned before they came.

He didn’t need to hear it.

He walked back down the hallway slowly, like a man leaving a funeral he wasn’t invited to.

Not angry.

Not even grieving.

Just done.

And yet…

He was still hard.
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Gavin hadn’t slept.

The ceiling of the suite was a pale gray canvas he’d stared at all night, the pattern of the plaster blurring as dawn began to seep through the balcony doors. The sheets were cool. His body ached from lying still. His phone sat face down on the nightstand, battery at ten percent. He hadn’t touched it since the note under the door.

He sat up when the lock clicked.

The door eased open.

Angelica stepped inside.

She paused when she saw him awake.

“Oh,” she said softly. “You’re up.”

Her voice held no guilt. No shame. Just a hint of surprise.

She wore a flowing black dress he hadn’t seen before, the hem damp from dew or seawater. The neckline was wrinkled, lipstick faded, hair mussed into a halo of tangles. She smelled like wine, smoke, and something unmistakably sexual — not perfume, but the humid, spent scent of skin pressed against skin for hours.

She shut the door behind her, leaning briefly against it as though shaking off a different life. Her sandals dangled from two fingers. She set them on the floor without looking.

Gavin stayed seated on the bed, watching her.

He didn’t speak.

Neither did she.

Her eyes flicked over him once — the hollow cheeks, the faint stubble, the way his hands hung loose between his knees. She said nothing. She walked past him into the bathroom, ran the tap, splashed water on her face.

The sound of water hitting porcelain filled the room.

She emerged a minute later and met his eyes.

“Coffee?” he asked.

She nodded.

He stood and walked to the kitchenette. The small motions were a relief, something to anchor his hands to: scoop the grounds, fill the pot, press the button. The smell rose quickly, rich and bitter.

Angelica lowered herself into the chair by the balcony door. She sat cross-legged, dress pulling tight over her thighs, fingers clasped in her lap. She stared at the horizon through the glass as the sun cleared the line of the sea. Its light poured into the room, turning the tile floor into gold.

He poured two mugs.

Carried them back.

Set one in front of her.

She wrapped both hands around it without drinking.

“Thanks,” she said quietly.

They sat like that for a long time.

The only sounds were the soft lap of waves below, the whir of the ceiling fan, the occasional hiss of the coffee pot cooling on the counter.

Gavin sipped. It burned his tongue. He didn’t care.

Angelica traced a finger along the rim of her mug, eyes still on the water. She didn’t explain where she’d been. She didn’t describe what she’d done. She didn’t offer excuses or confessions. Her breathing was even, her shoulders loose.

He didn’t ask.

He didn’t demand.

He didn’t plead.

He just sat with her, coffee between them, watching the day widen.

A gull cried outside. Someone laughed down the hall. The world kept going.

Inside, the suite felt like a church: everything echoing, sacred, heavy.

Angelica finally glanced at him. For a heartbeat their eyes met.

No apology.

No invitation.

Just a shared knowledge, unhidden.

Then she looked back at the sea.

Gavin set his mug down.

His hand hovered for a second as if reaching for hers, then fell back to the table.

The silence didn’t hurt anymore.

It just existed.

And in that silence, he understood: he didn’t need to ask. She didn’t need to tell. They were both already living in the answer.

They finished their coffee slowly, separately.

She stood first, setting her empty mug by the sink, and went into the bathroom to shower. He remained at the table, staring at the horizon until the light blurred.

No words.

Everything known.
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The resort woke slowly.

From the balcony, Gavin could see the tide roll out, leaving wet, glimmering sand like a mirror for the sky. Staff wheeled breakfast carts down the paths, calling soft greetings to each other. Couples strolled past with beach bags, towels over their shoulders, sunglasses already on. Everything looked clean, bright, almost unreal.

He felt invisible watching them.

He’d been up since dawn. Angelica hadn’t come back to the suite after her shower. He’d heard the faint click of the door around 8 a.m., but he hadn’t risen. He’d lain still and listened to her steps recede down the hall until there was nothing left but the air-conditioning’s hum.

Now he sat alone at their little balcony table, a mug cooling in front of him. He hadn’t shaved. His eyes ached from staring at nothing. He could still smell her shampoo on the towel she’d left draped over the chair, faint but stubborn.

Below, on the sand, a bride posed for photos in a white dress while her groom knelt to adjust the train. The photographer barked instructions and the bride laughed, head thrown back, veil lifting in the wind.

Gavin turned his face away. The salt on his lips could’ve been from the air, but he knew it wasn’t.

He left the suite after noon. Walked the grounds with no aim. Past the bar where she used to tease the bartender, past the pool where he’d watched her sunbathe that first afternoon before everything began. The resort was full of small ghosts. He could feel them in the stones.

At the far edge of the property a narrow trail wound down toward a rocky overlook. He followed it. At the bottom, the view opened to an uninterrupted stretch of sea. A single boat moved slowly toward the horizon. White wake trailing like a line drawn out of sight.

He sat on a stone bench. Listened to the waves hit below. Closed his eyes.

He remembered the night she’d told him: “One night with someone else. You’ll watch.” He’d agreed because it felt thrilling, like a game they could play. He’d never imagined a world beyond that game. He hadn’t imagined himself sitting on a stone bench, barefoot, feeling older than he was, wondering when exactly he’d gone from husband to witness.

He’d thought watching her would give him power. That being allowed in the room made him special. That being complicit meant he still mattered. He understood now that the real power had been hers all along. She’d known what she wanted. She’d taken it. And he had watched her become someone he couldn’t reach anymore.

The gulls wheeled overhead, crying.

He stayed until his coffee cup was empty and the sun had started to fall westward.

When he returned to the suite, the bed was still empty. Her bag still sat in the corner. But now a slip of paper lay on the nightstand, folded once. No envelope. No name. Just his handwriting scrawled in a corner from a pen he’d left — Angelica.

He opened it.

One line:

“Meet me on the balcony at sunset.”

He set it down. Looked at the horizon. The day was already bleeding into orange.

He didn’t know why, but he showered. Shaved. Put on a clean shirt. When the sun finally touched the edge of the water, he was seated at the balcony table again, waiting.
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She arrived just after the sun touched the edge of the water.

He heard her footsteps before he saw her — sandals clicking softly across tile, the sound of the door closing behind her with a final little whisper. He didn’t turn. He stayed where he was, seated at the balcony table, mug in hand, watching the gold burn off the waves below.

She stepped out beside him, barefoot, and sat in the chair opposite.

She was wearing white. A dress he'd never seen — simple, linen, off the shoulder. She looked like a woman who wasn’t trying to impress anyone anymore. That was what made her beautiful.

He looked at her hands. No ring.

Then at her eyes.

Calm. Clear.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

She crossed one leg over the other. The breeze tugged at the hem of her dress.

“You showered,” she said.

“You left a note.”

She smiled faintly. “Still listen to me, huh?”

“Habit.”

Neither of them laughed. But the silence wasn’t sharp. Just full.

The sun sank another inch.

They both watched it.

Then she said, “This is the part where I’m supposed to explain myself.”

He didn’t reply.

“But I think we both know I’ve been explaining myself since the first night.”

He nodded.

She looked down at her lap.

“I wanted you to stop me,” she said. “At first. Maybe. I don’t know.”

“I didn’t.”

“No. You didn’t.”

The breeze lifted again.

Salt in the air. The sound of distant music rising from the bar below. Another couple danced barefoot in the sand, too far away to recognize.

Angelica glanced at the horizon.

“I’m not going back with you,” she said.

Gavin closed his eyes.

He already knew.

Still, hearing it out loud dropped like a stone.

“Is it Marcus?” he asked.

She didn’t answer right away.

Then: “It’s me.”

That stung. But he nodded again.

“You ever gonna see him again?”

“Maybe,” she said. “But not tonight.”

He looked at her hand. Resting on the edge of the table. He didn’t reach for it.

“I loved being your wife,” she said.

He didn’t look at her.

“I mean that,” she added.

“Yeah.”

“I loved who we were.”

“So did I.”

“But I hated pretending I didn’t want more.”

“I thought I was the more,” he said.

“You were.”

Her voice cracked then, just a little. But she held it together.

“You were more than I deserved, Gavin.”

He finally looked at her.

“I never believed that.”

She nodded. “I know.”

The sun fell lower. The sky turned bruised orange.

The table between them might as well have been a mile.

She exhaled slowly. Her eyes didn’t leave his.

“I’m not sorry,” she said.

“I know.”

“But I’m not cruel.”

“I never thought you were.”

“I need you to hear this.”

He waited.

She leaned forward slightly.

“I didn’t stop loving you. I just stopped being yours.”

The words sat between them, heavy but right.

Gavin’s mouth felt dry.

He stood slowly, stepped back from the table, and looked out over the water.

Angelica didn’t move.

He said, “You don’t have to explain any more.”

“I know.”

“Not to me.”

He glanced back.

“I already saw everything I needed.”

She stood then too. Walked to the balcony door. Her bag sat just inside.

She turned back once.

“I’ll leave the keycard. You can check out tomorrow.”

He nodded.

She didn’t hug him.

She didn’t kiss him.

But she looked at him like a woman looking at her last photograph of a different life.

And then she left.

The door clicked shut.

This time, it didn’t whisper.

It closed.
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The suite was empty now.

She was gone — not for the night. Not for someone else. Just gone.

The soft scent of her skin still hung in the air, diluted but real. Her towel still draped on the back of the chair. Her coffee mug, half-finished, sat beside his.

But the bag was gone. The heels. The earrings. The laugh that used to echo down the hall when she caught him watching her dress.

Gavin stood in the center of the room with the balcony doors wide open behind him. The wind blew the curtains sideways, letting in the smell of salt and distant flowers. Inside, everything stayed still.

His ring lay on the nightstand. He hadn’t taken it off himself — she’d removed it, weeks ago, during one of their games. Before it stopped being a game. He picked it up and rolled it between his fingers. Not heavy. Not meaningful. Just metal.

He set it down and stepped outside.

The air was thick with coming dark. The sun had vanished behind the horizon, leaving streaks of blood-colored light across the clouds. He walked barefoot through the resort paths, quiet now, the night crowd either gathered at the bar or behind closed doors.

He passed the pool where they’d swum on the second day. Where he’d watched her lean back on the float, eyes closed, nipples hard under the sun, teasing him without saying a word. He passed the lobby where she first kissed him like a wife, not a girlfriend.

And he kept walking.

Down the stone path.

Through the gate.

To the beach.

The tide was out. The water crept in slowly, dragging seaweed and shells across the flat sand.

He stopped at the edge.

Toes in the foam.

Breath catching at the cold.

Then he stepped forward.

One foot. Then the other.

The waves came higher, climbing his ankles, whispering against his skin.

He looked up. The sky was a deep navy now. Stars barely visible.

There was no one around.

No fire pits. No tourists. No staff.

Just him.

And the sea.

His feet sank slightly into the sand.

He let them.

He didn’t move.

He thought about the first time she looked at another man in front of him — just looked, just held the gaze a second too long. He hadn’t felt fear then. He felt hard. Alive.

He thought about the night she said the words that rewired everything between them: “You’ll watch.”

And he had.

He thought it would end in sex.

It ended in surrender.

Now there were no more cameras. No more hotel rooms. No more threesomes or games or rules or justifications.

There was just the image of her, walking down a hallway with another man’s hand at her lower back.

There was just the sound of her breathing someone else's name while Gavin lay in the same room.

And now…

There was just water.

It didn’t roar.

It didn’t crash.

It just lapped.

Like breath.

Like the sound she made when she came for someone else.

He closed his eyes.

Tide came up to his calves.

His body swayed gently, as if it wanted to fall forward.

But he didn’t.

He just stood.

No anger.

No fantasy.

No future.

Just Gavin.

Feet buried in sand.

Eyes open to the dark.

Breathing.

Letting go.
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